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Chapter 1: One Drunken Night

Mark Thompson had far too much to drink that Friday night.

He’d gone over to his friend Jake’s apartment after work expecting nothing more than pizza, beer, and some video games. What he got instead was a night that would destroy the version of himself he thought he knew.

Jake’s roommates were home — Derek, a tall, muscular guy who worked construction, and his girlfriend Kayla. Kayla was the kind of woman who turned heads without trying. Thick curves, full lips, confident energy, and a teasing smile that made straight men forget how to speak.

She had been flirting with Mark all evening — brushing her hand against his thigh, whispering dirty jokes in his ear, pressing her soft body against him when she reached for another drink. By 1 a.m., Jake had passed out on the couch. Kayla took Mark by the hand and led him into the bedroom she shared with Derek.

“I’ve been wanting to play with you for weeks,” she purred, closing the door behind them. Her perfume wrapped around him like a drug. She pressed her body against his, letting him feel every curve.

“But I have one rule,” she whispered, lips brushing his ear. “Derek fucks you first. Then I’ll let you do anything you want to me.”

Mark laughed nervously, his head spinning from the alcohol. “You’re joking, right?”

Kayla smiled sweetly and shook her head. She ran her hands slowly over her perfect tits and round ass. “Dead serious. One time only. You take his cock like a good boy, and then this…” she squeezed her breasts, “…is all yours.”

Mark’s brain short-circuited. Just one time. It’s not gay if she’s watching. She’s so fucking hot… I’ll never get another chance like this.

“…Okay,” he whispered, voice shaking.



Chapter 2: The First Time

Derek wasn’t gentle.

He pushed Mark face-down onto the bed, yanked his pants down, and lubed him up with quick, confident strokes. Mark expected pain and humiliation.

What he got was something else entirely.

The moment Derek’s thick cock pressed against his prostate, Mark’s world exploded. A deep, electric pleasure he had never felt before surged through his body. His mouth fell open in a silent moan as Derek sank deeper.

“Fuck… that feels…” Mark couldn’t finish the sentence.

Kayla watched from the side of the bed with a wicked smile, slowly touching herself. “See? Your body already knows what it needs.”

Derek started thrusting harder. Each powerful stroke hit that perfect spot. Mark’s cock leaked helplessly onto the sheets. The pleasure built fast — faster and more intense than anything he had ever experienced with a woman.

When the orgasm hit, it was catastrophic.

Mark came hands-free, harder than he ever had in his life. His whole body convulsed. He moaned like a desperate whore while Derek kept pounding through the orgasm, drawing it out until Mark was shaking, whimpering, and seeing stars.

Derek finally pulled out and painted Mark’s back with thick, hot ropes of cum.

Mark lay there panting, mind completely blank, body buzzing with aftershocks.



Chapter 3: The Trap Closes

Kayla smiled down at the wrecked man on her bed.

“Wow. I’ve never seen anyone cum like that from getting fucked. There’s no way I can let you fuck me now… you’re clearly not a top.”

Mark tried to protest, still floating in a haze of pleasure. But Kayla was already pulling outfits from her closet.

“Let me dress you up first. Make you look like a sexy little girl. Then maybe I’ll let you fuck me.”

Drunk, horny, and completely overwhelmed, Mark agreed again.

Kayla went to work with glee. She shaved him completely smooth, dressed him in her pink micro skirt, fishnet stockings, crop top, and red heels. She did his makeup — heavy smoky eyes, glossy pink lips, blush. She placed a cheap blonde wig on his head and stepped back to admire her work.

When she turned him toward the mirror, Mark barely recognized the slutty girl staring back.

“Meet Mandy,” Kayla whispered, clearly delighted.

Derek immediately stepped up behind the newly feminized Mandy, bent her over the bed, and slid back inside her.

This time it felt even better.

Kayla shoved a thick dildo into Mandy’s mouth. “Suck it like a good girl. Don’t stop until he’s done with you.”

Mandy sucked desperately while Derek fucked her senseless. Kayla’s perfect tits bounced right in front of her face as she encouraged them both. The domination, the fullness, the humiliation — it all collided inside her.

Mandy came again. Hands-free. Even harder than the first time.

Kayla never let him touch her pussy. Not once.



KChapter 4: The Psychological Rewiring

The next morning, Mark woke up sore, still half-dressed in Kayla’s clothes.

The nightly ritual that followed was devastating.

He stood in his own bathroom under harsh light, slowly peeling away the layers of his true self. Wig off. Makeup scrubbed away. Skirt and fishnets folded and hidden. Back into boring boxer briefs, jeans, and a hoodie.

As he stared at the plain boy in the mirror, the psychological shift hit him like a truck.

He no longer thought about pussy.

He thought about how full and complete he felt when Derek was inside him. How intense the orgasms were. How desperately he wanted to feel a real man take control and fuck the cum out of him again.

That night, and every night after, the craving grew stronger.

The boy mask was cracking faster than ever.

Mandy was waking up — and she was hungry.



&Chapter 5: The New Normal

Over the following weeks, Mark’s mind continued to transform.

At work he found himself staring at tall, confident men, wondering how big their cocks were and whether they could make him cum hands-free like Derek had. Every night he transformed into Mandy and went out searching for that feeling again.

The nightly ritual became pure torture. Each time he removed the wig and makeup, he felt like he was murdering the real version of himself.

One night after another intense session with a stranger, he stood in front of the mirror crying.

“I don’t want to be Mark anymore,” he whispered. “I want to feel that pleasure every single time.”

The switcheroo had changed everything.

Mandy was no longer just a fantasy.

She was becoming his truth.



End of Book #7
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