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Chapter 1: The Dare

My phone buzzed while I was still half-dressed as Mandy. Niki’s voice note played: “Girl, I have the hottest challenge for you tonight. Two hours. From 7 to 9. You have to say yes to every single guy who hits you up. No excuses. No backing out. Think you can handle it, you little cum slut?”

I giggled like the dumb bimbo whore I was becoming. “Yes, Miss Niki. I’m in.”

I had no idea Niki had already posted a filthy gangbang ad with my real number.

I spent the next two hours transforming into the perfect fucktoy: full shave, heavy bimbo makeup with huge lashes and glossy pink cock-sucking lips, long platinum blonde wig with bangs, massive fake DD tits, tiny shiny pink micro skirt, sheer white thigh-high stockings with big pink bows, clear stripper heels, and a tiny crop top that read “BBC Cum Rag” in glitter.

I checked into a cheap hotel on the edge of town and waited, heart pounding, for 7 PM.

Chapter 2: The Flood Begins

At exactly 7:00 my phone started ringing nonstop. I answered every call in my breathiest bimbo voice and said “Yes Daddy… come use your little cum slut… I’m waiting for you…”

Niki arrived shortly after, grinning wickedly. “Such a perfect dumb cum dump. Let’s make sure you can’t back out.”

She bent me over the desk chair, tying my wrists tightly to the front legs and my ankles to the back legs with soft but strong ropes. My tiny pink skirt was flipped up high, completely exposing my plugged hole and leaking caged clit to the cool hotel air. She added a thick black blindfold, plunging me into total darkness.

The world vanished. All I could feel was the rough bite of the ropes against my skin, the cool air kissing my exposed ass and dripping cage, and the faint stale cigarette smell of the cheap hotel room mixed with my sweet perfume and growing arousal. Every tiny sound was amplified — the hum of the air conditioner, distant traffic, my own shallow excited breathing. The plug pressed firmly against my prostate, making my cage leak steadily onto the carpet below.

Niki gave my ass a hard, stinging slap. “Perfect. Now you just wait like the helpless free-use cum rag you are.” She left the door unlocked and walked out.

I waited in complete darkness, ass up and presented, helpless and dripping.

Then the door clicked open.

Multiple heavy footsteps entered. The air shifted as warm male bodies filled the room. Thick masculine scents — different colognes, sweat, and raw musk — washed over me. Zippers, belts, low hungry chuckles.

“God damn… look at this blindfolded sissy whore. Ass up and ready just like the ad promised.”

Rough hands slapped my ass. Fingers yanked the plug out with a wet pop. A thick, hot cock slammed balls-deep into my hole in one brutal thrust. Another hand grabbed my wig, yanked my head back, and forced a second cock straight down my throat.

The gangbang had begun.

Chapter 3: Turned Out Hard

Tyrone pounded me mercilessly doggy-style over the chair, his hips slapping loudly against my ass. Another man stepped in front, grabbed my wig, and shoved his throbbing cock deep into my mouth. He fucked my throat hard until he suddenly groaned, “Take it all, you dumb whore!”

Hot, thick ropes of cum erupted straight down my throat. The taste was warm and intensely salty with that bitter edge I had come to crave like a drug. Mandy loved it — the filthy, masculine flavor that marked me as a true cum slut. I tried desperately to swallow every drop, but there was so much. I gagged hard, choking and sputtering as thick globs forced their way down while some leaked from the corners of my stretched lips and dripped down my chin.

The guys noticed immediately.

“Holy shit, listen to this greedy bitch gagging on cum!” one of them laughed loudly.

“What a pathetic dumb bimbo whore!”

“She’s such a brainless cum slut — cumming hands-free just from swallowing!”

Their mocking laughter sent a fresh wave of shame and pleasure through me. My locked clit pulsed violently and I came hands-free again, body shaking while still impaled on both ends, warm salty cum still dribbling down my chin.

They rotated freely. I was nothing but warm holes. More loads followed — each one carrying that same bitter, warm, salty taste I adored. I swallowed greedily but gagged repeatedly as the volume overwhelmed me, coughing and drooling strings of cum while the men laughed at the brainless bimbo struggling to handle their loads.

Later they untied me and flipped me onto my back on the bed. One guy hooked my legs over his shoulders and railed me deep. As I started moaning louder and my cage began pulsing again, they grabbed my legs and folded me completely in half — legs pushed up over my head into a full humiliating mating press.

I exploded. Thick spurts of sissy cum shot out of my cage and splattered across my own face, lips, and eyes.

At the exact same moment the guy fucking me pulled out with a roar and hosed me down with rope after heavy rope of thick cum, adding to the mess dripping from my chin.

They immediately flipped me over onto all fours and kept pounding me doggy-style while the fresh warm, bitter-salty cum continued dripping from my chin onto the dirty sheets with every brutal thrust.

I was completely lost — a giggling, drooling, cum-drenched bimbo whore getting destroyed by stranger after stranger for hours.

Chapter 4: The Aftermath

By the time the last guy left, the room was destroyed. The air was thick with the heavy scent of cum, sweat, and sex. I lay alone on my back, legs still spread, body twitching. Cum dripped from my swollen, gaping hole and covered my face, hair, and fake tits. I was sore, bruised, leaking, and used — exactly the brainless cum slut I was meant to be.

Chapter 5: The Nightly Ritual

The high faded as I forced myself up on shaky legs and stumbled into the bathroom. The harsh fluorescent light was brutal.

I stared at the cum-covered bimbo whore in the mirror — the true me — and slowly began the ritual.

Wig off. Makeup scrubbed away until my face was raw. Fake tits peeled off. The cum-soaked outfit hidden.

Back into boring boy clothes.

Mark stared at the plain, exhausted boy in the mirror. Tears mixed with the last traces of cum.

The contrast destroyed me. From the eager, gagging, cum-guzzling gangbang toy who had taken fifteen men… to this ashamed, hidden boy.

“I don’t want to be you anymore,” I whispered. “I want to stay Mandy. I want to be a cum slut every single day.”

The hunger was stronger than ever.
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