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Prologue

A slender beam of sunlight infiltrated my field of vision, an unwelcome intruder into the sanctuary of sleep. Instinctively, I recoiled, squeezing my eyes shut in a futile attempt to reclaim the embrace of slumber. My body was a map of aches, each muscle echoing the previous day's exertions, yet the bed cradled me with a softness that seemed extraordinary this morning.

Unexpectedly, I had awakened as the little spoon to Lucy, the girl who danced on the edges of my dreams, possibly soon to step fully into the role of my girlfriend. As my head nestled into the curve of her shoulder, a half-conscious realization dawned on me that something was amiss—something different that I couldn't quite identify in my groggy state. Instead of puzzling over it, my mind chose to bask in the comfort enveloping me.

My legs were swathed in a cocoon of warmth, a pleasant sensitivity tingling through them. My boxer briefs had ridden up slightly, creating a surprisingly agreeable sensation, while the sheet wrapped around my chest offered an odd yet reassuring sense of security. In these moments, nestled against Lucy, the world felt simpler, distilled to nothing but the soft glow of dawn and the gentle rise and fall of her breathing.

On top of all that, as I lay there, I was so incredibly horny. I really couldn't explain it, but there was just something about the way my briefs were pushing up against my bottom that felt so naughty. Oh, and of course, my dick was pressed up against her hip, and the angle was making them feel even tighter.

I couldn't exactly let Lucy know that was the real reason I was hard; all she needed to know was that my dick was rock hard and ready to go. Eventually, my aroused state started to overcome my tired state, and I decided it was time to make my move.

Well, 'by making my move,' what I meant was I slowly started to move my dick up and down on her hip, hoping that she'd wake up and we could have some morning sex and go back to sleep. I kept my eyes shut and slowly gyrated my hips just a little more. I felt like I was so close to getting off, but I knew it would take more than just this thrusting.

Then, all of a sudden, from above, a snicker—a distinctly masculine chuckle.

Like the intrusive light that had earlier filtered into my consciousness, memories from last night began to cascade through my mind in vivid flashes. This certainly wasn't Lucy, whom I was snuggled against. The body next to me was all wrong; it was much too firm, unmistakably masculine. I was lying in the crook of a man's arm, my head resting against his broad chest. He shifted slightly, his muscles flexing as he repositioned me so that my entire groin was now uncomfortably pressed against him. Overwhelmed with embarrassment, I couldn't bring myself to open my eyes. In a shy attempt to disengage, I tried to wriggle free, only to sink deeper into his embrace.

"You don't need to stop, just so you know," came the male voice from above, tinged with a hint of amusement.

My whole body was frozen. Well, all of it was frozen except my dick, which was still desperately trying to slide up and down on anything in front of it that could provide some stimulation. Somehow the revelations of last night made my cock even harder, and there was nothing I could do. I finally realized the inevitable and began to slowly open my eyes to the real world.

There lay Lucy, mirroring my own position, curled up in the man's other arm with her head resting against his chest, facing me. The sunlight bathed her topless form, highlighting the contours of her body in a way that would normally send a thrill through me. However, the sight of her so intimately close to another man brought a blush to my cheeks instead. With a hesitant motion, I lifted my head to look at her.

Lucy was awake, her eyes already on me as I met her gaze. A playful smile curved her lips, and she giggled softly, a sound mingling surprise with amusement. "Oh my," she teased, "you just can't help yourself, can you?" Her tone was light and teasing, yet it was clear she found the situation as bizarre and unexpected as I did.


Chapter 1

The Previous Day

As we checked into the hotel for the wedding, the lobby buzzed with the hum of guests arriving and departing, their voices echoing off the high ceilings. I had agreed to accompany Lucy as her date to this event. Considering we had been seeing each other for only about a month, this felt like a significant step. It was our first escape from the confines of our city apartments and my inaugural extended interaction with her two roommates, Amy and Gemma. Known for their assertive, career-oriented attitudes and ever-changing romantic escapades, Amy and Gemma exuded a certain 'mean girl' aura and were fiercely protective of Lucy.

Aside from Amy and Gemma, we were strangers to the other guests. Lucy had maintained a connection with the bride from their high school days, a friendship that indirectly led to her current living situation with her roommates. My previous interactions with Amy and Gemma had been brief, usually just passing conversations filled with quick exchanges and sharp wit. In an effort to forge a better relationship with them, we planned to go for brunch together the following morning, and I had also volunteered to drive everyone back to the city afterward.

As we crowded into the elevator with our bags, a moment of unexpected recognition occurred. Lucy gasped, her eyes lighting up as she caught sight of someone outside the elevator.

"Dan? Oh my god!" she exclaimed, holding the elevator door open.

She leaped into the arms of a tall man who had just approached, embracing him tightly. I stood slightly apart, a mix of confusion and surprise taking hold as they hugged. When they finally parted, Lucy turned to me, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"It's been so long! Dan and I were super close back in high school, but then he moved back to London, and we've barely seen each other since." Her voice was tinged with nostalgia as she reintroduced her old friend, bridging the past with the present in that busy hotel elevator.

Lucy turned to Dan with a mix of anticipation and joy. "The girls mentioned you might be coming, but I didn't want to get my hopes up too much."

I glanced at Dan, sizing him up discreetly. He was taller than me by a few inches and significantly broader, dressed in a sharp ensemble that complemented his commanding presence. His British accent added an exotic charm, and I couldn't help but notice Lucy seemed somewhat enchanted by it.

"I have an early flight tomorrow back to London, but I knew I couldn't miss tonight. Especially after hearing you would be here," Dan explained as the elevator reached our floor.

We all stepped out, my mind racing with unwelcome thoughts. "Great," I thought sarcastically. Competing with a well-built European who obviously shared a history with Lucy was not how I envisioned this weekend unfolding. Luckily, he continued down the hallway to his room as we stopped at ours.

Our room was typical of a hotel: two beds, a modest sitting area, and a bathroom. While Lucy took her time at the mirror, I busied myself around the beds. After what felt like an eternity, she emerged, and I found myself momentarily speechless. Her hair was elegantly curled and pinned up to reveal her graceful neck, and her makeup was bold, highlighted by striking red lipstick that I hadn't seen since our first date. It was undeniably alluring. And she was still in her underwear, arranging her dress on the bed, unaware of my gaze.

I felt my cock start to harden in my pants as I took her in the sight of her. Her hair was up & curled at the back, which showed off her beautiful neck. Her makeup was also so much bolder than usual, and her red lipstick really caught me by surprise. She hadn't actually worn lipstick since our first date. Either way, everything about her dripped sexiness.

And all Lucy was wearing at that moment was the most 'fuck me' set of lingerie she owned. She was completely shaved around her black lacy panties, with the small pink bows that adorned them and really popped against the intricate black lace. She also wore a matching black and pink lace bra, which looked perfect on her. Although Lucy didn't have the biggest breasts in the world, her toned stomach, combined with the bra, made what she had really pop.

Lucy's attire was elegantly seductive, featuring lace panties paired with sexy black stockings that wrapped tightly around her thighs. She retrieved her wine-red dress from the bed and smoothly slipped it over her head. The satin material of the dress embraced her fit figure perfectly, accentuating her form. The dress was daringly short, but the stockings met just high enough to modestly cover her legs—barely so. As she moved around the room, preparing for the evening, occasional glimpses of her skin flashed from above her stockings, a subtle yet provocative detail.

In the flurry of leaving, I realized I had forgotten to put on my tie. We hurried out, planning for me to adjust my attire at the venue. The ceremony was set outdoors, and upon arriving, I noticed a slight chill in the air, grateful that only this portion of the event was outside. Before the ceremony began, I excused myself to a nearby mirror to tackle my tie.

After a couple of unsuccessful attempts, I managed a passable knot and returned to our seats. There, I saw Lucy laughing with Dan, now draped in his suit jacket. My approach went initially unnoticed as they joyfully exchanged memories of old high school pool parties. Eventually, Dan turned, seemingly surprised to see me.

"Oh, didn't see you there! Hope you don't mind about the jacket. She mentioned she was a bit cold," Dan said with an easy smile.

"Thanks for doing that," I responded, internally chiding myself for not having offered my jacket first.

Then, noticing my tie, Dan chuckled, "What's going on with your tie? Here, let me fix it. I do this for our intern all the time."

Before I could decline, Dan was already adjusting my tie, pulling me slightly behind a chair for better light. As he re-tied it with practiced ease, I felt his hands expertly working the fabric around my neck.

Just then, I noticed Amy and Gemma pointing our way and starting to walk towards us. The unfolding scene—Dan fixing my tie, Lucy in his jacket, and the approach of her protective roommates—felt like a convergence of social dynamics that I was still struggling to navigate.

Gemma approached in a champagne pink dress that shimmered in the sunlight, its tight fit highlighting her tan and toned legs, accentuated further by a daring slit up one thigh. Beside her, Amy, smaller in stature, wore a shoulderless purple dress with mesh sleeves that gracefully outlined her curves, paired with knee-high dress shoes.

As they approached, they found me slightly awkwardly positioned, with Dan adjusting my tie and gripping my shoulders firmly, causing me to feel somewhat diminished in his grasp.

"Oooh, what's going on here?" Gemma teased with a playful smirk.

"Just some teamwork on his tie," Lucy chimed in, her eyes scanning me from head to toe, adding to the somewhat charged atmosphere.

"I thought all men knew how to tie their own ties," Amy commented loudly, her tone teasing but sharp enough to make me blush.

"It's no problem at all," Dan responded smoothly, his cologne enveloping me as he straightened my collar, adding, "Besides, between my work life and my personal life, I get a lot of use out of them."

Lucy caught the double entendre in his remark and blushed, a soft "Oh!" escaping her lips.

"All done now," Dan declared with a satisfied smile, quickly shifting his attention back to Lucy. "Let's get a drink before the ceremony. Come with me."

Lucy giggled, her reaction almost automatic. "Of course," she replied, then handed me her purse with a brisk, "Watch this while we're gone."

As they walked away, Gemma called after them, "Dan, don't forget your jacket," gesturing towards the chair where it lay.

Lucy responded for him, the tone playful yet possessive, "Oh, that's not his. His is keeping me warm right now."

Amy and Gemma exchanged smirks and whispered to each other as Lucy and Dan disappeared. Left holding the purse, I tried to shrug off the awkwardness, but it clung to me as I sat down, the purse awkwardly in my lap, waiting for the ceremony to start.

Time seemed to stretch interminably as I half-listened to Amy and Gemma debating the merits of various attendees. Their laughter and sharp observations were a stark contrast to my own introspective mood. It seemed that when you looked as they did, options were plentiful.

Finally, Lucy and Dan returned just as the ceremony was about to begin, their laughter echoing as they rejoined the group. Their demeanor hinted that perhaps their brief escape involved more than just a quick drink.

The rest of the wedding reception unfolded with a tangible awkwardness for me. Lucy made a point to rearrange our seating, ensuring that Dan could sit directly beside her. He was already at our table, but this adjustment placed him right next to her. Throughout the evening, I felt more like an accessory than a participant, often left holding her purse while Lucy and Dan mingled at the bar or danced on the floor.

When a slow song finally gave me the opportunity to dance with Lucy, I tentatively brought up how I felt about the evening. Her response was curt and dismissive, "I see you every day; Dan's only here one night." The song ended with her drifting back to Dan's arms, leaving me feeling isolated and frustrated.

Trying to engage in small talk was a challenge as I couldn't shake the feeling of being sidelined. Dan was polite, but his friendliness had an edge, especially as it became apparent he was charming my date right in front of me. Thankfully, Amy and Gemma were distracted by their own fun, dancing away, although I caught their amused glances occasionally.

As the night continued, an afterparty was set up in the hotel. Feeling defeated, I decided it was time to withdraw. Even though I hadn't witnessed Lucy and Dan crossing any explicit boundaries, the emotional toll was too much. I conceded defeat silently to Dan in my mind.

On the walk to the afterparty, I informed Lucy that I was heading to bed. Her response was perfunctory—a quick peck on the cheek and a brief goodnight—before she and Dan joined the others. Alone, I returned to our dark hotel room, took out a weed pen from my bag, and took a few hits, hoping it would ease me into sleep, indifferent to when or if Lucy would return.

Lying there, the thought of tomorrow's brunch and the subsequent drive home loomed over me. The drive promised to be excruciating. I was surrounded by Lucy, Amy, Gemma, and a couple of other girls from the wedding, with me as the sole guy—a guy whose date seemed to prefer someone else's company. I anticipated the conversation would be dominated by their adventures from tonight, adding to my discomfort.

Yet, a part of me started to accept the situation. It would be humiliating, certainly, but once it was over, I could move past this episode. I wouldn't have to dwell on these feelings or this social debacle any longer.

As I began to drift off, a series of noises from the hallway pierced the silence, pulling me back to the reality of the moment.

A click on the handle.

A giggle.

Then, another click on the handle.

And finally, a buzz.

For a split second, I actually thought it was Lucy, and she had come back alone. I figured if she had hooked up with Dan, they'd simply go to his room. Unfortunately, it was only a second later when I heard another set of feet enter the room.

"Are you awake?" Lucy's voice pierced the dimness a split second before the light snapped on, washing the room in a harsh, sterile glow. Momentarily blinded, I squinted at them, my mind foggy from the weed and the abrupt wake-up.

I lay sprawled on top of the blankets, thankful to be in a white t-shirt and boxer briefs at least, giving me a semblance of decency. Dan, looking slightly less formal than earlier with his tie removed and shirt unbuttoned at the top, wasted no time addressing me.

"Hey, Lucy mentioned that you might have some weed. Do you mind if I get a rip?" he asked, his tone casual as if the request were the most natural thing in the world.

Still somewhat dazed, I sat up and shuffled over to my bag to retrieve the weed pen. As I did, Lucy and Dan made themselves comfortable on the bed, pulling a mini bottle of champagne from one of the welcome bags. The intimacy of their actions and the ease with which they invaded my personal space left me feeling more like a bystander than a participant.

Handing over the pen, I watched as they passed it back and forth, their conversation flowing as easily as the champagne they sipped. Lucy stretched out her legs, the sexy tops of her stockings in full display, juxtaposed against my mundane t-shirt and underwear. It was a visual reminder of how out of sync I was with the situation unfolding around me. The room felt smaller, the air tighter, as I sat there, an outsider in my own space.

The room hung in an uncomfortable silence, the tension palpable, until Lucy suddenly moved toward me. Without a word, she began kissing me forcefully. Her hands moved assertively over my body, grasping at my back and pulling herself closer as she straddled me on the bed. Caught completely off guard, I was overwhelmed by the sudden shift in her demeanor.

Just half an hour ago, I had been mentally preparing to let go of our relationship, feeling sidelined and disregarded. Yet, here she was, initiating an intense, unexpected moment of intimacy. Confusion swirled within me, but in the heat of the moment, I decided to just go with the flow. Could it be that I had misunderstood the situation, or was this really a sign that I still held some special place in her affection?

Meanwhile, Dan didn't move away. Instead, he simply sat there, watching us, his demeanor relaxed to the point of nonchalance. He had even taken off his jacket and untucked his shirt, adding to the surreal and slightly unsettling atmosphere. As I caught his eye, a wave of confusion hit me harder.

Lucy's low and soft voice broke through my thoughts. "Baby, are you okay if he stays?" Her question hung in the air, loaded with implications.

It took me a moment to fully grasp what she was suggesting. The situation had escalated far beyond my expectations, and I needed a moment to process the reality of her request and what it meant for our relationship and my feelings.

"He's really into watching, and he was trying to convince me night to let him watch us this one time."

I started to understand, and in a really strange way, it kind of felt like a bonus. I had spent most of the evening assuming they were going to fuck anyway, and now he's just asking to watch us.

I nodded, and Lucy started pulling off my shirt. We continued making out on the bed as I pulled her dress over her head. She looked incredible in her lingerie and stockings.

At this point, I looked up and saw Dan had taken off his work shirt, and now, only his undershirt remained on his top half. He looked at me as he pulled down his pants and stepped out of them, and when I said nothing, he continued to take off his boxers as well.

Although it felt more than a little strange, it made sense to me that if he was going to watch us, he was probably going to want to jerk himself off while he did. I cringed a little inside but reminded myself he was going to be on a plane in the morning.

Lucy, though, couldn't keep her eyes off him. Dan was clearly very well-built, and his tight underwear made it clear he was well-endowed. As Lucy kissed me, I felt her body pulling in his direction over and over again.

Eventually, I was lying on my back on the bed next to Dan as Lucy sat on my legs and slowly started to slide down my boxers. As I looked up, immediately on the left, I could see Dan pulling down his boxers as well.

Even before his cock was fully out, I knew he was longer and thicker than I was. It was not like he was huge, but it was noticeably big. And it was only a couple feet away from my face.

Lucy had slid my boxers off and slowly started to give me a handjob. I was still semi-hard at this point as she began to slowly slide her hands up and down my cock. I could miss it when she looked up at Dan, and the handjob stopped. She crawled up and started kissing me again while straddling my naked body.

"Baby..." she whispered in my ear. "Listen, I completely get it. I understand if you don't want to, but maybe you could think about it..."

I prepared for the worst.

"Would it be okay if Dan got involved a little bit too?"

I started to blush. "Got involved, how?" I asked softly.

She whispered back, "I mean...you know..."

I understood exactly. She wanted a threesome.

At this point, the night had been so long and stressful that all I wanted was some release. I knew it would be a bit weird, but I wouldn't have to see him again. Also, this still felt like a small win, given where my thoughts were half an hour ago.

I slowly nodded my head.

Lucy gave a small squeal and started kissing me again. For a few minutes, nothing really changed as we continued kissing in the middle of the bed.

But then I felt the bed move as Dan made his way towards us. We were both on our knees kissing when he moved only inches away. He watched us for a few more seconds until I saw him slowly pull Lucy's face towards his.

She didn't hesitate at all, and they started making out. I knew this was what I was getting myself into when I said yes, but it still caught me by surprise a little to actually see it. I could tell she was enjoying it a lot as he moved her around the bed effortlessly.

Just as I thought they were starting to forget about me, Dan put an arm around my waist and pulled me in close to them.

"Show me how you like to go down on Lucy," he ordered.

Lucy lay on her back in her lingerie. Her hair was slightly disheveled now, but for some reason, this made her look even sexier. I slowly pulled her panties to one side and started to lick her. Seconds later, I heard her start to moan. After a few more moments, Dan lightly pulled me back and started going down on her, too. Her moans picked up, but Dan started to slow down again.

"Go kiss her," he ordered next, and as we started making out again, I saw him slowly slide down and start going down on her. I could feel Lucy shaking in my arms. Soon, though, Dan pulled her down and told her to give me a blowjob. There's something about Dan's directness that was almost relaxing, and it was quite refreshing to be offered a blowjob. Lucy had made no secret of not being keen on giving head, but now, as soon as Dan instructed, she was down there with my cock in her mouth in a heartbeat. It made me feel a little submissive to be taking orders like this, but it was good someone knew what they were doing.

Lucy started sucking me as he watched. Maybe it was the amount of drinks earlier in the night, or perhaps the weirdness of the night, but I was still only semi-hard. Dan told her to stop for a bit, and she curled up and started kissing my neck to loosen me up.

I closed my eyes and tried my best to relax. Soon I could feel a warmth on my dick, and I knew I was being blown again. This time, though, it felt different. This time was rougher, but it also seemed to hit in all the right spots, and it only took a few seconds for me to be completely hard.

As I opened my eyes, Lucy caught me looking down at Dan, giving me head, and I could feel her eyes studying my reaction. In the end, my justification was that it felt so unbelievably good. He was playing with the shaft as he sucked and my god he knew what he was doing. So, I just went along with it.

After a few more minutes, Dan abruptly stopped and started kissing Lucy. My dick could barely stand still. I was so horny now. I watched as the two started to move into a sixty-nine position, with Dan lying on his back and Lucy on top. She started to shudder as Dan used his tongue and fingers on her pussy as she rested on his face.

I watched as she slowly leaned over and started moving her face towards his dick. He was fully hard and only a couple of inches from her face. Lucy slowly put her mouth around the head and started bobbing her head up and down. I thought I'd feel humiliated by this, but at the moment, I was so turned on watching I didn't actually mind watching my new girlfriend giving another guy head. They continued to sixty-nine until Lucy really started to moan. She arched her back and started to shake as Dan worked his mouth faster and faster.

But then he abruptly stopped. Lucy went from moaning to begging him to continue and asking why he'd stopped.

In a teasing manner, Dan replied, 'You stopped sucking, I stopped licking."

Lucy begged, "Dan... that's because I was cumming so hard...I couldn't help it... you know that I can't cum and suck..please..."

"Well, I think we should do something about that," Dan smirked.

I knew exactly what was being inferred. Part of me was kind of expecting it as soon as I let Dan blow me and didn't say anything.

He wanted me to return the favor.

I slowly crawled over when Lucy called my name. Dan was still teasing her with his tongue but keeping her on the edge, not letting her cum.

"Can you do me this last favor, please, baby? I'm so fucking close to cumming."

I moved my face closer to her face and Dan's dick.

"Please, baby, please do it for me. He blew you earlier. And I really fucking need this. Look how hard you are as well, babe. Oh, come on, please, baby."

I could feel my face started to turn pink as I nervously stared at his dick.

"Yes, baby, just like that."

Lucy held the base of his dick with one hand, and I positioned my mouth just above it. I had never been this close to another guy's dick before. His head was slightly pinker than I expected, and his thick shaft made its way down to a noticeably large set of balls. Lucy watched me as I stared above it nervously.

"Go on. Help Lucy, Be my dicksucker for her."

Dan said it so matter of factly it sounded almost natural. I looked up at Lucy one more time and then slowly put my mouth over the head of his big dick.

I slowly ran my tongue around the tip in a way that I knew I would want it. I started to hear Lucy moan above me, leading me to believe Dan had started licking her out again.

I continued to slide my mouth up and down on his cock, as I went down a little further each time. I knew Lucy was watching my every move, and I knew we'd have to have a talk about all this after, but at that moment, I really didn't care at all. I just closed my eyes and focused on mimicking what Dan had been doing to my cock minutes earlier to me. I played with his balls and slowly kissed up the shaft all the way to the tip. I used my hands at the same time.

"Lucy, do you have any lipstick in your purse?" Dan asked, "I have a thing for girls wearing lipstick when they go down on me."

Lucy chuckled as Dan continued to finger her. She pointed to her purse. Dan told me to get it and put it on.

By now, there was no fight left in me. What could I say to him anyway? He had just convinced me to let him fuck my girl, and I was sucking his cock.

He ordered me to put it on in the mirror where I could still see them going at it in the sixty-nine. The lipstick was a deep dark red to match Lucy's dress. As I walked back over to the bed, I could hear Lucy trying to hold in a laugh. I just put my head down and resumed sucking.

Dan then swung his body back up, twisted Lucy around, and started kissing her chest and neck. He tugged at her lace bra and started kissing her panties.

"Lucy, take off your panties."

It was said with such authority that I knew she would as I saw Lucy blush.

"Take your off panties now and give them to him to wear."

I now froze. Lucy started giggling. On the one hand, what could I do? I was now wearing lipstick, and my cock was still rock hard. Some part of me was so deeply aroused by this that I couldn't fight it.

I mumbled something under my breath, hoping that he'd move on, but Dan called me out again.

"Wear Lucy's panties."

I looked down. Lucy was already sliding them off her legs. She handed them to me and slapped me playfully on the ass.

"Look. I'll give you one more chance." Dan wasn't, but he didn't need to. His voice was much firmer.

"I treated you with a lot of respect when I met you. I could have just fucked your date hours ago, but I wanted to do it with your blessing, which you've enthusiastically given so far."

He pointed at my rock-hard cock.

"Now I am going to fuck your girl; whether you're here to watch or not is up to you. But if you do stay, you will abide by my terms."

I looked at the floor nervously and then at the panties. And then I started putting my legs through the leg holes.

"Lucy, give him the rest of your underwear."

She started unclasping her bra while smiling at me. Dan started rubbing the head of his dick around her pussy, and she started moaning again.

She was finally able to unclip her bra and take off her stockings. I blushed as I took them from her hand. I honestly had no idea how to do up a bra, and the stockings were clearly built for much smaller legs.

But Lucy was no longer paying attention to me, though. She was slowly working on getting Dan's dick inside her. I knew the reason why it was taking so much time, and I knew Lucy knew, too. Dan had a very thick dick, much thicker than what she used to. I blushed some more as I slowly rolled the stockings up my legs. And I finally managed to hook the last clasp on the bra.

I sheepishly sat back up on the bed just as Dan was able to penetrate her pussy. Lucy gave out a wild moan and started very slowly shuffling up and down. I watched in Lucy's lingerie as her lover grabbed her hair and made her squeal. I sat there wearing her lingerie as I watched her body contort in ways I had never seen before, and she made sounds I had never heard before.

I felt like a third wheel very rapidly. I sat curled in the corner of the bed as Lucy and Dan threw themselves around in all directions. I eventually got the hint when Dan lifted Lucy up and went to put her down right where I was sitting. I quickly scampered off the bed.

"Go sit in the corner. Now."

With his other arm holding Lucy, Dan pointed towards the corner of the room. I just bowed my head and slowly walked over to the corner.

Compared to sitting on the bed watching them, something about the corner felt so much more vulnerable as I stood there in just her lingerie. I took both hands and used them to cover the front of my panties in the vain hope of somehow hiding my continued erection that showed no signs of softening. Although there were no remaining lights on in the room, the moonlight from the window gave the room a soft illumination, and I could see everything.

As Dan and Lucy started fucking in the missionary position while intensely kissing, I looked out the window. I could see the window overlooking a lake, and as I looked out, I could make out a group of college kids on a couple small boats right off the shore.

I was pretty sure they couldn't see into the room, but I still felt unbelievably exposed just standing there in my girlfriend's lingerie. If they could see into the room, I'd hope they'd just think it was the silhouette of a woman in lingerie and not actually realize it was a man. I mean, that was as long as they couldn't see the tent coming out the front of her panties.

"Eyes on us."

Dan had now flipped Lucy onto her stomach and was giving her slow but very deliberate thrusts from behind as he held her hips and pounded her into the bed. They were both looking in my direction with looks of pure bliss on their faces. These would occasionally shift to become looks of amusement at my outfit, but their primary focus was now most definitely on fucking each other.

I took a chance and started slowly walking away from the bed, hoping that Dan and Lucy wouldn't care. Neither said a word as I moved to the other side of the room until Dan spat out.

"Stop."

I froze on the spot and looked over.

"Go and fill the champagne bucket with ice. Our drinks are getting warm. Don't come back without it filled."

I quietly nodded my head and reached for the bag to grab some clothes. The ice machine was down the other end of the hall.

"What are you doing? No. Just grab a key card. What you are wearing is fine. It's late enough no one will be out."

I felt a shiver go down my spine. It was late, that was true, but it wasn't that late. And no matter what the time was, there was no way I could walk down a hotel hallway in just a matching pair of 'fuck me' bra & panties. And stockings. And lipstick. The lipstick was, weirdly, the most embarrassing part.

"Dan, anything," I plead. "Please, I'll wear anything else."

But he had already moved on from that, and Lucy was now riding him cowgirl style. I nervously grabbed one of the key cards off the ground and the ice bucket from next to the bar area and walked towards the door. I slowly stuck my head out into the hallway and looked up and down.

Thank god it was empty in both directions.

The floor was made up of just one long corridor, with all the rooms lining each side. There was a stairwell at either end and an inlet with a bank of elevators in the center. Our room was located in the center, right by the elevators, but the ice machine was near one of the stairwells.

I couldn't believe it. I had felt so exposed standing in the room in the moonlight a few moments earlier. But that was nothing compared to this. This was truly feeling exposed. I'd have given anything to be back in my room. Anything to not be looking down this brightly lit corridor wearing just Lucy's panties.

Even though there were no people around, I could still hear the occasional soft voices and the sound of TVs playing in several rooms. This was a stark reminder that I could be caught at any second. The loudest voice, though, was definitely Lucy's.

The quietness of the floor, in general, only made her screams and moans echo louder off the corridor walls. Anyone passing would have known exactly what was going on in the room; in fact, she could still be heard by the elevators a couple of doors down.

I took a deep breath.

Then, I took another very deep breath.

And I took one tiny stocking-footed step out of our hotel room after another, moving as quietly as possible. My nerves were so on edge that this quickly became a jog. As I jogged past the elevators, I heard a sound, and my heart dropped instantly.

*Ding*

The elevator halted on this floor, its arrival heralded by the muffled voices seeping through its doors. My jog escalated into a frantic sprint down the hallway. I could feel the lace panties creeping uncomfortably further up while the bra straps dug sharply into my shoulders, causing a painful chafing. Only the stockings provided any relief, sliding smoothly along my legs as I ran.

My cock was finally soft. Whether it was because of the sudden exertion or if it was from fear, I didn't care. That was my only positive thought at that moment as I desperately raced down the hallway.

The elevator doors slid open, and a whole group of people started to spill out. I could hear all of their voices; many sounded drunk, both male and female. The afterparty must have ended. I felt the chills up my spine. That meant loads of people were now going back to their rooms. I had only a few seconds before they entered the hallway, but at that last moment, I managed to curl my body into the room and shut the door behind me.

I swiftly recognized my error as I darted into the small, glaringly lit room housing only a vending machine and an ice maker. I'd be trapped if someone wandered in seeking a late-night snack or water. Adding to my dilemma, a prominent 'Out of Order, Use machine one floor up' sign adorned the ice maker.

With no time to succumb to panic or despair, I flicked off the light switch and stood enveloped in darkness, hoping any passerby would simply overlook the room. Huddled next to the door, I braced myself, heart pounding as the voices outside grew louder. Thankfully, it was just a trio of drunken guys who ambled past without a second glance at the door. I let out a silent sigh of relief, readying to leave my hideout.

But then, another wave of voices approached—this time, female and equally inebriated. Holding my breath, I listened as they passed:

"Jen, I think my key card's in your purse. I'm practically falling asleep standing here," one slurred.

"Just hold on, I'm getting it. My feet are dying in these heels," another laughed.

The voices stopped just outside, likely right across the hall. Just as I thought the coast was clear, another sharper voice chimed in.

"So you two must have heard that couple fucking down the corridor, right?"

The second voice replied, "Obviously. How could you not? Was that someone from the wedding?"

The third voice then piped up again. "I think it was that girl Lucy's room. You know, the one in the dark red dress with the hot British boyfriend."

"Ah yeah, he was fucking hot," the second voice added, "Seems like he fucks pretty good, too,"

I started to feel my stomach flip-flop.

The first voice shrieked in glee. "Oh! Oh! Wait, girls, get this...I was talking with Gemma at the afterparty, so it turns out that the British guy isn't her boyfriend at all; in fact, he isn't even her date! Her date was actually that smaller guy, the one sitting next to her at dinner!"

My stomach continued to turn as I heard the group of girls break out in fits of laughter.

"I swear it! Honestly! Apparently, she's actually seeing that other guy! Well, at least, she was seeing him. I mean, it sure didn't seem like it tonight. I guess it explains why he kept carrying her purse!"

Another fit of laughter erupted from the group of girls, and she continued.

"Oh, I know, god, it was so pathetic to watch. So right, we all agree then, ladies, she's definitely fucking the British guy right now, though?"

The three girls all laughed in agreement.

The second girl chimed in again. "The Good news is they're on the guest list for the brunch tomorrow morning. So you can ask her then!"

"Oh fuck, don't tempt me!" the first girl giggled. "Just give me a shot of courage, and I might actually do it; just kick off the conversation with 'Ah, so are you a cuckold or what?'"

I heard another eruption of laughter from the group, and then their door finally shut.

I felt another sense of dread surge through me when I thought about brunch tomorrow. I now knew all the girls at the table would be laughing at me behind my back. I took a huge breath in and tried to process the feeling of shame as I looked down as my dick started to harden like a rock again.

Seizing the ice bucket, I cautiously peered into the hallway. Finding it deserted, I made a swift dash to the stairwell, climbed a flight of stairs, and reached the next floor's ice room without any more complications. I quickly filled the bucket and, with equal urgency, returned to the stairwell and rounded the corner—only to run smack into another person.

We both paused, completely taken aback. It's not every day you bump into someone clad in women's lingerie and smeared lipstick in a stairwell. Frozen in place, I stood awkwardly in my lace panties. The man, contrastingly dressed in a suit and a green jacket, had a joint tucked behind his ear, likely heading to the roof for a smoke.

Caught in this bizarre encounter, neither of us quite knew how to react next.

The guy looked at me up and down and started to smile. "Oh, you were at the wedding, weren't you?"

I stood there in complete silence.

He continued walking up the stairs before he turned around. "It'll be a lot of fun seeing you in the morning."

I shamefully picked up the ice bucket with one hand and walked out into my hallway. Thankfully it was now empty, but I could still hear the sound of them fucking from outside the door. I breathed a sigh of relief that I was now, finally, in private as I keyed into the room.

Dan and Lucy were still wrapped up in each other on the bed. I knew I had only been gone for five minutes or so, but part of me was hoping they would somehow be asleep when I got back.

Dan looked up at me and just silently pointed toward the corner again. Seconds later, once again, I was standing in her underwear as I was made to watch Lucy's new lover do whatever he wanted to her body.

Finally, Dan turned to Lucy.

"I'm going to cum, now. Do you want it on your face or her face?" He said 'her face' pointing at me. I saw Lucy start to grin. I knew at that moment she had already made up her mind.

"Baby, I'm not laughing at you or anything. It's just so ironic since you really like doing this to me."

Dan took a longer look at me standing there in the lingerie and stockings before he locked eyes with Lucy and tried to hold in their laughs as they took it in.

Finally, Dan reached out and grabbed my hair, using it to pull me towards his groin.

"You know the face to make."

Finally, now completely humiliated, I looked up at his dick and poked out my tongue as far as possible.

He started jerking his dick faster and faster, and seconds later, I felt the first wave of his warm cum hit me just under my eye. It was very warm and quickly dripped down my face. The second load hit me straight in the mouth. It bounced off my tongue and up onto the roof of my mouth. The remaining few shots landed on my face, and Dan rubbed them over my face with his dick. I could taste the saltiness of his cum even before he pushed the head back into my mouth to suck on.

Lucy was now lying there, fingering herself and moaning as she watched. She clearly needed to cum one last time. She eventually gave out a resounding moan and a series of deep breaths as she came while I sat there, on my knees, with her lover's cum dripping down my face.

I didn't really want to think about the potential repercussions of all this. Finally, Dan came over with my boxer briefs and made a poor attempt at wiping some of his cum off my face before he threw them in a trashcan. I just meekly nodded when Dan said I'd be wearing the lingerie to bed as well.

The overwhelming urge to sleep finally hit me when Lucy returned from the bathroom after taking her makeup off. I saw her giggle when she first looked over at me to see that Dan had pulled me under one of his arms to sleep.

"Can we please keep what happened between us?" I finally summoned up the nerve to ask.

Dan started to softly laugh. "Oh, don't be worried. I'm sure Lucy's friends won't think differently of you for wearing panties and sucking her lover's dick."

Lucy added jokingly. "Gemma and the girls would love that. You should ask Amy about it. She once convinced this guy she was seeing to blow another man for her. He almost puked when the guy came in his mouth. You should tell her, you'd be the talk of brunch tomorrow."

My dick, which had finally softened, immediately jumped to attention as she described the scene. I don't know why exactly, but the humiliation of it all was making me squirm. But it was impossible to hide.

'Well, this is all good information to know," smirked Dan as Lucy raised her eyebrows.

"Anyway, it's too bad I can't go to brunch tomorrow. But I will be there in spirit, don't worry."

Dan continued. "Lucy, you won't wear any bra or panties until you are back home tomorrow. So that means no panties during brunch with the girls."

As Dan looked down at me as I lay in his arms, he pulled my panties up my crack further with his fingers, giving me quite a tight wedgie.

"And you'll be wearing these until then, too. So that also means during brunch with the girls."

Dan turned off the light. Lucy reached her head over his chest and gave me a nice long kiss.

I tried my best to block it all out, and without a care in the world for that moment, I managed to drift off to sleep in his arm.


Chapter 2

I felt my cheeks turning bright red.

But that awful embarrassment only seemed to make my dick even harder. There I was, lying on the bed, in the arms of a guy I had met the night before. A guy who had thoroughly dominated and humiliated me in front of my girlfriend.

Dan's hand gently walked its way down my back, and I felt him slide in and give a light tug on my bra.

Yes, yes, I said it. My bra.

Despite his gentle touch, the tight bra straps continued to dig painfully into my shoulders. The too-small bra had already left red marks all over my shoulders and back. I cringed at the thought of how long those marks might take to fade.

His hand then moved down my spine, alternating between a ticklish sensation and a soothing massage. I released a deep breath as he methodically applied pressure to my lower back, moving slowly but with purpose. Eventually, he reached his destination and gave a gentle tug on my panties.

Yes, my panties.

Well, they weren't actually my panties. They belonged to the girl I was dating, Lucy, who was lying right next to me. She grinned as Dan's gentle pull became firmer, causing the fabric of her panties to stretch tightly against my body. This constricting sensation only intensified my arousal, urging it to seek out any contact it could find. Already freed from the constraints of the panties, I found myself pressing up against Dan's thigh. The way I was being held in his muscular arm didn't allow me much room to move, so my hard dick just quivered against his leg.

Dan's hand, having released my panties, found a new resting place atop my cheeks, pressing against the black lace and slowly squeezing the tiny pink bows that adorned them. A shiver ran through me as he traced circles on my lower back, prompting me to instinctively rub my stocking-clad legs against him.

I almost forgot—yes, my stockings, too.

The night's escapades had taken their toll on them. One stocking had sagged below my knee, and the other had twisted around my leg. Despite this, the gentle tug of the nylon as it clung to my calves and thighs sent tingles through me. Although they were snug, the stretchy material still managed to cover much of my legs, hiding the fact that my hairs were poking through unless one looked very closely.

"Aww, your lipstick is a mess," Lucy observed, her voice tinged with amusement as she giggled and scanned my disheveled appearance.

I had also neglected to think about the lipstick until now. I knew it must be a mess, smeared across my lower face after being pressed against surfaces I'd never imagined and wearing it through sleep. I could see traces of it on Dan's chest and remembered nuzzling into his shoulder. Just twenty-four hours ago, Lucy and I had been a normal couple, still in the fluttery early days of dating. Now, here I was, clad in her lingerie, nestled in the arms of her new lover.

For a moment, I paused to take in the sight of Lucy—her softly toned body pressed against Dan's opposite hip. A pang of jealousy surged through me as I watched them. Uncertainty clouded my thoughts; I wasn't sure if Lucy and I were still a couple or even if I wanted to continue whatever this was after everything that had unfolded last night.

And even now, I was rock hard. Unlike Dan and Lucy, I hadn't cum last night. Lucy had cum countless times in multiple positions, and Dan had given me a facial. Knots in my stomach formed as memories came flooding back of Dan standing over me with me on my knees. I felt my erection continue to twitch.

I could see Lucy's hand slowly drift towards Dan's thick penis, which was now just barely under the blanket. I could feel his breathing change as I lay with my head on his chest. Lucy stared down at his dick, which was now completely uncovered, as it slowly hardened.

Soon, Dan was rock hard, and Lucy looked up at me.

"Now I've got two nice hard dicks," she chimed, "Dan, I'm a little offended you didn't have morning wood, too."

"It wasn't just morning wood Lucy," I could hear Dan's British accent cut in from above, "I could feel her humping my thigh the entire night. Maybe we should've let her cum last night after all."

Oh god, I was so fucking horny. And the way Dan emphasized calling me 'her' made me want to just disappear even further into his arms and hide. But I couldn't take my eyes off the way Lucy slowly gripped his big, hard dick. How had I never seen this version of her before?

I always had a feeling she was hiding a kinkier side, especially when we were together in bed, but I never suspected anything like this. I could see her eyes begin to slowly make their way back up Dan's body until she glanced at me and then looked back down.

I could sense that Lucy wanted me to join her again, and with each passing moment, a growing part of me felt the same urge.

But this situation was different. Last night, I had the cover of alcohol and a bit of smoke to blur the lines—after all, it was a threesome, and things often unfold unpredictably in such heated moments. Now, though still a bit hungover, I was completely sober. This clarity brought with it a suspicion that today might unfold much like last night did. This time, there would be no excuses, just choices. But just like last night, in the end, the horniness won out. I moved my hand slowly down towards hers and felt the head of Dan's cock in my palm. I did nothing for a moment but just gripped it. Last night felt like a dream, but now this felt so much more real.

I started lightly moving my hand up and down his cock. At least I was used to jerking off my own cock, so I knew what to do. I focused on what I liked, and I could feel Dan start to move his legs. I tried my best not to make eye contact with Lucy, but without looking, I could still feel her watching me closely. The other thing I knew for certain about having a cock was that Dan would not want just a handjob. No one ever wanted just a hand job. But I hoped he'd look to Lucy instead of me for that.

As I lay there subconsciously stroking his dick faster and faster, I saw Lucy silently begin to slide up Dan's body until her lips reached his. The two of them started quietly but very passionately, kissing, and the same humiliating feelings from the night before crept in again. But the more humiliated I felt, my erection never diminished at all.

I must have looked so pathetically submissive lying there in Dan's arms. From Lucy's view, she could see the bodies of two people. There was Dan's muscular, ripped body and his thick cock, and then there was mine if she looked down. My body, wearing her panties, wearing her lipstick, and wearing her stockings. And if she looked down, she could see the stockings were hiding a noticeably smaller erection under them. And she could see me slowly jerking off the dick of the man that had fucked her the night before.

Dan started to reposition himself. In one fluid motion, he slid his back and neck up against the headboard while laying his butt and legs on the bed. In that same motion, he pulled Lucy up with him but held me where I was. I was now at eye level with his dick. Dan didn't say a word, but I knew exactly what was expected.

I felt a real sense of deja vu as I stared down the head of his thick penis. His powerful erection kept twitching up and down as I felt my cheeks begin to burn with embarrassment again.

Last night, it had been nice and dark. But now the sun was up, and the room was awash with bright daylight.

Last night, I had been drinking. Now, I was completely sober.

Last night, I thought I was doing it to get laid. Now, I knew the most likely outcome was that Dan would get laid and that I would be left frustrated.

There'd be no excuse this time. I'd just be sucking a dick.

I tried to think up any justification for what I was about to do as my mouth mechanically made its way down toward the spongy head of his dick. My tongue touched his flesh first, just beneath his pee hole. That was followed by my upper lip, which landed just on the top ridge of his dick's head. I gently sucked there for a few seconds, unsure what to do next. I could hear Lucy giggling as Dan kissed her neck.

Since Dan had pulled her up, she was now sitting up against the headboard like Dan, also above me. As I lay there on my stomach, with my head between Dan's legs, slowly swirling my tongue over the head of his cock, I felt her hand come down and run through my hair. It felt less like she was trying to shove Dan's cock further down my throat but more like she wanted to show to move on.

I could hear Dan and Lucy whispering to each other as I finally worked my mouth further down his cock each time. I could eventually feel the tip of his head pressing up against the back of my throat as I heard Lucy's voice.

"Oh Dan, I really want to fuck you again, but I'm just too sore this morning," she squeaked as he started to kiss her neck, "last night was a lot more than my pussy is used to."

Dan continued kissing her neck as he spoke, "Oh, I could tell, but this is going to be our last chance before my flight. I think you owe it to yourself to cum a few more times rather than having to fake it."

Lucy smiled, "I knoooow, baby, and god I want to, believe me, but last night was sooo much for me to take. I'll still keep making out with you..."

I felt Dan's hand reach down and lightly grasp the nape of my neck.

"Okay, I'll be alright; I guess I have her to sort me out for now. She can just finish me off with her mouth."

I felt my cheeks burn even further as Dan pointed to Lucy's purse on the bedside table and smiled as he said.

"You know my rule about when a girl blows me, don't you? I like lipstick. She needs you to help her fix hers."

My cheeks burnt bright as Lucy smirked, reached into her purse, and took out the little red rectangle. As I took my mouth off his cock to face her, Dan snapped out, "You better not leave it alone."

Since my mouth couldn't be in two places at once, I reached down and grasped my hand around his dick again, and brought my pink face up to Lucy's lipstick tube. Dan's dick was now coated in my saliva, and my hand could easily slide up and down. I was shocked at how much spit a blowjob could create.

I couldn't look Lucy in the eyes as the lipstick pressed up against my lips. I felt my face redden even further when she told me to pucker my lips. She was obviously enjoying this far too much. All while my hand was sliding up and down Dan's wet dick next to me. She looked me up and down once more and gave my cheek a small tap towards his dick again.

"Good girl," she giggled.

I submissively lowered my head and placed my tongue back onto his dick. I felt so played. Lucy had first been the one to get him hard, and now she had encouraged me to blow him, too. And now she just sat up next to Dan, draped around him. She didn't even want him to fuck her; she just wanted to watch me suck his dick once more.

I tried my best to make him cum as quickly as possible. I couldn't get his dick any further in my mouth, but I started to pick up the speed. I used my hand to grasp the base of his dick as my head bobbed up and down on the head. I cringed as I thought about how no girl could do this with my dick as I lacked his length. I tried to ignore these humiliating thoughts as I knew if I wanted him to cum, I needed to really focus.

"So, how's he doing down there?" Lucy casually asked.

"She... is doing just fine down there," Dan responded, emphasizing the " she."

"Oops!" laughed Lucy, "Is she a pro yet?"

Dan continued as if I wasn't even in the room. "I've had my cock sucked by both girls and boys, and the good thing about blowjobs from those who claim to be boys is that they always know what they are doing. They know how they like their own dick sucked. So yeah, she's doing a pretty good job on account of that."

His hand slowly reached around and grabbed the back of my head. "But you can still tell she isn't a pro just yet. She may be a natural, but there's still so much room for improvement."

He gripped my hair and, for a second, pressed his dick right up against the back of my throat.

"For one thing, she needs to slow her pace down," Dan said as he released my hair, "She only just started, and she's already sucking me like she's about to get her facial."

I felt my stomach drop as he said it. I knew at that point I wasn't getting out of this easily. I went back to focusing my tongue and lips on the thick head of his cock.

"Another thing is she needs to learn about switching it up," Dan went on, "She hasn't even touched my balls yet with either her hands or her mouth. She hasn't once licked all the way up and down the full length of my shaft, nor has she changed up her sucking technique much at all. She might be good at the missionary position version of sucking cock, but she has a way to go."

I heard Lucy begin laughing at his blunt assessment before Dan continued speaking again.

"That'll just take a little practice, though. Like I said, some girls are natural dicksuckers, and she's definitely one of them. But that doesn't mean she's a good dicksucker yet," Dan turned to Lucy, "I'm sure her dicksucking skills were what you saw in her, right?"

Lucy patted the back of my neck and snickered as I let out a small choke.

"And obviously, her deep-throating game isn't there yet," Dan added.

I heard my mouth give another small and involuntary squeal on the head of his dick.

"Do you think you're ready for your first lesson? I know Lucy thinks you are."

I gave another little squeak as I felt Dan's strong hands reach down and start rubbing my neck and shoulders. As I bobbed my head up and down, he would slowly apply a little pressure to the back of my neck as my face went into his crotch. I could feel his dick head searching for more and more space in my mouth. Eventually, Dan slowly scooted his back further up against the headboards. This adjusted the angle of his thrusts, and now his dick was finally able to find that perfect angle, and I felt my lips slip the furthest down his shaft they had managed so far.

Dan pushed even further, and as he did, my throat fully opened up. For a split second, I felt my mouth gliding toward his groin, but before it could, my gag reflex fought back, and I started coughing uncontrollably. Saliva went everywhere, and I heard the two of them laughing at me as they looked down.

Dan gave me a few seconds to catch my breath before I started to feel his hands provide the same pressure on the back of my head again. My face was now covered in both spit and lipstick from my first attempt, but I found it noticeably easier to endure his dick pressing on the back of my throat this time. But much like the first time, as soon as he pushed harder, I started coughing everywhere.

"Aww, you'll learn," Lucy said gently as she and Dan kissed again. I watched as she whispered something in his ear.

He turned to me and spoke up, "I was about ready to move on to the second lesson, but your girl seems to think that you might have one final attempt in you."

Without fighting, I lowered my head and started sliding my mouth down his shaft again as far down as I could until it once again pressed against the back of my throat. I slowly felt Dan increase the pressure on my neck, and his dick once again quickly glided down my throat.

This time, though, I just moved my head forward slightly and let it slide down. For whatever reason, my gag reflex didn't immediately kick in, and I found my face all of a sudden pressed down against his stomach.

I now had his dick all the way down my throat. I couldn't see her any longer, but I could hear Lucy let out a shriek of laughter above me. Dan and her both gave a fake cheer as my nose pressed up against his lower abs. I tried my best to breathe slowly through my nose, but I could feel my face burning bright red as I did. Whether that was due to embarrassment or lack of air, I'm still not entirely sure. But what I was sure of, though, was that I wouldn't be able to hold this position much longer.

As I released my lips from his stomach and pulled my head back up, and as I did, I reflectivity started coughing again. My entire face, from my eyes down to my chin, was now coated in thick saliva and pre-cum, and my eyes felt bloodshot from it rubbing all over. I put my head down on the bed for a moment, and I immediately felt Dan move my other hand on top of his dick. I mechanically started stroking him again as I tried to catch my breath. I felt a soft slap on one of my cheeks, and as I looked up, I saw Dan wagging his finger at me.

"That's twice you've done that now. Remember, your entire purpose right now is making me cum. I'm getting close, so don't get distracted now". He turned back to Lucy and started speaking softly.

I closed my eyes and gripped the now wet base of his dick with both hands. I bounced my lips up and down on the top half of his cock while my hands did the work on the bottom half. I didn't know what I was doing but I started to feel Dan shifting about underneath my face.

The two of them had been having what seemed like a fairly casual conversation while I simply bobbed my head up and down on his cock. I couldn't make out what they were saying as all the slurping sounds coming from my mouth were drowning it out. But now it felt like Dan's focus was back on me, and somehow his dick felt even harder.

I sheepishly felt a sense of pride as I felt Dan getting close to cumming. I could now hear his low grunts, and I could feel him thrusting his cock back up at me as I bobbed my head. I picked up the speed of my mouth and moved one of my hands down from the base of his dick, and used it to hold his balls. I heard him give a louder groan, and as he did, he pushed his hips even further in my face.

I just kept my head down and kept sucking his cock. I started to recognize his movements, and I could tell he was going to cum any moment now. Lucy could sense it, too, as she lowered her head to mine to get a close-up look. All of a sudden, Dan grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head up to his. Thankfully, this time, I continued to jerk him off as my mouth was now no longer in use.

"I'm about to cum. I hope you don't need me to tell you whether you should spit or swallow. You know the answer already."

Then he just pushed my head back down, and I went straight back to rubbing his balls with one hand and stroking the base of his cock with the other, all while loudly slurping as I bobbed my mouth up and down on the head of his dick. Even though he said he was going to cum, it still felt like an absolute eternity. Both my throat and arms were beginning to get sore.

Then, entirely out of nowhere, and without any warning, I started to feel the base of his dick completely stiffen. As I worked over his shaft, I could feel Dan thrusting towards the sky. I knew it was going to happen. I tried to ignore Lucy, whose face was now only a few inches from mine and instead focused on Dan's grunts and thrusts.

Finally, Dan gave a loud moan, and I felt the first load of his cum hit the back of my throat. My body instinctively tried to pull back, but I managed to fight the urge and keep my lips over his head as the second and by far the biggest wave of cum filled my mouth. I felt some of his cum begin to bubble and dribble down out of the corner of my mouth.

Dan's final few spurts made their way onto my tongue, and he held my mouth over the head of his dick, and I laid there in his legs, just softly sucking. Now the salty sweetness from his cum started to hit my tastebuds properly. It wasn't necessarily a horrible taste, but knowing it was another man's cum made me want to be sick. I knew I needed to force myself to swallow it all in one last gulp.

Some of the load had already dribbled down my mouth and was making a small pool on his stomach. For a brief second, I forgot Lucy was there, and I stuck out my tongue to lick it up and swallow every last drop.

"Aw, she really is a natural," Lucy smirked as I forced it down. She then slid her hand down into her panties that I was still wearing and wrapped it around my still erect dick. "Definitely, a natural."

I gave an involuntary moan as soon as she gave the head of my dick a quick squeeze. I was so sexually frustrated by everything that had happened. Lucy smiled at me as I squirmed.

"I know it's been pretty tough on you and your little penis, but I've never seen your little cock so hard. I would help you out a bit down there, but we're already running late for brunch now."

She gave me a mischievous smile and a wink before she walked to the bathroom. I was still lying between Dan's legs a few moments later when he finally spoke.

'A good dicksucker would make sure everything was properly cleaned up down there before she finished. Fortunately for you, I've got a flight to catch, so I don't have time for you properly suck me dry."

I looked at his cock one more time. It had finally softened up, unlike mine, but his entire groin area, from his belly button down to his thighs, was covered in a mixture of saliva, sweat, and cum. Dan grabbed my white t-shirt and started wiping himself up with it. After he finished, he tossed it to me and said to wipe my face.

Lucy was still in the bathroom, but there was a mirror on the back of the bathroom door, and I felt the humiliation surge through me as I watched my barely recognizable figure in the mirror.

I looked like such a little slut.

I looked like the girls I so often jerked myself off to online. From far away, I even looked somewhat passable as a woman. The stockings had thinned my legs and ended right before my ass, somehow shaping it quite nicely. Even though I had no boobs, the tight black bra made my stomach look flatter, giving my upper body some curves. The bows on the panties popped above my cheeks, giving me what looked like quite a nice little bubble butt.

As I walked toward the mirror, though, a different picture came into view. The sexy black and pink 'fuck-me' lingerie I was wearing kind of made me look like a high-end escort. But the mess of my lipstick and my overall disheveled look really made me feel a lot more like a sorority girl getting ready to do the walk of shame the next morning after getting fucked all night in a dorm room.

One of my bra straps was hanging off my shoulder, my lipstick was splotched over my face, and my body, from my chest and up, glistened.

Lucy finally came out of the bathroom and gave one last long look at me before she walked over to the bed to finish getting ready. She was just in a towel as she ran past me and over to Dan, who had gathered his things together.

"No, baby, I can't believe you have to go so soon." I heard as I shut the bathroom door.

The lighting was so bright in the bathroom that any hopes I had of looking like a high-end escort evaporated instantly. Yep, I was the 20-year-old freshly fucked sorority girl after a one-night stand.

I heard the room door shut, and I let out a sigh of relief. I could finally relax now he was gone. I took off the lingerie and stepped into the shower. I hoped I could wash the lingerie and give it back to Lucy if she'd even want it again. If she didn't, I'd pay her to have them replaced. A part of me knew this felt entirely unfair, but I just wanted to be done with the matter.

I finally got out of the shower and was drying myself off when I heard a knock on the door, followed by Dan's voice.

"Wash your face, then put on your panties, and get your ass out here,"

He couldn't be serious. I sheepishly slipped the panties back on, grabbed my towel, and cautiously opened the bathroom door. There was Dan, leaning casually against the doorway that led to the hallway, fully packed and apparently ready to leave. I was relieved I had grabbed the towel, given that the door was ajar, potentially exposing me to anyone passing by. However, my relief quickly evaporated.

"I hope you were planning to follow my rules," Dan said, his tone commanding as he snatched the towel from me and tossed it across the room. "That means no underwear for you, Lucy, and her panties for you until you both get home."

Now, exposed in just panties, anyone walking by could glance in and see me standing there awkwardly. I nodded quickly at Dan, hoping he'd take the hint to either shut the door or leave. Instead, he stayed put and summoned Lucy to say goodbye.

She appeared, still wrapped in her towel. Her makeup was nearly perfect, and she looked fantastic. Without a moment's hesitation, she leaped into his arms for a prolonged kiss. As they embraced, my anxiety heightened—soon, people would be passing by as they checked out of the hotel.

They finally parted, and Dan gestured for me to come over. Initially, my position had required someone to specifically look into the room to see me. Now, positioned at the doorway, I was visible to anyone passing by. But it wasn't really a choice. With a sense of inevitability, I hurried over to the doorway and into Dan's arms, bracing myself for the exposure.

I felt so naked and exposed in just those panties. Dan smiled at me as he said, "I know you wish I could stay longer, too. As I was telling Lucy, you're both natural dick suckers."

I was torn between embarrassment and a strange sense of pride, but by now, I had grown accustomed to Dan's forthrightness.

"You two should both be practicing your skills. I doubt you own a dildo, so buying one would be step one."

I groaned internally. Couldn't he just leave already?

"Well, time to kiss me goodbye."

My cheeks flushed with heat. I had never kissed a man before, and strangely, this felt more intimate than anything else we'd done. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Lucy watching intently as I hesitantly lifted my head towards Dan.

Facing him, the experience of looking up at a pair of lips waiting for mine felt entirely novel. As I turned my head, Dan's arms pulled me closer, his lips pressing firmly against mine, guiding the kiss. Wrapped in his embrace, I felt even more diminutive, a new dynamic that was both unsettling and oddly comforting.

Dan's kiss lingered for a moment longer before he began to slowly pull away, his teeth catching my bottom lip gently. A soft moan escaped me involuntarily as he released me, stepping back into the room, a mix of confusion and anticipation churning inside me.

I felt a stir below me.

Oh no.

I don't know if it was the feeling of being so exposed, or if it was the feel of Dan's kissing. Or if it was Lucy watching. But my cock was hard again.

Dan flashed me a smile as my cheeks glowed red. "I'll take that as a compliment," he chuckled, finally stepping away from the doorway to make his departure down the hall. Just as the door began to swing shut, a girl's voice halted its motion.

"Dan! It was Dan, right? Is Lucy in there?"

Dan caught the door at the last moment. Gemma and Amy's voices grew louder as they approached.

Frozen with panic, I darted behind the door just as they were about to enter. If they actually stepped into the room, they'd spot me instantly. Even wrapped in a towel, the vivid red marks from the bra on my back and shoulders would be unmistakably visible.

"Oooooh thought we'd find you here," Gemma's voice chirped, full of recognition. "I'd recognize that accent anywhere in the hotel."

I wanted to disappear behind the door. I could tell the two girls just assumed that Dan and Lucy were fucking. And they wouldn't be wrong.

As Dan interacted with Gemma and Amy, partially closing the door, I seized my chance to dart into the bathroom, heart pounding. Inside, I exhaled a sigh of relief, listening as Dan finally said his farewells and Lucy explained to her friends that we'd be running late for lunch. Thankfully, one of the girls offered to drive them, but that still left me with the ordeal of getting home.

Stuck in the bathroom with no more towels available, I was left in just my panties, the rolled-up stockings, and the bra discarded on the floor. Suddenly, I heard the door handle turn. It was Gemma.

"Oh! I didn't think anyone else was here! I saw Dan, and oh, never mind... Anyway, I needed to use the bathroom."

Panicking, I scanned the room desperately and found only a hand towel that barely wrapped halfway around my waist.

"Don't worry about it... See you at brunch!" Gemma chirped before leaving.

After she departed, I cautiously stepped out of the bathroom. Lucy looked stunning, dressed in a form-fitting mint-colored dress that left her shoulders bare and wrapped around her upper arms, the skirt ending mid-thigh. It was subtle, but the outline of her nipples was just discernible, betraying the fact she wore no underwear.

Faced with what I had to wear, I sighed. Besides my wedding attire, all I had was a collared shirt and tight jeans, with my boxer briefs and socks missing. I began to re-roll the stockings up my legs; they felt looser this time but still clung to my thighs.

Putting on the damp bra was agony. The fabric was still moist and unpleasant, and my skin was raw and irritated from the night before. Wincing, I struggled to fasten the clasp behind my back.

I started with the shirt, grateful that its dark color concealed the black bra. The collar provided a slight distraction from the visible bra straps, but under the harsh bathroom light, I was convinced they were still noticeable. As I prepared to face the rest of the day, the discomfort and awkwardness hung heavily on me, a constant reminder of the night's indiscretions.

As Lucy and I prepared to leave, my discomfort only increased. The pants I'd chosen were tight enough that the panty lines were faintly visible, and with my socks missing, the tops of my stockings peeked out around my ankles whenever I bent my knees. Even standing straight, they were noticeably visible if one looked closely. Attempting to pull the waist of my jeans down to cover my ankles only caused the panties to start peeking out from the top.

Navigating the hallway to the elevator was a cautious ordeal, each step tugging uncomfortably at my clothes. With every hip movement, the still-damp bra chafed against my chest, and one of the stockings began to slip down my thigh, bunching uncomfortably above my knee. The panties, too, resumed their uncomfortable journey upwards.

Thankfully, the lobby was relatively empty when we arrived, and I didn't recognize anyone. I stood awkwardly in the corner, using my overnight bag to hide my ankles as Lucy checked us out. Across the lobby, I heard voices that sounded familiar—guests from the wedding. My heart skipped as I momentarily panicked about the man from the stairwell last night. But, scanning the group of guys, he was nowhere to be seen.

Once in the car, the silence was heavy, broken only by the hum of the engine and the distant sounds of traffic. As I navigated towards the brunch place, the weight of last night's events pressed on me. Lucy had been with another man right in front of me, and that man had dominated me completely. It was too much to process quietly.

Pulling up to a red light, I knew it was time to break the silence.

"About last night..." I started, unsure of where the conversation would lead but knowing it was necessary to address everything that had happened.

Caught off-guard by Lucy's actions and words, I struggled to focus on driving. Her touch was both unsettling and provocatively calculated. The playful tugging at the panties she'd dressed me in added a layer of physical distraction to the already complex emotional swirl.

"What about last night, baby?" she asked, her voice laced with an unmistakable tease as she toyed with the fabric at my hip.

I swallowed hard, the growing discomfort mirrored by an unwanted arousal. Her control over the situation was clear, and her enjoyment of it even more so. "Nothing..." I managed to say, voice barely above a whisper as the traffic light switched to green. The humiliation washed over me, thick and suffocating.

For a few silent minutes, Lucy seemed absorbed in her phone, her hand idly resting on my hip, fingers still hooked into the edge of the panties. As the car hummed along, she suddenly dropped her phone and gave the panties a sharp tug, clearly wanting to draw the conversation back to her.

"Dan is a whole lot kinkier than I remember," she remarked casually, her fingers playing with the delicate fabric. "I'm not going to lie; I got caught up in the moment a few times."

I nodded quietly, unsure how to respond, my feelings a tangle of confusion and arousal.

"Something about him being so dominant just gets me so hot down there. And the fact that your body wants him to dominate you makes me hot, too," she continued, her words punctuated by her provocative touch.

The arousal was undeniable now, her frank words stoking a complex fire within me.

"And the hottest part to me is how you pretend to not want it. I can't even tell you how wet that makes me."

She then slid her hand down onto my hard cock as she gave a little laugh and winked at me.

"Knew it...I guess that's point proven. But listen, nobody is forcing you to do anything you don't want to, but just remember how hot this gets me."

She gave the head of my cock a little squeeze as we pulled into the parking lot of the restaurant, then smiled as she took her hand out of my pants. As I shut off the car, I took a slow, deep breath to try to compose myself. Was I really about to do this? Suddenly I could feel the lingerie with every movement. My erection only made me feel even more constricted.

My anxiety was palpable as Lucy and I approached the hostess at the restaurant. She looked young, perhaps freshly graduated, and my paranoia had me convinced she could somehow discern the unconventional choice of attire beneath my jeans. My face grew hot even before she greeted us.

As she began to welcome us, a wave from our group across the restaurant cut her off. She smiled and pointed us towards them. My discomfort spiked when I saw the seating arrangement. The picnic-style bench was already crowded with members of our group, and the only two seats left were smack in the middle, facing each other and tightly squeezed.

The table hosted a mix from the wedding: two guys at each end and four girls, including Gemma and Amy, flanking the sides. The two open seats next to Gemma and Amy were clearly designated for Lucy and me, and two more girls I recognized from the wedding filled out the arrangement.

As I walked to my seat, I could feel every eye on me. I prayed that the brief glimpses of black nylon at my ankles would pass for socks and that no awkward movements would reveal more than that. With as much grace as I could muster, I maneuvered over the bench, squeezing tightly between Amy and another girl.

Noticing the two men at the table, I recognized them as being part of the group with the man in the green jacket from the stairwell incident. Relief washed over me when I realized there were no extra seats and, presumably, no space for him. Yet, the tight squeeze at the table did little for my comfort.

Packed closely, every shift and movement brought me into contact with Amy's slender shoulders or the hip of the girl on my other side. Unlike me, Lucy seemed to have a bit more space, sandwiched comfortably between Gemma and a dark-haired girl.

Sitting there, amid the casual chatter and laughter, I struggled to focus, my mind whirring with the fear of exposure and the residual confusion from our earlier conversation with Lucy. The brunch was shaping up to be a long ordeal, each minute stretching out with tense anticipation of what might slip out—literally and figuratively.

The girl with the dark hair was gazing at me, her eyes shimmering with amusement. Her intense, dark eyes seemed to probe deep into my soul, making me squirm inwardly. As she casually shifted her attention to Lucy, her glance seemed to carry a hint of judgment, as though questioning her presence as my date. To ease the palpable tension, I introduced myself and inquired about her name.

"Michaela," she replied, her voice laced with an unmistakable familiarity, all the while maintaining that entertained look as she scrutinized me.

"And you're Lucy, right?" Michaela continued, turning towards her with a slight tilt of her head, "I heard a few things about you last night."

Lucy chuckled softly, a smirk playing on her lips, "Oh, I hope it was nothing scandalous." My stomach churned uncomfortably.

Michaela was one of the girls I had accidentally overheard last night hiding among my belongings. I remembered her saying something like, 'Just give me one drink, and I'll straight up ask him if he's a cuck!' This meant her friend sitting next to me probably harbored similar thoughts.

Perspiration began to bead on my forehead. All five girls at the table were either in the know or suspected that Lucy had been with another man the previous night. I wasn't sure about the guys, but I presumed they were clued in, too. A wave of emasculation washed over me.

Whenever my stocking-clad heel inadvertently brushed against Amy's purse at my feet, I would jump. Any mention of boys from the wedding made me cringe, and whenever Michaela began to speak, I held my breath, dreading that she would pose that degrading question.

As the rounds of drinks and appetizers finally arrived—seemingly taking an eternity—the conversation shifted. The girls to my left were deep in a discussion about politics, but then I caught snippets of the two men chatting with Gemma and Amy about their companions from the wedding. I tuned in, discreetly listening as they discussed the brunch reservation that was originally meant for more attendees.

"So, it was supposed to include two more," one of the guys explained, "but one fell ill and missed the wedding entirely this weekend. The other? Well, let's just say he's feeling rough this morning."

"Oh, he's in agony," the other guy added with a chuckle, "I knew the moment he decided to light up that joint on the roof at the afterparty that he wasn't showing up for brunch today. But credit to him for making it home this morning; his blue car was gone from the parking lot."

Relief washed over me with a silent, grateful exhale.

Indeed, they were discussing the same man who had stumbled upon me clad in lingerie in the hotel stairwell. At last, a stroke of luck seemed to favor me. His absence at the brunch was a relief; his presence would have undoubtedly compounded my discomfort. With this newfound reassurance, I began to relax a bit more into the meal.

As we ate, my phone began to vibrate and light up on the table. I noticed Lucy's phone was mirroring the activity, signaling a flurry of incoming messages. Peeking at the screen, I saw they were from an unknown number, but it didn't take long for me to piece together that it was Dan, and shockingly, the messages were being sent to both Lucy and me in a group chat.

----------

DAN:

hey girls – im at the airport and I'm bored as fuck

are you thinking about me at brunch??

lucky for you, I was just sitting here thinking about the two of you

I have such a long flight coming up I think I need some reminders of our fun last night..

----------

I looked up at Lucy. She was also reading the messages. Without hesitation, I watched as she began typing back.

-----------

LUCY

Hey Dan

miss you already

what would help ;)

DAN

I want you to prove youre both still listening to me.

go to the bathroom then take a picture of yourself. I want you to show me you know how to follow instructions.

----------

The heat rose in my face as I watched Lucy's breezy confidence in handling Dan's demand. Anxiety churned inside me, the weight of anticipation pressing down. Could I be next on his list? My gaze flickered back to Lucy, who was now engaged in light-hearted chatter with Gemma, her phone intermittently lighting up the table with new notifications. Maybe, just maybe, she'd dismiss the request. As much as I hoped for it, the rational part of me doubted such luck. Last night's escapades felt daring in the heat of the moment, but this request for photographs felt starkly invasive, carrying a permanence that unnerved me.

Lucy's sudden gasp snapped me back to the present. Her initial shock morphed into a sly grin, and she covered her mouth in a playful gesture before standing. With determined strides, she headed towards the bathroom. The picnic-style seating of the bench table suddenly felt too exposed, too open. With Lucy gone, the bench felt emptier, and my nylons more visible to passersby.

Moments later, Gemma followed Lucy, leaving me even more exposed on the bench. My heart raced as I noticed more of my stockings were visible than I had initially thought. I shifted uncomfortably, hoping the few passersby remained oblivious to the subtle reveal under the table.

Then, my phone vibrated. With a nervous flick of my fingers, I unlocked it, angling the screen away from curious neighbors. The image from Lucy appeared. It was boldly provocative, taken in the reflective privacy of a bathroom stall. Her mint dress was hiked up, her bare skin contrasted against the fabric, and one shoulder strap casually lowered to reveal more than just her intentions. Her face was cropped out, ensuring some semblance of anonymity, but the message was clear and unmistakably daring.

As Lucy and Gemma made their way back, a mix of admiration and concern filled me. Lucy had executed the task with a fearless flair, yet the implications of such an image weighed heavily. As they approached, I tensed, hoping Gemma wouldn't notice the subtle display of my nylons under the bench, an innocent detail amid a complex weave of secrets and digital exchanges.

The two girls were casually chatting as they got closer. From only a few feet away, I watched Lucy glance down at me and smile. My fingers dug into my leg as I watched Gemma take her seat without even a quick glance down. I felt a wave of relief wash over me.

Gemma's quick dive under the table to retrieve her belongings threw me into a moment of panic. I half-stood, unsure whether to help or retreat, but in that split second, she was already sweeping her belongings back into her purse, her eyes unavoidably scanning across my stocking-clad legs. My cheeks burned with a mix of humiliation and an unexpected thrill of exposure, heightened by the intimate secret now threading between Lucy and me.

Lucy's smile from across the table, tinged with mischief and complicity, only intensified the flurry of emotions swirling inside me. It was a look that said she knew exactly the tumult of feelings roiling through me and seemed amused by the complexity of the situation.

Just as I settled back into my seat, trying to compose myself and hoping Gemma hadn't noticed too much, my phone vibrated fiercely on the table. The sudden light from the screen seemed to cut through the haze of my flustered thoughts, pulling me back to yet another incoming twist in this unfolding drama.

----------

DAN

omg you are so fucking sexy

I'm really going to miss fucking you out here

now what about my other slutty little one..

so so quiet

come on, let's see you in your cute little panty set

----------

I could feel my face burn as I read the texts, especially since I could now feel Gemma looking at me over my phone screen. As I hastily excused myself from the table, I was acutely aware of every pair of eyes that might follow my retreat, particularly Gemma's inquisitive gaze. I managed to navigate away without further incident, my heart pounding as I concealed my discomfort and the physical signs of my arousal from the group.

Upon reaching the sanctuary of the bathroom, I was relieved to find that each stall was a self-contained room, complete with its own sink — a small luxury that afforded me much-needed privacy. I locked the door behind me and took a moment to sit down and collect myself, grateful for the separation from the curious eyes and the bustling brunch atmosphere.

As I waited for calm to return, my phone broke the silence once more, its screen lighting up with another message. I braced myself, feeling a mix of dread and anticipation about what new development awaited my attention.

----------

DAN

I'm boarding soon

hurry up

----------

With a heavy sigh, I slipped off my shoes, revealing my feet tightly wrapped in stockings. Wrestling with my trousers, I struggled to keep the stockings from being pulled down, too. After some effort, I managed to adjust them. Ensuring the bathroom stall was securely locked, I reluctantly removed my shirt.

Trying not to dwell on the circumstances that had led to this moment, I hastily attempted to take the photo. The harsh bathroom lighting surprisingly cast deep shadows, sculpting illusionary curves on my body. Cropping out my head was easy enough, but concealing my unwanted erection proved challenging. Eventually, I found an angle that showcased the elegant array of lingerie while discreetly obscuring most of my groin.

Without a second glance, I sent the picture. Lingering on it would only increase my inner turmoil. Confirming it had been sent, I sat back down, waiting for calm to return. Once my erection had died down, I exited, my head bowed, ignoring the buzz of incoming texts from Dan and Lucy. I was desperate just to get home.

Returning to the brunch table, I found the conversation had shifted to a fervent debate about our city's safety. I remained silent, picking at my food, feeling Lucy's attempts to make eye contact. I avoided engagement, focusing solely on my meal.

Mid-sip of water, I noticed Lucy showing Gemma something on her phone. A knot tightened in my stomach.

"What are you looking at?!" I blurted out, tension snapping.

With a playful snark, Lucy replied, "Oh, you'd love to know. But since you asked, it's about some students who've gone missing recently, one from near our apartment."

Trying to regain composure as brunch neared its end, I listened as Gemma weighed in, "It's no safer out here in the suburbs either. Just last night, Amy thought she heard screaming outside her balcony."

All eyes turned to Amy, who shrugged uncertainly, "Maybe, I don't know. It could have been a dream, I guess."

Once my erection had finally gone down and my clothes were back on, I put my head down and started walking back to the table as discreetly as I could. I could see my phone had already lit up with texts from Dan and Lucy, but I refused to look at them. I was so ready to go home.

I returned to the table to find the discussion had shifted to a fervent debate about the safety of our city. The conversation buzzed with political fervor, but I remained quietly absorbed in my brunch, intentionally distancing myself. Lucy seemed eager to catch my gaze, but I maintained my focus, effectively tuning out the surrounding chatter.

Midway through a sip of water, I noticed Lucy was holding her phone up, showing something to Gemma, which caused an uneasy stir in my stomach.

"What are you looking at?!" I blurted out sharply.

Lucy shot back with a teasing smirk, "Oh, wouldn't you like to know? But fine, it's an article about some students who've gone missing recently—one of them was last seen close to our apartment."

Feeling a wave of anxiety, I reminded myself to stay calm as the brunch was winding down.

Gemma chimed in with her thoughts, "That doesn't necessarily mean it's any safer out here, though. Just last night, Amy thought she heard someone screaming right outside her balcony."

Lucy turned to Amy with a concerned expression, "Wait, really?"

Amy shrugged, her voice a mix of uncertainty and dismissal. "Maybe, I don't know. It might have been a dream."

Michaela then spoke up.

"Speaking of screaming," she said, locking eyes with me with a mischievous glint, "I seem to recall hearing lots of noises in the hallway near your room last night."

The whole table erupted into laughter as I felt a familiar heat rush to my cheeks.

Catching my embarrassed glance, Michaela flashed a teasing grin and continued, "Oh, what could you possibly be embarrassed about? You should be proud."

The laughter around the table grew as Michaela playfully prodded further.

"I'd only be embarrassed if it wasn't actually you making her scream," she joked, nudging the teasing further.

I could feel my face burning hotter with each word, and the laughter seemed to echo louder in my ears.

"I'm not going to lie, in between those noises, I could've sworn I heard a British accent in there," Michaela added, winking conspiratorially.

My face was now thoroughly flushed, and I could tell that my reaction had only confirmed Michaela's suspicions.

I kept quiet for the rest of the meal, grateful when the check finally arrived and we could escape the relentless teasing. As we headed out to the cars, Michaela gave me one last cheeky smile and waved goodbye, ensuring her playful jabs lingered a little longer.

Even though I was still worried about having my lingerie seen by Gemma and Amy on the car ride home, part of me was now too tired to put in the kind of effort I had before. I just needed to get home. We pulled out of the parking lot with Lucy in the passenger seat, Amy behind me, and Gemma behind Lucy.

As we merged onto the highway, Amy's voice punctuated the hum of the road from the back seat.

"So tell me everything about each other's nights!" she exclaimed, eager for gossip.

I braced myself; I knew the girl talk was inevitable.

"Amy! You couldn't even wait until we got home!" Gemma teased, half-joking, half-serious. "Besides, we have a guy here; we can't spill all the juicy details."

"Oh, he's harmless," Amy countered, giving my shoulder a playful tap that came perilously close to revealing the bra strap beneath my shirt. I tensed, hoping my discomfort wasn't too obvious.

"Besides," Amy breezed on, undeterred, "my night was probably the dullest of all. Met some guy at the wedding, hooked up on the way back to my room, had amazing sex, and then just fell asleep. Barely even saw the afterparty."

"Poor you," Gemma responded with a laugh tinged with irony. "I wish getting laid was as easy for me as it is for you. I was up until god knows when."

A knot of apprehension formed in my stomach as the conversation flowed, knowing that soon it would be Lucy's turn to share.

Gemma continued her story, "Honestly, I didn't think there was much to pick from at the wedding, no offense, Amy." She playfully smacked Amy's leg.

"I met him over a drink at the afterparty. Maybe I was a bit more forward than usual—I was feeling it. Long story short, we end up in his room, hit the bed, and... he's soft." Gemma paused for effect as the car filled with sympathetic groans.

"Instead of trying to sort it out, he just storms out into the hallway, totally childish. So, I waited around for about fifteen minutes, then just grabbed a glass of wine from his minibar and turned on the TV. A few minutes later, he storms back in, and we finally get to it."

"Oh, what a night," Amy squealed with a mixture of shock and amusement. "I can't believe you just stayed there. Also, what did he do when he ran out?"

Gemma responded with a quick, playful retort, "Well, I didn't have a room to come back to because someone was having 'such a boring night'" her voice tinged with mock resentment towards Amy. "And who knows where he went. My guess? He probably popped a boner pill. Or maybe the alcohol finally wore off. To be honest, I don't really care. I only care about how wet I was when he held me down and fucked me."

Amy's laughter filled the car as the spotlight shifted to Lucy. The playful anticipation was palpable.

"So, girl, tell me about last night. Don't be shy just because he's here," Amy urged, a cheeky edge to her voice.

My attention was divided between the road and the rearview mirror; I anxiously awaited Lucy's response. She started with a giggle, light and evasive.

"Oh, a lady never tells her secrets," she teased, keeping her cards close to her chest.

Gemma and Amy responded with playful jeers and pretend boos, prodding her for details, but Lucy remained playfully tight-lipped. I let out a huge sigh of relief, grateful for her discretion. The conversation gradually waned, and before long, I was the only one awake, the silence allowing me to focus solely on the drive.

As we neared their apartment, the quiet was broken by the sounds of the girls stirring. I pulled up in front, popped the trunk, and braced myself for the farewells.

Lucy exited the car with a casual peck on the cheek as if the night had been just another routine outing. "Goodbye," she said simply, her voice carrying a hint of something undefinable. She flashed me one last mischievous grin and playfully swayed her hips as she walked towards the apartment.

Amy hurried after her with a quick "Thanks!" thrown over her shoulder. Gemma, however, lingered a moment longer, approaching my window.

"Thanks for the ride," she smiled warmly, then added, with a hint of mischief, "By the way, I'm sure I'll eventually get Lucy to spill about last night."

My face must have shown my alarm because Gemma quickly reassured me, "Oh relax, don't get your panties in a bunch about it," and chuckled as she turned to join the others.

As she walked away, her parting words echoed in my mind, unsettling me slightly. "Don't get your panties in a bunch." It seemed like too pointed a phrase, given the secrets I harbored. Was it just a common expression, or had she noticed something more? I sat there for a moment longer, the weight of the evening's conversations lingering as I prepared to drive off, wrapped in my thoughts.

Throughout the entire ride to my apartment, I wrestled with my thoughts. It wasn't until I reached for my seatbelt to unbuckle it that a wave of dismay washed over me. The seatbelt had hitched my shirt slightly at my hip, inadvertently revealing the edge of my black panties, marked distinctly by a little pink bow that seemed glaringly obvious. My pale skin contrasted sharply against the dark fabric, making the accidental exposure all the more noticeable. It felt like an embarrassing declaration, and I was certain Gemma must have seen it from her angle for the entire duration of the drive.

Feeling utterly deflated and too weary to muster concern, I clung to a sliver of hope that perhaps Gemma had overlooked my wardrobe mishap. Dragging myself and my bag to my room, I flopped down on the bed, the weight of the day pinning me to the mattress. With a heave, I managed to pull my shirt over my head and began to wriggle out of my pants. I was indifferent to whether the stockings would peel off with them, although I was careful not to tear them. As I inched the pants down, the stockings stubbornly clung to my legs.

Halfway through, the subtle weight of my phone in my pocket nudged against my thigh, a reminder of the messages I had been ignoring. Too exhausted to resist, I paused to check my phone, figuring it was as good a time as any to face whatever response Dan had sent, especially since he was probably still airborne.

I unlocked my phone, and immediately, my eyes fell upon the image I had sent earlier—me, clad in lingerie in a restaurant bathroom. A nervous gulp tightened my throat as I scrolled further into our conversation. Dan's reply was brief, but in that simplicity lay a weight I wasn't quite ready to lift.

----------

DAN

omfg hahahaha

good girl.

-----------

Twenty minutes later, my phone buzzed again, breaking the heavy silence in my room. Dan's next message popped up, teasingly captioned, "Returning the favor." Curious, I tapped to download the attached image.

When it loaded, I was met with a high-definition image of Dan, or more specifically, parts of him that had become quite familiar. Judging by the stark, utilitarian background, the photo appeared to be taken in an airport bathroom. While the picture did a fine job of showcasing his toned washboard abs, it was clear that the focal point was his exposed cock, prominently displayed.

I felt one last stir in my penis as I looked at it, which rapidly led to one last pang of humiliation. Then I looked at the image a final time and then turned the screen off.

I put the phone down and finally drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 3

My eyes might have been open, but my mind lingered in a groggy haze. I found myself staring blankly at the ceiling of my dimly lit room. Despite the darkness outside, I had left all the lights on, casting a stark glow over everything. Lying atop my bed covers, I felt the need to shift my position. As I rolled over, an uncomfortable knot tightened in my stomach. I grimaced, realizing the discomfort stemmed from my panties, which had ridden up uncomfortably.

I instinctively blushed as the weekend's events poured through my mind. I couldn't quite believe the girl I was dating, Lucy, had fucked her friend from home, Dan, right in front of me. But the worst part was I willingly gave him a blowjob while wearing her lingerie.

No, wait, it was the fact I did it TWICE!.

I immediately felt my cock start hardening. It was odd because, for as much sex as the weekend contained, I still hadn't been allowed to cum. I rather sheepishly looked down and saw my now very erect dick leaving a tent in the black panties with pink bows that I was still wearing. I could see the stretched nylon of the stockings underneath them still somehow managing to hold on for dear life. My jeans were still only pulled halfway down my thighs, tightly wrapped around the nylon leggings.

The bra I was wearing, however, was the worst offender. Its tight straps had been digging into my shoulders and back relentlessly for nearly twenty-four hours. Each shift and turn of my upper body seemed to intensify the chafing, making me wince at the thought of how long the angry red marks it was leaving would last. Clumsily, I reached behind to unclasp it, fumbling for what felt like an eternity. Finally, I heard the satisfying click of the fastener releasing, and I quickly discarded the oppressive piece of fabric into the corner of the room with a flick of my wrist.

My sigh of relief morphed into a groan when I noticed the blinds in front of my window were wide open. To make matters worse, with the darkness outside and all my lights blazing inside, I was like a spotlight display for anyone across the street. It had been dark for at least a few hours, meaning my inadvertent show might have been going on for quite some time. Clinging to a shred of hope, I reassured myself that from that distance, any onlooker might simply mistake me for a woman.

Turning off the bedside lamp, I shifted slightly and felt my phone pressing against my back. I took a deep breath, picked it up, and checked for new messages—nothing new appeared. Still, to be thorough, I opened the chat directly to ensure I hadn't missed anything earlier when I was still groggy.

Ugh. The last message was still a close-up of Dan's big dick.

The image on the screen brought scenes from the night before flooding back. I could almost taste it. The only thing that had changed in our three-person group chat was that there was now a pink heart emoji below the image, compliments of Lucy. I felt my hard dick strain even further in her panties.

Although I was completely embarrassed that I was still wearing her lingerie, I knew I desperately needed to give my poor cock some much-needed relief. I started furiously stroking my cock, and within about twenty seconds moments I was on the verge of cumming already, so I grabbed my phone to put on some porn, but as I unlocked it, the image on the screen was still of Dan's dick.

As I adjusted my position, a soft, uncontrollable moan escaped me, inadvertently tipping me over the edge. My back arched as the accumulated frustrations of the weekend were suddenly released. I experienced a powerful orgasm, which left a messy trail across my stomach and Lucy's panties. As the intense sensations began to subside, a wave of absurdity washed over me. I started to feel slightly ridiculous about the whole situation.

I had just cum to another guy's dick. Another guy who had just fucked my girlfriend in front of me. And now, here I was, still wearing her panties a day later.

Fortunately, my body was too drained to dwell on those feelings for long. I made a half-hearted attempt to pull off my jeans, but they were tangled and stuck in the stockings wrapped around my legs. After a brief struggle, I gave up and let my head fall back onto the bed. Glancing at my phone one last time, I felt a flicker of pride as I blocked the group chat with Dan and Lucy. Within moments of doing so, exhaustion overcame me, and I quickly drifted back into sleep.

-----

A few days had passed, and I was gradually beginning to feel my masculinity return. I hadn't yet unblocked the chat with Dan and Lucy. In fact, I hadn't spoken to Lucy at all since our drive back, and I definitely hadn't reached out to Dan.

Lucy and I had never officially declared our relationship over, but the silence between us spoke volumes, and I was slowly accepting the reality of being single again. Part of me longed for real closure, for a definitive end to things between us, but to reclaim my pride after that humiliating night, my ego was telling me I needed to find someone new to help me move on.

I needed to find a girl whose panties I wouldn't end up wearing, just a nice, normal girl. And the sort of girl whose lover I wouldn't end up giving head to.

I needed the boost. Over and over, every day, I'd find my mind wandering back towards that night and what I'd done. I'd inevitably feel a twitch in my dick immediately after. I tried my best whenever I jerked off to think of anything else, but every girl in my fantasies morphed into Lucy. If I was watching porn, it was like every male actor would become Dan within a few seconds. Which then meant the girl getting fucked in the scene was usually Lucy too. I only say usually because I'd occasionally catch myself having a much darker thought, fantasizing that I was the girl getting fucked. That bounce back I was desperate for couldn't come soon enough.

Midway through the week, it seemed like my chance to rebound was materializing. As I waited for the elevator, I heard footsteps approaching. Turning, I was greeted by the sight of Rachael, a cute brunette with a tan that suggested she had just stepped off a California beach. Her sun-kissed skin radiated health, contrasting beautifully with her hot pink workout shirt. The form-fitting top ended just above her pierced belly button, revealing a few inches of her toned stomach. This was complemented by a pair of snug black yoga pants and crisp white tennis shoes that rounded off her vibrant, athletic appearance.

Rachael was one of the three girls who had recently moved into the apartment next to mine. All of them had just graduated from college, yet they seemed to carry the collegiate party spirit with them. Every Friday and Saturday night, the sounds of clinking plastic cups, the scent of spilled alcohol, and wafts of perfume drifted into the hallway. I found it hard to complain; after all, I wasn't much older myself, and honestly, who wouldn't enjoy living next to three attractive girls who liked to have a good time? Lucy, on the other hand, hadn't shared my enthusiasm.

All three were attractive in their own unique ways, but Rachael stood out to me the most. Perhaps it was her bubbly, flirtatious demeanor, or maybe it was the belief that I actually had a chance with her. Although she had met Lucy before, it was crucial now to subtly let her know I was single. Our conversation sparkled with playful banter as we ascended to our respective apartments. I waved goodbye, lingering just momentarily as her door closed behind her. Setting down my things, still buoyed by the interaction, I felt my phone vibrate. My heart dropped when I saw the sender's name.

Despite having blocked the group chat, I hadn't thought to block Lucy's direct messages. Staring down at my phone, I felt a sudden deflation. The message from her could lead in countless directions, each fraught with its own potential complications.

------

LUCY

heyy..

just a reminder that Dan said he wanted both of us to buy dildos to practice giving head with. I figured you had forgotten :)))

I'm going to buy one this week! I can order one for you, too; we can have matching ones ;)

----------

That was all she said. Nothing about wanting to talk about what had happened. Nothing about what was going on between us. Just her asking me if I wanted her to buy me a dildo to practice giving head. Oh, how our relationship had changed.

Yet, despite the complexities, part of me still craved her presence. There was something irresistibly enticing about Lucy's mischievous grin, particularly in those moments of humiliation that seemed to thrill her as much as they embarrassed me. Her candid admission that she found such situations arousing only intensified my feelings. Deep down, I harbored a desire to please her, to submit to her dominance. This inner conflict made receiving a message from her all the more stirring and complicated.

I felt my cock start to stir.

I shook my head as I tried to get it back together. I could still hear Rachael's perky voice through the wall as she talked to her roommates. I felt my face start to warm up. If only they knew that their seemingly vanilla neighbor was deep down a complete little sissy slut.

I felt my cock stir again.

My internal resolve was strong enough, and I managed to shut my phone without sending a response. However, I still had Lucy's lingerie. Among the less appealing options, I decided the best would be to wash them and mail them back to her address tomorrow. That way, I could put this behind me and enjoy the weekend. I tossed the lingerie into a basket with my other laundry and headed to the building's laundry room, hoping it would be empty. Even though I had strategically buried the undergarments beneath other items, I didn't want to risk anyone spotting them.

Luckily, the laundry room was empty. I quickly threw in the lingerie with the rest of my clothes, not overthinking it. Heading back to my apartment, the sounds of music and laughter spilled out from the girls' room. Another raucous Friday night was just ramping up next door.

Opting to take the night off, I set my phone alarm and later transferred my laundry to the dryer, relieved to find the laundry room still deserted. As I made my way back, the pregame festivities in the neighboring apartment seemed to intensify. The music blared louder, and I could hear the lively chatter of several voices over the beat, signaling the start of another wild evening.

I stepped into the shower, letting the warmth envelop me as the dryer whirred its final cycles in the background. With a wince, I peeled my shirt off in front of the foggy bathroom mirror. Despite nearly a week passing, the imprints of Lucy's bra clung stubbornly to my skin. Anyone catching a glimpse of my bare torso could easily deduce that I'd been donning a bra. The most tender areas were along my shoulders where the straps had dug in, with red trails mapping their path down to where the clasp had fastened against my back. Even my chest bore witness to the underwire's pressure.

Exhaling a resigned sigh, I slipped into a fresh t-shirt, grateful at least that the discomfort had subsided. I ambled down the hallway to retrieve my laundry, eager not to let my clothes sit wrinkled in the dryer for too long. Upon opening the dryer door, my heart sank.

It was too late. With all other dryers occupied, someone had removed my clothes, setting them atop a nearby washing machine to free up the machine. There, perched atop my mundane assortment of dark, utilitarian garments, were Lucy's panties, their pink bows stark and accusing amid the drab pile.

Glancing into the active dryer, I tried to discern who might have displaced my laundry. The contents swirled—a splash of feminine colors. Thankfully, the bra and stockings appeared to be somewhat concealed. Yet, the unsettling thought of a girl on my floor presuming I wore panties sent shivers down my spine.

A pause to reconsider—she wouldn't necessarily know the panties belonged to a guy, let alone me, unless she saw me carrying them back. Just then, the click of the door snapped me from my thoughts.

Turning, I saw Rachael breezing into the room, balancing a white bodysuit and a glass of rosé in her tipsy grip. Her arrival was marked by a playful, slightly slurred greeting.

Rachael was effortlessly stunning, as usual. She was clad in a high-waisted, glossy black skirt that hit just above her knees, complemented by a dark green sleeveless blouse neatly tucked in. Her makeup was flawless, her hair impeccably styled, and her perfume subtly commanding the space.

"Oh, hi… Rachael," I managed, my voice tinged with uncertainty. My mind raced—did she know?

"Oh my god," she continued, her voice bubbly, oblivious to my turmoil, "Ellie just spilled her drink all over my top."

She casually tossed the wine-stained top into a washer, mentioning Ellie, her roommate, another strikingly attractive brunette with a petite frame.

Rachael was unusually spirited this evening, her cheerfulness amplified, perhaps, by the wine—or was it because she had stumbled upon my embarrassing secret? As she prepared to leave, she paused at the door, giving me a sly smile.

"Are you still with that girl?" she asked casually, her voice carrying a hint of playfulness.

Suddenly alert, I wondered if Rachael had been flirting with me all along, especially with her inquiry about Lucy. A surge of confidence washed over me.

"Nah, no more," I replied, trying to seem nonchalant as I leaned against the washing machine.

Rachael studied me for a moment, her bangs fluttering across her eyes before breaking into a giggle. "Well, your panties are very cute then," she teased, her laughter echoing as she exited, the door swinging shut behind her.

Mortified, I buried my face in my laundry, cursing the damn panties under my breath as a mix of embarrassment and arousal conflicted within me. Hastily, I gathered my clothes and returned to my apartment, feeling the tremor in my legs as I passed the girls' apartment. Thankfully, the loud pop music drowned out most of my fears, though I couldn't shake the feeling of their potential whispers. Later that night, amidst the silence, I thought I heard a taunting call of "Panty boy, Panty boy," echoing down the hallway around three in the morning.

The humiliation lingered for days, and when I finally started to regain some composure, a brief encounter with Rachael's roommate, Ellie, set me back. Our eyes met in the hallway, and I caught the flicker of suppressed laughter in her gaze. Roommates do share secrets, after all.

The culmination of my ordeal arrived on Wednesday evening. Just as I finished dinner, a knock at my door revealed Rachael, Ellie, and their third roommate, Erin, all barely containing their amusement. Rachael extended a small box towards me, the packaging clumsily resealed with tape.

"This was sent to the wrong address. I believe it's yours," she said, a grin playing on her lips.

The box had clearly been tampered with, curiosity getting the better of them. "I'm sorry we opened it," Rachael added with a mischievous smile. We didn't know, and it had our address on it."

"Oh, um, thanks..." I managed, my voice faltering.

"Have fun," she chuckled as I closed the door behind them, their laughter spilling through even as it shut.

Their presence at the door, all three of them, just to hand me a package, deepened my unease. What was in that box? I dreaded finding out, fearing yet another round of embarrassment.

I carefully peeled off the hastily reapplied tape and reached into the slightly crumpled cardboard box. Nestled inside were two items. My hand first grasped the larger of the two, and I exhaled a deep, dismayed groan as I recognized it—a book.

The title, "Giving Him the Best Blowjob: The Guide to Ensuring Your Man is Satisfied," glared up at me in bold, provocative lettering from beneath the glossy image of bright red lips puckered on the cover.

A knot of confusion and embarrassment tightened in my stomach. Why had this been sent to me? And to the wrong apartment, no less?

Frustrated, I yanked out the second item: two neatly folded pairs of lace panties. Overcome with indignation, I flung them into the farthest corner of the room. The package label clearly displayed the neighboring apartment's address—it wasn't meant for me at all.

As I turned the box sideways, a third, smaller piece caught my eye. I retrieved it—a simple piece of paper enclosed in a small, clear plastic bag. Unfolding the paper, I was greeted by a chirpy message:

"Hey, baby!

I thought you could use this book for a few pointers. I know Dan would appreciate it ;)

Speaking of Dan, he might be coming back here during Halloween weekend! I think he's planning some things for us...

PS: I bought you the panties because, you know, just because...

Lucy"

My heart sank. Not only had the note obviously been resealed, indicating that the intended recipients—my neighbors—had already read it, but now my brief hope of kindling something with Rachael seemed utterly shattered by this embarrassing mix-up.

Without a second thought, I grabbed my phone and dialed Lucy, who answered almost immediately with a casual, "Mmm...yes?"

Stammering, the words jammed in my throat. This was my first conversation with her since that weekend with Dan.

Lucy, sensing my hesitation, quickly took charge of the conversation. "I bet you're calling because you saw my note about Dan coming back. I know, I'm so excited, too!"

I was mute, still processing.

She continued cheerfully, "So, Dan got us tickets to an exclusive costume party. He's got some pretty kinky ideas for what we'll go as. It'll definitely be a couple's costume, though. The good thing about Halloween is that you can dress as sexy as you want and get away with it!"

As Lucy rambled on, I stood, phone in hand, utterly lost for words and drowning in humiliation.

I was finally able to get a few words out.

The conversation turned a sharp corner into discomfort as Lucy's laughter laced through the line, rich with insincerity. "The package you sent to the wrong address. The wrong apartment," I protested, my voice tight with frustration.

"Oh, did I?" Lucy's voice bubbled with mock sympathy, her feigned surprise doing little to mask the taunt. "Aw, did the girls next door accidentally open it?"

The realization that the wrong address might have been intentional sank in like a weight. "They read your note, too!" I managed to spit out the words coated in a mix of disbelief and anger.

"Oh, so nosy," she chuckled again as if the entire episode was a trivial matter for her amusement. "Well, it's good for those younger girls to know that their male neighbors aren't a threat to them."

I lowered my head, a gesture unseen but deeply felt, as her words stung with their intended effect.

"So back to the more important stuff... Dan is coming! So where were we with that... oh yeah! Next Saturday, Halloween party! I can't wait! We'll figure out where to meet beforehand to put on our matching outfits! How does that sound?" Lucy's excitement surged through the phone, her plans steamrolling any protests.

The words I wanted to scream—*No!*—stayed trapped behind my lips. Instead, a mumbled, indecipherable response slipped out, barely audible.

"What was that, baby?" Lucy's voice dropped an octave, the mock sweetness now replaced with a sharp edge.

"I don't think I heard you clearly," she pressed, forcing me to confront the conversation head-on.

My voice cracked as I mustered the courage to dissent. "Nooo, I can't, Lucy, no," I whispered, each word a battle against the shame and embarrassment piling onto me.

Silence hung on the line for a heartbeat too long. When Lucy finally spoke, her tone was cooler and more measured but with a cutting sharpness. "Okay... I guess that's on me. I should've expected a little pushback."

Her voice shifted into a scolding cadence. "Dan and I both knew you'd be shy after everything you did for us that night. Especially since you'd be embarrassed about that little boner you had the whole time."

I winced, the memory of that night—an uninvited blush of humiliation coloring my face. The mix of previous gratitude and present mortification tangled within me, a knotted reminder of my vulnerability laid bare.

"I understood that. I gave you some space afterward. I mean, even after you didn't reply to my friendly text about buying you a dildo to practice sucking, I didn't take it personally or anything. I realized you were just having a little temper tantrum and that you maybe needed a little more time."

No words came from my mouth, so she just continued.

"Now I really started to get annoyed when you sent my panties back in the mail without even a note attached. No 'Thank you, Lucy, for giving me the horniest night of my entire life' card or perhaps a 'Thank you, Lucy, for encouraging me to suck Dan's wonderful dick' card."

I couldn't help but feel the submissive side of me that Lucy had learned to exploit start to come alive at that moment.

"And then, to top it all off, today I finally get a call from you, and I'm fully expecting you to be excited and thanking me for convincing your strong and sexy man-crush to come back for you again! But no. You're so ungrateful! Not only that, but you actually try to criticize me instead. I bet you got so fucking turned on when you realized those girls now knew you were just a little panty-wearing dicksucker. I bet you've got a little boner right now just from listening to me."

I didn't need to check. I knew my dick was hard as a rock. As soon as Lucy started scolding me, stopping it from getting hard was a losing battle.

As my phone beeped, signaling Lucy's attempt to switch to a video call, I hurriedly tapped to ignore it. Despite my refusal, I heard her voice come alive again through the speaker. "No, don't you dare hide? Show me your excitement right now. If you truly don't want this, then prove it."

The phone beeped again, urging me to accept the video call. With a trembling thumb, I hesitated, then pressed 'Connect.' The screen immediately switched to display Lucy's smirking face. "Oh baby, just look at the blush on your cheeks. I'd wager anything that you're more aroused than you let on."

I swallowed hard, accepting the inevitable. Reluctantly, I angled my phone's camera down to my boxer briefs, where it was unmistakably clear that my embarrassment was manifesting physically. Lucy's squeal pierced through the phone. "Oh, you do enjoy this, don't you?... You know, you really would look much nicer in those panties I sent you. Speaking of which, where did you put them? I hope those college girls didn't take them."

Caught again in Lucy's manipulative grasp, I realized all my efforts to distance myself after that weekend were futile; I was hopelessly ensnared. Despite the suggestive undertone, this didn't feel like blackmail—it didn't need to.

I walked over to where I had tossed the items earlier in frustration. "Naughty, naughty," Lucy chided, "Throwing a tantrum and discarding your panties? Oh dear, I'm going to have to tell Dan about this."

Feeling sheepish, I reached down and picked up the clear plastic bag containing the two pairs of panties—one pair was a cheeky lace set in soft pink, the other a vibrant blue cotton thong.

"Since I'm so kind to you, I'll let you decide which pair you're going to wear to sleep in. And obviously, I don't need to tell you, but no jerking off in them."

Lucy's laughter rang out as I instinctively reached for the soft pink lacy panties. "Oh, I knew you'd pick those," she smirked. "I'll need to let Dan know before he decides on your outfit. Now, go ahead and put them on for me."

There was no room for resistance. I methodically slid my boxer briefs down my legs, and my erection sprang free. Picking up the panties, I stepped into them, one leg after another. As the delicate fabric nestled into my crack, I felt an intense surge of arousal. Unlike the boxer briefs, a conspicuous tent formed in the front, now adorned in pink lace.

Lucy's voice cut through the thick air, "Now I think someone owes me a thank you."

My voice was barely audible, a strained whisper, "Thank you, Lucy."

"For what, baby?" Her tone was playful yet commanding.

Embarrassment choked my words, making them hard to utter.

"And don't worry about Rachael and her friends hearing you," she teased.

I took a deep breath, trying to muster the courage to speak louder. "Thank you, Lucy, for convincing Dan to come visit again."

Her silence lingered, prompting me to say more.

"And thank you, Lucy, for this new set of panties."

Still, she remained quiet.

"And, um, thank you, Lucy, for dealing with my tantrums when, um, you're just trying to help me better, um, satisfy Dan."

The words barely escaped my lips. Finally, Lucy broke her silence with a satisfied smile.

"That's a start. Now, stay right there for a second; I need a good look at you."

Panic seized me as I realized the implications.

"No screenshots!" I blurted out abruptly, hoping to safeguard some semblance of privacy in this vulnerable moment.

Lucy's voice pitched higher into an almost playful squeak, mock surprise coloring her tone. "Screenshots? Baby, the whole conversation is being video recorded... Well, anyway, be a good girl for me tonight in your panties. I'll see you next week." With those final words, she abruptly hung up.

-----

It felt surreal as I buzzed Lucy into my building like I was moving through a dream. Only a week had passed since our unsettling phone call, but it seemed like a whole year had slipped by. She had texted a few days after our call to confirm Dan was definitely coming, and she had decided to come over to my place first to help me get ready, insisting on at least two hours. My only hope was that she wouldn't encounter Rachael, Ellie, and Erin.

I had managed to avoid the three of them so far, largely by confining myself to my apartment as much as possible. It was becoming increasingly difficult to keep track of everyone I needed to worry about. There were obviously Lucy and Dan, who both had potentially compromising photos of me. Then there were Lucy's roommates, Gemma and Amy, who I was pretty sure had seen me in panties—roommates tend to share everything. And there were the other girls from the brunch. Not to mention the man in the green jacket I had literally bumped into in the stairwell while I was in lingerie!

Any second now, Lucy would be here. I stood nervously by the door, intending to open it before she could knock, hoping to prevent the girls next door from overhearing. However, it didn't matter. As soon as Lucy spotted me in the hallway, she let out a shriek and ran towards me, arms open wide for a hug.

"We have GOT to get those boy clothes off of you!" she exclaimed loudly.

My stomach twisted into knots. Everyone on my floor must have heard that. Thankfully, she didn't linger in the hallway long, and I quickly shut the door behind us. Lucy dropped a medium-sized duffel bag on the floor and started making small talk as if nothing was amiss. It was just normal conversation for her, even as I grappled silently with the oddity of the situation. Suddenly, she flashed a coy smile.

Ellie: "Well, enough chit-chat. We don't have much time to make us both look sexy for Dan."

My cheeks flushed, and I felt an uncomfortable tightening in my boxer briefs as Lucy outlined the next steps. "So, Dan gave me a list of rules," she stated matter-of-factly, her voice tinged with authority. "And rule number one is absolutely no hair from the eyebrows down. Everything better be smooth. Everything." Her directive was clear as she pointed toward the bathroom.

"Get started; I'm sure you have a razor in there. Oh, also use these," Lucy said, digging into the duffel bag to pull out a couple of travel-sized shower containers with soft-hued labels. I took them from her hand and walked slowly to the bathroom.

I tried to detach my thoughts from the reality of the situation. I had shaved my groin and chest before, but shaving my legs and arms was uncharted territory. Standing naked in front of the bathroom mirror, I picked up my razor and shaving cream, my reflection staring back at me. A sigh escaped me as I considered the costume Dan had planned. I suddenly realized I hoped it would cover my shoulders—remnants of bra strap lines still faintly visible from a previous dare. I dismissed the thought quickly, guessing this would be the least of my worries tonight.

In the shower, I started by applying the lotions and scrubs Lucy had given me. Feminine scents soon enveloped the small space, creating a strangely soothing atmosphere. Picking up the shaving cream, I prepared for a long session. Starting with my chest felt somewhat familiar, a small comfort before moving to unfamiliar territory. I methodically worked my way through, finishing my stomach and groin, each stroke of the razor pulling me further into the role Lucy and Dan envisioned for me.

Now, I was in totally uncharted territory. I applied the shaving cream to my forearm and took a deep breath as I slid the razor across. I was really surprised at just how easily and smoothly it glided over the skin. As I looked down at the bare strip of skin, I felt the familiar stir in my cock. I was just about able to keep it together as I finished my arms, but by the time I finished my armpits, my dick was completely hard.

As I raised my arm to shave the underside, there was a sensation I couldn't quite describe—a mix of rebellion and excitement, tinged with the thrill of the forbidden. I found my hands gliding over my newly smooth skin as I worked my way down my legs, marveling at the unusual smoothness. Soon, I was left with just one area: my backside. I had always avoided going too far beyond my groin, stopping just past my balls.

It felt awkward as I slipped my hand down to tackle the dense hair on my bottom. Pressing against the shower wall for support, I managed one hand to spread my cheek while the other navigated the razor up my crack. My erection was bothersome, frequently getting in the way as I shaved around it. Eventually, I was left with only the most difficult area to reach—the hair around my hole.

Realizing the awkward angle needed, I decided the only way to effectively reach it was to get on all fours. With my back arched, I tentatively reached a hand beneath myself, feeling for any remaining patches of hair. I had never felt so bare in that area before. As my fingers explored, one accidentally pressed against my hole, sending an unexpected jolt of sensation through me, like a spark of electricity that momentarily diverted my focus from the task at hand.

Anal play was something that had never really crossed my mind before, but now, there was something about my smooth body that made it feel weirdly more desirable. I could feel the insides of my now smooth thighs pressing up against each other as my fingers continued to rub their way around my newly smoothed asshole. Suddenly, Lucy's voice snapped me out of my daydream.

"Oh, baby, that really is quite the sight. You look like you're having fun exploring yourself?"

I immediately pulled myself to my feet to try to salvage some sort of pride. Lucy giggled as her eyes spent a second taking in my smooth body. All she was wearing was an oversized t-shirt and a pair of black panties. Her gaze eventually settled on my rock-hard cock staring back at her, begging for some attention. Her fingertips made their way to the tip of my dick and gave a gentle squeeze. An involuntary moan escaped my mouth.

"You need some lotion," she said as she reached over and pulled a moisturizer out of her small toiletry bag. She applied a couple of squirts into her hand and then continued rubbing her fingertips on the head of my cock. It was too much, and my legs went weak as her now lubricated hand slowly made its way down my shaft. Her second lotioned hand reached down and cupped my balls as she slowly jerked me off.

I could already feel my cock as close to cumming even before Lucy's second hand started exploring the area behind my balls. My breathing quickened. My dick started to thrust upwards. And then her hand very abruptly stopped moving.

Lucy's hand remained completely still but wrapped tightly around my cock,, leaving me in orgasm purgatory. She very gently squeezed the tip as she pulled me in for a kiss. I tried to hide my look of surprise as I took in her wet lips.

"Thanks for being my little slut, baby. This really makes me so hot," she whispered.

Her hands slipped off my dick and made their way up, sliding over my smooth chest, drying them as they went. She made her way to the bathroom door, and as she got to it, she gave a pause, then turned back to me and smiled. Her butt wiggled as she hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and slowly lowered them into they fell on the floor.

"These are for you, baby."


Chapter 4

As Lucy exited the room, I approached the black panties laid out for me. Frankly, they were underwhelming—a simple pair of spandex panties. They were slightly skimpy in the cut around the buttocks, but they were no thong. Slipping them on was a smooth process; they glided effortlessly up my freshly shaved legs. Surprisingly, they were far more comfortable than Lucy's lacy offerings, and I found myself disliking the fact that I was becoming adept at making such comparisons.

After applying lotion to my entire body, I stepped into the living room, where my outfit awaited me on the floor. The sight stopped me in my tracks.

Oh no.

The fleeting comfort I'd found in the bathroom was shattered by the reality laid out before me. There was no way I could go out like this, not even on Halloween. On the floor was a pink bunny costume, complete with ears and a puffy tail.

My stomach churned with anxiety. I could feel Lucy's intense gaze on me, watching for my reaction. My hands trembled as I picked up the leotard. It was made of high-quality material, light pink and glossy. As I held it up to my chest, preparing myself mentally to step into it, Lucy re-entered the room.

"Oh baby, that's why I'm here. Your corset and pantyhose need to go on first," she announced, handing me the corset. I had only seen such garments in films, never up close. She slipped it over my shoulders, and it settled across my chest.

Taking a deep breath, I braced myself as Lucy began to tighten the strings. The corset constricted around my chest and ribcage, the silky material pressing tightly against me. As I finally caught my breath, Lucy's smile widened. She held up a small mirror, angling it so I could see my midsection. I was taken aback. From the neck down, my figure was transformed, now mirroring the silhouette of a curvaceous woman. The corset was evidently effective, and I realized it matched the 'boring' panties I had earlier dismissed. I should've known Lucy had a cohesive vision in mind.

Next, Lucy directed my attention to another pair of hosiery—these were black and infused with silver sparkles. Unlike the stockings I had worn previously, which stopped at each thigh, these pantyhose were a single piece extending past my legs, fully covering my panties and bottom, and settling a few inches above my waist.

With the pantyhose in place, Lucy fetched the centerpiece of tonight's transformation—the bunny costume. I tensed as I stepped into it; the material was thick and unforgiving. The tightness, compounded by the corset already squeezing my torso, amplified a claustrophobic sensation. Lucy maneuvered the costume over my hips, struggling slightly until it reached my chest. The back was still not properly positioned. She firmly grasped the top of the costume, right at the light pink mesh spaghetti straps, and gave a forceful tug.

The fabric stretched and snapped into place with a sudden move. I let out an involuntary squeal as the leotard hitched up the spandex panties and pantyhose, creating an uncomfortable wedgie and effectively tucking my genitals in a way that nearly obscured any protrusion. Instinctively, I arched my back to relieve some of the tension, inadvertently pushing out my chest as well. This adjustment allowed me to breathe more deeply again.

Lucy then announced her next steps while adjusting the shoulder straps to secure the outfit. "I'll give you the bunny ears after I do your makeup," she stated. Noticing the apprehension on my face, she flashed a reassuring smile. "Oh, don't worry. It'll be light makeup for now. The 'fuck-me' lipstick isn't coming out until we're alone with Dan anyway."

I felt my face starting to flush as she applied a very soft layer of blush to my cheeks. She then added just a tiny bit of eye shadow and a clear gloss to my lips. I could feel my dick straining against the clothes, holding it down. Lucy was soon finished and started pulling more items out of her bag.

First, Lucy fitted the bunny ears onto my head. They were a soft pink, matching the rest of the outfit, and rested gently atop my hair. Next, she presented two glossy white opera gloves that extended past my elbows. The same glossy material as the leotard, they slid smoothly up my arms, sending a chill down my spine. Lastly, Lucy produced a small pink choker. It was unremarkable in design but served well to cover my Adam's apple, adding a subtle hint of risqué allure to my ensemble. She then pointed towards the door where a pair of light pink sneakers were placed.

"Dan really wanted you in heels, but I convinced him my girl wasn't ready for those yet," Lucy giggled, her voice light with amusement. "You owe me a thank you."

My cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and relief as I muttered, "Thank you, Lucy."

As Lucy retreated to the bathroom to don her own costume, I took the opportunity to fully assess my reflection in the mirror.

The sight stirred conflicting emotions within me. Part of me wanted to scream, part of me wanted to cry, and beneath it all, a strange sense of arousal made itself known as my penis strained against the tight confines of the leotard. Despite my discomfort, I couldn't deny that my body looked appealingly feminine. The sparkling pantyhose accentuated my slender legs, and the pink leotard not only effectively concealed my masculinity but also enhanced the shape of my buttocks. The light pink material created an unyielding wedgie that delineated my cheeks distinctly.

While I lacked a prominent chest, the corset had sculpted my torso into an hourglass shape, revealing curves I hadn't known I possessed. The white opera gloves elongated and slimmed my arms, adding elegance to my posture. However, the outfit didn't cover the red marks on my back and shoulders, remnants of previous dressings, and I grimaced upon noticing them.

My face still bore masculine features, but Lucy's skill with makeup had lent a soft, almost doll-like quality to my appearance. The pink bunny ears perched above added a playful touch, while the gloss on my lips and the subtle application of blush and eyeshadow delicately enhanced my features.

Just as I was taking in the full effect, Lucy's voice cut through my reverie. "Our car is here!" she called out, emerging from the bathroom. She looked stunning, her costume mirroring mine but in light blue, complemented by shimmering black and gold pantyhose.

"Stop staring. We need to leave," Lucy said, briskly collecting her items. I grabbed my wallet and cell phone, only to realize I had nowhere to put them. Lucy chuckled and handed me a small powder-blue clutch purse.

"My wallet won't even fit in there," I complained, the frustration evident in my voice.

"Sacrifices us girls have to make," Lucy smirked, displaying her own pink matching purse. "Your blue purse actually goes with my outfit, but I thought you could use a little reminder of how you used to pretend to be a man before you met me."

I stared down at the floor, a mix of emotions welling up inside me. "Thank you, Lucy," I murmured.

Reluctantly, I took out my ID, a credit card, and some cash from my wallet, squeezing them into the tiny purse. My phone and apartment key barely fit inside, but I managed. The hallway and elevator were mercifully empty, allowing me a swift and unseen escape into the waiting car.

As I slid into the back seat next to Lucy, the driver didn't bat an eyelid. My heart sank as I overheard Lucy give him an address that wasn't in the usual club district, prompting a confused look from me. Lucy noticed and leaned closer.

"Oh baby, nobody goes to the club for at least another couple of hours. Remember that girl from brunch, Michaela? She's having a costume party slash pregame at her apartment and invited us. That's where Dan is going to meet us!" she explained with a twinkle in her eye.

Panic surged through me. A dark club was one thing, but a house party? The thought of being so exposed, especially around Michaela, who seemed to revel in my discomfort, was terrifying. I wanted nothing more than to vanish.

We rode in silence, the streets blurring past as my anxiety mounted. As we approached Michaela's place, my head spun with dread. Lucy, ever confident, led the way to the door, which swung open before she could even knock.

"Ahhhhhh! You came!" Michaela exclaimed with glee, enveloping Lucy in a tight embrace. She was dressed as Wonder Woman, her costume hugging her curves and highlighting her long legs, complemented by a gold headband slicing through her dark hair. The sight of her, so confident and in control, contrasted sharply with my own unease.

Michaela caught my eye, and I couldn't suppress her laughter. "You did such a great job, Lucy!" she shrieked through fits of giggles, "Dan is going to be such a lucky guy tonight." Overwhelmed, I couldn't bear to meet Michaela's eyes any longer. I stared down at my pink sneakers, clutching my purse tighter with each passing second, my discomfort growing as I felt a noticeable bulge forming beneath the tight fabric of my outfit. I hastily positioned my purse to cover it.

The three of us proceeded to the party. Michaela's apartment was lavish and expansive, clearly a testament to her affluent background, featuring even a second floor. A sense of exposure washed over me as she led us around; the space filled with partygoers made me painfully aware of every gaze that seemed to fixate on me. We navigated through a makeshift dance floor to reach the kitchen, where Michaela handed me a suggestive 'blowjob shot.' The girls burst into laughter as a dribble of the drink escaped my lips.

Lucy, clearly in high spirits and ready to dive into the festivities, grabbed another drink for herself and Michaela while I was handed yet another blowjob shot. Soon after, she pulled me towards the dance floor. Frozen, my usual awkwardness magnified by the costume, I felt utterly out of place despite everyone being in costume. I tried to console myself with the thought that they might just see it as a joke, but the outfit's snug fit and the revealing details betrayed that hope. It was undeniably tailored for me and anything but inconspicuous.

Then, I felt a strong hand clasp my waist—a touch I instantly recognized, even before hearing Lucy's excited squeal. Dan was there, dressed in a dark red smoking jacket with no shirt underneath, highlighting his muscular chest and abs. His attire was completed with shorts styled like boxers and a captain's hat paired with aviators. The theme was unmistakable: I was one of Dan's bunnies.

They began kissing passionately right next to me, Dan's hand still on my waist, then wandering to feel up my backside. His fingers teased the fabric of my pantyhose, tracing up and down my crease, holding one cheek firmly.

Across the dance floor, I caught Michaela watching me, an amused smile playing on her lips as she conversed with a group of girls. Our eyes met; she raised her eyebrows in a mocking gesture and then flashed a knowing smile. Embarrassed, I quickly looked away.

As Dan and Lucy continued to dance intimately, I felt increasingly out of place. Muttering an excuse about needing the bathroom—which they either didn't hear or chose to ignore—I began to edge away from the dance floor, retreating to the relative safety and solitude of the restroom.

I found myself wandering aimlessly through the bustling party, doing my best to dodge engaging in any lengthy conversations. Several people, a mix of girls and one guy, complimented my costume, each praise sending a warm blush creeping across my cheeks. Unaware of how much time had elapsed in my solitary ramble, I stumbled upon a seemingly vacant bedroom. It appeared as an inviting sanctuary where I could hide away.

However, the moment I stepped inside, I realized it was a grave error.

At the far end of the room, Michaela was perched casually on the edge of the bed, deep in conversation with a pretty blonde dressed in a strikingly bold Alice in Wonderland costume. Without raising her eyes to meet mine, the blonde waved dismissively and announced, "Hi, sorry, we're in here."

Michaela quickly chimed in, her voice dripping with condescension. "Oh, that's just Lucy's cuck. He's harmless."

My body tensed instantly at her words.

The blonde laughed lightly, curiosity twinkling in her eyes. "Lucy's what?"

Michaela replied with gleeful mockery, "Like her cuckold. You've heard of that before, right?"

The blonde, still intrigued, responded, "Well, yeah... But not like in person." She continued to scrutinize me, making me feel even more exposed.

Feeling diminished, I edged back towards the doorframe, mouth dry, words failing me as I began to pull the door shut.

"Stop. Come in here," Michaela commanded, her tone authoritative and unwavering.

"Tell Hannah what being a cuck is like."

As I seated myself next to them on the bed, I could see my hands trembling inside my white gloves. A rush of heat colored my face a deeper shade of pink even before I began to speak.

"Soo, um, Lucy and I aren't exactly that serious, so sometimes we, um, just fool around a bit..." My voice faltered, and although I was stumbling over my words, I was desperately trying to frame the situation in a somewhat positive light.

"Oh, he needs to cut the bullshit," Michaela scoffed audibly to Hannah, undermining my feeble attempt at self-defense. "He wanted it to be serious."

"Aw, I'm sorry," Hannah responded, her eyes softening with a sympathetic pout, "At least you get to watch; that's like a silver medal, right?"

I shifted uncomfortably on the bed, feeling increasingly like a spectacle in an awkward play. Being the center of such discussions, especially in my current attire, was deeply unsettling.

Michaela didn't waste a moment to escalate the gossip. "Well, rumor has it he does a lot more than just watch."

Hannah's laughter bubbled up, tinged with incredulity. "Wait, really? Oh my god, like what?"

Just then, through the thump of music pulsating from outside, I heard Dan's distinct English accent near the door, his voice slicing through the clamor as he searched for me.

Seizing the opportunity, Michaela loudly announced our location, "We're all in here!" Her voice carried clear across the room, effortlessly revealing my refuge.

The door swung open, and Lucy walked in with Dan trailing behind her. Lucy looked effortlessly seductive, her hair slightly tousled, enhancing her allure. Dan's smoking jacket hung loosely from his shoulders, casually displaying his sculpted torso. Lucy's eyes sparkled with mischief as they made their way to the bed, her presence electric in the cramped space.

"Did I interrupt girl talk?" Lucy giggled, her voice playful as she took a sip from her drink.

"You just so happened to be the topic of conversation," Michaela interjected sharply before I could utter a word, her gaze fixed on Lucy, "In fact, we were discussing your love life."

Lucy raised an eyebrow, her smile edged with sarcasm. "Oh, what could ever interest you about my love life?" she teased.

The room erupted in laughter, and I felt a strong urge to vanish into thin air. Amid the jovial chaos, Lucy leaned closer to whisper discreetly in my ear, her breath warm against my skin, "I need to talk to you privately; Dan got us a present."

"Hey! No secrets!" Michaela exclaimed, not missing a beat. "This is girl talk!"

Lucy glanced at Dan, who simply shrugged in response, prompting another round of giggles from Lucy. She seemed to teeter on the edge of sharing, then blurted out with a mischievous grin, "I really shouldn't, Dan... okay, well, so girls, Dan got his two bunnies—oh, I shouldn't say it... matching buttplugs to wear tonight."

It took me a moment to process the revelation, my mind reeling as the room swirled with a mix of shock and laughter.

Michaela gave a scream. "You are so fucking kinky, girl! I bet you already have it in! No wonder you're such a giggly mess."

Lucy's smile gave it away, "Oh, you don't even know the half of it. I thought I was going to cum just from Dan putting it in."

She glanced at me quickly, "You look like you're in shock, baby. Don't worry; if I could handle it, then I'm sure you can handle it, too."

Thoughts of my finger pressed on my hole in the shower earlier suddenly flashed through my mind. I instantly felt my body getting hot again. Lucy didn't bother waiting for a response from me as she turned to Michaela.

"Do you mind if I take him into your bathroom for a few minutes?"

Michaela laughed, "Sure! You can put it in him on the bed if that's easier for you. We'll leave!"

She paused for a second.

"...actually, wait, can I watch?"

Dan spoke up, "Absolutely."

He then looked to Hannah.

Hannah glanced at Michaela and then at Dan, "Could I watch, too?"

Lucy flashed me a teasing smirk. "Aw, you have an audience, baby." Her words hung in the air, a playful yet pointed reminder of the unfolding scenario.

I was still reeling from the rush of events when Dan produced a small black bag from his jacket pocket, extracting a container of lubricant and a small buttplug. He excused himself momentarily to the bathroom, returning after washing it with soap, and casually tossed it onto the bed amidst the girls' excited squeals.

My eyes fixed on the plug. It was small, relatively speaking, but its size seemed daunting considering my inexperience. Crafted from reflective metal, its surface gleamed ominously, the bright pink jewel at its base attempting to add a playful allure to the otherwise intimidating object. I stared at it, mentally bracing myself for what was to come.

Turning to face me, Lucy's voice sliced through my apprehensions, "What do you say to Dan?"

With a resigned breath, I muttered, "Thank you, Dan."

Laughter erupted from the girls as Dan's strong hands suddenly lifted me, positioning my body over his lap in one fluid motion. His fingers expertly navigated to the button I hadn't noticed, unsnapping my leotard with a quick flick. The fabric shifted, revealing skin that hadn't expected exposure. Before I could fully register what was happening, he gently tugged at my pantyhose, pulling them down just enough to expose the necessary area, leaving them bunched mid-thigh.

Now, fully exposed and vulnerable, I found myself arched uncomfortably over Dan's lap, facing Lucy, Michaela, and Hannah. The three of them watched with barely concealed anticipation, their expressions a mix of curiosity and amusement. The only piece of clothing still shielding any part of my modesty was a thin pair of spandex panties.

With deliberate movements, Dan pushed the fabric aside, exposing me completely. A cool draft swept across my skin, chilling the newly shaved area as a stark reminder of my exposure. I tensed, a mix of embarrassment and anxiety tightening in my chest.

Dan, undeterred by my discomfort, opened the lubricant. The sound of the cap clicking seemed disproportionately loud in the hushed room. He applied a generous amount to the metallic plug, his actions methodical, ensuring it was well coated.

Seconds seemed to feel like hours as Dan put the cap back on the lube, and seconds later, I felt pressure against my asshole.

I involuntarily let out a long exhale as I felt the pressure building. The pressure then started to fade a little as Dan slowly bounced the plug on the entrance to my ass hole. Each bounce was slightly stronger, and I soon felt my asshole giving in.

A soft but still audible moan escaped my lips as the first little bounce made its way in and past my entrance. My face was burning bright red as I looked up at the three girls. Michaela could barely contain her excitement as she moved over to Dan's other side to get a better view as he inserted the buttplug in me.

Now that the tip of the buttplug had slid its way into my ass hole, every bounce felt a little different. Dan pushed slowly but very deliberately, sliding it deeper and deeper with each bounce. And as it got deeper and deeper, it also meant the plug was getting wider and wider in my ass hole.

As the situation unfolded, my initial discomfort began to transform. Soft moans escaped me with each gentle movement, and surprisingly, the sensations started to shift—feeling oddly pleasurable. Despite the inherent humiliation and degradation of the scenario, I found myself disconcertingly unbothered, even as Hannah and Michaela nonchalantly pulled out their phones to record the moment. My sense of exposure deepened when Lucy circled around, taking a more active role in pressing the plug further into place.

The intensity increased until, with a sudden and somewhat shocking ease, the plug settled into place. The sensation forced a louder, more visceral moan from me, followed by laughter from around the room at my overt reaction.

Lucy, perhaps sensing the finality of the moment, deftly pulled the spandex panties back over the plug while Dan gently eased me off his lap onto the bed. They left me there for a brief interlude, allowing me to acclimate to the foreign feeling of fullness. Lying there, the initial shock began to ebb away, replaced by a curious warmth that grew increasingly more pleasant—though I noted that certain movements could spike the sensation into overwhelming territory.

I caught a snippet of whispered conversation between Lucy and Dan. "Is he hard?" Lucy's voice was low but clear.

Dan's response came with a laugh tinged with an edge of mockery. "What do you think?"

The truth was, I had been aroused even before their entrance—something about the anticipation, the exposure, and the sheer intensity of the experience was undeniably affecting me deeply.

Lucy's playful slap on my pantied rear jolted me back to the urgent reality: it was time to head to the club, and our ride was nearly here. I awkwardly began pulling up my pantyhose, my movements clumsy and slow. Michaela and Hannah didn't miss the opportunity to capture every embarrassing moment, their phones still recording. My efforts were futile, and soon Dan intervened. With a firm grip, he yanked the pantyhose up over my butt, inadvertently tightening them uncomfortably. He then deftly snapped the button on my leotard between my legs, using the buttplug as an anchor. The pressure sent another involuntary yelp from my lips, embarrassingly high-pitched.

Compounding the humiliation, I was compelled to thank Michaela formally for the use of her room for such a personal adjustment. My voice was meek, overly rehearsed as I expressed my gratitude, while Hannah's eyes never left her phone screen, likely capturing every moment.

The walk back through the party to the awaiting car was a torturous affair; each step was measured and cautious, and I was overly aware of the foreign object within me. Once inside the car, the journey grew even more uncomfortable. Every bump and turn agitated the plug, sending unpredictable sensations through me and fueling a parade of worst-case scenarios in my mind. Fortunately, Dan's VIP status streamlined our entrance to the club, sparing us the long wait in line.

My anxiety peaked as I reached the club's entrance and faced the bouncer to show my ID. As I extracted it from my purse, a sudden vibration coursed through the plug, causing my legs to buckle slightly. I managed to stabilize myself just in time to hand over my ID without incident. Behind me, I heard a surprised yelp from Lucy, suggesting she, too, felt the unexpected vibration. The bouncer, however, remained unphased as he checked my ID and gestured for me to proceed.

Turning to see what had caused the commotion, I caught Dan nonchalantly using his phone, a mischievous smile playing on his lips. Lucy, catching on, gave him a playful slap and scolded, "Not yet!" Her grin was both conspiratorial and teasing, hinting at more surprises to come as we ventured into the night, each step bringing new challenges with this hidden accessory.

"So, as you've now gathered, every so often, there might be a little unexpected thrill. It's all managed through an app that Dan can operate from his phone, no matter where he is. The most exciting part? Both devices are synchronized, so we experience everything simultaneously!"

Precisely as if on cue, Dan triggered a sharp, brief vibration in both our devices. I instinctively bent my knees slightly and let out a soft moan while Lucy managed only a startled yelp. She shot me a look of mild irritation.

"Come on, don't be such a drama queen," she scolded. "Mine's the exact same size, and I'm handling it just fine. Besides, my frame is much smaller and tighter than yours."

She was right, of course, so I bit my tongue and lowered my gaze as we made our way into the club. This place was a stark contrast to the house party we'd just left. The club's dim lighting made it difficult to discern faces, a welcome anonymity after the evening's earlier exposure. Most notably, I was relieved to see that I wasn't the only guy not adhering to traditional male attire.

Dan had secured us a table, a sanctuary of sorts from the tumult of the dance floor. This strategic positioning also came with the perk of an endless supply of drinks placed directly before us. For the first time that evening, I felt a wave of relaxation wash over me. The music's rhythm gradually infiltrated my mood, and after a couple of drinks, I found myself genuinely moving to the beat.

Surprisingly, the night was turning around, especially with Lucy giving me more attention than usual, perhaps spurred by Dan's presence and the free-flowing alcohol. Dan himself was surprisingly restrained, except for his mischievous timing with the device controls—often just as we were engaging with the servers.

While sipping on another drink, I noticed Lucy and Dan gesturing toward a man at the bar. A surge of anxiety rushed through me. Please, let it not be someone I know. I mustered up the courage to inquire.

"That guy over there," Lucy shouted over the music, nodding towards the end of the bar, "we think he's the one Gemma fucked at the wedding. His name's Peter, I believe."

The memory of the wedding was like a shadow lurking in the back of my mind. I had listened to Gemma's detailed recount of the festivities, fully aware that I hadn't met this particular man, yet any association with that chaotic weekend was more than enough to make me uneasy. I shifted my gaze to where Lucy and Dan were pointing—a man with dark hair clad in nondescript black jeans and a green jacket. No costume adorned his frame, starkly plain amidst the sea of extravagant outfits around him.

Lucy's voice snapped me back to the present. "I need to hit the restroom; you coming? If so, grab your purse." The reality was that I had been holding it in for a while now, anxious about leaving our little haven at the table. Venturing there meant braving the packed dance floor, a daunting task given my current attire. The thought of navigating the men's room dressed as I was felt utterly impossible.

With a determined grip, Lucy took my hand and began to weave us through the throng. The crowd pressed against us—some accidentally, others with curious or bold touches. One audacious hand even squeezed my puffy white tail. We pushed on, and as we approached the restrooms, Lucy steered me away from the men's and towards the women's. Hesitation gripped me, but the alternative was not feasible.

Stepping into the women's restroom felt like crossing into uncharted territory. We queued up for the stalls, the space buzzing with chatter and the occasional burst of laughter. Suddenly, Lucy's face lit up with excitement. "Guess what? I just texted Gemma about that guy from the wedding, and she's actually on her way here now! Dan says he can get her into our table no problem. She must be really eager to see him again."

A sinking feeling overwhelmed me, and a quiet protest escaped my lips. "Lucy, she can't... she can't see me like this."

Lucy laughed lightly, "See you like this? She helped pick out your outfit. Of course, she's going to see you."

My shock must have been evident because Lucy's smirk grew wider. "Oh, honey, it was actually her idea to let you choose between those two pairs of panties we mailed you," she revealed gleefully. "We thought you'd be our sexy blue bunny initially. But when you picked the pink panties so quickly, we just had to reward you."

The familiarly strange feeling of humiliation mixed with arousal was setting in again.

"So, make sure you thank Gemma when you see her, okay?

I quietly nodded as Lucy continued.

The revelation from Lucy wasn't entirely unexpected. "Oh, don't be mad. It was Gemma who brought it up first. I mean, I probably would've told her eventually—we share pretty much everything. But now, there's a pink bunny here who really needs to work on her panty lines." Her tone was teasing but carried a hint of sincerity.

I wasn't surprised. Gemma had noticed something on the ride home from the wedding, it seemed. Lucy didn't pause long before adding another detail. "One last thing... So, I'm not quite sure how to bring this up, but from what I've learned, you'll want to... well, for lack of a better term, relubricate." She motioned towards my purse. "There should be a small container of lube in there."

My head sank, weighed down by the inevitability of the moment. I knew exactly what she meant; no further explanation was needed. As Lucy disappeared into the first stall that opened, patting my butt on her way, I stood, resigned and slightly embarrassed. Another stall soon freed up, and I darted inside.

Each stall was more of a small room, complete with its own sink. I carefully unsnapped my pink leotard and slid down my pantyhose, forced by circumstance to sit. My gloved fingers fumbled, complicating even the simplest tasks, not to mention the task I was about to undertake.

Determined to get it over with, I grabbed the plug and attempted to remove it in one swift motion. The action elicited a sharp yelp from me, loud enough that a neighboring occupant playfully banged on the wall. I quickly placed the plug in the sink, lathering it with soap and water and allowing it to soak as I took a brief moment to relish the relief of its absence.

A knock on the door jolted me back to reality. Hastily, I retrieved the lube from my purse and generously applied it to the plug. With a deep breath and closed eyes, I managed to reinsert it, surprised yet dismayed at the ease with which it returned. After washing up, I hurried out of the stall, eager to leave the confines of the restroom.

Assuming Lucy had already returned to the table, I made my way back through the club, navigating through the crowd. The base thump of the music was somewhat grounding as I braced myself to rejoin my friends and face whatever the night still held in store.

As I made my way through the pulsating crowd on the dance floor, a sudden tug on one of my spaghetti straps stopped me. Turning around, I came face to face with Gemma. She was a vision in a skin-tight pink dress, complete with a matching headband that crowned her flowing hair and accentuated her bronzed, statuesque legs. She looked every bit the quintessential Barbie come to life.

Gemma's face lit up with an irrepressible smile. She opened her mouth as if to say something, only to dissolve into a fit of giggles. "Hi," she eventually managed.

"Uh, hi," I replied, my voice faltering slightly.

"We match," she observed, her eyes twinkling with amusement.

My response was a shy blush as I clutched my purse a little tighter.

"I love your clutch. It's very dainty," she complimented, then reached for my gloved hand, guiding me back to the table, where the evening took a turn towards the wild.

The atmosphere was electric as Gemma injected her vibrant energy into the group. Shot after shot, the initial awkwardness I felt began to melt away, helped along by the realization that if Gemma was unfazed by Lucy's new relationship dynamics involving me, there was no reason for me to be either. The night accelerated into a whirlwind of activity:

We all hit the dance floor together, the music and lights swirling around us.

A man decided to dance provocatively with me, with Lucy not only allowing it but encouraging it.

Dan chose those moments to activate the vibrating plug, adding a layer of intense sensation to the experience.

Gemma, ever the social butterfly, attempted to catch the attention of Peter, the man from the wedding after-party, though he seemed less than interested.

In a moment of uninhibited fun, Lucy, Dan, and I shared kisses amidst the crowd on the dance floor, drawing us closer in a shared moment of recklessness.

The excitement peaked when Gemma excitedly announced that Peter had agreed to drive us home and was even coming back to Lucy and Gemma's apartment with us.

The night ended with us crammed into the backseat of Peter's small blue car, me on Dan's lap, as we navigated the quiet city streets back to their place.

PeterFrom then it's like I can remember snippets. Almost falling over after a bump and having the contents of my purse spill everywhere, all over the back seat floor.

Feeling Dan gently playing with my buttplug as I bent over to pick it all up.

Getting distracted as Dan expertly toyed with my ass.

Arriving at the apartment, Dan walked Lucy and me into the apartment.

Immediately heading into the bedroom where Dan dropped his boxers and simply pointed at his cock.

I would never have believed that I'd find myself in this position again. Lucy and I. Both on our knees. About to worship Dan's dick. As I began moving my mouth forward, Lucy stopped me.

The command came just as we were settling into the chaotic but exhilarating rhythm of the night. "You should know Dan's rule. You need lipstick," Lucy chimed in, echoing a directive that seemed less a suggestion and more a playful yet firm imposition of the evening's aesthetic rules.

From somewhere above the din of laughter and music, I heard Dan's disapproving 'tsk tsk.' The playful admonishment drew my attention upwards momentarily before Lucy whipped out a tube of lipstick. Unsurprisingly, it was pink—the theme of the night, it seemed. I obediently puckered my lips, feeling the slick application of the vibrant color, painting a new persona onto me. Moments later, Lucy mirrored my actions, refreshing her own vibrant shade with practiced swipes.

"Good girls," Dan's voice floated down approvingly, his tone both teasing and pleased, as he surveyed his handiwork or, perhaps more accurately, his orchestration of the evening's unfolding events.

I slowly made my way down to his dick again. He was already almost fully hard. As my tongue made contact with the head of his cock I swirled it around in a circle. I slowly started sucking the head with my mouth, trying my best to remember everything that he liked from last time. I could see Lucy watching me from only a few inches away.

She then moved in and softly pushed me to one side so that she could have a go. I was actually quietly impressed. Her lips and hands were moving much faster and in completely different motions to the night after the wedding, and I could hear Dan's breathing noticeably pick up above us.

Not long after, Dan tapped me on the head and pointed. It was my turn once again.

I tried to mimic everything I had just seen Lucy doing, but I was so much sloppier than her. I ended up going back to the reliable move of swirling my tongue over his cock head. Soon, though, his hands started pressuring my head forward, and I knew exactly what that meant. My lips tentatively slid further down his shaft until I felt his cock head softly touching against the back of my mouth. I closed my eyes and pressed a little further.

As soon as I did, I began coughing uncontrollably. Spit was all over my face, just like the last time.

Dan then started to sit up.

"I have a question for you," he said with a stern tone, "Where did you end up buying your dildo from?"

My face went bright red. I felt like I had just been caught by my teacher, forgetting to do my homework.

"I had a feeling," he continued, "Lucy here was a good girl and did what she was told. I could tell she practiced."

Dan grabbed me by my pink leotard and dragged me up over his lap. I was now in the same submissive position I was stuck in when he first inserted the buttplug into my ass. This time, I also knew what was coming next. Dan continued.

"But you, you're a naughty girl. And we can't have that."

I saw Lucy pipe up next to me.

"Not only that, Dan, but I even texted him a reminder, and he ignored it."

I could feel my face turning even redder as Dan's strong hands caressed my pantyhosed-covered ass. Suddenly, I felt a hand slap down on my left cheek.

The experience was new and unexpectedly intense. I couldn't recall ever being spanked before—not in jest nor as discipline when I was younger. Each strike from Dan sent a jolt through me that was sharper than I anticipated, the thin layer of my pantyhose offering little in the way of cushioning.

Dan's hand hovered briefly before delivering another firm smack to my other cheek. The sound was almost as startling as the sensation, eliciting another involuntary yelp from me. Through the haze of my reactions, I noticed Lucy watching me with an intense focus that was both unsettling and strangely compelling.

The rhythm of Dan's spanks was erratic, hitting from different angles without any pattern I could anticipate. This unpredictability left me unable to brace for each impact, heightening the sensory experience. In between the sudden and sharp spanks, Dan's fingers would occasionally toy with the buttplug, twisting or pressing it unexpectedly. The combination of sensations was overwhelming, causing me to squirm uncomfortably yet helplessly in his lap.

All the while, Lucy began a slow, deliberate striptease of her own. She unsnapped her blue bunny costume with a sultry deliberateness, her eyes locked on mine as she began to roll down her elaborate black and gold pantyhose. The contrast between her controlled movements and the chaotic sharpness of my own situation was disorienting.

"There's another thing too," Lucy gave me that mischievous smile, "I even bought him a book on how to give you better head, and he never even read it."

"Is that so?" Dan's voice now sounded accusatory, almost angry. "So, is it right to say you didn't practice even once when I was gone?"

I gave a silent nod, my heart pounding in the suspense of the moment. Dan's hands moved swiftly, grasping the sheer pantyhose that clung to my right cheek, tearing through the fabric with a decisive tug. He repeated the action on the other side, each rip sending a shiver down my spine.

As the material gave way, exposing my skin, a wave of panic surged through my body. I could feel the cool air touch the newly exposed areas, making my skin tingle. Dan's bare hand then touched my sensitive skin, the roughness of his palm contrasting sharply with the softness of my flesh.

When his hand lifted and delivered the first blow, the pain was sharp and immediate, far more intense on my bare skin than I had anticipated. I couldn't hold back a cry, a visceral response to the sudden, stinging pain that echoed in the quiet room.

Dan then toyed with my buttplug. Then he followed up with another hard slap. And another. A pull of the buttplug. Then slap. Slap. Buttplug. Slap. Slap.

The pain escalated swiftly, becoming almost unbearable. I fought valiantly against the tears, but they inevitably began to well up in my eyes. Amid the torment, my body responded in contradiction; I was as aroused as ever. It was an uncontrollable reaction, one that confused and frustrated me, especially as Dan began manipulating the plug.

Trapped in the confines of my costume, my erection strained uncomfortably against the fabric. Each of Dan's forceful spanks thrust my body forward against his lap, pressing my hard dick in between my belly and his thighs.

Through the haze of my watery eyes, I glimpsed Lucy seated on the floor, her back resting against the cool wall. The playful attire of her bunny outfit and pantyhose had been discarded around her, leaving only the stark contrast of her black corset and panties framing her figure. Her hand, in a daring move, had slipped beneath the elastic edge of her spandex, pushing the fabric aside with a provocative grace, and her two fingers were slowly circling her clit. I could see her pussy glistening from the bed.

Dan's relentless pace did not falter. Each slap's sharp, crisp sound resonated through the room, a stark backdrop to my stifled cries. In front of me, Lucy seemed entranced by the spectacle, her fingers moving deftly as she watched, her pleasure heightened by the scene of my humiliation.

After a particularly intense flurry of spanks, Dan finally paused, allowing a brief respite. The room fell silent, save for my soft whimpers and Lucy's fingers' distinct, wet sound as she continued her self-indulgence. The air was thick with tension and raw emotion.

As I caught my breath, Dan's hand shifted from punishing to soothing, gently caressing my inflamed skin. The touch of his fingertips, drawing small, tender circles on my cheeks, contrasted sharply with the stinging pain that still lingered. My body reacted involuntarily, my erection straining painfully against the confines of my costume.

From above, Dan's chuckle broke the silence, a sound that carried both amusement and a hint of menace. He then called out to Lucy, his voice carrying an edge of command that echoed slightly in the sparse room.

"Look at him, Lucy. Remember when you used to fuck him?"

I tried to shut out the scene unfolding around me, squeezing my eyes shut and casting my gaze downwards, but Dan's hand intercepted, delivering a light but firm slap to my face.

"No, no, no. Look at her. Remember when you used to fuck her?" Dan's words sliced through the air, harsh and mocking.

Reluctantly, I opened my blurry eyes to see Lucy still engaged in her own pleasure, watching me intently. Dan's taunting voice filled the space again.

"Now look at you. Getting spanked by the man fucking your girl. And your girl absolutely loves it."

Without warning, Dan shifted me on his lap, quickly unsnapping the pink leotard that had been constraining me. Freed from its confines, my erection was unmistakable, pressing urgently against the fabric of my pantyhose as Dan continued his provocations.

"And you absolutely love it, too. Lucy, look at your desperate boyfriend squirm."

His words echoed, each one laden with humiliation and dominance, as he reveled in the control he wielded over both of us.

Dan acted swiftly, his movements abrupt and decisive. He tore a small hole right where my arousal was most evident, then pushed aside the scant fabric of my panties, grasping my hardened shaft with a firm grip. He pulled it through the new opening, exposing me completely. Lucy's moan punctuated the air, a sound that resonated with both excitement and anticipation, amplifying my own sense of vulnerability.

With a practiced ease, Dan then flipped me back onto my stomach, positioning me as before, but now with a crucial difference: my erection was trapped awkwardly and uncomfortably between the firm press of his thighs. The cool air of the room contrasted sharply with the heat of his body, intensifying my exposed state.

Positioned precariously, my sore backside was lifted once again, ready and vulnerable for the impending spanks.

The room resonated with the sharp sound of each impact.

"Smack!"

"Uhhhh!" My voice escaped involuntarily, a pained moan that I could no longer suppress.

"Smack!"

Every hit seemed to echo deeper into my flesh, my already tender cheeks burning with an intensity that felt as though it magnified with each strike.

"Smack!"

I couldn't help but notice that with each spank, Dan's thighs instinctively tightened, clamping around my hard penis, intertwining pain with a confusing surge of pleasure.

"Smack!"

My response was a loud squeal, an uncontrollable reaction as the sharp sting on my backside merged strangely with the arousal sparked by the pressure around my erection.

"Smack!"

"Smack!"

"Smack!"

The constant stimulation, mixed with my utter humiliation, had started to take over my mind. Soon all I could feel as each spank landed was my dick getting closer and closer to cumming as it got squeezed between Dan's thighs. I felt my hips bucking forward, almost as if I was fucking his inner thighs.

"Smack!"

A loud moan escaped my lips, but now it was full of pleasure, not pain.

"Smack!"

Dan halted abruptly, his gaze locking onto me with a newfound realization that gleamed in his eyes. A slow, knowing smile curled his lips as he took in the scene beneath him. His hand rose high once again and came down sharply.

"Smack!"

"Lucy! I can't believe this! Your little boyfriend here is actually going to cum himself while getting spanked." His voice boomed with amusement and a hint of disbelief.

Lucy's moans grew louder as she continued her self-indulgence, her eyes never wavering from the spectacle before her. Amid her pleasure, she managed a response, her voice a mix of arousal and dismissiveness, "He's not my boyfriend."

"Smack!"

Dan's focus snapped back to me, his words slicing through the air with mock severity. "Did you hear that? Of course, you're not her boyfriend! You're wearing a pink bunny costume, and you're draped across my lap!"

"Smack!"

"And your body is still begging me to let you cum! I just knew the moment I saw you at the hotel with her that you were meant to be on your knees." Dan's voice was taunting, filled with disdain as he watched me squirm.

Lucy's moans intensified in the background, her excitement peaking in rhythm with the escalating scene. Her sounds, mingled with Dan's harsh words, pushed the charged atmosphere to its limit.

"Smack!"

The humiliation from Dan's words stung almost as much as his hand, each syllable pushing me further towards an unavoidable edge. Just then, a sudden vibration shook through me as Dan adjusted the settings on our buttplugs, adding a new, overwhelming layer of sensation.

"Smack!"

"Are you actually going to cum while I spank you?! Are you actually that much of a little slut?!" His voice was incredulous, mocking, spurring the humiliation deeper.

"Smack!"

It was too much. The combined forces of his firm thighs, the relentless spanks, the deep vibrations, and the direct pressure on the buttplug overwhelmed any remaining control I had.

"Uggggggggghhhhhhh..."

My scream was muffled into the bed as an intense orgasm tore through me. My body jerked uncontrollably, releasing tension in powerful waves. Pathetically, I collapsed onto Dan's lap, spent, as my body continued to pulse with each spurt. Dan's strong arms held me firmly in place, ensuring I was securely supported even in my most vulnerable moment. The sensation of release was profound, leaving me drained and faintly trembling in the aftermath of one of the most intense experiences of my life.

Lucy's climax, marked by her loud, unrestrained moans, resonated through the room in harmony with mine. But as the moment's intensity faded, only the sound of our heavy, labored breathing filled the air, a testament to the fervor that had just passed.

"Smack!"

The unexpected sting on my cheeks jolted me from the remnants of my bliss, shattering the fragile peace that had settled over me. My arousal vanished, leaving behind a flood of shame. The lust that had clouded my judgment was gone, replaced by a harsh reality. The humiliation and the physical soreness of my spanked flesh weighed heavily on me, a bitter reminder of the scene that had unfolded. Dressed in a demeaning costume, I had been brought to climax in another man's lap—a stark, embarrassing fact made worse by Lucy's presence, the girl who had unknowingly fueled my fantasies.

Just as I began to shift, hoping to escape the discomfort and my own mortification, Dan's arm pressed firmly against my back, pinning me down.

"Your spanking isn't over."

His words felt surreal, impossible to fully grasp in my current state. Lucy's giggle cut through the tension, her amusement clear, adding to the sting of humiliation.

As Dan adjusted our positions on the bed, I slowly realized the practical reason behind the move; he was shifting away from the mess I had made. The stark reality of my actions was literally laid out beneath me as he repositioned me directly above the evidence of my earlier abandon.

"Smack!"

I let out a loud yelp, and my face reflexively pushed towards the bed, brushing the tip of my nose up against my cum patch as the scent filled my head.

The desire to be anywhere but here consumed me. Each moment extended into an agonizing eternity where I was nothing more than an object of discipline—a grown man in a ridiculous pink bunny costume, helpless and humiliated. Every sharp "Smack!" that landed on my already sore backside stripped away any remnants of pleasure, reinforcing my degradation. Now, devoid of any arousal, I felt reduced, trivialized into mere compliance.

As desperation clawed at me, urging me to escape this demeaning scene, I cast a pleading look toward Lucy, hoping for some semblance of sympathy or intervention. Yet, the sinking feeling in my stomach only deepened when I saw her, lost again in her own pleasure, oblivious or indifferent to my plight.

Dan's stern voice sliced through the tension, his tone authoritative and chillingly calm. "Over time, I've come to discover that right now is the best time to change someone's naughty behavior." His words hung heavy in the air, declaring his control and intent.

"Smack!"

I let out another louder cry as my nose now pressed deeper into my own cum. I knew this was a battle I had no chance of winning.

"Smack!"

The cold reality of my position hit me as my face was pressed down into the puddle. The attempt to lift myself was immediately thwarted by Dan's firm hand, keeping my cheek submerged in the sticky aftermath of my earlier humiliation. The wetness smeared across my skin, an invasive reminder filling my senses with its undeniable presence. I tried to squirm away, desperate to escape the overwhelming scent and taste that now coated me, but to no avail.

Lucy's distant moans, a soundtrack to my degradation, only heightened the surreal nature of the ordeal.

"Smack!"

Dan's voice cut through the air with a chilling clarity, "As I was saying, it's one thing to discipline a sissy when she's horny, it's a whole other thing to discipline her when she's not."

"Smack!"

My whimpers seemed to fuel his resolve rather than deter him. Each word he uttered was a calculated strike, not just upon my body but upon my psyche.

"When a sissy is horny, she'll just tell you anything for release, isn't that right? That's why you promised me you'd buy a dildo. That's why you promised me you'd practice sucking it."

"Smack!"

The sting of his words was as sharp as the impact on my flesh. Trapped in this moment of raw exposure, the boundaries of my endurance were tested.

"But now you can't hide behind that anymore. Now, if you told me you'd buy a dildo to practice with, I'd believe you. So, are you going to do that?"

The words "Yes, Dan," barely whispered from my lips, came from a place of deep resignation. Stripped of all pretense and power, my response was not just a submission to his immediate demand but an acknowledgment of the control he wielded over me, both physically and emotionally.

The buttplug suddenly started to vibrate. It was incredible how the same feeling could be so perfect at one moment and feel the exact opposite a second later. This moment was definitely the opposite. Now that I had cum, the vibrations in my ass were so over-stimulating. I wiggled all over Dan's lap.

"Smack!"

My face was thrust right back down into the bed again. The vibrations were making Lucy moan even louder, and she was clearly getting very close to cumming again. As I looked over, I was shocked to see that I was now the one controlling the plug! She had one hand controlling Dan's phone while her other hand was busy fingering herself. She didn't seem to be paying any attention at all to my squirming.

Dan's voice resonated with a chilling satisfaction. "Good girl. You'll send me a picture when you have it."

"Yes, Dan," I managed again, my voice faint, each affirmation sinking me deeper into this twisted dynamic.

"Smack!"

Lucy's escalating moans served as a haunting backdrop as Dan continued to outline his control over the situation. "That goes for anything I tell you. Right? If, for instance, I wanted another person to join us, I know you'd 100% agree. No matter who they were." The thought sent a wave of nausea through me, the possibilities of further humiliation stretching out endlessly.

"Smack!"

"Maybe a secretary? Or an ex-girlfriend? I'm sure we can get very creative." His suggestions pierced through me, each hypothetical scenario more daunting than the last.

"Smack!"

"Maybe we could send another guy over for you to practice your new sucking skills on? That could be fun." The mockery in his tone was unmistakable, each word a deliberate prod at my vulnerability.

"Smack!"

"Aww, someone seems a lot more shy now! Don't be embarrassed. At least your pink cheeks match your pink bunny ears and your pink butt." His laughter followed, cruel and amused.

"Smack!"

Amidst the barrage of humiliation, Lucy's cries crescendoed once more as she climaxed again, her pleasure starkly contrasting my own state of degradation. As her moans tapered off, the vibrations and the relentless spanks ceased.

Silence settled over the room, heavy and thick. Dan's punishing hand finally stilled, signaling the end of his torment. As the realization set in that the ordeal was over, relief mingled with the heavy residue of shame and pain, leaving me emotionally and physically drained.

Lying there, the raw sensation of my exposed skin against the sticky, damp patch was a constant reminder of what had transpired. I felt immobilized by a mix of soreness and mortification, wishing I could disappear from the scrutinizing eyes of Dan and Lucy. My face, pressed against the uncomfortable reminder of my earlier loss of control, was a stark testament to my vulnerability.

As I lay there in silent defeat, Dan's demeanor shifted. He reached for some lotion, his movements slower, perhaps a hint of care mingling with the lingering authority. He applied the lotion gently over my cheeks, soothing the stinging skin through the torn fabric of my pantyhose. The cool cream was a small relief against the heat of my flushed skin.

After massaging the lotion in, he adjusted my pantyhose, pulling them up carefully. He then snapped the pink leotard shut over them, effectively covering the ripped holes and ensuring that the marks of my punishment were concealed under the fabric. His actions seemed considerate yet were tinged with a patronizing tone.

"You can't be outside with your bare cheeks showing; that's why I did that," he explained as if to justify the earlier harshness with this act of modesty.

"I ordered you a taxi home. It'll be here in a few minutes. You don't deserve my dick tonight."

As I collected my pink shoes and my blue purse, the stark reality of my appearance and the night's events weighed heavily on me. The quick, painful walk to retrieve my belongings was done in a haze of discomfort and embarrassment. I gave one last look back at Lucy and Dan. Their attention was solely on each other, lost in a passionate embrace on the bed, oblivious to my departure.

With a heavy heart, I closed the door behind me, the soft click a final note to the evening's humiliating symphony. The quiet of the elevator ride down contrasted sharply with the storm of emotions swirling within me. I stepped out to the waiting car, acutely aware of how disheveled I must have looked, but at this point, getting home was all that mattered.

The driver, thankfully indifferent, offered no conversation—a small mercy. As the car drove on, each bump in the road was a jolt of pain from my soreness, a cruel reminder of the ordeal. Halfway through the ride, an unexpected vibration startled me; the buttplug had turned on again. This sudden intrusion reignited not just the physical sensation but also the psychological torment, as it forced me to think of Lucy and Dan, likely moving on to the next phase of their night without me.

When the car pulled up in front of my apartment building, I hurried as swiftly as my uncomfortably tight costume allowed. Thankfully, both the lobby and elevator were deserted, offering me a moment of respite. It wasn't until I stepped into the elevator that I caught my reflection in a mirror.

Below my neck, my appearance remained fairly intact. The costume had endured the night's escapades surprisingly well, with no obvious tears in sight. However, above my neck was a stark contrast.

The semen had dried into a crusty mask across my face, noticeable only upon closer inspection. My lipstick, which I had utterly neglected, was now a chaotic smear across my lips and surrounding skin. I hastily removed the pink bunny ears and wiped away most of the dried mess from my face. The lipstick debacle would have to wait until I reached my bathroom.

As the elevator doors slid open, I held my breath, fervently hoping not to encounter anyone, especially Rachael, Ellie, or Erin. Luck was on my side—the hallway was blissfully empty. I reached my door, fumbled through my purse, and found it devoid of essentials.

It wasn't entirely barren; a container of lube and some loose change clinked at the bottom. The evening's events replayed in my mind—my purse spilling open in the back of Peter's car after leaving the club was a vivid memory.

Panic surged within me. I was stranded without keys, ID, money, credit card, or phone. Lucy's apartment, where we had parked the car, was too far to walk. I wanted to scream from the frustration and exhaustion, but I couldn't risk waking my neighbors.

Nestled at the far end of the corridor, my apartment and Rachael's were the last two, secluded beyond a sharp bend. I hoped this layout would minimize any unwanted encounters, with only her and her roommates to potentially navigate around. Treading softly, I approached her door.

The silence was reassuring, suggesting they were all asleep—a good start.

In the building was a rental office, opening at eight each morning. The trio of girls rarely stirred early, especially not on weekends. Interacting with the office staff would undoubtedly be awkward, but it would still be preferable to an embarrassing run-in with the girls. All I needed to do was endure until eight. The absence of a watch or phone complicated matters, but as an early riser, I felt somewhat optimistic about waking before them despite the prospect of a night on the hard floor.

Aside from ditching the bunny ears, there wasn't much I could do to make myself look more presentable. The thought of removing the buttplug crossed my mind, but disposing of it was an issue—fortunately, it had ceased vibrating. The pantyhose were starting to reveal more rips, which I tried to adjust to look less conspicuous, but that was the extent of my makeshift grooming.

Resigned to my situation, I curled up in my bunny costume outside my locked apartment door. Lying on my side was the only option, given the soreness in my backside.

Incredibly, despite the absurdity of my circumstances, sleep claimed me within minutes.


Chapter 5

*Ding*

The shrill chime of a bell yanked me from the tangles of a restless sleep. Why was my alarm intruding so soon? It felt like mere seconds since I had shut my eyes. I groaned and reached out to silence the invasive sound.

But then reality hit.

I wasn't in the soft confines of my bed. Instead, I lay sprawled on the hard, cold floor in front of my apartment door, my keys, phone, and wallet mistakenly left in the backseat of a car earlier in the night.

Nor was I dressed in usual sleepwear. I was adorned in a glossy pink bunny costume, shimmering under the dim hallway lights, the outfit accentuated with sparkling black tights and pristine white gloves. My head sported a pair of pink bunny ears, and a little blue clutch purse lay beside me.

The sound that had awoken me wasn't my alarm after all—it was the elevator. Its doors opened with a ding on my floor.

A wave of panic surged through me as I quickly realized the situation. Few residents returned home at this hour; the silence was because my neighbors hadn't yet come back. But that hope quickly dissolved as I heard familiar voices—Rachael and Ellie's—carrying down the hallway as they stepped out of the elevator.

Their voices grew louder, and a mix of laughter and conversation filled the space, moving closer. I scrambled awkwardly, trying to compose myself and conceal my bizarre attire. The reality of the impending encounter tightened around me like the costume I wore.

I found myself yearning to disappear completely, to simply dissolve into the ether. Perhaps I could chalk up my absurd outfit to the Halloween celebrations once again, but given my earlier mortifying encounters with the two brunettes, this predicament seemed destined to become the pinnacle of my embarrassments. Just a few weeks prior, I had harbored the genuine belief that Rachael might harbor romantic feelings for me. Now, the mere thought of what she would think seeing me like this sent a scorching wave of humiliation across my already flushed cheeks.

Their voices, loud and slightly slurred—a telltale sign of an evening immersed in revelry—grew closer by the second. Any moment, they would round the corner. Trapped and devoid of any viable escape, I squeezed my eyes shut and feigned sleep, clinging to the frail hope that they might overlook me entirely.

"Ahhhhhh!" their voices pierced the air, and their initial shock quickly gave way to uncontrollable laughter.

So much for my feeble attempt at invisibility. My heart sank, and I braced myself for what was to come, reluctantly opening my eyes. There stood Rachael and Ellie, struggling to stifle their giggles.

As ever, they were the epitome of perfection. For what I guessed was their inaugural post-college Halloween, they had chosen their costumes with a keen eye for detail. Ellie was dazzling in a tight, glittering sailor outfit of blue and white, crowned with a dainty white cap, while Rachael was striking in her simplicity—a bold red lifeguard swimsuit paired with snug shorts, her appearance perfected with glossy red lipstick and a sporty red visor perched atop her head. Rachael regained her composure first.

"Sooo, um, what's this?" Rachael inquired, her voice tinged with amusement barely concealed behind a playful smirk.

Feeling the heat rise in my cheeks, I fumbled for words, managing only a weak explanation about my misplaced keys.

"Sure, but, you knooow, your costume?" Rachael pressed, her curiosity unmistakable.

I lowered my gaze and muttered, "That girl you met before, Lucy, she insisted I wear this."

I noticed the knowing look they exchanged. If they hadn't remembered Lucy initially, the mention of her name connected to the embarrassing package she had 'accidentally' sent to their address would definitely ring a bell. What they didn't know was that I was aware they had read the incriminating note inside.

The following minutes blurred into a haze of mild teasing until Rachael and Ellie mercifully offered me their couch for the night. Gratefully, I began to erase the traces of the night's earlier escapades from my face. The thought alone made me shudder.

Settling onto the couch, pillow in hand but no blanket, Ellie approached with her phone aimed at me. Instinctively, I recoiled.

"No pictures!" I blurted out in panic.

"Just in case Erin comes back tonight, she needs to know there's a man on the couch," Ellie explained with a chuckle, her logic somewhat flawed.

Reluctantly, I suggested, "Can you just block out my face?"

"Sure, you can turn around, but stick out your cute little butt for me. And pick up your purse and put on your bunny ears," Ellie instructed, with a playful tone in her voice.

From the other room, Rachael shouted, "Make sure to send that to the group chat!"

Feeling utterly ridiculous, I complied, bending awkwardly and ensuring my face remained hidden. That's when Ellie's tone shifted to one of surprise.

"Oh my god. Did someone...did someone spank you?!"

I felt a wave of embarrassment crash over me. It seemed that the tears in my tights had shifted, revealing my sore, reddened skin underneath. Quickly, I sat back down on the couch, the fabric harsh against my tender skin.

"Wait! What was that?!" Rachael's voice pierced the air again. She rushed into the living room, now wearing only her swimsuit and visor. Under different circumstances, her appearance would have been a delight. She peered down at me, curiosity alight in her eyes.

"Get up and let me see."

I felt an even deeper sense of emasculation. There I was, clad in embarrassingly effeminate attire, being ordered around by a girl who was barely old enough to drink legally. With a reluctant shuffle, I stood up and faced the couch, awkwardly presenting my sorely spanked behind to Rachael. A muffled snicker escaped her as Ellie's voice echoed clearly.

"Rachael, everything you need to know is in the picture I sent to you and Erin, so no worries."

I let out another heavy sigh when Rachael chimed in.

"Did Lucy spank you?" Her tone was inquisitively sharp as if she were piecing together a mystery. "No, wait... did Dan spank you?"

My cheeks flushed a deep red as I struggled to maintain my composure. My pulse quickened, not just from embarrassment but also from a strange resurgence of arousal. Just the mention of Dan's name sent a shiver through my legs. Rachael was now revealing that she had indeed read the note Lucy included in her package.

"Oh no! So, Dan spanked you and sent you home keyless? How naughty must you have been, bunny? Is that what happened?"

My attempt to keep a straight face crumbled; it was so reddened that Rachael and Ellie could clearly see they had hit the mark. Unable to meet their gazes, I diverted my eyes downwards and resigned myself back onto the couch, my tender backside facing the cushions.

The lights were finally turned off, and Ellie headed to her room to sleep. Rachael retreated to the bathroom to brush her teeth. I could feel the weight of exhaustion setting in once more.

*Knock knock*

I groaned inwardly. Couldn't this night just end?

*Knock knock*

"Go get the door!" Rachael's voice echoed from the bathroom.

Reluctantly, like a dutiful servant, I dragged myself to the door. Peering through the peephole, I saw a younger man waiting outside. I exhaled deeply and swung the door open.

His expression was one of confusion as he took in my bizarre attire. I opened my mouth to speak, but words failed me.

"Is Rachael here?"

Clearly, he was here for a late-night rendezvous with Rachael.

Before I could respond, Rachael dashed from the bathroom, still in her crimson bathing suit, and leaped into his arms with youthful exuberance. His strong hands explored her tanned thighs, lifting her effortlessly as they embraced passionately. Jealousy gnawed at me as I watched, remembering the recent time when I thought she might have feelings for me.

As he carried her into her room, I trudged back to the couch, which, to my dismay, shared a wall with Rachael's bedroom. The rhythmic sounds of their intimacy pounded through the wall, making any thought of sleep laughable. I lay there, staring at the ceiling, trying in vain to ignore the arousal that gripped me with each of Rachael's audible moans.

Amidst the crescendo of Rachael's cries, the faint chime of the elevator arriving at our floor reached my ears. I held my breath, listening for footsteps. Positioned at the end of the hall, our apartments were the only destinations. The last thing I wanted was another encounter tonight.

No footsteps approached, but a shadow flitted under the door. I sighed internally, hearing the soft jingle of keys. It had to be Erin, their other roommate, returning.

Yet, no doors opened. Still, I could hear faint noises in the hallway. Perhaps it was my room? Pushing through fatigue and soreness, I hastened to the door and peered through the peephole again.

There was nobody in front of the girls' apartment, but through the peephole, I glimpsed the back of a man with dark hair dressed in a green jacket and black jeans, standing in front of my door. My heart leaped in recognition. That was Peter, Gemma's hookup from the wedding after-party, the same man in whose car I'd left my keys, phone, ID, and wallet. A massive sigh of relief washed over me.

At this point, what I was wearing seemed inconsequential. He had seen me dressed like this before, anyway. I quickly flung the door open. Peter jumped slightly as I burst into the hallway. Composing himself, he looked me up and down with those piercing eyes, causing me to blush once more. He handed me my set of keys without a word. I muttered a thank you, inserted the correct key into the lock, and finally—finally—stepped into my apartment.

Peter followed me in.

My stomach plummeted. 'Perhaps he just needs to use the bathroom?' I hoped internally. But deep down, I knew the reality. He was expecting a more substantial form of gratitude.

Dan's mocking voice echoed in my mind from when he had been spanking me, suggesting they might send another guy over for me to "practice my new sucking skills." I lowered my head in resignation; it was clear Peter had been sent by Dan and Lucy. I was out of fight. I cast a weary glance towards the bedroom door. The sooner I got this over with, the sooner I could try to find some rest. I turned to face Peter.

He had already removed his jacket and was now digging through a small bag he'd brought with him. I cleared my mind of everything except one thought, 'My sole purpose now is to satisfy and please him.'

I could feel my face burning as I kneeled in front of him. I was now only a few inches from his bulge. His eyes widened as I reached my hand into his jeans after robotically unbuckling his belt and unsnapping his jeans. It seemed like my initiative had well and truly caught him by surprise. There was now only a black pair of tight boxers between my mouth and his dick.

I took a deep breath and started sliding his waistband down with one white-gloved hand as my other hand rubbed his bulge through the thin fabric. Soon his soft cock flopped out in front of my face.

I knew thinking about it would only make it even more humiliating, so without hesitation, my lips opened and enveloped his entire soft dick. I closed my eyes tight and started sucking his cock. His now wet and soft dick bounced in my mouth as I tried to build a rhythm. I kept forcing myself to be more enthusiastic as I started to bob my head up and down on Peter's still-soft cock.

Soon, though, it started to harden, and as I felt it swelling in my mouth, a truly embarrassing sense of pride washed over me. He was now hard enough that I could wrap my hand around the base of his dick so my lips could focus on his head. I could hear Peter starting to shuffle and squirm above me.

I removed my hands from his cock and slowly lowered my mouth down all the way down his shaft. I sucked deeper and harder until I felt his now completely rock-hard dick pressing against the back of my throat, which was still sore from Dan. I didn't need to look down. I knew my dick was just as hard.

The next ten minutes or so were a total blur. I just sucked and sucked and sucked some more. I didn't bother trying to deep-throat him properly; I just enthusiastically sucked the head like my life depended on it. The next thing I knew, both my face and the bunny costume were entirely covered in his cum.

Peter stumbled slightly as he took a step back as if jolting back to reality. His eyes widened as he looked down at me, and for a moment, my nerves spiked. But without uttering a word, he briskly walked towards the door and exited. The sound of his footsteps, now hastening into a jog, echoed down the hall.

Alone at last, the surreal nature of the entire evening was swiftly overshadowed by the weight of everything that had transpired. It felt like weeks, not merely hours since I had been in this room, with Lucy transforming me into this attire. So much had occurred since then that Michaela's party seemed like a distant memory.

With the little energy I had left, I wriggled out of my bunny outfit and slipped off the corset and stockings. I didn't bother with the black spandex panties; despite everything, I had to admit they were quite comfortable. As I pulled the covers up and rolled over in bed, I suddenly felt a cringe as my sore bottom clenched unexpectedly.

I couldn't believe it. How had I managed to forget about the small buttplug that Dan had inserted in my ass?! It was in me when I woke up on the hallway floor, and I hadn't even noticed it. I started to blush again. I could never let Lucy or Dan know. They'd probably make me get a much larger one.

I forced myself out of bed and walked to the bathroom. Finally, after taking it out and cleaning it, I got to close my eyes for good.

-----

*Bzzzzz bzzzzz bzzzzz*

The first thing I registered upon groggily waking up was a monotonous buzzing sound. The next immediate realization was the throbbing pain of a burgeoning hangover. I desperately needed water and Tylenol, but the comfort of my own bed held me captive. I was profoundly grateful to be in my own space. My mind shied away from retracing every humiliating detail of the previous night; I wasn't ready to confront those memories yet. The mere thought of having woken up on Rachael and Ellie's couch instead sent a shudder through me. That would have been infinitely worse.

*Bzzz bzzz bzzz bzzz*

The persistent, grating buzz intensified, finally prodding me out of bed to assess the aftermath of the night. The remnants of the chaotic evening were evident all around. My costume pieces were strewn haphazardly across the bedroom floor. My blue purse hung precariously from the back of my desk chair, a silent witness to the night's escapades.

*Bzz bzz bzz bzz bzz bzz*

I trudged into the living room, which appeared to be in slightly better shape, though I still couldn't bring myself to look at the spot where I had given Peter his blowjob. The memory lingered uncomfortably, and I averted my gaze as I moved through the room.

*Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz*

The disturbance traced back to the bathroom. With a groan, I trudged inside. There it was: a tiny buttplug, ensconced on a modest towel beside the sink, buzzing with persistent vigor. Clearly, Dan and Lucy were indulging in a morning escapade. Good for them.

Baffled by its operation, I swaddled it in a thick bath towel, dulling the relentless hum. I retreated to the living room, only to spot Peter's abandoned green jacket crumpled near the door, a reminder of his rushed exit. I wished him out of my life, and judging by last night's debacle, the feeling was mutual. Relief washed over me, however, when I discovered my wallet and phone tucked inside his jacket pockets. I sauntered to the bedroom to charge my phone and tidy up.

The bunny costume from the previous debacle lay in a heap. Resigned to facing Dan and Lucy soon, I merely folded it and relegated it to a dusty corner. Memories of the last laundry mishap deterred any thoughts of washing it. I settled into my desk chair with a wince; my bare skin protested against the cold, hard surface, still tender and flushed from recent events.

As my phone juiced up, I delved into the blue purse I'd hastily gathered last night. It was sparse: a few receipts, some loose coins, and that diminutive bottle of lube. Digging deeper, I unearthed an ID card wedged in the side pocket, overlooked in last night's frenzied search. Flashbacks of my purse spilling in Peter's car invaded my mind; the ID must have been lurking under the seat. Despite my aversion, it looked like I'd be returning this, along with the jacket, to Peter—though the ID bore a different name and face, possibly his roommate's. The prospect of dealing with another informant, as I'd learned from past experiences with roommates, filled me with dread.

Power restored, my phone lit up with a new message from Lucy. Resigned, I tapped the screen. The message was succinct and to the point.

-----

LUCY

unblock our group chat and message us there when you do

-----

Trapped in a cycle of apprehension and anticipation, I realized I had little choice but to confront whatever was coming next. The longer I delayed, the more severe the consequences seemed to become, each more embarrassing than the last. The sting of previous reprimands lingered painfully, a stark reminder of my recent follies. Reluctantly, I reactivated our group chat—a direct line to Lucy, Dan, and myself—and sent a brief confirmation message. Almost instantly, a video call alert from Lucy appeared. Without thinking, I accepted.

Regret washed over me as Lucy's radiant face appeared on my screen. I was acutely aware of my own appearance, shirtless, clad only in the black panties that had lingered from the night before. As Lucy adjusted her screen, the camera widened to reveal her nestled comfortably in Dan's robust arms, her expression one of contented satisfaction—a stark contrast to the knot of unease tightening in my stomach.

Lucy's face flickered with a mix of amusement and a touch of sympathy as she observed my discomfort. Yet, it was Dan's commanding tone that broke the silence first.

"I hope hard lessons were learned last night," he said, his voice firm.

Even through the small phone screen, Dan's presence was imposing, and I felt a familiar, involuntary shift within me, a meek acknowledgment nodding back at him. His words continued to flow, each one a reminder of my place and my recent missteps.

"Good girl. I guess part of the blame should fall on me. It was silly of me to give you so much freedom. I should've expected you to act out like you did. Well, now the leash is getting tightened, and further tantrums will be dealt with even more harshly."

I felt a flush creep over my face as he chastised me, the scolding harsh and paternal. Lucy's attempt to stifle her smile was faint, barely noticeable, as Dan's reprimand deepened my embarrassment. Being completely sober only magnified the sting of each word.

"The silver lining of your disobedience is that Lucy came up with an idea I liked better last night," Dan concluded.

Swallowing hard, I braced myself for what was to come, the weight of their expectations pressing down on me.

"Rather than you buying any old dildo to practice giving head while I'm back in London, I've sorted something out for you. You'll soon be receiving a custom-sized dildo in the mail. It's molded after yours truly. Also, last night your girlfriend here took a series of pictures of my hard dick, which she had helped get hard. I'vesubmittedI've submitted them to the website as well, so it will be ultra-realistic. Since I paid for expedited shipping, you should receive it sometime this week.

Maybe you should ask a certain neighbor to keep her eyes out for it, too. Lucy told me that sometimes your packages get mixed up with hers."

I wanted to scream when I read it. Dan's teasing was torture, but it was very clearly having a direct effect on my cock.

"The only negative is that with the delay, your dicksucking skills will be even more behind, but I'm confident that you'll be practicing extra hard, am I right?"

I nodded my head weakly again.

"Now, obviously, a big 'thank you' is owed to Lucy for her wonderful idea."

"Thank you, Lucy."

I watched her smirk reappear, "Ohhhh, thank you for what exactly, baby..?"

Her teasing was affecting my dick even more. I swallowed that last of my remaining pride.

"Thank you, Lucy, for ordering me a dildo shaped as Dan's dick. I can't wait to practice with it."

My voice was noticeably quivering by the end. The smirk on Lucy's face had cracked into a full-blown and very satisfied smile. Dan spoke up once more.

"Like I said, this is going to be another delay for you, although I understand that this one is unavoidable. Therefore, some more drastic steps need to be taken to help you catch up. A lucky thing about living in this big city is that there's an infinite number of classes available for you to take to become an expert in practically any skill, and luckily that includes sucking dick.

So I've gone ahead and signed you up for a highly-rated three-hour intensive cock sucking class. You should get the email confirmation shortly. And before you ask, the answer is 'Yes'. It will most definitely be an in-person class."

My stomach felt like I was going over a roller-coaster drop. I started to plead.

"Dan, please, no. Please, I can't go to a public blowjob class. Anything else, but not that. Please. Please?"

His tone got more assertive.

"Excuse me, but what the fuck did we just talk about?! These are not suggestions!"

Even though he was only on a screen, I started to slink away.

"You will go to this class, and you will sit next to all the other slutty girls who want to learn how to suck dick properly. I'm sure there might even be a couple guys there, too. But most importantly of all, you will be the best little enthusiastic student they've ever had."

A thousand scenarios, all of things going horribly wrong, suddenly flashed through my mind. All I could get my body to do was silently nod.

"Luckily for you, Lucy has volunteered to take the class with you to support you. See what I mean? This is what I'm talking about. This sort of initiative is what I want from you.

Now, your little outburst hasn't exactly put me at ease. So given that Lucy here is so much more advanced with her training, you'll be sending her daily updates on how your cock sucking practices are going."

Lucy started to giggle, "Aww, I'm like your blowjob coach."

The now all-too-familiar combination of arousal and shame surged through my body. My dick was now beginning to create a tent in my black panties. Dan's voice soon broke the silence again.

"Lucy has already been informed, but unfortunately, my job will keep me occupied in London for the foreseeable future. Consequently, it will be a while before I can return here." At last, a bit of good news on what had been a challenging day.

"As a result, your girlfriend and I have had a detailed discussion about what you might call your 'sexual shortcomings,' including issues with both your size and your stamina. It wouldn't be fair to her to be limited to only your attributes while I'm gone."

Embarrassment overwhelmed me. I struggled to even look at the screen, unable to bring myself to look down at my now fully aroused state.

"It's a good thing I'm not a jealous man, so perhaps you can think of this as a thank you to Lucy for being your new 'blowjob coach,'" Dan laughed, "But it'll now be your personal responsibility to make sure she's getting sexually satisfied by as many guys as she wants."

I could see Lucy glowing with satisfaction in Dan's embrace, her smile broadening as he continued to chuckle. "Essentially, you're going to act as her personal assistant, managing her dating apps. You'll be charming and flirtatious, drawing in every attractive man who shows interest. You'll gather phone numbers, arrange lovely dates, and even happily receive their messages."

Lucy's face continued to shimmer as Dan described the ways I'd be forced to find her great sex. My cock was now straining tight against my panties, almost threatening to rip straight through the fabric.

"And, of course, you'll be just as enthusiastic with this task as you will be with your blowjob class," Dan said as his eyes pierced my screen.

"Now, one last thing, let me see the results of your punishment."

Speaking was difficult for me by this point, and there was no way to conceal that I was still in panties and visibly aroused. Only after Dan's prompting did I hesitantly adjust my camera to show the reddened condition of my panty-clad behind.

I shut my eyes as their laughter filled the call. Dan spoke again, "Lucy's going to recommend a few lotions for you to pick up to soothe and heal that redness. It's crucial, considering you're likely to need them again in the future. Send her a photo once you've got them. And since you're fond of those panties, grab a few more pairs while you're out. You'll be wearing them on your shopping trip, of course."

"Now, lastly, look at me and tell me the truth. You're incredibly aroused right now, aren't you?" Dan's tone was probing, almost rhetorical.

Dan and Lucy could see the truth written all over my flushed face; my embarrassment served as a silent affirmation.

"Of course you are," Dan stated with a smirk, hanging up the phone.

The room fell silent once more as I processed the conversation. The road ahead seemed endless, with each day promising further humiliations in front of Lucy. Strangely, they hadn't mentioned Peter at all. But that was a worry for another time.

*Bzzzz Bzzzz Bzzzz Bzzzz*

I couldn't believe they were fucking again. All of a sudden, Feeling the need for some air, I used the errand as a reason to leave the apartment. After throwing on a shirt and pulling sweatpants over my panties, I stepped out with a mix of trepidation and resolve.

My anxiety magnified every detail of the shopping trip, though nothing truly out of the ordinary occurred. To any onlooker, I was just another guy buying lotions and a pair of black panties—supposedly for my girlfriend. Despite this, I felt like the middle-aged woman at the checkout was sizing me up with a knowing gaze as she scanned the items. And the young saleswoman, directing me to various lotions, seemed to suppress a smile, adding to my self-consciousness.

It wasn't until I had sent the pictures to Lucy and received her rapid response that the pieces began to fit together, easing some of my apprehension.

-----

LUCY

good work on the creams! your ass cheeks will thank you for it!!

panties = borrrrring, but at least you bought them

now do make sure you keep an eye out for the mail with your gift.

ps - it looks like someone might have forgot to take off their pink collar from last night ;)

-----

The wait for Dan's dildo was a mere three days, but my obsessive package tracking proved futile when, once again, Lucy' accidentally' sent it directly to Rachael's apartment. This time, the girls didn't even attempt discretion. They left the opened package right in front of my door for all to see, making no effort to conceal that they had read the embarrassing note Lucy had tucked inside.

The dildo was somehow even worse than I had imagined. It was actually a nearly identical replica of Dan's impressive dick. Not only that but his bigger-than-average balls were included as well. Behind the balls was a suction cup that seemed to grip anything super tight. The worst part, though, was the color.

It was hot pink.

Also, the packaging made it very clear exactly what it was; it was a custom-made dildo. In fact, they even included a matching hot pink stick of lipstick and the color images of the pictures Lucy submitted of Dan's erect dick, which Rachael, Ellie, and Erin had all now likely seen. And if that wasn't clear enough, Lucy's note left no question of whose dick it was and why I needed to practice sucking it.

I deliberately waited until almost midnight to send Lucy the confirmation text that I had received the dildo, hoping she would be asleep by then. My heart sank when my phone instantly lit up with a video call from her.

The ensuing hour felt like one of the longest of my life. Lucy demeaned me continuously, treating me like a naive teenager desperately trying to impress on prom night. She scolded me when I forgot to apply lipstick—a stipulation set by Dan—and mocked me when I inevitably became aroused. She seemed to revel in recounting all the humiliating tasks she had coerced me into doing. Lucy even insisted that I take handwritten notes on blowjob techniques.

By the end of Lucy's 'tutorial,' I was left utterly stripped of pride, having spent the entire hour just kneeling and practicing techniques on just the tip of the dildo. Every part of me resisted, yet I found myself profusely thanking her for the 'lesson,' knowing any sign of ingratitude would lead to further punishment.

This demeaning routine quickly became the norm for my days moving forward.

Normally once a day, straight after work, Lucy would call, and my blowjob' lessons' would start. I soon became an expert in positioning my phone's camera so Lucy could watch everything from the best possible angles. As much as I hated to admit it, several of the tongue movements had already become muscle memory. And I was soon applying my hot pink lipstick perfectly every time. It was only deep-throating that there was no noticeable improvement.

As mortifying as my blowjob' lessons' with Lucy were, I still couldn't bring myself to search for guys to fuck Lucy. I tried to avoid it, but she quickly started to bring it up more and more regularly. By our third lesson, she had already sent me a series of her favorite photos of herself to use on the dating apps. The longer I dragged my feet, the more humiliating I knew Lucy's lessons would become.

She had even made me place the dildo's suction cup on a mirror so I'd have to stare at myself as I sucked it. She forced me to lay in uncomfortable positions, with my entire mouth just wrapped around the balls, and each day, she'd give me homework to do. I'd spend entire lessons only in a pair of panties, and sometimes she wouldn't do anything at all and for the entire hour. I'd just simply have to suck the dildo. And like clockwork, she'd brutally tease me whenever my cock started getting hard. Which was every time.

Succumbing to the situation, I sheepishly downloaded a dating app and began setting up Lucy's profile. The photos she had selected were undeniably sexy, sparking feelings of jealousy as I uploaded them. Eventually, after meticulously filling out her details, her profile was complete. I could barely stand to look at it, fully realizing that I had now officially become her cuckold. My role had expanded to finding men to satisfy her.

I hesitated for what felt like forever before finally making the profile live. Swiping through countless men's profiles, trying to guess who might catch Lucy's eye, was a profoundly emasculating experience. It wasn't long before a match occurred—a man whose profile featured several shirtless photos showcasing his well-defined muscles. I imagined Lucy would find him attractive, and the thought made me blush intensely. I felt ridiculous and somewhat invaded, scrutinizing another man's photos and evaluating his appeal.

This peculiar reverie was abruptly interrupted as the chat window popped up, signaling the beginning of what I was supposed to facilitate next.

He was now aggressively flirting with me, and I felt like I was about to throw up. I couldn't believe I was now preparing Lucy to get fucked by another guy. Fortunately, the man wanted to grab a drink that evening. I picked a place and time and started working up the nerve to tell Lucy.

She was overjoyed. Reluctantly, I showed her his photos, which, to my chagrin, she thoroughly enjoyed. That night, I stayed in and tried my best to distract myself. However, it wasn't long before my phone started to ring. It was a video chat with Lucy.

My heart sank. The date had gone terribly, and she was furious. She became even more incensed when she learned he was the first and only person I had matched her with so far. My anxiety spiked when she mentioned telling Dan about this—his potential response loomed large in my mind.

As I anxiously awaited the fallout, I committed to finding Lucy better matches. I meticulously searched for men with common interests. I even googled how to flirt effectively from a woman's perspective; I even embarrassingly spent time staring at her prospective date's bulges to make sure they would measure up. I finally managed to put my ego to one side and set her up with a guy I genuinely thought would fuck her right that weekend.

It wasn't until I confided in Lucy about her upcoming rendezvous that she finally disclosed the nature of my impending punishment. However, I first had to persuade her about the merits of this new suitor. My cheeks warmed with a bashful glow as I recounted his well-defined muscular back and broad shoulders alongside his financially rewarding career. My discomfort intensified as I magnified a revealing photo of him in a snug bathing suit, highlighting an impressive bulge. From the sparkle in her eyes, I could tell she was intrigued. It was shortly after that that she laid out my punishment.

While Lucy would be out on her enchanting evening, I was tasked with preparing her apartment, just in case she decided to bring him back. This included thorough cleaning and performing any other errands she might whimsically request during her date. All things considered, I felt a surge of relief wash over me. Instinctively, my hands guarded my rear as vivid memories of Dan's last harrowing punishment echoed painfully through my mind and body. I decidedly preferred this task to that ordeal.

But, as fate would have it, just as I was settling into this slight comfort, reality struck hard. It was precisely 6:27 pm when an unassuming email arrived. It appeared so benign that I nearly consigned it to oblivion with a click of the delete button.

The Blowjob Class. It was an order confirmation.

My stomach dropped as I saw it. This was actually real. I would be going to an intensive, in-person class on how to give head to a man. And it was this Saturday.

Not only that, Dan had inconveniently scheduled the class on the exact same day as Lucy's date. This meant Lucy would have to rush from the class directly to her date, and I would be heading from the class straight to her apartment for a thorough cleaning session. Another long night loomed ominously ahead.

The next day, a package plastered with overnight shipping stickers from London arrived at my doorstep. Inside was another, smaller box accompanied by a brief note from Dan instructing, "Don't open until Saturday morning." Suddenly, the weekend became a looming presence. I hadn't been particularly eager for it before, but I had managed to push it from my thoughts. Out of sight, out of mind. But now, it was unavoidably in sight and dominating my thoughts.

I barely slept that night, my mind relentlessly conjuring various scenarios, each spiraling down to an increasingly unsettling conclusion. Strangely, that pink bunny costume from a previous occasion had offered me a peculiar type of camouflage, a bold shield behind which I found an unlikely confidence—a confidence starkly absent when dressed in my usual attire.

Still groggy from a fitful sleep, I was jolted awake by Lucy's cheeky, winky face text. Apparently, that was my signal to open the box Dan had sent. Inside, as I had secretly anticipated, was lingerie. A rush of mixed humiliation and arousal tingled through me as my fingers brushed over the delicate, high-end fabric. Also enclosed was another note from Dan, this one more detailed, instructing, "Wear the corset all day. You'll wear this before you leave. Including tonight. Make sure everything is shaved."

Flashes of embarrassing memories from the last time I was instructed to shave in such a manner danced through my mind. I glanced down at my body, noting the hair that had just begun to regrow from the last ordeal. Though dreading the process, I was somewhat relieved to find it easier this time. There was less hair, and I was already familiar with the awkward positions necessary for such a meticulous shave. Yet, the experience was not without its difficulties, as I found myself embarrassingly aroused even before stepping into the shower. Fortunately, I still had the soothing moisturizer products Lucy had given me last time ready for use post-shave.

The corset, however, presented its own set of challenges. I was just grateful I hadn't discarded it in a previous purge of reluctance. Putting it on was an ordeal in itself; last time, Lucy had deftly handled that task for me. This time, I had to resort to several online tutorials to figure out how to tighten it adequately to meet Dan's exacting standards. As I fumbled through the process, the corset's constricting embrace served as a continuous, unforgiving reminder of the evening's expectations.

Despite my attempts to keep my mind occupied with other things throughout the day, the corset's unyielding grip made it impossible to forget what awaited me. As the afternoon sunlight began to wane, signaling the approaching time, I resigned myself to the inevitable and approached the box of lingerie once more. With each step, a mix of dread and peculiar anticipation tugged at me, pulling me deeper into the intricate web of the evening's unfolding scenario.

The lingerie set was a delicate lavender, accented with elegant white trim that highlighted its meticulous design. The ensemble included multiple pieces, each featuring a blend of intricate lace and smooth satin that whispered of careful craftsmanship and attention to detail. I started with the panties, their touch causing an involuntary reaction as I handled them. Sliding them up over my freshly shaved legs, the cool fabric caressed my skin, sending a shiver of goosebumps across my body. The fabric nestled up between my cheeks and tucked my now mostly erect dick in.

I then reached for the stockings, the tops matching the lavender hue of the panties, cascading down into a softer shade of purple. Sliding the sheer fabric over my legs, the sensation intensified from mere goosebumps to a shivering chill. The smooth material gliding over my sensitive, newly shaved skin enhanced the entire experience.

Reluctantly, I proceeded to remove the corset. To my relief, it came off far easier than it had gone on, and I sighed deeply, grateful to breathe freely once more. However, apprehension washed over me as I picked up the bra. Memories of the last time I wore Lucy's bra—which had painfully chafed my shoulders, made me wince in anticipation of discomfort. But, to my relief, this bra was crafted from satin, soft against the skin, and, importantly, it fit properly, sparing me any physical discomfort.

The final piece was something I hadn't worn before, yet I recognized it immediately—a garter belt in matching lavender. It featured four straps intended to attach to the stockings. As I examined the clasps, I noticed a tiny residue of glue on the straps, puzzling me momentarily. Then, it dawned on me that this was by design; Dan wanted the straps fixed at that exact length, leaving no room for adjustment. The realization added an extra layer of intricacy to the ensemble as I meticulously attached each strap, ensuring everything was perfectly in place as intended.

I skeptically held up the dainty garter belt, doubting its ability to encircle my waist. After unfastening the hook, I stretched the fabric around my midsection, positioning it near my belly button. To my surprise, the material was quite stretchy, allowing me to just manage to fasten it around myself after pulling in my stomach slightly. Though reluctant to acknowledge it, the all-day corset training had evidently slimmed my waist enough to make a difference. As I secured the garter belt, I couldn't help but notice the pronounced outline of my penis tenting the panties beneath.

The final task was to attach the garter straps to the stockings. Miraculously, all four straps aligned perfectly with the tops of the stockings—clear evidence of Dan's meticulous planning. Hooking the straps proved to be a frustrating ordeal of trial and error, but I eventually managed to secure them. A wave of relief washed over me once the ensemble was complete.

However, unlike previous times, I felt no urge to admire my reflection in this attire. Instead, I quickly covered up with a pair of jeans, a T-shirt, and a light jacket. Knowing that I would be at Lucy's apartment later, I briefly considered bringing Peter's jacket to pass along to Gemma but decided against it, not wanting to dredge up memories or draw attention to what had transpired between Peter and me.

Grateful for the tight schedule that left no room for rumination, I hastily checked to ensure none of the lingerie was visible beneath my clothes. Satisfied, I hurried out the door, ready to face the evening's obligations with as little reflection as possible.

-----

And here I was.

For what was listed as a kinky blowjob class, it was being held in a pretty unimposing room within a very normal-looking building right in the heart of the city. I hadn't made eye contact with anyone in the building on my way up for fear that they'd know which room I was heading to. I took a deep breath as I walked in through the door.

My unintended haste had granted me the unusual luxury of arriving a few minutes early, leaving me to walk into a nearly vacant room. The layout was somewhat like a conventional classroom, with around a dozen chairs facing a prominent desk and whiteboard. However, straying from typical educational settings, each desk was equipped with a box of tissues, a bottle of water, and an eclectic array of phallic objects. I took a moment to survey the surroundings.

There, in the front row, was Lucy. She spotted me and waved with unbridled enthusiasm, prompting me to join her. As I took the seat beside her, she immediately began to peel off my jacket, reducing my disguise to just jeans and a t-shirt over my hidden ensemble.

I looked around the room again, trying to gauge the situation. The small class size was somewhat comforting, yet the array of items laid out before me was daunting. The other attendees seemed absorbed in their own worlds, thankfully paying little attention to others. Predominantly, the class was composed of women, providing some solace that I wasn't the only male present. However, it appeared that most attendees were coupled.

My eyes flicked to Lucy, reminding me of our complex dynamics. It seemed likely that I'd be the only man there with a woman with whom there was such a tangled history.

The demographic was diverse. A group of college girls chattered boisterously behind me while a couple of middle-aged women, who seemed to be enjoying a girls' night out, conversed quietly among themselves. Fortuitously, I didn't recognize anyone, which provided a thin veil of anonymity amidst the unfolding awkwardness.

As the room slowly filled, the reality of what was about to transpire settled in, and I braced myself for whatever this unconventional class was set to offer.

Soon, the loud click of a pair of heels entered the room, and as I looked, a stunning figure walked toward the front of the room. My eyes were instantly captivated as the tall and slim woman emptied her bag on the large desk in front of us. For someone who taught blowjob classes, our instructor seemed to take it seriously. Her attire screamed professionalism and command. The tight black pencil skirt paired with a stark white sleeveless blouse outlined her silhouette perfectly, accentuating her confident demeanor. Her look was effortlessly elevated by a pair of pink-framed glasses, adding a pop of color and framing her attractive features beautifully, enhancing her authoritative presence.

It was hard to believe that someone who appeared only a few years beyond her college days could project such formidable self-assurance. She embraced her role with a natural flair, even going as far as to inscribe "Ms. Amelia" on the whiteboard, adopting a formal persona befitting the environment and further solidifying her position as the instructor. Her ease in adopting this persona made it clear she was not just playing a part; she owned it, commanding attention and respect with her poised and polished appearance.

The room buzzed with anticipation as Ms. Amelia's bright and cheerful voice sliced through the silence. "Well, hello, everyone!" she exclaimed with palpable enthusiasm. "I'm so excited you're all here and ready to impress those special men in your lives." Sitting next to me, Lucy gave me a playful nudge and a knowing smile, causing heat to rush to my cheeks.

"Let's hop right into it then!" Ms. Amelia continued, her excitement undiminished by the task ahead.

Just as we were about to dive into the session, the door swung open, and two latecomers hurried to find their seats. My attention, although initially glued to Ms. Amelia, couldn't help but drift toward the newcomers. Out of the corner of my eye, one of the girls struck a chord of familiarity. I stole a glance, hoping my mind was playing tricks on me, but the sinking feeling in my stomach confirmed my fears.

Oh no. No, no, no, no.

It was Katie. Her very presence in this room, in this class, felt like a cruel twist of fate. We had briefly dated before my time with Lucy started. Our fling had been light and fun, at least in my view, much like the early days with Lucy. However, Katie had harbored deeper expectations, and as someone new to the city and embracing the single lifestyle, I wasn't looking to settle down.

The end of our fling had been dramatic, to say the least. A confrontation at a bar, where she saw me with another woman, had led to a drink thrown in my face and a swiftly blocked number. From then on, we were through, with unresolved tensions hanging thick between us. I had underestimated her feelings, a mistake that evidently still haunted me.

Now, seeing her here, in this intimate setting aimed at enhancing romantic skills, was the last thing I needed. If there was anyone who would relish seeing me in a vulnerable, possibly humiliating situation, it was Katie. The potential for this class to become even more uncomfortable was palpable, and I braced myself for what could very well be a very long and trying session.

I was now in full-on panic mode. Although I was pretty certain Katie hadn't recognized me yet, I knew it was inevitable. I kept my head down and did my best to try to hide my discomfort. Just like Lucy, Ms. Amelia also started the class by discussing tongue techniques. It pained me to admit that I had already perfected a lot of them.

I could feel the goosebumps forming on my shaved arms. I suddenly felt hyper-exposed, as all my mind could focus on was the lingerie clinging around my body. Ms. Amelia only added to my uneasiness. Soon, the toys in front of us were in our mouths, and Ms. Amelia's excited voice bounced around the room.

I had to admit, rather begrudgingly, that she was a good blowjob instructor. She had a naturally playful and teasing demeanor as she interacted with everyone in the class. But that was the part that terrified me the most. Between topics, she would occasionally pick people to chat with so that she could get an idea of why they were taking the class. What in the world would I say when she asked that?

A little after the halfway mark in the day, we were given a fifteen-minute break before we'd focus on, as Ms. Amelia put it, 'the more intense stuff.' I speedwalked out the door and into the nearby bathroom. I needed to catch my breath. Also, I was safe from Katie in here.

All I needed to do was survive another hour. As embarrassing as the class had been so far, I was still fairly confident that Katie hadn't recognized me yet. I waited a few more seconds and swiftly walked out of the bathroom.

And directly into Katie.

For a moment, we simply stood there, our eyes locked. I could feel the warmth creeping into my cheeks. It was undeniably her. I remembered her as attractive, but she seemed to have undergone a striking transformation since our last encounter. Her lovely features were now framed by a chic, cropped haircut, adding a modern flair to her appearance. Her figure was elegantly outlined by a shoulderless peach-colored sundress that clung to her sculpted physique.

Words failed me as a sly smile slowly spread across her face. Her grin grew wider as she observed me, amusement flickering in her eyes. Then, she began to speak with a teasing tone laced through her smiling voice.

"Well, I wasn't expecting to see your face here."

My cheeks continued to burn as I awkwardly mumbled something about losing a bet. I could see amusement dancing in Katie's eyes as I fumbled through my hastily concocted excuse. Her smirk remained firmly in place as she simply nodded, her laughter unspoken, and turned back towards the classroom.

I paused for another moment, trying to regain my composure. The only small consolation was that I had managed to scramble together a somewhat believable reason for my presence. Nonetheless, the thought of reentering that classroom filled me with dread. With hesitant steps, I approached the door and pushed it open.

Inside, there was Katie, now seated in the front row, her presence impossible to ignore as she was directly next to my designated seat.

As I slid into the seat between them, I could feel the weight of both Katie's and Lucy's gazes, tracking my every move. Nestling into the silence, I waited for Ms. Amelia to resume the lesson. Thoughts raced through my mind, weaving and dodging like startled fish, as the classroom's hum settled back into a rhythm. Abruptly, Ms. Amelia's cheerful voice cut through my reverie, snapping me back to reality. Her question, playfully aimed at Lucy and me, echoed loudly in my ears.

"So what about you two?! What brings the both of you here, trying to impress your boyfriends?"

I cringed inwardly, wishing I could simply vanish. Out of the corner of my eye, I sensed Katie's intense stare piercing through me, adding to the heat of my embarrassment. My voice faltered, barely a whisper, as I struggled to respond. Thankfully, Lucy chimed in with a light-hearted laugh.

"Well, hehe, I guess we're kind of together."

Ms. Amelia's eyes twinkled with surprise and delight.

"Oh! I wasn't expecting that answer," she chuckled, then turned her attention back to me, her gaze inquisitive. "And are you just here for moral support?"

With a feeble nod, I hoped my minimal response would allow me to fade into the background. However, Lucy's voice filled the void just as the spotlight seemed to shift away.

"We have a bull."


Chapter 6

Frozen like a deer in headlights, I was in disbelief that Lucy had just announced our supposed relationship to the entire class. A smattering of snickers echoed around the room as Ms. Amelia adjusted her pink glasses, her expression morphing into one of amused curiosity. I could have sworn she even gave me a small, knowing wink.

"Oh, is that so?" she inquired, her voice laced with a hint of teasing.

Just when I thought the situation couldn't get more uncomfortable, a high-pitched voice from one of the college girls in the back called out, "What's a bull?"

This was my nightmare scenario unfolding in real time. I dared not look at Katie, sitting next to me. Her reaction remained was a mystery although it was undoubtedly sharp. Ms. Amelia, unphased and ever the educator, seized the opportunity to dive deeper into the topic.

"Good question!" she exclaimed with an educator's enthusiasm. "So let's take a step back first. Are you familiar with what a cuckold is?"

I could hear the college girls giggling behind me before another one of them spoke out, "Isn't that what it's called when a guy likes to watch his girl have sex with other men?"

Ms. Amelia continued on as if I wasn't even there, "Yes, exactly! There's a little more to it than that, but that's a pretty big part of it! Usually, the guy she's having sex with is referred to as her 'bull'."

The girls at the back just couldn't just let it go. The first voice piped up almost instantly, "But if he just likes to watch them, why would he be taking the class?"

I just buried my face in my hands as Ms. Amelia continued speaking.

"So, yes, you would usually be correct. But in some relationships, the cuckold might want to do more than just watch. He'll help her get dressed for her lovers. Or perhaps even undressed for her lovers. And in some, quite rare, cases, he'll even join in and participate."

It seemed the girls finally got what was being suggested.

"Besides," Ms. Amelia continued with a mischievous grin on her face, "I bet every girl here would agree that there are times when we just really don't feel like giving head and just want to get straight to the sex."

Ms. Amelia's attention turned back to us.

"Sooo, what's his name then? Your bull, I mean?"

I winced as Lucy said Dan's name and put my red face back down. There were more snickers from behind me, and from my side, I could see Katie's eyes had widened, and her hand was over her mouth. Ms. Amelia spoke back up.

"Oh, don't be shy! There's nothing to be embarrassed about," she said, her voice bubbling with playful mischief. "I'm just teasing you. We don't pass judgments in here."

She leaned in closer over my desk, her pink glasses slipping slightly down her nose before she pushed them back up. The subtle scent of vanilla and jasmine from her perfume filled the air, softening the space between us. Her voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper, adding a layer of intimacy to her teasing.

"So, let's talk about Dan. Are you taking this class just to impress him?" Her eyebrow arched playfully, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

I lifted my head, meeting her gaze for a fleeting moment, and softly nodded, feeling a mix of embarrassment and excitement stir within me.

"Amazing! He's a very lucky man! So what blowjob skill would he want you to work on the most?"

Lucy gave her unsolicited thoughts again in a slightly sheepish tone, "Deep throating."

A loud squeak erupted to my right. Katie's delight could no longer be contained, and a muffled laugh broke through her hand covering her mouth.

"That's the perfect segue into our next section!" she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "And you get to be our perfect little test subject."

By now, I had resigned myself to what was coming. Ms. Amelia was diligently rummaging through her oversized bag, the clink of metal and rustle of papers filling the brief silence. I trudged toward her desk, my feet dragging slightly. As I passed Katie, I kept my head down, trying to hide the flush of embarrassment on my cheeks.

After a moment, Ms. Amelia triumphantly pulled out what she had been searching for, holding it up with a flourish. "Aha, here it is!"

A strap-on harness.

She turned to Lucy with a small leather bag of dildos of different sizes.

"Which of these would you say is the closest size to Dan's cock?"

Lucy pointed, and Ms. Amelia pulled out one of the bigger dildos. Ugh, they always had to be pink, didn't they?

"Oh, you lucky girl!" Ms. Amelia said with a smile as she snapped it into the harness around her waist and turned to face me, "Now then, let's pretend I'm Dan."

I was soon kneeling facing Ms. Amelia's strap-on with my side of my body to the class. I couldn't bear to look at Lucy or Katie in the front row. I just shut my eyes and pretended it was just one of Lucy's private cock sucking lessons. Just as my tongue was about to make contact, I heard Lucy interrupt.

"Wait, Dan has a rule for him, actually. He always wears lipstick for blowjobs."

I could tell even Ms. Amelia needed to take a second to hold in her laugh, "Well, we don't want him to get in any trouble, do we? Does anyone here have any lipstick?"

Katie's hand enthusiastically went up.

I sighed. But far worse, I could feel my cock starting to stir. No, no, no. Please, not now.

I hesitated as I approached Katie's desk, her expectant smile indicating she intended to apply the make-up herself. With a resigned nod, I knelt beside her as she rummaged through her purse. Lucy, seated next to me, watched with an amused grin that made me feel even more self-conscious.

"I hope lip gloss is fine for Dan," Katie smirked, extracting a tube of light pink gloss. The mention of Dan's name sent a shiver down my spine.

Reluctantly, I tilted my head up, meeting her gaze. Katie's excitement was palpable as she approached with the gloss, the brush glistening with shiny, pink gel.

"Just so you know, I had less conspicuous options," she whispered, close enough that only I could hear. "But I chose this one just because I could. Now, pucker up."

I felt my cheeks turn as vivid pink as the lip gloss. I was actually slightly relieved when Ms. Amelia called me back to her strap-on. Without a second's hesitation, I plunged my newly shiny lips down onto it.

"Now I need you to build up a steady rhythm," Ms. Amelia's humiliating instructions mirrored Lucy's that I was so used to hearing. "You want your mouth to be as wet as possible."

Ms. Amelia's dildo was soon pressed all the way to the back of my throat as her lesson went on.

"To master deep throating, it's all about learning to control the gag reflex. There's really no way around it; it just takes time and effort. The best way is to just spend a few minutes each day practicing, pressing a finger or anything cock-shaped against it. Trust me, your man will thank you in the end."

Ms. Amelia started to softly gyrate her hips, wiggling the head of the dildo against the back of my throat.

"Now I'm going to have to be a little more forceful than I normally would for the sake of the lesson, but trust me, practice will definitely make this easier in the future. But the most important thing is breathing out of your nose. That's a must!"

Ms. Amelia's gyrations were slowly opening up my throat, and I could tell she had sensed this as she started to apply more and more pressure. Finally, after a pretty solid push, I felt my gag reflex give way, and my lips slid all the way down to the base of the dildo. I could hear Ms. Amelia's excited voice getting louder as she reached down and held my face against her skirt.

"Great work so far! But the much harder part is when I pull away. I'm going to release very slowly."

As usual, as it slid out, I immediately started to cough uncontrollably.

Ms. Amelia pulled the dildo from my mouth and started removing her strap-on harness. Her voice called to Lucy.

"Would you like to wear this, please, Lucy? It'll be a lot easier for me to teach if I can move around a little."

Lucy laughed, "I'd love to, but perhaps someone else wants to..."

Katie's hand immediately shot up again.

My stomach dropped as soon as I saw it. Somehow, this was only getting worse. Katie bounced out of her seat and started stepping into the strap-on harness. As Ms. Amelia made her way over, Katie whispered just loud enough for me to hear.

"I can't tell you how satisfying this is going to be for me."

My face couldn't get any redder than it was as Katie pushed the strap-on to my lips. The only positive I could see was that, at this time, my back was to the class. I did my best to ignore her smirking above me as my lips slid down the shaft. My only thought was to shut my eyes and just focus on the task at hand. Block out everything, and it'll be over soon enough.

Once again, I pressed the head of the strap-on against the back of my throat, and once again, I could feel my body brace itself as I got ready to choke. Ms. Amelia's muffled voice to the class in the background started to get clearer as she walked over toward me.

"Let's try something new this time! The best part about this is that we can now practice two things at once. First, I want you to maintain eye contact as best you can. Sometimes, a little distraction can help loosen your throat up."

I didn't think this could get worse. I reluctantly opened my eyes to see Katie's gleeful smile looking down at me, and suddenly it got even worse; I could feel my dick forming a tent in the front of my pants. I couldn't escape her grin as I started to bob my head on her strap-on. As it pushed against the back of my throat, I could feel a drop of saliva slipping out of the corner of my mouth. Without thinking, I pulled the front of my shirt up to try to wipe my mouth.

Oh fuck. My lingerie.

Embarrassment surged through me as I stood there, vulnerable under Katie's widening eyes. The moment had stretched on far longer than I could bear. My cheeks burned a bright crimson as I felt the weight of her gaze dissecting every inch of my unexpected reveal. The front of my garter belt, which was meant to be hidden, was now blatantly on display, along with the straps that were supposed to be my secret.

As the seconds ticked by, I was rooted to the spot, my heart pounding in my ears. Katie's initial shock morphed into something unreadable before settling on a look of bemused curiosity. The corners of her mouth twitched upwards into a smile that held a mix of surprise and a hint of mischief.

Leaning slightly closer, her eyes still locked on mine, she formed the words slowly, her voice a mere whisper across the short distance between us, "Are you wearing... panties?" Her tone was a blend of amusement and disbelief, soft yet piercing in the quiet of the moment.

The question hung in the air, heavy and awkward. I swallowed hard, searching for something to say, anything that could perhaps lighten the mood or explain the situation. But words failed me, and all I could do was stand there, feeling the situation spiral into an irretrievable mix of embarrassment and surreal comedy.

I wanted to be anywhere but there. Especially since I knew it was only a matter of time before Katie noticed that I was rock-hard, too.

The embarrassment had flooded over me so completely that I barely realized that Katie's strap-on was now all the way in my mouth. I did my best to breathe out through my nose as it bounced on the harness around her waist.

I was actually deep-throating it convincingly. That weird dual sense of pride and humiliation had returned as I could hear Ms. Amelia enthusiastically cheering me on as I sheepishly stared into Katie's knowing grin. I couldn't even imagine what Lucy thought of me right at that moment.

"That's just amazing!" Ms. Amelia's excited voice broke me out of my trance. Now, let's try something that is really expert level. Come lay across the desk on your back, please."

I groaned as Katie pulled the strap-on out of my mouth. I knew I wasn't done yet. I tried my best to keep my head down as I stepped over to the desk. It started to dawn on me what was going to happen as Ms. Amelia pointed to the edge of the desk for me to rest my head.

The sensation of the cold, unyielding desk against my back only intensified the vulnerability I was feeling. Positioned awkwardly with my neck hanging off the edge, the sounds of laughter and snickering from the college girls echoed around the room, each giggle a sharp poke at my discomfort.

Lifting my head slightly, a groan escaped me, a mix of frustration and embarrassment. I could feel the eyes of everyone in the room on me, their amusement at my expense thick in the air. It was a moment of complete exposure, not just of my attire but of my predicament, laid bare for all to see. The light and carefree laughter contrasted sharply with my growing sense of unease and humiliation.

The tent in my pants was now pretty apparent for the whole room to see.

I had no place to even try to hide my erection. I desperately looked around, and as I did, I saw Lucy biting her lip at me as Katie sauntered over with her strap-on, giggling along with the class. Even Ms. Amelia had to cover her mouth with her hand. She soon spoke up, but her grin never left her face.

"Oh, stop it, everyone!" she chided the class, "Blowjobs are meant to be sexy. They're meant to be hot! I bet he's not the only one here who got a little aroused watching that."

I knew of at least one other.

Lucy could not stop fidgeting in her seat as she watched Katie's strap-on force its way into my mouth. With my neck now dangling over the edge of the desk, my head was now upside down.

As I lay there, a large part of me felt like I deserved this. After all, I had watched so many girls in porn get their faces well and truly fucked. Part of me was so utterly humiliated by it. And as the very obvious tent in my pants showed, part of me was extremely turned on, too.

Ms. Amelia's voice was coaching Katie as she slowly thrust her hips, making the pink dildo bounce its way into my mouth. Even though being upside down was disorienting, Ms. Amelia's voice came through loud and clear.

"Now, this position may be a little intimidating at first, but you might be surprised to find that deep-throating is a little easier due to the better angle.."

I tried to focus my attention on breathing out through my nose as Katie's thrusts became stronger. At least when I was kneeling, I was the one in control. Now I felt so dominated, so submissive, at the complete mercy of the dick in my mouth, and in my case, at the mercy of an ex-lover.

In just moments, Katie's strap-on was pressed right up against the back of my throat. But this time, my gag reflex had no fight left in it. Her dick easily passed by, and my face was pressed against her legs once again. Ms. Amelia was right.

I was now getting well and truly face-fucked.

With my eyes squeezed shut against the embarrassing onslaught of saliva, the cold sensation of it trickling near my eyelids was almost unbearable. The reality of the situation struck me with every drip that made its way down my face, each one a stark reminder of how completely exposed I had become in this moment of vulnerability.

Amidst my discomfort, the sound of mock applause from some of my classmates washed over me, each clap echoing like a taunt. The heat of shame burned even brighter across my cheeks, and my situation seemed to only amuse them further.

Suddenly, I felt a change in Katie's grip on my shoulders. Her hands, which had been somewhat reassuring despite everything, began to move with a new purpose. I felt a gentle but firm tug at my shirt, pulling it toward her. My stomach dropped as realization dawned on me.

Oh no. I immediately knew what she was doing.

I was helpless, though. The only thing I could do was shut my eyes even tighter and focus on the dildo as it slid down my throat, trying to block out the laughs as they began to get louder around me.

Katie had exposed just my lingerie to everyone in the room.

I could feel the bottom of my T-shirt resting above my belly button. That meant, ugh, that my lavender garter straps were now on display to the entire room.

Finally, after a few final hard thrusts from Katie, Ms. Amelia mercifully let me get back up. Not before Katie gave me a couple final emasculating light slaps with her dick on my cheek. And not before most of the class had given me some more mocking applause. I kept my spit-covered face down as she excitedly exclaimed how lucky Dan was going to be.

I couldn't even look at Lucy as I sat down, let alone Katie. I tried my best to make use of the box of tissues on my desk, but even after that, my face still felt like it was glistening. My lipstick had gone everywhere. Ms. Amelia just continued on as if nothing unusual had just happened. I sat there in silence as the final minutes counted down.

I had planned to dart straight for the exit as soon as the class concluded, but my plans were abruptly halted when Lucy pointed directly at me and commanded, "Stay," as she rose from her chair. I cradled my head in my hands, feeling a deep sense of embarrassment, while my classmates filed past my desk, their footsteps echoing slightly in the emptying room. I could sense the sharp, scrutinizing glances of the sorority girls as they eyed me all the way to the door, whispering among themselves before dispersing with hushed giggles.

Adding to my discomfort, Lucy and Katie had struck up a lively conversation at the front of the classroom, and even Ms. Amelia had joined them, laughing at something Katie said. Moments later, with a stern gesture from Lucy for me to come over, I reluctantly stood up. Lucy handed me several pamphlets that Ms. Amelia had passed to her, her expression unreadable and her tone dismissive.

I looked down at them; Feminization and Pegging courses. My cock started to stir again.

I awkwardly stood there as Lucy and Katie exchanged numbers. After what felt like an eternity, Katie smiled and said, "Well, I have to get going, Lucy.. enjoy your date!"

I winced. It was a brutal reminder that I was such a cuck. Katie then turned to me with a satisfied grin.

"Karma's a bitch, isn't it, huh?" She then reached down to my stomach and pulled one of my garter straps towards her hard before letting it snap back, "Well, bye slut."

Even after Katie had disappeared from view, I was still utterly speechless. Suddenly, though, Lucy's lips were pressed up against mine. Her passionate kisses soon flooded my mind with a confused mix of emotions.

"You were absolutely amazing, baby," Lucy whispered genuinely, "I'm still so wet from that."

She subtly pressed her tight little body against mine, teasing my groin.

"Now I'll have something to think about when he's fucking me later."

Lucy kissed me again as she spoke, "Don't worry, baby, just because he gets to enjoy my pussy, it doesn't mean you don't have the rest."

As she broke away from our kiss, she smiled, "Given how hot you've got me, this might be a very quick dinner. You better go and make sure my place is spotless."

Lucy gave me one final peck on the cheek, then handed me her keys, and with that, she was gone.

I ordered an Uber to take me to her apartment and got in. The moment I sat down, I felt a wave of sheer exhaustion sweep through my body. The humiliating events from the earlier class flashed through my mind. But so did Lucy. I couldn't explain it, but a huge part of me now wanted it to keep this going. At this point, there was no use in trying to pretend that it didn't turn me on. I guess my cock was finally winning out.

The car pulled up to her building, and I made my way to her floor with determined strides. My plan was simple: get in and get out as quickly as possible. But as I jiggled the key in the lock, my heart skipped a beat.

Voices echoed from inside.

Why had I assumed this would be straightforward? The buzz of the television mingled with the distinct sound of her roommate, Amy, chattering on the phone. I hesitated at the door, the weight of my indecision grounding me to the spot. It seemed impossible to move forward.

Suddenly, the door swung open.

There stood Amy, her slight frame barely filling out a workout top and shorts, her face etched with curiosity. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she regarded me.

"Aren't you supposed to be with Lucy? I thought she had a date tonight."

"Uhh... so..." Words fumbled out of me as heat crept up my face, and I saw her expression shift from confusion to a dawning understanding.

"...Are you here to clean?"

My flushed face must have confirmed her suspicions. Amy let out a soft squeak, her hand flying to cover her mouth.

"Wow, she really has you whipped," she chuckled, motioning me inside toward a pile of cleaning supplies on the counter.

I could hear her call Gemma's name as she walked towards the bedrooms. Ugh, she was here, too? I guess it was a pretty shitty silver lining, but at least she has already seen me get cucked by Dan. However, I really hoped she didn't know what had happened when her hookup, Peter, came to my apartment.

I gazed at the cleaning supplies and decided to begin in the kitchen. Fortunately, I was by myself there, though I could hear Gemma's voice mingling with Amy's in the living room. I tried to distract myself from thoughts of Lucy's date as I scrubbed their dishes, but snippets of the girls' chatter still reached me.

They had mercifully shifted topics from Lucy's romantic escapades to discussing a man who had disappeared after a wedding. As I leaned over to stash away a bowl, my underwear crept up, and my garters tugged at my thighs. It seemed they were still gossiping about me.

I did my best to dodge Amy and Gemma's knowing looks as I moved on to clean the bathroom and their bedrooms. They largely overlooked me while I diligently vacuumed, scrubbed, and dusted their rooms. Aside from encountering a used condom in the bathroom trash—which I hoped wasn't Lucy's—the cleaning was physically manageable but mentally tiring.

Of all the bedrooms, I had delayed tackling Lucy's until the end. There was something particularly humiliating about making her bed, knowing it was being prepared for another man. I was almost finished dusting when I caught Gemma observing me from the doorway. She then spoke her first words to me.

"Lucy texted me. They're already on their way back."

Gemma emphasized 'They' with a particular tone, yet her overall demeanor remained casual. I could hear Amy's laughter in the background. Blushing, I nodded gently to Gemma. At least Lucy's room was now ready.

I had also been instructed to remain out of sight when she returned, as it would be 'weird' for her date to see me. So there I was, sitting alone in the darkness of Gemma's room, overhearing a jubilant Lucy recount the splendid dinner I had helped arrange. My stomach churned when I first heard the male voice. It was really happening again.

After a few agonizing moments, I finally heard Lucy's door shut. And shortly after, the sounds of her moaning began. The most challenging part was knowing I still had to clean the living room, where Amy and Gemma were comfortably lounging.

Taking a deep breath and accepting the unavoidable, I returned to the living room. I immediately felt the weight of the two girls' eyes on me as I approached the cleaning supplies. As I turned around, Amy was leaning on the table, a smile playing on her lips.

"Sooo... Lucy just texted us. She said you keep a condom in your wallet. Can she have it?"

Lucy always knew how to make things especially difficult. I understood that it wasn't really a question. Resigned, I opened my wallet and handed over the condom to Amy. Her grin broadened as she took it from my hand and skipped off towards Lucy's room.

I needed a moment to compose myself before facing the girls again. As I stood there, I could hear the muffled sound of Lucy chatting with the girls. Then, abruptly, my name was called.

With awkward steps, I reentered the living room. Amy and Gemma were lounging on the couch, but now Lucy was also there, standing by her door, all three giggling among themselves. Lucy's slightly tousled hair only added to her allure. And there I was, in lingerie, tasked with cleaning her apartment.

"Hey, baby?" Lucy's dress fell off her shoulder, "So, your condom, it urm…. doesn't fit. So I'm going to need you to head out and pick up some magnum-sized ones. Can you hurry, please?"

The sound of giggling followed me as I meekly nodded, accepting my role, and walked out the door. The trip to the store passed in a haze. At least the cute cashier might have assumed the large condoms were for my use.

Returning to Lucy's apartment, I braced myself before reentering. As I stepped inside, I noticed her door was now closed—a scenario I hadn't anticipated. Trying to block Amy and Gemma out, I approached Lucy's door, debating internally whether knocking would be too humiliating.

It quickly became apparent why the door was shut.

Just a few steps closer, and Lucy's moans were unmistakable—they were having sex. Clearly, she hadn't been able to wait. Standing awkwardly next to her closed door, I listened to the sounds of their intimacy, feeling utterly lost about what to do next.

"I think she might be busy right now," Amy called out from the couch, her voice dripping with mockery.

Feeling sheepish, I started to retreat back to the cleaning supplies when Amy's voice rang out again, "Can you get me a glass of wine?"

Gemma then shouted out for the same. I was so embarrassed, but I knew there was nothing I could do about it. So I simply bowed my head and started searching for the wine glasses.

The subsequent twenty minutes dragged on interminably. Lucy's moans reverberated through the living room as I dutifully wiped down surfaces and scrubbed around them. At one point, Amy even muted the TV when Lucy's cries reached a peak volume.

Moreover, Amy's casual request for a glass of wine had opened the floodgates for the two girls, who quickly realized they could command me to do virtually anything. Their newfound authority turned me into their personal servant, in addition to my cleaning duties, all against the backdrop of Lucy's satisfied exclamations from another room.

After enduring a few more agonizing minutes, the sounds from Lucy's room ceased. The silence that followed was nearly as oppressive as the noise had been, but at least my cleaning tasks were nearly complete.

Just then, the door to Lucy's room swung open, and her date began to exit. My entire body tensed up as he walked into the living room. The quiet humiliation washed over me—it was unnerving to recognize him and to know why. If only he realized that he owed his easy encounter to me, that it was me he had been flirting with online.

He exchanged farewells with Amy and Gemma, giving them a goodbye and an awkward half-wave. He glanced at me, fluffing the pillows around the girls, and shot me a peculiar look. With that, he was out the door.

Amy and Gemma, like mean girls, started giggling among themselves. I clenched my teeth, holding back any words, and continued my cleaning tasks until they were finished.

Then Lucy's voice called out, summoning me into her room. I knew I had no choice. Ignoring her two roommates, I slowly made my way over, each step heavier than the last.

The room smelt like sex. And there lay Lucy. She had clearly just been fucked, and not by me. Her exposed skin glistened as she held her sheet up to try to cover her bare chest.

"Ohhhhh my god, baby. That was absolutely fucking incredible. I am so so so happy this is our new normal."

There really was nothing I could say in response, but my dick was already stiffening.

"So, I've been waiting all day for this," Lucy smiled as she sat up against the headboard, "Let's see your panties."

I sighed, the fabric of my lavender shirt lifting in the air as I removed it. Lucy gasped at the sight, chuckling as I almost instinctively adjusted my stockings and garter straps after slipping out of my jeans. There I stood in my lingerie while Lucy sat propped up on her bed, watching me. I could feel her eyes scanning me over as she pointed to the side of the bed.

"Before you come over here to lick my pussy, I need you to go and throw this away, please."

There, resting on her carpet, was a used condom.

"Oh, and I want a glass of wine for this."

Her firm voice, devoid of ambiguity, made it impossible for me to mask my discomfort. I could no longer hide the pain etched on my face. The thought of leaving the room in just my lingerie was unbearable. Amy and Gemma already viewed me with such disdain—what would they think now? My expression must have mirrored that of a deer caught in headlights.

"I know you're wondering where I got the condom," Lucy continued, breaking into my thoughts, "I forgot that I had large ones buried in there from when I was with my ex."

That somehow made me feel even more insecure. I heard myself groan as my hand made contact with the slippery latex surface. I could see her lover's thick cum pooled at the bottom. As I lifted it, I held it as far away from myself as I could.

"Hurry up." Lucy's sharp command snapped me back to the task at hand. Knowing that hesitation would only make it harder, I quickly walked out of her room, heading straight for the bathroom. There, I disposed of the condom, washed my hands briskly, and made my way to the kitchen to pour Lucy a glass of wine. This path meant I would have to walk past Amy and Gemma.

As I entered the living room, my hands trembled slightly, and goosebumps lined my thighs, which were visible above the stockings.

"Are. You. Kidding. Me?!" Amy's voice boomed through the apartment, followed by, "Oh my god, Lucy! You are so kinky!" Her words amplified my embarrassment.

Trying to keep my composure, I continued toward the kitchen, my cheeks burning with heat. The girls' laughter echoed from the living room, heightening my discomfort. I hurriedly grabbed a clean wine glass and an unopened bottle, trying to finish as quickly as possible, though I knew the situation had spiraled far beyond my control.

There was no hiding how hard my cock was.

I tried my best to cover my erection in my panties with the wine bottle and tried to cover my very red face with my hand, but it was totally pointless. The girls were speechless until I had nearly passed when Gemma spoke up.

"We need refills." The voice from the living room made my feet halt against my will. Resigned to what was expected of me, I walked over, my body overly exposed, standing just inches away from Amy and Gemma as my hands shook slightly while pouring wine into their glasses. The exchanged glances full of implication between the two, paired with the conspicuous strain against my panties, sent a chill through me, making my hair stand on end. Without waiting for any comment or dismissal, I quickly retreated back to Lucy's room, where I finally allowed myself a deep, steadying breath.

But not too deep of a breath. Lucy smiled as she saw me race into the room. She was still leaning back casually against the headboard on her bed. The same bed she had just been fucked in. After I poured her a glass of white wine, she took it from me and took a sip before she simply pointed between her legs with a smile.

Without a moment's hesitation, I crawled onto the bed and started to lick her pussy. To be honest, I really wasn't sure what to expect down there. I was definitely grateful that he had used a condom, but the very distinct aftertaste and smell of latex were everywhere. Also, as much as I didn't want to admit it, Lucy definitely felt slightly 'looser' after she had been fucked. My dick throbbed at the thought. Lucy then reached over and picked something up off the bed.

It was a dildo. A purple-colored one. For some reason, I remember thinking that at least it kind of matched my lingerie.

Unlike the dildos shaped like Dan's dick we both had, this didn't mimic an actual penis. It was generally phallic shaped but had these slightly soft, feminine curves.

I very softly started to rub it against her and slowly pressed it into her. Compared to Dan, the dildo's head wasn't as thick, so it started to slide in without much pressure. Also, Lucy was just so wet. She softly moaned as I slowly played with the head in her.

Lucy started to reposition herself on top of me, and as she did, she pushed me onto my back. Soon my face was staring directly up into her pussy as her face now hovered over my still pantied-clad erect dick. We started to sixty-nine with her on top of me. She pressed herself against my face as her fingers slid my panties to one side.

I felt her warm, soft lips slip themselves over the head of my cock, and for the first time during this extremely frustrating day, I was actually getting some form of relief. Because my vision was still disoriented from eating her out, it almost enhanced the incredible feeling from Lucy's blowjob. A minute or two later, I felt her hips convulse on top of my face as she ground down against my tongue. The sounds coming from her told me she was about to cum. Given how horny I was, I knew I wasn't going to be far behind.

As Lucy's orgasm subsided, I knew she could sense that I was about to cum, since her motions had now slowed down. Seconds later, I was right on the brink of ecstasy, but I had no way to get over the edge. I thrust into the air, desperately searching for something, as I could feel Lucy shuffling around on top of me. Then I realized what she was doing.

I lifted my head up slightly and looked down, and what I saw confirmed my assumption. Lucy was putting lubricant on the dildo that I had just used on her. I knew she was about to fuck me with it. And I was so turned on at that moment that I was completely fine with it. In fact, my body wanted it.

I heard her giggle as she slowly pressed the purple head against my freshly shaved ass hole. I had embarrassingly grown quite accustomed to the n feeling after using the buttplug so much that it wasn't nearly as jarring as it used to be. The dildo slid in with much less resistance than the plug had.

Lucy soon started slowly fucking me with the head, then pushing it in a little more in slow, very deliberate motions. I started to involuntarily moan as the new sensations rippled through my body. Her other hand was now wrapped around my rock-hard dick but wasn't moving. She was only squeezing it.

The dildo wasn't as wide as the buttplug was at its base, but it was noticeably longer. As Lucy pressed it in a little further with each thrust, it was like I could feel a new area of my ass getting explored each time. And every thrust brought out another squeal that I couldn't control even if I'd wanted to.

Lucy's thrusts were now nearly the entire dildo entering and exiting me. I was starting to really feel like I was getting fucked. The deeper pushes felt a little bit uncomfortable to start with, but I was soon growing fond of the new sensation and started to gyrate my hips to the rhythm of the dildo.

It was kind of difficult to explain, but I was experiencing what felt like waves of pleasure radiating out from deep inside of me. They came and went, but each time they went, they seemed to return more powerful a short while later. My moans grew louder as I submissively pressed myself against Lucy's thrusts.

My concentration was suddenly broken when I heard muffled laughter coming from behind the bedroom door. It was obvious that Amy and Gemma were on the other side, listening in to what we were doing. I knew I was being just as loud as Lucy had been. I suddenly became unbelievably self-conscious. Lucy smiled at me as she continued to slip the dildo out of my ass.

"Oh, baby... relax," she said sarcastically. "Don't be shy because my friends are listening to us."

She pointed for me to sit down on the bed next to her.

"You really don't have a clue how much you owe me right now. If it was up to Dan, you were going to be Gemma & Amy's personal sissy maid while I got fucked."

My straining dick reactively twitched to that comment. Lucy laughed as she gave me a pillow to place behind my back as I leaned against the headboard.

"Aww, perhaps I should've let Dan have his way after all. Oh, and he was also going to make you wear the vibrating buttplug the entire night, so whenever the girls needed anything, they could just buzz you."

I knew what was coming next. Lucy passed me the dildo and continued on.

"It's so cute how you get all shy whenever you're being my little slut," she teased as her fingers grazed over my dick, "Now, just imagine if I lent your maid services out to some of my friends. Or what about if I lent you out to those girls across the hall from you?"

The thought of Rachael ordering me around her apartment dressed like a maid almost pushed me over the edge right then and there. Without hesitation, I plunged the dildo back into my ass as Lucy started to rub herself next to me.

I started jerking off with my other hand, but Lucy reached out and grabbed my wrist. I soon realized she only wanted me to focus on the new sensations from my ass. She even pushed my panties back over my dick to avoid temptations.

I closed my eyes and tried my best to relax as I slowly fucked myself with the dildo. I could hear Lucy's soft moans next to me as she continued to play with herself. As I looked, I could see her eyes fixated on me the entire time. As embarrassed as I was in that situation, I could feel those familiar waves building again inside me as the dildo slid in and out of me.

I glanced at Lucy and immediately started to tense up. She had grabbed her phone, and it looked like she was furiously texting. A few seconds later, I heard the unquestionable sound of a video call request coming in. I watched in dread as Lucy accepted the call.

Although the camera was still facing her, Lucy spoke to me while looking past the phone.

"Now there's something else we need to deal with.. it turns out somebody here was a naughty boy today and  needs to be punished."

I now just assumed it was Dan on the other end of the video call, but I still had no clue what Lucy thought I had done to deserve getting punished again. But by now, I was far too turned on to care, though. I just needed to cum. I needed that release. My moans were getting louder as l instinctively pressed the dildo in deeper and harder with each stroke.

"Are you ready, baby?"

Lucy turned the phone around to face me, and my heart stopped as I saw the screen.

Katie's gleeful face greeted me.

"Oh wow, babe,  you really are full of surprises. Why didn't you show me this side of you when we were together?"

My whole body tensed up instantly, which meant my ass was tensing up around the dildo inside me. This feeling was so undeniably satisfying but also undeniably humiliating. I honestly wished there was more reluctance in my body as I felt my hips continuing to flex involuntarily around the dildo.

"Oh, you can't stop, can you? Wow, you couldn't stop even if you wanted to?.." Katie's mocking tone was obvious, "...If only I had known about your little secrets when you ended it with me, I could've saved myself a lot of tears."

I couldn't hide my burning red face when Lucy brought the phone even closer. As Katie's picture came into closer focus on the screen, I reluctantly brought my eyes to hers. It looked like she was getting ready for a night out. Her hair was in curls, and she was putting on her make-up. She looked so sexy.

It hadn't gone unnoticed to either Lucy or Katie that I still had not stopped thrusting against the dildo.

"You could've just asked me," Katie teased, "Seriously, I would've gladly fucked your ass even after we broke up."

My cock throbbed.

Lucy finally spoke to me, but now in a very accusatory tone, "What made you think you could hide it from me that you knew someone else at your blowjob lesson?"

I knew there was no excuse.

"I can't believe I actually had to find out from her that you two had a history together?! And not only that, but I can't believe you treated her like a little fuckboy?"

"Well, I'm glad the little fuckboy is finally learning his lesson," Katie gloated, "I wonder what that little slut I saw you with at the bar would think of you if she could see you like this?"

I couldn't explain it, but as Katie spoke, I was so unbelievably horny. Every one of Katie's demeaning comments just added to it. Even though I wasn't touching my dick, I felt so close to orgasm. As much as I wanted to cum, though, I just couldn't get over the hump. Lucy and Katie watched and jeered with amusement as my gyrations got more and more frustrated. Lucy winked at Katie before her tone became authoritative.

"How badly do you want to cum right now, baby? Well, tonight, it's not up to me anyway. Since it's Katie you owe an apology to, it's up to her to give you permission to touch yourself."

Lucy smirked as a crestfallen expression spread over my face.

"Or you can just keep pushing back against your little toy like that. It's quite entertaining for us to watch."

I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, but my body was so desperate for relief that I fought against every nerve and lifted my eyes back up to the camera.

"Katie.. Can I... please...please, please, can I cum?"

The huge grin on her face didn't move as she simply looked at me and said, "Sure."

I was a little taken aback. I was certain Katie was going to make me beg for it; in fact, I wasn't sure she was going to let me get off at all. I couldn't hide my excitement when she replied.

"But I am going to record it."

My emotions plummeted again as I processed what she said. That was obviously too good to be true. Out of pure frustration, I started humping the dildo in my hand as hard as I could. I really didn't care how pathetic I looked at that moment; all my body needed was any form of sexual release. But it was no use. As good and as new as it felt, I knew pure anal stimulation from the toy was never going to push me over the edge.

But I knew I couldn't just let my vindictive ex-fling have this over me. I knew I'd be her bitch for life if I did.

But nature was also taking over. My intense frustration was slowly turning into a reluctant acceptance of my situation. My anger was bubbling close to turning into tears. All I could think about at that moment was my all-consuming need to cum.

"Can it be something else?. Katie.. please..?" I pleaded, knowing I was fighting a losing battle with her.

"What would Dan say?" Lucy spat at me, her tone getting angry, "That wasn't a suggestion. Now, do we need to give you an additional punishment?"

Katie laughed at hearing Dan's name, "You'd think he'd know better by now."

Lucy pulled the camera to her face and shook her head slowly.

"She - she does know better, right?"

I sheepishly nodded, "Yes, Lucy."

Lucy went on, "Dan gets frustrated with her all the time, too. But he's not concerned. She'll eventually break. Dan knows it. I know it. And she knows it, too."

Now I was being spoken about as if I wasn't even there, but something about the humiliation her words carried only made me hornier.

"So, I'd say she's pretty close to breaking. But we're not quite there just yet. But eventually, her true self will win out. Nights like tonight really help."

Katie started to giggle as Lucy positioned the phone to be locked in on me. I could now see the pure glee in my ex's eyes as she took me in once more. Katie's face was now really close up on the camera. She stared at me, and her mouth tried to hide a smirk as she started to speak.

"Awww, is this true baby? Am I really breaking you?"

There was no fight left in me now. Katie had won. I bowed my head and gently nodded. Katie gave a squeal.

"Oh babe, that makes me so fucking happy to know. Now if you want to cum, all you have to do is ask me."

Katie's patronizing tone cut right through me to the core, but I couldn't wait any longer. I swallowed what little remained of my pride as I looked into Katie's victorious smile.

"You...um, you can record me. But please, please let me cum now."

Katie screamed into the phone. I could see Lucy fingering herself again next to me on the bed. After taking a few seconds to compose herself, Katie looked at me and giggled, "Smile, bitch."

Part of me couldn't believe I had actually agreed to let her do this, but the other part of me didn't care one bit. I didn't even put up a fight when Katie told me I was only allowed to jerk myself off through my panties.

So here I was, completely pathetically fucking myself with a dildo in one hand while I furiously rubbed my cock through my panties with the other. And all while my jilted ex-lover filmed me doing it as I sat next to a current one who fingered herself as she watched it.

Even though I was so close to cumming from what the dildo had done to me, the high-end fabric of my panties was making it quite hard to get enough stimulation. My fingertips pressed against the fabric that covered the head of my dick and moved in a rapid circular motion.

Katie excitedly spoke again, "Guess what Lucy told me? I've got the honor of revealing a little secret to you!"

I grimaced through my pleasure as I could now hear Amy and Gemma on the other side of the door, and now they were not even pretending to be quiet.

"We both know why the toy couldn't make you cum. It wasn't big enough for you. But guess what?"

I reluctantly looked up at the screen.

"It's time for you and Dan to take the next step!"

The thought of Dan completely dominating was all it took for me to finally get over the edge.

I didn't even bother trying to hide my moans as suddenly, all of my day's pent-up sexual frustrations exploded out of my cock and into my lavender panties. After a few more seconds of full-body spasms, I fell back against the bed. And, like last time, I suddenly started to feel extremely self-conscious.

Katie gave me one last mocking wave and simply said, 'Your welcome little cock.' before ending the video call. I could still hear the two girls outside, gossiping and laughing through the door. Lucy had made herself cum again as she sat next to me and was now just smiling as she silently watched me.

Just like last time, I really wanted to get away, to be anywhere but here. I shyly looked at Lucy.

"Can you please ask Katie not to show that video to anyone?"

Lucy gave me a genuine smile. "Oh, come on, relax, baby. She didn't actually record anything; she just did it to embarrass you. Stuff like that doesn't leave me, you, and Dan."

A huge wave of relief immediately swept over me. Even though I had just cum, I somehow felt relaxed next to Lucy again. Truthfully, I always expected Dan would eventually fuck me. I wasn't that naive. And to be completely honest, by this point, after what I felt with the dildo, part of me was sort of looking forward to it. And recently, that part of me had been growing more and more vocal.

Lucy smiled again, "But it's good to know that you will agree to do anything for me when you're that desperate to cum."

She grabbed me, pulled me in, and gave me a deep, very passionate kiss.

"Now I'm going to get showered and go get ready with the girls. The three of us have made plans tonight. But make sure you clean up my room before you leave, just in case I bring another guy back!"

Lucy gave me one last kiss before she got up and headed off into the shower. Even after cumming so recently, I felt my cock stirring as I watched her naked body leave the room.


Chapter 7

My gaze fixed on the ceiling, which seemed to stretch infinitely above me. I felt as though I had been staring at it for hours, yet my keen sense of time told me it had only been about twenty-five minutes. I was seated in the quiet hallway of my apartment building, lost in the silence.

Occasionally, anxiety would grip me, but thankfully, this moment was one of tranquility. Without my phone or a watch to distract me or help pass the time, it was just me alone, sitting by my front door. My attire was simple: a T-shirt and mesh shorts.

And beneath that, a powder blue lace teddy.

Shifting my back against the cool, painted wall, I felt the snug fabric of the teddy cling to my form, pulling slightly with every movement. The delicate lace inched further up, uncomfortably, as the straps over my shoulders twisted, creating a subtle tension against my smooth skin.

My body reacted to the lace's caress, a stark, humiliating reminder of my current situation. A sound from the end of the hallway spiked my heartbeat. The whir of the elevator bypassing my floor brought a brief sigh of relief. For now, I was still unseen.

My desire for solitude wasn't driven solely by the teddy I was wearing, which my shirt and shorts barely concealed. It was more complex than that. It was about the slight shadow of the lingerie visible beneath my shirt, tracing down my back and over my shoulders. It was my cleanly shaven arms and legs that protruded from my clothes and the matching shiny gloss on both my fingernails and toenails that made me feel vulnerable and on display for anyone who might pass by.

And it was also the unmistakable sounds of my girlfriend getting banged by another guy radiating through the wall.

Although I had grown accustomed to hearing Lucy's rhythmic moans and whimpers as her lovers pleased her, each of her squeals still made me wince. After eavesdropping on so many of her encounters, I had become disturbingly familiar with the spectrum of sounds Lucy produced during sex.

I knew the sound of both the slower, longer moans that came out of Lucy's mouth when she was passionately getting fucked, as well as the quicker, higher yelps when she was getting closer to orgasm. And obviously, the eventual explosive screams as she started to cum. I was even getting familiar with the noises she made when she was faking it. Embarrassingly for me, I had quickly recognized those sounds from our times together.

My eyes quickly scanned the empty hallway once more as the elevator chimed again, merely passing by on its descent to the lobby. Another sigh of relief escaped me. It was probably around thirty minutes now.

Every single time I had to arrange Lucy's date nights with other lovers, it was a humiliating ordeal, but this time, I felt particularly on edge. It wasn't even the fact that she had chosen my bed this time to be with another man; she had done that before. The real twist was that I had nowhere else to go this time.

Ever since Dan had tasked me with managing Lucy's dating apps while he was in London, much of my free time was consumed by ensuring her sex life was active and thriving. Each morning, I'd reluctantly log in and start teasing and flirting with an array of men under her profiles. Given Lucy's striking appearance, matches were never in short supply.

I would then endure the uncomfortable task of comparing potential dates based on their looks, muscular physiques, compatibility with Lucy, and—uncomfortably—the prominence of their bulges. As I had come to realize, the apparent size of their bulges often dictated whether she deemed a date successful or not.

And poor dates always led to punishments for me. In fact, that's why I was here. Sitting alone in the hallway of my apartment, forced to sit there and listen in as she got fucked very loudly in my bed.

To add extra insult to injury, Lucy wanted me to switch it up and told me to find her someone 'younger' this time. I remember my face burning red as I lowered the age settings on her profile and started swiping through images of the new pool of men, many of whom were students at the local university. Almost immediately, I was bombarded with messages from a slew of eager college guys, all intent on meeting my girlfriend. And it was my task to select one for her.

I nervously glanced down the empty hallway as Lucy's squeals began to intensify. Ever since that first humiliating night I met Dan at a friend's wedding of Lucy's, my whole life had seemed like a blur. I was still in disbelief that this scenario had become my new normal. Even just tonight felt surreal. Less than an hour ago, I had been fast asleep.

My mind flashed back to the moment I was awoken...

----

*Bang! Bang! Bang!*

It took a moment for my groggy brain to register that the loud knocking was real and not part of a dream. The persistent banging was indeed coming from my door.

*Bang! Bang! Bang!*

Barely awake, I scrambled to pick up a shirt and a pair of shorts from the floor, practically sleepwalking to the door. Even through my foggy state, I had a sinking feeling about who it might be. Anxiety twisted in my stomach.

*Bang! Bang! Bang!*

I finally reached the door and squinted through the peephole. My fears were confirmed: there stood Lucy, looking as effortlessly captivating as ever. Looming behind her was the unmistakable silhouette of a large man—a man I had begrudgingly flirted with under her profile.

My heart thudded unevenly. Unlike the previous occasions when Lucy had brought someone back to my apartment, this time, I hadn't received any warning.

*Bang! Bang! Bang!*

With a shaky breath, I reluctantly opened the door a crack. The man didn't hesitate; he pushed the door forcefully, sending me stumbling backward. The cocky college jock shot me a demeaning look, his smirk broadening as he sauntered over to my kitchen and helped himself to a beer from my fridge. He then turned and walked towards my bedroom, leaving me in the hallway, grappling with the reality of the situation.

"Don't worry, cuck, I'll make sure I take good care of her."

Then Lucy teased, "I bet you're already getting a boner just thinking about what he's going to do to me."

There was no denying the uncomfortable truth. Despite my reluctance to acknowledge it, my body was betraying me. I wasn't even fully awake, but already I could feel myself responding, my arousal uncomfortably evident against the fabric of my mesh shorts. Lucy noticed, too; she lightly tapped them, and her suspicions were confirmed. Her smile broadened with a knowing glint in her eyes as she continued.

"Or just think about what he's already done to me. The bathrooms at the club were private stalls." Her words lingered in the air, heavy with implication, as her soft hand slid its way under my shorts, and in one smooth motion, she gripped my now erect dick and used it to pull me close to her. She squeezed the head hard as she whispered into my ear.

"I'm so fucking wet right now."

Then, she guided my dick out of my shorts and down towards the bottom of her mini skirt, pressing my cock upwards against the fabric. I gasped as soon as the head made contact with her smooth thighs. Still gripping my cock with her hand, Lucy slowly guided it to her pussy, letting the material from her skirt bunch up on my shaft.

My legs actually quivered as the tip of my dick pressed up against her slit. I was now so turned on that my legs were weak, and I could barely stand up straight. Lucy hadn't fucked me since before this whole ordeal with Dan started, and I would have done anything to guck her at that point. Somehow, my brain had even managed to forget that there was another man in my bedroom that she had brought back with her.

And Lucy wasn't lying. She was unbelievably wet.

She pressed herself against me even harder until a sudden feeling of warmth wrapped its way over the head of my cock. A soft moan escaped me as I finally felt the familiar sensation of Lucy's pussy wrapped around my cock. I instinctively started to press my hips forward, but her hand firmly held me back, leaving only the tip of the head inside her. I could only let out a whimper in response as a devilish smile formed on Lucy's face.

"It's so frustrating, isn't it? Not being able to cum?"

I could feel my face blushing even redder as she spoke.

"That's why I need a man like Dan to fuck me. Or guys like the one you set me up with tonight to come and fuck me in your bed."

I knew she could see in my eyes that her humiliating words were only turning me on even more, although I'm sure she could also feel it in my cock. Her smirk widened even further as she carried on.

"But please don't be too jealous, baby; perhaps you'll get to cum when Dan finally fucks you. I can't even begin to tell you how hot it gets me when I think about you bouncing up and down on his dick like the little desperate little slut you are."

My cock involuntarily thrust forward as she said it, and even though I was barely in her, I was already so embarrassingly close to cumming. I somehow blushed even more as I glanced into Lucy's knowing eyes.

"Oh, don't you even think about getting off now, or I'll have to tell Dan," she scolded me with an evil grin, "If you do, I'm sure he'll spank you so hard you won't be able to sit down for a fucking week."

It took every ounce of my willpower I had left to pull away from Lucy without cumming, especially since each word coming out of her mouth was pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I lowered my head and looked at the floor as she laughed.

"Wow, in all your horniness, you didn't even notice that I wasn't wearing any panties under my skirt anymore."

Lucy was right. I hadn't noticed at all. And I really should have done, as I was the one that had picked out and purchased her lingerie. Just another shameful job I had to do alongside setting up her dates and checking out her potential lover's packages. She then reached into her purse and pulled out a rolled-up item of clothing that I instantly recognized.

It was a powder blue lace teddy.

I stood there in silence as she threw it to me.

"Put it on."

Once again, Lucy had dismantled any resistance I might have mustered. Without protest, I shed my remaining clothes and began the awkward task of squeezing into lingerie that was clearly too small for me. Despite loosening the shoulder straps to their maximum—a skill I had acquired only through reluctant necessity—the lace still dug uncomfortably into my buttocks.

Lucy watched, a giggle escaping her as I stood there awkwardly in the moonlit room, clad in her teddy. I felt utterly ridiculous. The worst part was the undeniable bulge pressing visibly against the pale blue fabric, making my arousal embarrassingly obvious. Each moment stretched on, feeling longer than the last. I was acutely aware of the other man in my bedroom, who might emerge at any second.

After a few torturous moments of observing me, Lucy suddenly grasped my erection through the lace and led me towards the door. Without a moment's hesitation, she flung it open, exposing me to the deserted hallway.

Without speaking, she pointed to the floor right in front of the door. The message was clear. Then, she tossed my t-shirt and mesh shorts out into the hallway and slammed the door shut behind me.

---

So there I was, still perched in front of my door, still subjected to the sounds of Lucy's pleasure from behind it. I reckoned it had been over forty minutes since I sat down. Normally, Lucy would have reached her climax by now, usually more than once, and they would be winding down. But not tonight; her satisfied moans were only escalating in volume. I kept my fingers crossed as I peered down the empty hallway, hoping my luck would hold out just a few minutes longer.

Then, the sound of the elevator broke my focus. It was ascending from the lobby. I closed my eyes, holding my breath, needing only ten more minutes of anonymity.

*Ding*

A knot formed in my stomach as I heard the elevator doors slide open.

Two cheerful voices resonated down the corridor. I felt a surge of panic. Anyone but Rachel and Ellie again.

Resigned, I bowed my head as the clicking of their heels grew louder, approaching just as Lucy's cries reached a fever pitch. Any moment now, they would round the corner and see me in my humiliating perch. I braced myself for the inevitable encounter.

The sudden halt in the clicking of heels sent a shiver down my spine.

"Oh my god, Ellie! Do you hear that? Is he getting laid in there?!" Rachael's voice pierced the air, each word echoing down the hallway and through my very core.

I cringed, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks as Ellie's teasing response floated back, "Ah! Are you jealous? I seem to remember someone having a little crush at one point!"

Memories of previous embarrassments, including being locked out of my room in nothing but a bunny costume, flashed painfully through my mind. I squeezed my eyes shut in dread, hoping for some miraculous escape from the unfolding situation.

Two unmistakable squeals snapped me back to reality, and I reluctantly opened my eyes. Standing above me were Rachael and Ellie, both whispering and giggling amongst themselves. I caught Ellie's lips from the words to Rachael, "That makes a lot more sense."

And, of course, they looked absolutely stunning. Rachael was radiant in an emerald green silk blouse neatly tucked into a form-fitting pencil skirt that highlighted her tan legs and toned physique. Ellie, equally striking, wore cream-colored trousers paired with a matching blazer that perfectly accentuated her curves.

Despite neither girl being particularly tall, their presence loomed large as they towered over me in their heels. A confusing mix of shame and arousal flushed my face and elsewhere, exacerbated as Lucy's moans grew louder behind the door, mingling now with the audible grunts of the man with her. Any faint hope I had of pretending Lucy was alone evaporated completely.

Rachael and Ellie silently looked down at me with amused smiles on their faces as we listened to Lucy and her lover quite obviously cumming together. By the time their voices had eventually died down, my face was bright red, and my cock was back to being rock hard.

The tense silence that had enveloped the room was shattered by Rachael, who now clutched her hand over her mouth, struggling to suppress her laughter.

"So...um... are you actually just sitting here, listening to them go at it?" she asked.

Ellie chimed in, her voice echoing with incredulity, "...in your own apartment?"

A myriad of responses raced through my mind, yet none seemed adequate. A wild thought crossed my mind—could I perhaps concoct a tale of swinging adventures? It was a desperate grasp at maintaining some shred of dignity. I mustered as much confidence as I could.

"Hey! I know this might sound odd, but we have this arrangement where we both, um, see other people and, um..."

My voice faltered, barely hiding my nervousness as it trailed off. The skepticism was palpable in the girls' expressions; they were clearly not buying it.

"Really? Both of you?"

Ellie's tone was laced with sarcasm while Rachael continued to scrutinize me with a doubtful gaze. My only option was to feebly nod in agreement.

The girls exchanged knowing smiles and began to head towards their apartment door. But just as they were about to enter, my door burst open.

Lucy emerged, clad only in the oversized t-shirt of her recent lover. The garment skimmed just past the curves of her toned buttocks, a bold declaration of her lack of undergarments.

Lucy paused, casting a glance at Rachael and Ellie before nonchalantly tossing my phone and wallet my way. Before the girls could react, Lucy asserted,

"He's staying the night. You'll need to find a hotel or something."

Her forthrightness in the presence of Rachael and Ellie was astonishing. Turning to them with a mischievous smirk, she inquired,

"Oh, hi, girls. Is he bothering you?"

Frozen in humiliation, I could only sit in silence as they giggled among themselves and shook their heads. As Lucy stepped back toward the door, a breath of relief escaped me.

Yet Rachael and Ellie lingered. Catching Ellie's gaze, I noticed her mischievous grin. She glanced at Lucy, pointing at the t-shirt.

"Did you graduate from there, too? Rachael and I are recent alums."

Her question, punctuated with suppressed laughter, hung in the air, adding a layer of irony to an already awkward evening.

I glanced up at Lucy's shirt and groaned internally—the emblem of the local university prominently displayed. She caught my gaze and responded without hesitation.

"Oh, this? This belongs to the guy I'm with inside. He's a student."

I felt myself sinking even further into embarrassment. Rachael covered her mouth to stifle her laughter, and Ellie gave me a knowing smile, seizing the moment to delve deeper.

"So... if you don't mind me asking, are both of you really okay with each other having sex with other people?"

Lucy let out a carefree laugh, "What makes you think we both do?"

Ellie pointed squarely at me, and my stomach plummeted.

"He said you two had an 'arrangement.'"

Lucy's grin turned sly, and I braced myself for her retort.

"If by 'arrangement' you mean that he finds me someone to hook up with, and then I fill him in on the details afterward, then yes, you'd be correct. I'm sure he boasted about how he masterfully orchestrated my thoroughly enjoyable—and let's just say, very fulfilling—date tonight, right?"

I shuddered as Lucy looked my way, her tone dripping with irony.

"I'm going to have to tell Dan about this," she said, her words striking fear into me.

My hands instinctively covered my face, hiding my mortification.

Unable to meet Rachael and Ellie's eyes, I could only listen as they whispered among themselves. Rachael, barely containing her amusement, eventually spoke up.

"Is Dan... is Dan going to spank him again?"

I wished I could disappear as Lucy looked genuinely surprised.

"Again?"

Rachael didn't miss a beat. "Well, on Halloween, Ellie and I came home from the club and found him locked out, sleeping outside his apartment. It's not much different from today, except tonight he isn't dressed as an adorable pink bunny."

Their casual chatter about my previous misfortune continued as Rachael added, "And since we're so nice, we let him crash on our couch. Anyway, Ellie happened to notice that someone's bare butt was a bit red..."

At that moment, my cheeks blazed with a heat that seemed to surpass even the fiery sting my buttocks had endured that unforgettable night. I found myself unable to raise my gaze to meet the three girls who were now laughing raucously above me as vivid flashes of that evening darted through my mind: the garish pink costume that clung to my body embarrassingly, the harsh, unforgiving spanks from Dan's firm hand, the disorienting awakening on the cold, hard hallway floor, and the deeply humiliating act I performed on Peter after I had stumbled back into the sanctuary of my apartment. Strangely, this last episode with Peter remained my sole guarded secret.

Unable to contain her curiosity, Ellie chimed in, "So... I just have to ask, what did he do to deserve such a spanking?"

Lucy bent down, bringing her face alarmingly close to mine. Her smile was icy and dripping with disdain, sending a shiver down my spine. "Why don't you lift your head and answer her? Imagine Dan is here. He would want you to tell the truth and to take pride in it."

I internally grimaced. That was a blatant untruth. Dan reveled in my embarrassment; my shame fueled his pleasure, intensifying it. Reluctantly, I shifted my gaze towards Rachael and Ellie, whose faces were alight with amusement. My voice, weak and halting, barely carried to their eager ears.

"Umm, yeah, I guess, uh, you kind of understand Dan by now. Sometimes, he, uh, wants either Lucy... or me... to, um, perform oral sex on him."

As I uttered these words, I felt my voice tremble, betraying my nervousness. Despite the ordeal of my confession, the most torturous part was the unwanted arousal that surged through me, my own body betraying me as it strained painfully against the delicate fabric of my lingerie.

"And when Dan was away, I was supposed to practice giving head, and I didn't do what he said..."

Lucy's grin widened with a mischievous glint as I labored over each word, her amusement palpable.

"...so Dan spanked me as a form of punishment."

The words hung heavily in the air, and I was painfully aware of how vulnerable I felt disclosing such intimate details to my neighbors. To my surprise, there was a flicker of intrigue in their eyes mixed with what seemed like feigned sympathy. The sensation was unbearable, and I felt a familiar, unwelcome stiffness as they looked on with a semblance of pity.

"Oh, don't feel too sorry for him," Lucy chuckled, turning back to face me with a playful smirk. "Why don't you tell them what happened during your punishment?"

I stared back at her, aghast, feeling a cold rush of shock. I fumbled for words, desperately trying to communicate with my eyes, pleading with her silently to spare this detail. But Lucy's expression hardened; it was clear she was not going to let this go. Trapped by her gaze and the expectation of the moment, I knew I had no choice but to continue.

"I....um, I....cummed myself during it."

Rachael and Ellie's laughter ricocheted through the hallway, their excitement fueling the atmosphere with an almost palpable energy. Caught in the swell of their reactions, I hesitated, grappling with the impossibility of defending myself. Any attempt to justify my experience seemed futile. How could I possibly articulate that it wasn't merely the spanking but the combination of the butt plug, the humiliating outfit, and the pressure of Dan's thighs that had overwhelmed me? Voicing such details would only deepen my embarrassment.

Ellie, barely able to keep herself composed, bubbled over with enthusiasm. "Oh my god, I have SO many questions."

Meanwhile, Rachael's response was more measured, though no less unsettling. As she absorbed my awkward admission, a cunning smile slowly spread across her lovely face, signaling her delight in joining the gentle mockery.

Their reactions left me feeling even more exposed, my cheeks burning hotter with each passing second as the room seemed to shrink around me, squeezing the air from my lungs.

"Just wow. Oh my god,  I had no idea you were so kinky. So now I just have to ask... come on, tell me, how amazing must Dan's dick be to turn you into such a little slut for him?"

As I lifted my eyes to the three women towering above me, I was taken aback by Rachael's uncharacteristic playfulness. Before I could muster a response, Lucy cut in, her voice dripping with mischief.

"Oh, girls, you don't even know. He's acting all coy and shy now, but you should see how desperate he is for it in private."

The gleam in Lucy's eye was unmistakably sinister as she turned towards me, boldly pushing the narrative further. Her words hung in the air, heavy and taunting, as I felt a wave of helplessness wash over me. My attempts to retain any semblance of dignity seemed increasingly futile under her relentless gaze. The atmosphere thickened with anticipation as Lucy, relishing her control, prepared to divulge even more.

"Why don't you go show them what Dan's cock is really like? Go inside and grab your best friend for me, you know, the toy you use to practice giving him head."

She couldn't actually be serious. There's no way she honestly expected me to bring out the pink dildo molded on Dan's dick, was there? Surely not; surely she didn't expect me to bring out the dildo they bought for me and ordered me to practice with. There was literally a guy in my apartment that she had just fucked. But her face told me I had no choice.

With every ounce of resolve, I attempted to discreetly adjust the fabric of my lingerie as I stood. My movements were slow and deliberate as I made my way to the door, acutely aware of the scrutinizing glances from all three women tracing my every step. My hands trembled slightly as I reached for my keys, fumbling with them at the door. The seconds stretched into agonizing minutes before the key finally turned in the lock, and I slipped inside my own apartment.

The familiar surroundings of my home should have offered comfort, but instead, they felt foreign and unwelcoming. A wave of discomfort washed over me as I remembered the dildo tucked away in the bathroom drawer, a stark reminder of recent events. My heart sank further with the knowledge that I had to pass by my bedroom door, behind which another man had claimed space as his own.

Keeping my head bowed, I shuffled towards the bathroom, my steps heavy with dread. Inside, I quickly located the drawer and found what I was searching for. My movements were mechanical and devoid of the usual sense of privacy my own space provided. The walls of my apartment, once a sanctuary, now seemed to close in around me, echoing with the remnants of the day's humiliations.

There, sitting in a matching little hot pink satin bag, was my 'new best friend,' as Lucy put it. By this point, I had already spent countless hours sucking every inch of it, with quite a few of those hours under her supervision. To make things even worse, my cock involuntarily stiffened again as I picked it up, as per usual.

As I hurried out of the bathroom, my eyes inadvertently flicked toward my slightly ajar bedroom door. Through the narrow gap, the sight of a large, bare leg dangling over the edge of my bed caught my attention. I grimaced at the sight, my pace quickening as I sought to escape the discomforting visual. But before I could put any real distance between myself and the bedroom, a deep voice cut through the silence, commanding and unmistakable.

"Cuck, stop."

My body froze in place, tension seizing my muscles as the sound of footsteps approached. The bedroom door creaked ominously before swinging wide open, revealing his imposing figure filling the doorway. His presence loomed large, his naked form a stark and unnerving barrier between me and the rest of my apartment.

It was impossible not to notice his much-larger-than-mine dick swinging below his well-sculpted body. Intrusive thoughts and images of Lucy riding his cock instantly flooded their way through my mind.

"Eyes up here," the dicky college fuckboy commanded as he smirked at me, "And tell your girl I'm ready for round two."

I simply nodded my head in shame as he made his way back into my bedroom. I couldn't believe how I was being spoken down to by this douchebag in my own apartment, let alone the fact that I had just been caught staring at another man's cock.

Trapped in the awkwardness of the moment, I could hear Lucy's voice continue to float through the hallway, her tone casual as she regaled Rachael and Ellie with tales of her exploits, facilitated by my reluctant assistance. Her words, light and carefree, contrasted sharply with my escalating dread.

"You'd never believe it, but he's like my personal secretary, the way he manages my dating apps," Lucy's voice echoed, her amusement clear.

The laughter and banter of Rachael and Ellie provided a stinging backdrop as Lucy detailed the humiliating tasks I performed to aid her social escapades. With each word, I felt a further slip in their regard for me, a drop that seemed to plummet even deeper as I clutched the pink satin bag—a glaring symbol of my subservience.

Then, from the bedroom, his voice barked, slicing through the tense air, "The fuck are you waiting for?"

My response was automatic, a conditioned dash through the door back into the hallway. Yet, in my haste to escape, I had neglected the absurdity of my appearance, clutching a pink satin bag clearly shaped like a dildo. My nervous hands betrayed me, fumbling the bag open and sending the dildo tumbling out, rolling embarrassingly toward the feet of the giggling trio.

Instinctively, I lunged for the fallen items, but the damage was done. As I gathered them up, Lucy's lace teddy slipped out and lay exposed on the floor. Mortified, I edged towards the wall, seeking any form of concealment or small mercy from their prying eyes.

Their whispers were swift and biting. "So... nice panties," Ellie managed to say, barely containing her laughter.

Before I could formulate any defense, Lucy's voice pierced the air, feigning shock, "Wait! You're wearing panties right now?! I have to see!"

The confusion momentarily seized me. She knew—she had insisted I wear them. Realization dawned harshly; she was amplifying my humiliation for her own amusement, pretending surprise to deepen the spectacle.

The hallway felt like a stage with the spotlight cruelly fixed on me. Rachael and Ellie's incredulous gazes weighed heavily on my conscience as I mouthed a desperate 'no' to Lucy, hoping for a reprieve. Her stern look back, void of any sympathy, was a clear signal that defiance wasn't an option. Resigned to my fate, I knew I had to comply with her demands, but I was determined to spare myself the added humiliation of revealing my painfully evident arousal.

With my eyes tightly shut, I turned my back to them and slowly began to lower my shorts, lifting my shirt slightly at the back. Rachael and Ellie's jeers and catcalls echoed down the hallway, each one a sharp sting to my already fragile dignity. Thankfully, Lucy didn't insist I expose myself further, but she didn't drop her feigned shock either.

"Oh my god, that's mine! I literally got fucked in it tonight! Is that what took you so long when you went in there? You needed to slip on my used lingerie?" Her voice, laced with mock surprise, was loud enough for anyone nearby to hear.

I stood there, humiliated and defeated, wishing I could vanish. I knew any attempt to defend myself was futile. Slowly, I lifted my gaze to meet theirs and nodded meekly. They all knew the role Lucy and Dan had cast me in; my weak affirmation wouldn't change their views or my circumstances.

Lucy's tone softened, but the underlying mockery remained, "Oh baby if you really want to wear my panties, you can just ask me. I can even take you shopping for more of your own."

Her words twisted the knife deeper, mocking my forced submission. However, amidst the taunts, I remembered the message the man in my bedroom had given me—a message I couldn't risk ignoring. Drawing a deep, steadying breath, I tried to relay it to Lucy. My voice was barely a whisper, choked by the lump in my throat, "He said... he wants you back in the room now."

I knew my delivery was weak, barely audible, but it was all I could muster under the weight of their stares and laughter. The path before me was clear, dictated by their whims, and my next steps, though reluctant, were inevitable.

"Your lover in there wants to see you."

Lucy's lips twisted into an amused smile as she leaned in, feigning difficulty in hearing my mumbled words. "What was that? Speak up," she commanded, her voice silky yet edged with mockery.

With a mix of resignation and defiance, I clenched my jaw and repeated myself more audibly, though each word felt like a betrayal of my own dignity. "Your lover in my room, he urm... he wants to see you... wants to have sex with you again."

Rachael and Ellie reacted with gleeful squeals, their excitement slicing through the tense air and deepening my discomfort. Unable to contain her enthusiasm, Ellie chimed in with a teasing compliment: "You lucky girl!"

Lucy responded with a dismissive wave as if brushing off the praise while simultaneously reveling in the attention. "Oh, you girls are the lucky ones. These younger guys have so much stamina." Her comment floated effortlessly, a boast cloaked in faux humility that only served to underscore her control over the situation.

She then turned her attention back to me, her gaze sharp and calculating. "Well, I better not keep him waiting long," she said with a playful yet commanding tone. Her words were casual, but the underlying implication was clear: her enjoyment came first, and everyone else, especially me, was merely a facilitator for her desires.

Her voice then lowered to barely above a whisper as she pulled her lips to my ear, "You're actually the lucky one; you're lucky that I didn't make you show off your tiny little boner in your cute little lingerie to the girls. I know you're definitely as hard as a rock right now, aren't you?"

Even if she had seen the outline of my erection poking into my lingerie, it wouldn't have mattered since my blushing face had already given it away.

Lucy's parting words were a sharp reminder of my role in her life, each one a meticulously crafted jab at my autonomy. "And by the way, you left your phone next to the bed. Let's just say we recorded some videos on it that I expect you to be watching tonight. And I want you to think about what Dan fucking you will be like while you do." Her voice was cold and calculated, leaving no room for protest.

I felt a dull, heavy ache as I nodded in resigned agreement, the last remnants of my pride dissolving. Lucy's tone softened momentarily, her words almost wistful as she reflected on her evening. "Tonight was so hot, and my date was perfect... I love how wet this makes both of us." There was a genuine pleasure in her voice, a contrast to the control she wielded so harshly over me.

Turning her attention to Ellie and Rachael, she announced her departure with a casual flair. "Well, goodnight, girls; I obviously have to go now." Their shared laughter filled the hallway as Lucy added, "By the way, she makes an excellent maid if you need your apartment cleaned."

Rachael's giggled response, "Really?" felt like another twist of the knife.

The demeaning reference to me as "she" and the casual revelation of my subservient tasks under Lucy's command were too much. "Oh, such an amazing maid. Just ask my roommates. Besides, she still owes you from that night you let her sleep on your couch. And she'll wear whatever outfit you'd want her to wear." Lucy's words painted a vivid picture of my degradation, her amusement clear as she spoke of my enforced servitude and costume humiliations.

Memories of cleaning Lucy's apartment under the watchful eyes of her roommates, Gemma and Amy, flashed painfully through my mind. They had seen me at my most vulnerable, and now Rachael and Ellie were privy to this humiliating aspect of my life as well.

The conversation between the two girls took on a semi-serious tone as they considered Lucy's offer, half-joking yet with an undertone of genuine curiosity. Their casual deliberation over my use as a maid, as if I were nothing more than a service to be utilized, was a clear indicator of how my standing had shifted in their eyes. Just like that, any semblance of respect from Rachael and Ellie was slipping away, aligning with the demeaning role Lucy so enjoyed casting me in.

Ellie responded with a mischievous smirk, "Well, we're planning a big reunion with the girls from our sorority over in a few weeks. Maybe we'll have to take 'her' up on that offer."

I visibly winced as she emphasized 'her,' yet beneath my delicate lace lingerie, my arousal was palpable at the thought of serving as Rachael's maid.

Just then, as if on cue, Lucy finally waved goodbye, her silhouette gracefully pivoting back towards my door.

She tossed a playful glance over her shoulder and provocatively lifted her shirt, flaunting her impeccably sculpted buttocks. That enticing image lingered in my mind as the door snapped shut behind her.

Ellie began sauntering toward her own door, pausing only to shoot me a teasing glance. However, unexpectedly, Rachael lingered in the hallway. Her gaze swept over me once more before she flashed a mischievous smile. In a fluid motion, Rachael raised the hem of her fitted pencil skirt, revealing her tanned, toned upper thighs and a light blue thong that nestled perfectly between her firm cheeks. She let out a soft chuckle.

"Our panties match," she said with a hint of playful conspiracy.

My poor dick gave one last desperate cry for attention at the sight, and just like that, her door shut, and I was once again left standing alone in the hallway. Well, just me and this godawful bright pink dildo.

-----

The next morning couldn't arrive quickly enough. The night had been one of restless arousal in the unfamiliar confines of the hotel room, and I was desperate to return to the comfort of my own bed, even knowing it had recently been shared with another. After vacating my apartment, I had managed to secure a last-minute hotel room at a reasonable price not too far from home. At least one thing had gone smoothly. However, my sense of relief didn't alleviate the embarrassment of approaching the hotel's front desk clutching only a pink satin bag.

Underneath my shorts and t-shirt, I was still clad in Lucy's powder blue teddy, which by now was causing discomfort all over my body. The delicate fabric chafed against my skin, particularly around my shoulders and buttocks, where it pulled the tightest. When Lucy mentioned she had recorded 'some videos' on my phone, it felt like an understatement; the night's events seemed to play out in full cinematic detail on my screen. The recorded snippets—whether they were highlights or lowlights—were a vivid testament to the night's escapades.

- Lucy's point of view of her unbuckling his jeans and sliding out his dick while lying on top of my bed.

- A very close-up view of Lucy opening and putting a large condom onto his dick while simultaneously stroking it with her hand.

- The naked upper body of Lucy as she bounced up and down on top of his big cock. (This was by far the least difficult one to watch for some reason).

- Several photos of the two of them in my shower the next morning, fooling around.

- My new phone background was now a zoomed-in and crystal-clear picture of Dan's big dick. I knew better than to change it.

Not only that, but Lucy had also sent me a video filmed in the club bathroom stall on her phone. It showed Lucy getting fucked from behind, bent over the sink by that fucking douchebag college kid in front of a mirror. I had to watch as he slid off the condom and started cumming all over the back of Lucy's powder blue teddy.

The same teddy I was still wearing.

And the same teddy that I had exposed my butt and back to the night before to Rachael and Ellie.

A fresh wave of humiliation washed over me as I trudged toward my apartment building. Just as I entered the lobby, my attention was drawn to a half-open package propped against the mailboxes. A groan escaped me when I saw my apartment number scrawled on the side; the London return address confirmed it was from Dan. Clearly, it had been tampered with. Despite the package bearing my correct apartment number—a departure from previous ones mistakenly sent to Rachael and Ellie—it seemed the girls might still have indulged their curiosity.

Trying to keep my composure, I averted my eyes and hoisted the package into the elevator, heading to my apartment. Dan's familiar handwriting on a note atop the box caught my eye. It had been a while since I'd seen him; his job claimed most of his time, he'd told me. The last time we were together was after a Halloween party—a memory sharply etched in my mind. His absence didn't stop him from exerting control, particularly over aspects of mine and Lucy's intimate lives.

Upon opening my apartment door, the air was still thick with the scent of recent encounters. My heart sank at the sight of used condom wrappers near my bed and damp towels sprawled in front of my shower. With a sense of resignation, I knew I had to deal with the package without delay; procrastination had only ever exacerbated my troubles.

Inside the package were three smaller boxes, each accompanied by Dan's note. I opened the first to find it came from a high-end lingerie company. Unveiling its contents, I found an elegant, stark white lingerie set complete with stockings—its color suggesting purity and perhaps ironic intentions. My anxiety mounted as I reached for the second box, apprehensive about what it might reveal.

It was an anal training kit.

Inside it were multiple dildos, each one getting progressively wider and longer. And, of course, everyone had to be hot pink, matching the dildo I already owned.

What was I expecting, though? I knew there'd be no way I could just take Dan's big dick and perhaps even, I'd reluctantly admit, enjoy it without getting in some practice with something smaller. I knew that even the butt plug I had worn before couldn't capture having a real man's cock inside of me. Just the thought of it made my entire body shiver as my cock twitched.

The third box, however, only brought disappointment. It was a metal dick cage. Just like everything else that they bought for me, it was clearly extremely well made. It was the most brutal of all because even during every ordeal I had been through so far, Dan and Lucy had never taken away my ability to cum. In fact, I knew they both really enjoyed it when they watched me cum then instantly regret it.

Realizing the loss of my autonomy felt alarmingly excessive. Nevertheless, I couldn't afford to dwell on these feelings. There was a real possibility that Lucy had noticed the package on her way out this morning. Moreover, if Ellie and Rachael had indeed rummaged through it, they might have already shared its contents with Lucy now that they had grown so close. Either way, Dan would be aware of the package's delivery, and I could feel the pressure mounting by the minute.

Despite everything, I reminded myself that I had the power to refuse if I chose to. The thought of being intimate with Dan was both intimidating and exhilarating. Reflecting on the night I first met him as Lucy's wedding date, it seemed surreal how both distant and near that memory was. At that time, I could never have envisioned myself in this current predicament, contemplating an encounter with a man while adorned in sensual lingerie, with Lucy potentially watching.

Time was of the essence, and a decision had to be made swiftly. I even considered whether to relieve some tension one last time before committing. Eventually, I reassured myself that backing out remained an option. With deliberate avoidance of overthinking, I methodically cleaned everything, including myself, and secured the cage.

A moment of clarity followed, and immediate regret washed over me. The gravity of my actions began to sink in. Desperate, I searched through the package for a key, even though I knew it was futile—Dan would never have included one. The only thing I found were instructions on how to maintain the cage while wearing it. My spirit deflated, I acknowledged my defeat.

Lastly, I extracted Dan's note from the package. It contained nothing more than a location—a prestigious hotel downtown—a time—8:00 pm—and a date set three weeks from now.

Twenty-one days left.

21 days, I would have to wait, at the very minimum, until I was able to cum. I couldn't think of a period in my life when I had even gone even half that amount of time. I knew I wasn't done yet. I grabbed my phone, took a close-up photo of my poor, locked-away dick, and uploaded it to my group chat with Lucy and Dan.

All I got in response was a laughing emoji from Lucy. I got no acknowledgment whatsoever from Dan.

Day #1: Weirdly, my anger with the entire situation had given me a strange sense of confidence. Even just for myself, I wanted to prove that I could say no to Dan's dick if I wanted to.

Day #2: Everything started out well, and it wasn't until I went to sleep that night the first issues started creeping up. I was woken up in the middle of the night by the feeling of my semi-hard cock pressed up against the cage. I squirmed a bit but was eventually able to fall back asleep.

Day #5: Things were really starting to get more difficult. At least two or three times a day, my dick would get hard and strain up against its prison painfully. All the box it came in contained was a set of instructions on how to wash it properly.

Day #7: I was starting to get worried. I felt like my brain was getting subconsciously more horny as each day went by. I guess it wasn't used to going this long without any form of release. Women I passed, both on the street and in advertisements, suddenly looked so much more attractive. The cute blonde receptionist became a goddess, and the chubby redhead that was always outside smoking suddenly looked fuckable. The tiniest triggers would remind me of my locked-up cock. I'd also wake up at least once a night.

Day #10: Today was a critical decision-making day. I had procrastinated as long as possible, but I recognized that I needed to start the preparation Dan had outlined for me. Given my current circumstances, there was a part of me that was unexpectedly eager to begin. Using the kit Dan sent, I was to start training myself, a task that seemed daunting yet strangely thrilling given the new dynamics of my situation.

I took out the smallest of the five dildos. Just like all of the other four, it had a base like a butt plug, but it went a lot deeper and maintained its thickness a lot longer than a butt plug would. Compared to any of the previous toys that had unfortunately worked their way up my ass, it contained more similarities to the toy Lucy had used on me rather than the vibrating plug Dan had ordered me to put in.

As soon as these humiliating memories flooded back, it inevitably caused my cock to press up against its cage. The straining had only gotten worse as I lubed up the dildo and slowly started to slide it into my ass.

Even though my ass had remained untouched since that night with Lucy, my ass hole easily opened up and swallowed the toy. The unique but now familiar anal sensations flooded through my body, overwhelming my senses. Perhaps it was due to not cumming for such a long time, but everything felt massively amplified. I ultimately needed to stop because my cock pressing against the cage just became too painful to go on.

Day #11: I needed to take a day off after feeling so self-conscious about enjoying myself too much the day before.

Day #12: I started to practice with dildo number two today. Much like the first one, I managed to take it without any real issues. And also, like the first one, I started to become incredibly turned on as I played with it. But this time, my dick finally went soft with the toy still in me.

Day #14: Each passing day felt like it was getting longer and longer. At this point, I was permanently just a little horny, and I kept catching myself actually looking forward to my anal training sessions.

Day #15: I was now able to take the third dildo quite easily. What was really weird was that even though my body was so excited, my cock didn't even bother to get hard as I slowly inserted and removed the dildo.

Day #16: For the first time, my body slept through the night without my straining cock waking me up. It was starting to feel like my brain was slowly getting reprogrammed to anticipate these new sensations. Now, for some reason, thoughts of Dan fucking me were actually starting to feel desirable.

Day #17: All I could think about for the entire day was my ass being penetrated. For nearly forty extremely frustrating minutes, I played with myself using the fourth dildo but never found release.

Day #19: For as horny as I was now, and it was like a permanent all-body arousal, it felt like my cock had finally given up. My body's new sexual pleasure center had officially become my ass.

Day #20: With a strange sense of deeply embarrassed pride, I was finally able to fully take the largest of the training dildos today. Once again, it ended in complete frustration, and I became desperate for Dan's dick in me.

Day #21: I knew I needed to give myself a full day off to prepare for Dan the next day, but that certainly didn't make the day go by any easier. My new phone background provided a constant reminder of Dan's cock and what I could expect the next day.

The dick cage had won. And it wasn't even a closely fought battle.

In only a few weeks, the metal cage had made me obsess to an unhealthy degree over another guy's penis. I'd catch myself worrying over whether Dan would even want to fuck me. What the fuck had happened to me?

And the worst part was the acute awareness I had throughout the process; I could see exactly what was happening, step by step, yet felt powerless to stop it. The impact of the cage began subtly, but its persistent pressure gradually eroded my defenses. It was torturous to witness my own body betray me. While part of me detested the experience, another part couldn't deny the arousal and excitement it stirred within me. Inevitably, it seemed the latter sentiment was destined to prevail...

-----

The night had finally come.

It was now six o'clock, a full two hours before my scheduled meeting with Dan at his hotel room. Uncertainty loomed as he hadn't even acknowledged the initial picture I sent him—my penis confined in the cage. Since that message, there had been a stark silence from both him and Lucy. Nevertheless, I was aware that I had to be at the hotel by 8:00 pm.

Standing naked, my body hair completely shaved, I looked down at the expensive lingerie Dan had bought for me. The array of feelings was confusing; I dreaded the act of putting them on, yet there was an undeniable pull, a desire to slip into them. On top lay a white bustier, its fabric delicately sewn with thin pink lines intricately etched into the design. Unlike the rigid training corsets I had been accustomed to in the past, this one was made of a more elastic material that hugged my midsection comfortably while allowing room to breathe. It extended past my belly button and wrapped snugly around my lower back, with four garter straps elegantly dangling from its bottom.

I reached for the dainty white panties next, and as I did, another piece of paper with Dan's handwriting slipped out. It contained more detailed instructions than the first note but was equally straightforward.

"Wear the panties over the straps."

"Let the front desk know when you've arrived. They'll give you my room number."

These concise directives set the tone for the evening, guiding me into the role that had been meticulously planned out, making it clear that every detail was orchestrated with intention.

Complying with the first instruction was straightforward. I turned my attention to the stockings, pulling on the matching white pair that slid effortlessly up my smooth legs to rest just beneath the curve of my buttocks. My proficiency with attaching garters had improved out of necessity, and it wasn't long before all four straps securely connected the stockings to the bustier.

Next came the delicate task of sliding the white panties up over the bustier's straps, snugly encasing the cage. It quickly dawned on me that wearing the panties over the straps, as instructed, meant they could be removed swiftly if needed—a detail that didn't escape me as possibly intentional.

Choosing what to wear over such intricate lingerie posed a minor challenge, but for the sake of simplicity and discretion, I settled on a plain, dark shirt paired with jeans. This ensemble would not betray the carefully chosen garments underneath, allowing me to meet Dan with an outward appearance of casual normalcy, while underneath, the lingerie whispered of the evening's intentions.

What I also decided was to bring Peter's green jacket with me to give to Lucy. Since Peter was hooking up with her roommate, Gemma, maybe I could return the jacket to him that way. Initially, I hoped to avoid including Lucy in my plan, given the whole 'I gave Peter a blowjob' part of it, but I knew I had been holding onto the jacket for far too long now.

Perhaps she wouldn't ask any questions about why I had it? Also, once I discovered that I had accidentally grabbed that ID card from the floor of Peter's car, it made it a lot more important that I got that back to him. I threw the ID in Peter's green jacket pocket and started making my way towards the hotel.

As the car drew up to the hotel, the reality of the evening began to truly sink in. The constant arousal I had been experiencing somehow masked just how radical this scenario would have seemed just a few months ago. There I was, meticulously shaved and dressed in delicate white lingerie, about to enter a hotel room where my male lover, Dan, awaited to claim my anal virginity, with my girlfriend, Lucy, present as a witness.

My self-awareness heightened as I walked into the opulent hotel lobby. Each step tugged at the garters, sending a subtle vibration down my stockinged legs. Despite being covered by a shirt and Peter's jacket, I couldn't shake the feeling that the outlines of my bustier were visible to every passerby.

After a brief, nervous wander through the grand lobby, I approached the front desk. An attractive blonde woman in a business suit greeted me. Trying to muster as much confidence as I could, I stated Dan's name. She responded with a polite smile and reached into a drawer, pulling out a small box and handing it to me with the words, "A gift from our guest for you."

Upon examining it, I found a bright red lipstick inside. My feigned confidence instantly crumbled, and I felt my cheeks warm with a visible blush. Lowering my head, I murmured a soft "thank you" to her as she, now with an amused smile, provided me with Dan's suite number and directed me toward the elevators.

The room number indicated an upper-level suite, but as I checked the floors listed in the elevator bank, I realized Dan was not just on a high floor; he was on the top floor. It seemed his new job was indeed lucrative.

As the elevator ascended, my phone vibrated. For the first time since wearing the cage, a message from Dan appeared. His words were as direct as ever: "Only be wearing your lingerie when you knock. Hurry up." Part of me felt a slight relief at finally hearing from him, yet the reality of my imminent exposure loomed larger.

Additionally, the updated background on my phone—a photo of Dan's naked body—served as a stark reminder of what awaited me on the other side of that door.

The possibilities of what the night could hold flooded my mind as I continued upward. I fervently hoped it would only be Dan and Lucy in the suite. The list of people who had witnessed this version of me was growing uncomfortably long, from Lucy's roommates, Gemma and Amy, to Rachael and Ellie, and even Michaela and her friend Hannah, who had observed Dan preparing me with a butt plug. I shuddered as I remembered the man from the wedding stairwell encounter.





Chapter 8

As the elevator neared the top floor, I braced myself for what was to come, each floor ping heightening the tension and my resolve.

Ah, Katie. My ex. Merely thinking about her sent a wave of embarrassment washing over me, turning my face a fiery red. Surprisingly, since that infamous night when Lucy had video-called her—catching me in quite the compromising position—Katie had maintained a low profile. However, she had found a subtle yet persistent way to haunt me: signing me up for incessant notifications from a lingerie company owned by her friend. These daily alerts about lingerie sales were constant, unnerving reminders of the leverage my scorned ex held over me.

By the time I reached his room, my plan was still embarrassingly vague. The best I had managed was to find a small, unlocked room along the corridor housing an ice machine. The door featured a prominent glass window, but it would have to suffice. Once inside, I hastily began applying lipstick. Experience had taught me well, and I had become surprisingly adept at slicking it on swiftly using just the glass's reflection.

The situation was about to become even more complicated. After a quick, cautious look down the hallway, I shed my jacket and shoes. Chills raced across my skin even before I raised my shirt, revealing the lingerie beneath. My pants followed, and I instantly felt starkly vulnerable, the hotel's chilly air conditioning causing me to shiver uncontrollably. I carefully placed my valuables and folded my clothes next to the ice machine. Leaving Peter's jacket and ID exposed like that was risky, but options were slim.

I peeked down the hallway once more before darting toward Dan's door.

With a deep breath, I closed my eyes and knocked...

...but there was no response.

I found myself standing awkwardly in the hallway, the slow tick of seconds feeling like an eternity. Despite my nerves, I knew the odds of getting caught were slimmer than that night when I first encountered Dan and was compelled to wait outside a hotel room adorned only in Lucy's panties. Yet, with only a few suites on this floor, reducing the likelihood of encountering others, the mere possibility of someone passing by sent my heart racing. The distant, growing sound from the stairwell did nothing to ease my anxiety.

Suddenly, the sound of footsteps approached from within the room, culminating in the door swinging open to reveal Lucy. She stood there, the epitome of allure, in just a shower robe.

"I always knew you'd come! And you look so fucking hot right now," she exclaimed, her voice resonating down the hallway, causing me to flinch at its volume. She was right, of course; the moment that cage locked, my fate was sealed.

Lucy ushered me into the expansive suite, and I couldn't help but gawk at the lavish decor. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a breathtaking view of the city skyline, while contemporary artworks adorned the walls. Lucy guided me toward a pair of ornate double doors at the room's far end, presumably leading to Dan's bedroom. As we approached, a wave of nervous anticipation washed over me.

"That's where Dan is. And he's waiting for you," Lucy whispered with a mischievous giggle, her breath warm against my ear. "We just had sex a little while ago. I wanted him to last longer for you."

She flung the doors open without hesitation. The dim light within the bedroom momentarily blinded me, but as my eyes adjusted, the figure on the bed became unmistakable. Dan lay there in tight boxer briefs, propped casually against the headboard, his chiseled physique outlined under the sheets. Lucy closed the doors quietly behind us.

A heavy silence fell as I absorbed the scene. All I managed was a feeble wave.

"Hi... Dan," I murmured, my voice betraying my nerves, reminiscent of a shy girl encountering her crush at a bar. Dan simply nodded, his expression unreadable, and gestured for me to come closer.

As if on autopilot, I moved toward him, my gaze sweeping over the opulent details of his bedroom. He beckoned steadily, and as I reached the foot of the bed, I couldn't help but catch my reflection in a massive mirror opposite. Pausing, I stared at my transformed image. It was hard to reconcile the person I saw with the person I had once been, all shaped by the surreal journey Lucy and Dan had drawn me into.

As I cautiously maneuvered onto the bed, sliding between Dan's outstretched legs, his hand rose, signaling me to halt. For a long, tense moment, he just observed me, his gaze meticulously scanning every detail of my appearance. I felt every inch of my skin under his scrutinizing eyes. Then, deliberately, his hand reached out, sliding the fabric of my panties aside to reveal the small metallic cage encasing me. The corners of his mouth twitched into a subtle, knowing smile.

My pulse quickened, my heart pounding against my chest as I watched him stretch his arm toward the dresser and retrieve a key. Could it be? Was he actually going to unlock the cage? The hope had lingered in my mind, unspoken since the moment the cage was secured, yet with no one addressing it, uncertainty had clouded my thoughts. Silently, with a precision that spoke of intent and familiarity, Dan unlocked the cage. In that instant, as the lock clicked open, a wave of relief washed over me—I was free.

And absolutely nothing happened. Given how incredibly horny I was, I was reluctantly expecting my cock to almost immediately get hard, like it always did when Dan and Lucy had toyed with me. But the tight cage had somehow made me look even smaller than normal. Dan pushed my panties back into place and finally spoke.

"So Lucy and I made a little bet about whether your little dick would spring up when I took its cage off or not. She was pretty sure it would, but I knew better."

Lucy made her way over to the bed and slipped one of her dainty hands under my panties, squeezing everything underneath. Her cool fingers felt amazing on my neglected penis, and I was so incredibly turned on, but nothing was happening.

I shivered at the thought that the cage might have somehow altered my brain. She laughed softly as her hand withdrew from her panties. Then, quite unexpectedly, she drew me close and planted a deep, passionate kiss on my lips. As she pulled back, a smile played on her lips, and she leaned in to whisper 'thank you' softly into my ear. I was eventually snapped back to reality, though, and Dan was now pointing to his groin. I knew what I needed to do. I knew I needed to impress him, especially after what happened last time. All my blowjob lessons had been for this moment. The worst part was I knew I would; Lucy had made me a dick-sucking expert.

With my eyes closed, I kicked off the foreplay by crawling between his legs and pressing my open mouth against his boxer briefs. It wasn't at all difficult to make out the outline of Dan's thick, but currently clearly soft, dick in them. After a few seconds of teasing him through the fabric, I managed to pull his cock out of the flap using only my lips and tongue. I could just about make out the taste and smell of Lucy's pussy as I started to suck away.

Embarrassed pride soon flooded through my body as I started to feel his cock thickening in my mouth. Soon Dan's briefs were completely off, and his cock was hard as a rock. After practicing on the hot pink replica version so much, it was weirdly refreshing to actually be sucking on the real thing. I tried to utilize as many of the techniques I had learned over the recent weeks as possible. Even if I wasn't trying to impress him, I knew the closer I could get him to cumming, the quicker he'd be fucking me.

I also knew that the real grading wouldn't come until I was deep-throating him, something I had failed at miserably the last time I had tried. I proactively started pushing Dan's dick further and further down my throat. My now nearly non-existent gag reflex easily let it pass each time until his six-pack was pushed up against my face. Moaning noises were now coming from Dan above me.

My lipstick had now left a bright red ring right around the base of his dick. My head continued to bounce up and down while he gradually became more aggressive with his hip thrusts. Eventually, he grabbed the back of my head and was slowly face-fucking me. I didn't want to admit it, but this was now easy for me. I guess I really was a natural cock sucker.

Dan finally pulled his cock out of my mouth for the last time and started putting some lube on his fingers. I don't know why I thought I might actually get some sort of approval from Dan for my blowjob skills, but I got nothing. Perhaps him not punishing me was approval enough.

Even though I was thoroughly humiliated on so many different levels, especially when I'd look up and catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I couldn't even describe how horny I was as Dan's lubricated finger started to push my panties to one side and press against my shaved ass hole. An involuntary little moan escaped my lips as the now familiar feeling of an intruder slid its way into my asshole. Lucy was now only inches from me, studying my reaction as I started to rock back and forth on Dan's finger. It wasn't long before a second finger slid into my ass.

And then, just like that, they were both out, and as I looked back, I saw Dan was putting some more lube over his large cock. After wiping and cleaning off his hands, he grabbed my hips and very casually flipped me over onto my back. With one smooth motion, he placed a pillow underneath my lower back and swiftly pulled down my virginal white panties and slid them off my legs. Lucy was still watching me intently, but now her fingers were now furiously rubbing herself as she stared me down. Being watched by her was only fueling my arousal even more. Every fiber in my body wanted and craved for Dan to be in me right now. As he lowered himself down onto me, he spoke.

"You have to ask me."

My body didn't even try putting up a fight because there was nothing to fight against. I needed Dan's dick. So my words came out quietly but firmly.

"Please.. please fuck me."

Lucy actually let out a small squeal next to me as Dan continued to mount me. His muscular arms made their way around my legs and started to lift them. Thankfully, I was much more comfortable now on my back than I had been on all fours. My completely soft and fully exposed penis was now resting on my stomach. I closed my eyes as I awaited the tip to press against my eager ass.

And finally, it did.

With only a little pushback, the head of Dan's dick started to expand my hole. Even though my eyes were closed, I could still make out Dan's figure over me, slowly lowering himself closer. My hole's resistance weakened as he pressed harder, and soon, his head popped itself in. I gave a reflexive squeak as his penis crossed the point of no return.

Compared to the training dildos, Dan's dick was still a little bigger than the largest one I used, but not by all that much. I hated to admit it, but a real dick felt so much better than any of the cold, hard dildos. A surge of nervousness made its way over my body as he slid himself deeper and deeper into me. Could I actually take Dan's entire cock?

The answer came sooner than I had expected. With one final push, I felt the base of his dick press itself against me. Another involuntary moan forced its way out of my mouth, and as I looked over, Lucy's breathing had intensified next to me as she continued to play with herself.

I had just lost my anal virginity.

I was now lying on my back, being fucked by another man.

It wasn't uncomfortable, but I'd be lying if I said it was comfortable, either. I was now pretty familiar with the feeling of being penetrated from all the training dildos, but I was definitely not fully ready for what it felt like to get penetrated. I was in control with the dildos; I really wasn't now. It was Dan's movements that were pressing his cock further inside of me, not my own.

My body needed to get used to it. My eyes remained closed tight as I braced myself for each thrust. Soon, though, I started to anticipate Dan's movements. Whether it was conscious or not, my body started to rock itself alongside him. As embarrassed as I was, I no longer cared.

Even though I was still acting like I really just wanted to get this over and done with, there had been a significant part of me that hoped I'd actually enjoy it. All I could fantasize about over the last few days and nights was Dan fucking me into oblivion after having not been able to cum in so long. I was finding something so sexy about this. Something incredibly sexy about being this submissive to another person. When he had first entered me, I didn't actually think I would enjoy it. Now, I really wasn't so sure.

As I bounced my hips alongside Dan's thrusts, I realized that I had more control than I thought. My body naturally gravitated towards the pace and motion that gave me the most pleasure, and so far, Dan seemed content to move along with me, in sync. Soon, that feeling deep within me started to bubble up again.

I was soon lost in my own haze as I tried to take in all the sensations of getting fucked. I was so distracted I barely even noticed when Dan held my hands down above my head. Or when my dick suddenly became rock hard. Or when I started to moan loudly moan with every thrust.

But suddenly, I was snapped back to reality, and it all stopped when Dan's voice grumbled, "Get on all fours."

Without thinking what I was saying, I just blurted out, "No, please just keep going!"

I immediately knew I had made a massive mistake. Never say 'no' to Dan. A pang of nervousness hit me. I knew I was going to be punished for that. Dan's stern voice confirmed it for me.

"What did you just say to me?"

My apology stuttered out, a messy spill of words, while Lucy's giggles tinkled in the background, adding to my growing unease. Suddenly, Dan's grip tightened on the back of my bustier. With a firm yank, he flipped it up, forcing me along with it into a vulnerable, exposed position—face down and ass up on the bed. I felt utterly helpless, manipulated by just a handful of my own lingerie, a puppet in his commanding hands.

A chill ran down my spine as Dan's voice cut sharply through the room, tinged with a tone that suggested both amusement and a stern warning.

"Was someone beginning to enjoy themselves too much? Did someone forget who they were talking to?" His words echoed ominously, magnifying my apprehension. The air thickened around us, charged with a mix of excitement and fear as I braced for what was to come next.

Dan's dick was back inside me again. The new position I was in had well and truly taken me out of what had become my comfort zone. Now, I was completely at the mercy of Dan once more, which I knew was just how he intended. His voice continued to pick up.

"You don't get to talk to me like that. Do you know why? Yeah, of course, you fucking know why. Because you're just a little sissy who gets hard when another guy fucks you. Look at your little hard dick. The moment I saw you with Lucy in the hotel lobby, I knew you'd end up being my bitch."

His thrusts were getting more and more deliberate now as he held my hips, and the sensations surging through my body were quickly becoming overwhelming. And Dan was showing absolutely no signs of slowing down. I was now just gripping the mattress, holding on for dear life as he aggressively fucked me, pounding me down into the bed. Suddenly, I felt his large hand reach up and grab a fistful of my hair, which he used to twist me to face the mirror.

"Look at yourself, look at the pathetic sight of you getting banged in front of your girlfriend. And how fucking great is it that almost all of this was her idea. She is such a kinky girl."

My face blushed the moment I saw myself in the mirror. My lipstick was smudged and smeared all over my face, and my white lingerie was stretched at all angles. And, of course, my poor asshole was getting penetrated over and over again by Dan's big cock.

I watched as Lucy made her way over to me, now only wearing the untied robe. She gave me another very passionate kiss in between my moans before she said anything.

"Oh baby, I knew that you were destined for this the moment I met you. It was just so fucking obvious."

While she spoke, Lucy was repositioning herself so I could lick her pussy as Dan fucked me from behind.

"And now, look what I've done to you. You're serving my roommates drinks wearing lingerie. You're getting butt plugs slid up your ass in front of my friends. You're sucking on big strap-ons in front of your ex-girlfriends."

My face was turning crimson as she continued to recap all the humiliating things I had let her do to me. At least my face was now buried in her pussy. The worst of it was that her words were turning me on so much.

"Speaking of Katie, I introduced her to a well-endowed ex-lover of mine a couple of weeks ago. Let's just say she's been very satisfied recently. Imagine if she could watch you right now, a little slut in heat getting shown her place. Do you want me to video call her again?" His words twisted the knife of jealousy and humiliation deeper, painting a vivid, torturous picture.

Overwhelmed by the rush of emotions and the physical intensity with which Dan pressed me into the bed, all I could muster was a strained moan. The mere idea of refusal seemed perilous, so I buried my face further into Lucy, accepting the cascade of sensations and her taunts without protest.

Suddenly, Dan's voice roared behind me as his hands descended sharply, spanking my exposed backside, the sound echoing in the room. "What do you say to Lucy?" he demanded his tone a blend of command and expectation.

With a forceful grip, he yanked my hair, tilting my head back to face Lucy, who watched with a self-satisfied grin that seemed to stretch wider with every passing second. Stripped of any remnants of dignity, I struggled to speak through the relentless rhythm Dan enforced.

"...Thank you...Lucy," the words scraped out of my throat, punctuated by involuntary moans, "...for breaking me...and for letting Dan fuck me." Each syllable was a surrender, an admission of my complete capitulation to their desires and my own unraveling.

"Aww, you're welcome, baby!" Lucy mockingly exclaimed back, "But even when you tried to act like a tough guy, I knew you always wanted it. Your little cock used to get hard, and tell me how much you did."

And my cock was saying the same thing right now. Dan was no longer fucking me in a loving manner but was now banging me like I was his little whore. I couldn't believe it. Just a couple of months ago, I had a really quite vanilla sex life. Now another man was behind me, using my holes to make himself cum as I licked Lucy's pussy. I had never felt so submissive in my life.

Dan's pace was somehow getting even faster. Originally I was just trying to survive the sensory overload of Dan's big cock and the intense fucking it was giving me, but now I was not only tolerating it, but I was reluctantly starting to get off on it. The more aggressively he spanked me or the harder he pushed my face down in Lucy's pussy, the hornier it made me. I couldn't explain it, but all my body craved at the moment was for Dan to make it his.

And then he very abruptly stopped.

My reactive groan in frustration made Lucy giggle. Instinctively my hips started to desperately rock back and forth on his dick to at least recreate some form of stimulation. For a few moments, I thought Dan had stopped because he had cum in me, but it rapidly became evident the real reason he had stopped was that he wanted me to ride him.

At least when Dan was fucking me from behind, I could pretend I was at his mercy, and he was taking me. I could pretend there was nothing I could do. But now, using my own free will to ride him seemed somehow so much more emasculating. Not that it mattered, though. My body had already made that decision for me. I just needed Dan's cock in me. I no longer cared about the how or why or how much of a slutty mess I resembled.

It almost felt natural how easily my hips swayed over his dick. Lucy laid back and resumed fingering herself with a lustful stare. She watched me rock myself over his cock in a circular motion, moaning every time I slid myself deeper down his shaft. Every thrust down on it was feeling better than the last. The feeling of my tight hole gripping his dick anytime I pulled away sent a surge of electricity down my spine.

That deep, pleasurable sensation began to stir within me once more. It started as small, gentle waves, gradually growing in intensity, building layer upon layer of warmth and excitement.

My body would instinctively chase it with each bounce on Dan's dick. Everything felt electrifying, from Dan's hands caressing my recently spanked ass to seeing Lucy's rolled-up red panties lying next to her on the bed. Just thinking about her getting fucked, exactly the same way I currently was, was somehow making me even more aroused. Even just hearing Dan's grunts behind me was intensifying each wave.

Dan grabbed my hips and started taking back control once again. For a few seconds, I worried that I was in trouble again, but Dan's powerful thrusts soon felt like they were mimicking the motions my body was just doing to him. Now this wasn't the same Dan who had been trying to fuck me into the ground a few minutes earlier, although a part of me liked that Dan, too. This was a very passionate version of him, a version of him that wanted me to cum. God, I found that so sexy.

And I really wanted him to cum, too. My electrified body responded in tandem to his every movement. A quick glance in the mirror somehow made me feel even hotter as I watched my lingerie-clad body bouncing up and down alongside him as his fingers toyed with my garter straps. I watched Lucy's reflection as she squealed and moaned on the bed next to me as she brought herself closer and closer to her own massive orgasm. I read her lips as she mouthed to me, 'This is so fucking hot to me.

My body was now in truly uncharted territory. It had never come this close to getting off purely from anal stimulation before. The waves of pleasure reverberating through my body were getting stronger and stronger with each passing second. My body now desperately ached for release. I knew I was getting so close I had barely even noticed that my penis was entirely soft again.

But it didn't matter at all, now, though. My body no longer needed my cock to cum. It dangled there uselessly as Dan's big, strong arms pulled me around. In a split second, one of those arms went under my chest and lifted me up from all fours to a kneeling position. With his dick still buried deep in me, I could feel his broad torso pressing against my back, his arm locked around my chest. Lucy gasped as Dan started biting the back of my neck and my ear.

I couldn't think anymore. All the pleasure that was radiating from inside me had taken complete control. My back was now completely arched up against Dan's body as the sensations grew stronger by the second. It felt like this was finally it. My moans were now turning into full-blown screams as I approached my climax.

Suddenly, Dan threw me back towards the bed. As I hit the bed, my arms were far too weak to support my body in this sort of state, so Dan's arms needed to catch me. But this was definitely what he wanted. His grunts were getting louder, too, as he now plowed hard and fast me into the mattress. I could hear Lucy's breathing picking up again as she continued to play with herself. Every thrust of his big cock up my ass was pushing me closer to the edge. My entire body shook as I approached it. And finally... finally...finally, I felt it.

For a split second, it felt as if every ounce of energy in my entire body had accumulated into a single point right at my core... and then exploded out of me with such tremendous force it overwhelmed me.

I pressed my face down and screamed into the bed as loud as I could. I was in complete ecstasy as my exhausted body finally flopped down on the bed with Dan moaning on top of me. The mind-blowing sensation went on for what felt like the next five minutes as I felt Dan cumming inside of me, another new sensation that only added to my blissful state. Soon, the only remaining sound was Lucy's cries as she fingered herself to her climax.

Even without Dan's body weight pressing down on top of me, I don't think I would have been able to move due to the euphoric state I was in. I could only lay there and listen to the three of us trying to compose ourselves. Then, I suddenly felt the warm feeling spreading over my groin and my thigh. Even though my penis was entirely soft, I had managed to cum all over myself. I didn't even care, though. My penis really wasn't involved in what had been the most explosive orgasm of my life.

And unlike my usual orgasms in these situations, this time, my brain didn't suddenly sober up afterward. As I lay there on the bed, I felt only pure contentment and happiness. After another few minutes of just laying there, Dan adjusted his weight off me and was now spooning me instead. Lucy was cuddled up against me from the other side. Dan's voice eventually ended the silence.

Dan's voice broke into the familiar dynamics of our interactions with an unexpected twist. "I've got a proposal for you." Typically, he didn't pose questions or invite discussion; he issued commands. So, the deviation left me momentarily surprised.

"As you know, I haven't been around much because of the work I do," he continued, his tone slightly more contemplative than usual. "Well, things have come together recently, and I'm now in a fortunate position where I can afford to indulge myself with some freedom."

His words trailed, giving me space to speculate but no clear indication of where his thoughts were headed.

"So here's the offer. Lucy and I are inviting you to come live with us."

Lucy, catching my glance, whispered reassuringly, "I'm in if you're in."

Dan elaborated, "My home has more than enough space for the three of us. If you'd like, you could get a job out there. Or don't. Besides, Lucy tells me you're an excellent maid, and I have this brand new house to keep clean."

The implications spun in my head, disrupting any attempt at a poised response. "Would I be dressed like this the whole time?" I asked, a mix of curiosity and concern in my voice.

"You can dress however you'd like," Dan replied smoothly. "But I'm sure there'll be times you'll want to be, or I'll want you to be, in something a little.. naughtier. And I know Lucy loves picking your outfits."

A twitch of excitement confirmed that the intricate dance of our relationship dynamics was very much alive.

Before I could process the full scope of his proposition, a loud banging on the door startled me out of my contemplation.

Dan, unfazed, gave a playful squeeze to my ass and flashed a conspiratorial smile. "Go check who it is."

As I bent to pick up my panties, still reeling from the sudden developments, Dan's voice came again with a directive that hinted at a shift in our usual roles. "Wear Lucy's. You don't get to wear white after tonight."

Resigned to the evolving scenario, I picked up Lucy's panties, symbolizing a perhaps deeper commitment to this new chapter. With a mix of anticipation and nerves, I walked toward the door, ready to face whatever—or whoever—was on the other side.

Lucy's laughter mingled with the rustle of fabric as I grabbed her red panties from the floor, a reminder of Dan's similar approach with both of us earlier. Sliding the lacy material up over my white garter straps and tender skin, I felt an immediate and intense arousal. Near the bed, a silk robe embroidered with the hotel's logo lay draped over a chair, offering a quick solution for modesty as the knocking on the door grew more urgent.

I hurried into the robe, but it was clearly not designed for coverage. Clutching it closed over my bustier, I noted with a mix of embarrassment and relief that the hem barely skimmed the tops of my stockings, playfully revealing the hints of my garter straps. Thankfully, it managed to conceal my renewed erection. Each step towards the door was a painful reminder of the night's activities, a sensation that was bearable now but promised more discomfort by morning.

Peering through the peephole, my heart skipped a beat. A security guard and a police officer stood in the hallway, their presence an unanticipated escalation. Keeping to the shadows, I cracked the door open, the dim light of the room cloaking my disheveled appearance.

The officer was direct, her voice businesslike. "Hi, we received multiple reports of yelling and screaming coming from this room." My cheeks flushed with heat. Had my moans really been that loud? Stepping slightly into the hallway, I glanced both ways and caught the sound of faint commotion from a distant room. It seemed I wasn't the only source of noise.

In the wake of my post-sex euphoria, the embarrassment was trivial; my smile was irrepressible. The officer and the guard scrutinized me for a moment longer, then, grasping the nature of the disturbance, shared a knowing glance. With a smirk, the officer advised, "Just keep it down, please."

I nodded, closing the door with a soft click, and retreated to the safety of the bedroom. It wasn't until I caught my reflection in the mirror that I noticed the state of my lipstick—smeared and chaotic, a vivid testament to the night's indiscretions. I stared at my reflection, the remnants of passion painted across my face, and despite everything, I couldn't help but laugh softly to myself. The night had been one for the books.

Climbing back onto the bed, I mused over Dan and Lucy's audacious proposal to move abroad. It was a dramatic shift, but with little truly anchoring me—no deep ties to my job, no pressing commitments—I felt a rare freedom. Young enough to embrace such an adventure and with skills that could easily transfer overseas, the proposition wasn't just feasible; it was enticing. "So fuck it, why not?" I thought, my resolve firming with every passing second. My body's visceral response seemed to agree with the decision.

Dan lay relaxed on his back, the picture of contentment, with Lucy nestled snugly under one of his arms. I joined them, slipping into the space under his other arm, and met their anticipatory gazes. "I'm in," I declared, my voice steady with conviction.

Lucy's response was immediate and joyous; she let out an excited yelp and leaned over Dan to plant a passionate kiss on me, her enthusiasm infectious. The warmth of their acceptance swelled in my chest, reaffirming my decision. I was swept back into that euphoric bliss, the reality of my new future settling around me like a comforting blanket.

As the emotional and physical toll of the evening began to weigh heavily on my senses, fatigue crept in, gentle and insistent. After exchanging a tender, lingering kiss with Lucy, I allowed myself to succumb to the deep, peaceful sleep that beckoned, my mind adrift with thoughts of what lay ahead in this unexpected, thrilling new chapter.

The End.

The following takes place concurrently alongside the events in the previous five chapters.


Epilogue

Several hours from the urban chaos, a gleaming white SUV zipped along the winding rural roads. The driver, a man with a purpose, plunged deeper into the wooded sanctuary, traveling past where the asphalt gave way to gravel. He pushed the vehicle down a rugged dirt path and then veered off into a secluded thicket of towering grass, abandoning all pretense of a trail. After unloading his gear and meticulously erasing any fingerprints, he began the arduous trek back to civilization.

Peter slumped into a stool at the hotel bar, a modern oasis overlooking the bustling lobby below. The journey after abandoning the SUV was grueling, no doubt about it, but a necessary evil. He hated to admit it, but the news had genuinely unnerved him. The story about two missing college students had caught the public's eye, and hiding was now imperative. Making the SUV, which unfortunately belonged to one of the students, disappear was critical.

What irked him even more than the news itself was its glaring inaccuracies. The article painted him as a predator targeting college students. This misrepresentation gnawed at Peter. In his grim line of extracurricular activities, he harbored no biases; it was sheer coincidence that his second victim was also a student. Had he known, he might have chosen differently. But now, a sloppy mistake had snowballed into a media frenzy, propelling him to this nondescript hotel tonight.

Still, things could be worse. It was fortunate that he'd spotted this hotel en route to ditching the car. Luckier still, he managed to secure a room on such short notice amidst a bustling wedding reception. Best of all, the hotel accepted cash. Peter nursed his whisky, his gaze wandering over the lobby's lively exchanges. He took silent pride in his ability to observe — not just a skill but a necessity for staying one step ahead of the law and a source of personal amusement.

Yet, the entertainment tonight was lackluster. The most intriguing scene so far involved an attractive woman overtly flirting with a well-built guy named Dan, much to the ignorance of her boyfriend, who stood beside her, laden with her bags. Peter could tell she was smitten even from his perch at the bar. This observation, while amusing, was just another reminder of the ordinary lives unfolding around him, oblivious to the darkness he carried within.

As the night wore on, marked by a slow parade of whiskey glasses, Peter became acutely aware of the perilous line he was walking. Drinking tended to lower his inhibitions, edging him closer to indulging in his lethal pastime—a direct contradiction to his current mission of maintaining a low profile. When the wedding revelers began flooding into the bar for their after-party, Peter took this as his signal to exit. A wry smile flickered across his face as he noted the woman from earlier, now cozily tucked under Dan's arm, her beleaguered boyfriend trailing behind, burdened with her purse.

Just as Peter slipped through the throng, aiming for a discreet departure, a touch on his shoulder halted him. The hand belonged to a wedding guest, her dress a shimmering vision of champagne pink. Introducing herself as Gemma, her intentions became immediately clear as her hand ventured daringly up his thigh.

Though Gemma's allure was undeniable, Peter found himself in a quandary. For him, the realms of murder and intimacy were distinctly separate. If the thoughts of one interfered with the other, it could jeopardize both. The alcohol he'd consumed did little to assure him of his sexual performance.

Nevertheless, Gemma's overt seduction was too compelling to resist. Yet, no sooner had she passionately kissed him in the elevator and followed him into his room than Peter's body refused to cooperate. Gemma was stunning, her dress now discarded, her bronzed skin against the hotel linens—a breathtaking sight, yet his body was unresponsive. As frustration mounted, Peter knew he had to escape before his impulses led him astray.

Barely dressed, with his pants undone, he stormed out of the room. He needed solitude. Soon, he found himself pushing through the door to the rooftop, a place he hoped would be deserted.

It wasn't entirely empty.

A man in a green jacket stood by the ledge, amused by something on his phone. He chuckled, noticing Peter, and offered him a joint. As Peter accepted, his hands visibly trembled—a detail not missed by the stranger.

"You must be freezing! Take my jacket; I have a suit on underneath," the man offered, slipping off his jacket with a friendly smile.

Gratefully, Peter draped the jacket around his shoulders, feeling a momentary relief as the warmth seeped through. He managed a strained smile, briefly easing into the calm the rooftop provided. But then, the man climbed onto the railing, casually sitting on the precipice.

The scenario presented an irresistible temptation. With a swift, forceful push, Peter sent him plummeting over the edge.




CHAPTER -2

The moment the man fell, Peter's mind snapped into crisis mode. His eyes darted around the rooftop, relieved to find no visible security cameras. The impact was muffled by the choppy waters of the lake, a small mercy in the grim scenario. With swift, deliberate motions, Peter rifled through the pockets of the green jacket as he jogged to the stairwell, extracting the man's phone, which displayed an active group chat. An unfinished message on the screen hinted at an absurd encounter:

"omg guys, youre not going to believe this but i just ran into a guy who was at the wedding on my way up to the roof. he was wearing panties and a bra hahaha. and i think we're getting brunch with him tomor"

Bizarre. Peter's mind raced as he formulated his next steps. The jacket yielded more useful items—a room key, an ID card, and car keys. A plan crystallized in his mind.

Consulting the phone again, he found the man's hotel room number posted in the chat. His strategy was simple: enter the man's room, pack his belongings, and vanish with his car. It wasn't flawless, but it would suggest the man had simply checked out early.

Everything had unfolded according to plan, and Peter now stood in front of his own hotel room, the man's luggage in hand. Gemma was the wildcard. He half-expected her to have left or perhaps to be asleep. Neither assumption held true. Gemma was very much awake, lounging naked on his bed, casually scrolling through her phone with a mini bottle of champagne she had helped herself to.

"Are you going to fuck me now?" she asked without looking up.

In that instant, something in Peter stirred.

By dawn, Peter was up and moving in silence, his eyes lingering on Gemma's still form. He left as quietly as he had entered, descending to the parking lot via the stairwell. Locating the car was easy, thanks to the panic button on the keys. It was an inconspicuous blue sedan, perfect for blending in. Quickly, he loaded the jacket and all the luggage into the backseat and drove away.

The irony wasn't lost on him. He had come to get rid of one stolen vehicle and was now leaving with another. But there was no immediate heat on this one. Instead of returning to the city, he drove deeper into the northern woods, determined to truly keep a low profile this time.

After several more hours, Peter pulled over near a riverbank. He hauled the man's luggage and jacket from the backseat and walked along the river to a secluded, swampy inlet. Here, he began loading the luggage with rocks. He donned the green jacket once more, admiring its simple style. "Fuck it," he thought, relishing how well it suited him, dismissing the risks.

After emptying the pockets and tossing the room key in with the rocks, he dragged the now-heavy luggage to the water's edge. With a final heave, he sent it splashing into the murky depths, where it quickly sank out of sight.




CHAPTER -3

A weathered blue sedan slowly emerged from the thick, untouched wilderness, its headlights cutting through the twilight as it made its way toward the sprawling city skyline. Weeks had drifted by since that tumultuous night at the hotel, and Peter, now with a clear head, felt a tumult of emotions at the sight of civilization: excitement mingled with frustration. The excitement stemmed from his prolonged isolation in the wild, craving the buzz of the city; yet, the frustration arose because he had hoped this detachment from society would last much longer.

During his reflective solitude, Peter realized that in his initial rush to escape the urban chaos, he had inadvertently left several incriminating items in his downtown apartment. This oversight necessitated an uneasy yet imperative return to secure and remove those items.

His time in isolation was a surreal blur. After slipping away from the hotel and disposing of the man's belongings, Peter ventured deeper into the northern wilderness until he stumbled upon a secluded cabin available for rent. The reclusive owner readily accepted cash, and with his car hidden under a heavy tarp, Peter's new, solitary life among the dense woods commenced. His days were largely consumed by scanning online news articles for any hint of a connection to him. Although the story of the viral missing college students persisted, thankfully, there was no mention of the man from the hotel. Confident in his relative safety, Peter decided to risk driving the stolen sedan back to the city; it would only be for one night before he could disappear again.

However, Peter hadn't anticipated the powerful lure of his old urban life. After hurriedly packing the dubious items into a nondescript black duffel bag and tossing it into his trunk, he felt a familiar tug of temptation. Initially, he planned to simply sleep, but the pulsating beats emanating from the nearby dance clubs ensnared his senses. His plans for rest were quickly abandoned—he had been alone for far too long.

Within moments, he was absorbed in the vibrant atmosphere of a club. He promised himself just one drink, particularly mindful of past mishaps. However, the club, adorned with Halloween decorations, quickly became stifling. Peter, dressed only in jeans and a stolen green jacket, felt conspicuously out of place among the costumed revelers. As he settled his tab, his gaze met with a group in the VIP section.

He did a double-take.

Even from a distance, Peter recognized them as guests from that fateful hotel night. Two women dressed in blue and pink bunny costumes were laughing next to a man in a smoking jacket. Peter didn't recall the short-haired pink bunny, but the blue bunny was unmistakably the woman he had seen flirting openly at the hotel bar, right in front of her boyfriend, whom he remembered as Dan, now identified as the man in the smoking jacket. It seemed the unfortunate boyfriend hadn't made the guest list tonight.

As Peter turned to leave, a familiar figure appeared: Gemma, stunning in a tight pink dress with a matching headband, her presence as captivating as a real-life Barbie doll. Just like that night at the hotel, her intentions were crystal clear. Within moments, she was inviting him back to her place, her advances bold and unmistakable. Despite the complications, Peter agreed, albeit reluctantly, to drive her and her friend’s home.

The journey back was chaotic, with the seductive tension of the two bunnies and Dan in the backseat. Upon reaching the car, a peculiar interaction unfolded. Dan sternly instructed the shy pink bunny, who turned out to be the overlooked boyfriend, to properly thank Peter. The scene was both awkward and revealing, laying bare the dynamics of their twisted relationship.

Arriving at Gemma's apartment, the night took an unexpected turn. Plans swiftly changed as drinks were poured and consumed, leading to unforeseen consequences and darker impulses surfacing within Peter. Alone with his thoughts and the ominous contents of the black duffel bag, he faced a grim realization about the night's potential outcome.

In a chilling moment of clarity, Peter contemplated his next steps, haunted by the shadows of his past and the twisted opportunities the present had offered.




CHAPTER -4

As Peter took a deep breath, the cool night air felt heavier than usual outside the towering apartment complex. This was the critical moment, driven by a sinister culmination of events. Clutching the black duffel bag with its ominous contents, he made his way into the building, his heart pounding against his ribcage like a drum.

The elevator ride to the correct floor was eerily quiet, the hum of the machinery blending with the rush of his thoughts. He stepped out and moved stealthily down the corridor, the muted carpet dulling his footsteps. His mind raced with scenarios as he approached the apartment door, key in hand, ready for whatever awaited him inside.

As Peter began to turn the key, the door of a nearby apartment swung open abruptly. Peter's heart skipped a beat as he came face to face with the boyfriend, still awkwardly adorned in his pink bunny costume. The contrast between his trashy yet strangely alluring appearance and the direness of the situation struck Peter momentarily silent.

The boyfriend murmured a thanks, his voice tinged with a weary resignation, as he retrieved his keys from Peter's hand and stepped into his apartment. It was a fleeting moment, surreal in its ordinariness yet charged with underlying tension.

Shaken into action, Peter followed quietly, slipping into the apartment behind him. He swiftly shed his jacket, needing the freedom to move without restraint. The boyfriend, sensing the intrusion, turned around, his face etched with a mix of fear and confusion.

The intensity of the moment escalated as Peter's hands fumbled with the zipper of the duffel bag. His breaths came short and fast, the sound deafening in the silence of the apartment. As the bunny stepped closer, Peter's fingers finally clasped the cold handle of the knife just as the boyfriend collapsed to his knees before him.

For a moment, Peter hesitated, the scene unfolding not quite as he had envisioned. The submissive posture of the boyfriend, the vulnerable, almost accepting look in his eyes, stirred an unexpected pause in Peter. Gripping the knife, Peter stood frozen, the weight of his next actions pressing down on him with crushing force.

And then, to Peter's complete surprise, the cuck started unbuckling his belt. In moments, Peter's pants were down, and he felt a warm mouth now sucking on his soft dick. He was in complete disbelief. The bunny was desperately blowing him now as Peter's soft penis bounced around in his mouth.

And most shocking of all, he felt his dick responding.

Peter's mind was completely blown by this. This was totally impossible. When he was in this state, there was nothing that could take him out of it. But somehow, this blowjob from this sissy was cutting through. He could feel his hand, still in the duffel bag, start to relax around the handle of the knife. Peter was completely hard now, his hips rocking along to slurping and sucking, pleasuring his body.

The cuckold was a natural cock sucker. He sucked like his life depended on it; his tongue swirled over the head of Peter's cock, making him squirm above. Peter had given up fighting it now. He was now whole-heartedly embracing the blissful feeling of the cuck's warm mouth around his cock. The need to cum was rapidly building inside of him.

With a massive groan, the dam broke, and Peter let the overwhelming orgasm take hold of his body. He closed his eyes and exploded, ejaculating everywhere. He came all over the sissy cuckold's face, all over his bunny outfit, and even all over the floor.

In the deafening silence of the apartment, Peter's breaths came fast and shallow, his mind racing as the gravity of his predicament sank in. What had just happened? The sudden shift from a tense confrontation to an unexpected and compromising situation left him reeling. His plan had spiraled out of control, and now, panic set in.

Peter hastily adjusted his clothing and snatched up his black duffel bag. He couldn't afford to linger. With each heartbeat thundering in his ears, he rushed towards the door, his steps quickening until he was running. He cursed himself for being so careless, his mind screaming about the DNA evidence he'd likely left behind.

By the time he hit the parking lot, Peter was in his car, tires screeching as he sped away from the building. The past hours played back in his mind like a chaotic, nightmarish loop. He had gone there to kill, not to become entangled in a bizarre sexual encounter with his intended victim, who was still bizarrely dressed in a pink bunny costume.

As the city lights faded behind him and the familiar, secluded paths to his cabin came into view, Peter tried to block out the thoughts of what had transpired. He didn't dwell on the feeling of vulnerability, the witness he had inexplicably allowed to manipulate him, or the realization that he had left his jacket — and potentially more incriminating evidence — behind.

Once back at his safehouse, hidden deep in the woods, Peter covered the car with the tarp and tried to settle into his second stint of isolation. But the peace he sought was elusive. The events kept replaying in his mind, each time stopping at the same inevitable conclusion. Despite the chaos, despite the risk, his thoughts darkened and fixated on one resolve: the "sissy" was next. This disturbing thought echoed in the silence, a stark reminder of the twisted path he was poised to tread again.




CHAPTER -5

The rising sun cast its first warm hues over the city as a blue car, now sporting new license plates cut a swift path back toward the urban jungle. Sitting behind the wheel, Peter felt a grim satisfaction as the city skyline loomed into view, silhouetted against the brightening sky. It was time to settle old scores, to tie up the loose ends that had been fraying at the edges of his mind.

Peter's plan was deceptively straightforward: isolate the sissy, but not at his apartment. It was safer, less traceable to conduct his dark deed elsewhere, even though he had memorized the address. For now, he sat parked inconspicuously outside the building, waiting for a glimpse of his target. So far, no sign, but patience was part of the hunt. A smirk crossed his face as he witnessed an unexpected scene earlier: Lucy, the sissy's girlfriend, leaving with a younger man. The irony wasn't lost on him; it was almost comical.

His vigil was interrupted by the routine stop of a delivery truck. Seizing the moment to blend in, Peter assisted the driver, which gave him the chance to swipe a package addressed to the sissy's apartment. Luck was on his side. Inside the package, nestled among more... intriguing items, was a handwritten note—just what he needed. It listed a location, date, and time where the sissy, along with Dan and Lucy, would be. More threads to pull or cut, as it were.

Three weeks later, Peter watched from a distance as the sissy, now wearing Peter's own green jacket — a blatant taunt — entered a high-end hotel. Clutching the black duffel bag, now a constant companion, Peter felt his anger simmering. Today, it would boil over.

But first, the practicalities. He tracked which elevator the sissy used, noting it stopped at the top floor—a floor he couldn't directly access. After a grueling climb up several flights of stairs, Peter reached the top floor just as another door clicked shut. A quick peek before it closed confirmed his suspicion; someone in lingerie had slipped through.

Positioned outside what he deduced to be their suite, the sounds from within were unmistakable and grew increasingly louder. Opting for discretion amidst the rising volume, Peter retreated to a nearby room housing an ice machine. Inside, he found his green jacket lying on a table. Slipping it on, he felt a perverse sense of reclaiming a part of his identity.

As the noises eventually subsided, Peter readied himself. But before he could act, the corridor was suddenly alive with the arrival of security and police. Panicked, he retreated, but it was too late to avoid confrontation. A guard approached, questioning his presence, just as a police officer began inspecting his belongings. The ropes were concerning enough, but the real danger lay snugly against his back—his knife.

Compelled to empty his pockets, Peter maintained his composure until he was unexpectedly asked to check his jacket pockets. Fumbling, he produced an ID card, and as he glanced at it, his blood ran cold—it was the ID of the man he had killed. Somehow, it had ended up in the jacket. The realization dawned on him with horrific clarity: the sissy had played him.

As he overheard the officer calling for backup, referencing a missing person's case, panic gave way to a desperate instinct for survival. He lunged toward the stairwell, only to be stopped abruptly by the guard. His escape cut short, Peter's last view was of the sissy, now smugly secure in his robe, chatting with an officer. His downfall, engineered by someone he'd underestimated, was complete. As officers pinned him down, the sissy's victorious smile was the final blow, etching into Peter's memory as his world darkened under the weight of his captors.

The end.
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Her Little Cum Slut: A Husband's Journey of Brutal Cuckold Discovery

Please Note - This book deals with some adult themes that some readers might find upsetting. If reading about a husband on his knees, with his face covered in his wife's lover's cum bothers you, THIS IS NOT FOR YOU!

I'm Andrew, and I now know something that I never even suspected about myself until very recently. I am a cum slut cuck. Well, at least I am when Jessica tells me to be. This is my confession.

It will start with my wife, like any normal couple, I guess. But trust me, my story will shock you. It will shock you to hear about how I cleaned her up after I'd cum too soon. Then it will truly shock you when I did it again, except it wasn't my cum.

Then it will get dark when she discovers a love of using a big strap-on with me. But it gets a whole lot darker still. Like the big black cock that fucked both of us one night.

Oh, and let me just clarify something. I'm not gay; in fact, I'm not even bisexual. The thought of sucking off a guy does nothing for me. Well, not unless my wife is making me do it, laughing at me as I gag on a huge mouthful of disgusting cum.

Yep, I hate the taste, but every chance I get, I willingly lick it out of my wife's little pussy.

This is how I became Her Little Cum Slut.

Cuckold Awakening: A Cuckold Husband's Bisexual Awakening

Hello. Let me introduce myself. My name is Justin, and I am a cuckold.

Now I know what you're thinking. That statement will instantly bring to mind an image of a wimpy guy with a tiny, unsatisfying cock, who probably has a gorgeous and very oversexed trophy wife. And you'll no doubt be imagining his tiny little penis while his wife sucks on her much larger lover's powerful cock. Of course, that's what the internet will tell you a cuckold looks like.

Except it's not me at all. Sure, I've got the hot wife, and she's definitely sucking another guy's big cock. But I've not got the small penis, I'm not the wimpy other guy.

Oh, and one more thing: while she's on her knees in front of her lover, SO AM I.

This is how my wife awoke the cuckold deep inside me, and this is how the cuckold deep inside me realized I enjoyed sucking cock.

Lucy's Big Black Itch: A Young Wife On Vacation Struggles To Fight Temptation

Guilt is a funny thing, isn't it?

Guilt can make people do crazy stuff, it can make them feel crazy things. It's almost like guilt is a crazy emotion.

Well, it certainly was for Lucy, as she knelt down in her hotel room in front of the black photographer. She had never felt so guilty in all her life. Her husband was on a boat, miles from the coast, enjoying a day fishing with his friend, and here she was, betraying him. Her she was sucking D'Andre's big black cock.

She felt so guilty. So guilty that she was betraying him like that. So guilty that she was enjoying it so much, so guilty that she was comparing D'Andre's eight thick black inches to her husband's five.

But worse than that, far worse than any of it was her feelings of guilt because she knew this wasn'g going to be the last time.

Lucy had caught the Big Black Itch and she knew there was no turning back
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A bull takes more than her boyfriend bargained
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