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Chapter 1: The Invitation

I never expected the night to end with me tied to a cross like a piece of fuck-meat, but here I was — heart pounding, pussy dripping, completely at the mercy of strangers.

His name was Marcus. Tall, broad-shouldered, with a deep, commanding voice that made my knees weak the moment he spoke to me at the bar. We had been flirting for maybe twenty minutes when he casually mentioned he was a member of a very exclusive private sex club that had just opened a new location downtown.

“We’re still setting it up,” he said, his strong hand resting possessively on my thigh under the table. “I’d love your opinion on the décor… and maybe test a few things.”

I knew exactly what kind of “testing” he meant. My pussy had been tingling since he first bought me a drink. The thought of being used in a real sex club made my clit throb in my tiny lace thong.

Thirty minutes later we were pulling up to a nondescript black building with no sign out front. A discreet security guard nodded at Marcus and let us in. Inside, the place smelled like leather, expensive cologne, faint sweat, and pure raw sex. Dim red lighting, dark wood floors, heavy velvet curtains. It felt luxurious and filthy at the same time.

Marcus led me down a hallway to a large room that was mostly empty except for one very prominent piece of furniture: a massive St. Andrew’s cross mounted sideways on the wall. Thick black leather straps with heavy metal buckles dangled from each arm and leg position. My breath caught.

“This is the only décor we have so far,” he said with a wicked smile. “What do you think?”

I licked my glossy lips, already slipping into that warm, fuzzy bimbo headspace. “I think… you should strap me to it and let your friends use me.”

His eyes darkened with lust. “Good girl.”



Chapter 2: Strapped and Exposed

He took his time, savoring every second.

First he peeled my short black dress up and over my head, leaving me in nothing but heels, a tiny lace thong, and a matching bra. The cool air of the club kissed my skin, making my nipples harden instantly. Marcus positioned me against the cool wood of the cross. My arms were stretched wide above my head as he locked thick cuffs around my wrists. The leather was stiff and unyielding, biting deliciously into my skin. He kicked my legs apart and secured my ankles next, spreading me obscenely open. Finally, a wide strap went across my waist, pinning my lower back firmly to the cross.

I was completely helpless. Exposed. My pussy already soaked and aching.

Marcus stepped back and admired his work, circling me slowly. “Look at you… such a pretty little slut already dripping for strangers.”

The thrill that the security guard — or anyone else — might walk in and see me like this sent a fresh gush of wetness down my inner thighs. I whimpered softly, my mind melting into pure submissive bliss.

He hooked a finger under the waistband of my thong and ripped it off in one savage motion. The torn lace fluttered to the floor. Cool air kissed my bare, shaved cunt. I moaned.

Marcus dropped to his knees and buried two thick fingers deep inside me without warning. I cried out as he curled them against my G-spot while his tongue attacked my swollen clit. He worked me perfectly — fast, then slow, sucking and licking until my thighs started shaking and I was right on the edge…

Then he stopped.

For the next twenty agonizing minutes he edged me mercilessly. Fingers, tongue, even the thick handle of a flogger he found nearby — he brought me right to the brink of orgasm over and over again, only to pull away at the last second. My juices were dripping down my inner thighs in shiny rivulets. I was panting, sweating, my mind slipping deeper into that warm, fuzzy subspace where nothing mattered except being used.

“Please…” I begged, my voice hoarse and desperate. “I need to cum so fucking bad…”

Marcus leaned in, his breath hot against my ear. “You’re such a needy whore. I have a couple friends here tonight. They’ve been watching the security feed. Would you like them to come in and fuck you senseless? Stretch every hole and fill you with cum?”

I didn’t even hesitate. My brain was mush.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please… bring them. Use me. I need cock so badly.”

Marcus smiled like he’d won the lottery and sent a quick text. Less than two minutes later, the door opened.

Three more men walked in. All tall, fit, and already hard. They looked at me like hungry wolves.

“Gentlemen,” Marcus said, “she’s all yours. No limits. She’s been properly prepped.”



Chapter 3: Used Like Meat

The first man — a muscular Black guy with a shaved head — stepped forward and grabbed my face roughly. He shoved two fingers into my mouth. “Suck.”

I obeyed instantly, drooling all over his hand while Marcus knelt again and attacked my dripping cunt with his tongue. The other two men started groping my tits, pinching my nipples hard, slapping my thighs. The sensation overload made my eyes roll back.

They took turns using my mouth while the others fingered and licked my pussy and ass. I was floating in pure submissive bliss.

Finally, Marcus stood up and unzipped his pants. His thick cock sprang free. He rubbed the fat head up and down my soaked slit, teasing my clit.

“Beg for it,” he growled.

“Please fuck me,” I moaned around the cock in my mouth. “Please ruin my pussy…”

He slammed into me in one brutal thrust. I screamed around the dick stretching my throat as he started pounding me hard against the cross. The wooden frame creaked with every powerful stroke. My tits bounced wildly.

The others rotated in and out of my mouth. One of them — the Black guy — moved behind Marcus and waited his turn. When Marcus finally pulled out, he took his place, his even thicker cock stretching me wider. I came instantly, my first orgasm crashing through me so hard my vision went white.

They fucked me relentlessly on that cross for what felt like hours — one after another, sometimes two at a time. They slapped my tits, choked me lightly, called me their filthy club whore, their free-use cum dump, their brainless sissy slut. I came again and again, squirting down my thighs as they used every hole.

Eventually they unstrapped my legs, flipped me around so my ass faced the room, and re-secured me. Now they had perfect access. Lube was poured over my tight asshole, then thick fingers worked their way in.

“Ever had two cocks at once, slut?”

Before I could answer, one man slid back into my dripping pussy while another slowly pushed into my ass. The double penetration was overwhelming. I came again almost immediately, squirting as they found a rhythm.

They used me like that for a long time — rotating, filling every hole, covering my body in sweat and spit. I lost count of how many times I came.

Finally, they pulled me off the cross and put me on my knees in the middle of the room. All four men surrounded me, stroking their cocks.

“Open your mouth, cumslut.”

I obeyed, tongue out, eyes glassy. They took turns fucking my face until, one by one, they started unloading.

Hot, thick ropes of cum painted my face, tits, and tongue. Marcus was the last — he grabbed my hair and pumped his load straight down my throat, making me choke and swallow every drop while the others laughed at the gagging sounds I made.

When they finally stepped back, I was a wrecked, cum-covered mess.



Chapter 4: The Painful Nightly Ritual

Hours later, still leaking cum from both holes and covered in drying loads, I finally made it back to my small apartment. My legs were shaky. My throat was sore. My makeup was a ruined mess. I could still taste the bitter, warm, salty flavor of multiple men on my tongue. Every step made the cum inside me shift, reminding me what a filthy, eager cum slut I had been just a short while ago.

I locked the door behind me and stood in front of the bathroom mirror under the harsh, unforgiving fluorescent light.

The sight that greeted me was pure Mandy — the true me.

My long blonde wig was sticky with cum. My heavy bimbo makeup was smeared: mascara ran in black rivers down my cheeks, glossy pink lipstick was smudged around my mouth, blush mixed with dried loads. My hot pink lingerie was torn in places and soaked. My fake DD tits heaved with every exhausted breath. My thighs were shiny with lube and cum. I looked exactly like the brainless, well-used club whore I had become that night.

And I loved it.

For a long moment I just stared at her — at myself — feeling that warm, fuzzy subspace glow still lingering. I’m such a good cum dump… I took so many cocks… I swallowed so much… I came so hard for them…

But then reality started to creep in.

It was time for the nightly ritual.

I started slowly, almost reluctantly, because every piece I removed felt like killing a part of myself.

First, the wig. I reached up with trembling fingers and carefully pulled it off. The adhesive tugged at my scalp. The long, platinum blonde hair — now matted and sticky — went into its special storage box like I was burying my true identity. Without it, my head felt cold and exposed.

Next came the makeup. I grabbed the rough washcloths and makeup remover and started scrubbing. Layer after layer came off: the foundation, the dramatic eyeshadow, the long lashes, the heavy blush, the glossy pink cock-sucking lips. My face grew raw and red. The pretty, slutty bimbo disappeared inch by inch, replaced by the plain, tired, ashamed face of Mark staring back at me.

Tears welled up.

The fake tits were next. Peeling them off always felt like ripping away my femininity. The adhesive pulled at my skin. I cleaned them gently, almost lovingly, and placed them carefully in their box beside the wig.

Then the lingerie. I unhooked the hot pink bra, rolled down the fishnets, stepped out of the cum-stained panties and garter belt. Everything was folded neatly and hidden in the secret compartment in my closet — out of sight, but never truly gone.

Finally, the heels came off. My feet ached. I stood there completely naked, just Mark again, staring at the stranger in the mirror.

The contrast hit me like a freight train.

Just a few hours earlier I had been strapped to a cross in a sex club, moaning like a brainless whore while four men used every hole, called me their filthy cum dump, and painted me with load after load. I had begged for it. I had cum hands-free multiple times from the humiliation alone. I had gagged happily on thick cocks and swallowed their warm, bitter, salty cum like it was the best thing I had ever tasted.

And now… this.

Plain. Boring. Ashamed. Hidden.

Tears ran down my clean face, mixing with the last traces of dried cum I hadn’t fully scrubbed away.

“I don’t want to do this anymore,” I whispered, voice cracking. “I don’t want to be you. I want to stay Mandy. I want to wake up as her. I want to be a dumb bimbo cum slut every single day.”

The boy in the mirror didn’t answer. He never did.

I finished cleaning the last traces of makeup and cum from my skin, put on boring boxer briefs and a hoodie, and crawled into bed feeling empty, broken, and more desperate than ever.

The hunger was already growing again.

The nightly ritual was becoming torture.

And deep down, I knew it was only a matter of time before I stopped doing it altogether.
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