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CHAPTER 1

“Going on a date tonight?”

“Yeah. Hot date,” Devon grinned at Stella, licking his lips and examining a black curl of hair that had escaped his styling.

“Mhmmm.  Who’s  the  lucky  woman  this  time?”  Stella  crossed  her  arms  and watched her six-foot-two housemate from the doorway as he smoothed the stray curl in front of the mirror and then spritzed himself with cologne.

“We  all  know  a   real  gentleman…”  Devon  said,  winking  at  Stella’s  reflection,

“…never kisses and tells. Besides, don’t worry. She doesn’t even come close to  you.”

She rolled her eyes. “Please. Save that ass-kissing for your date, okay?”

Devon  took  a  split  second  to  take  in  her  outfit  of  the  day.  She  was  wearing  a workout crop top, one that exposed the angles of her shoulders and slender arms. A bulging cleavage line showed off her ample chest. He had a thing for natural breasts, and Stella’s were perfectly natural—he had no doubt about that. A tiny pair of bike shorts outlined her hips and the sides of her ass in seductive proportions. A baseball cap hid her sleek golden hair, save for a few fly-aways that trailed down one cheek.

Could his housemate be any more gorgeous?

“Oh, I’ll be kissing some ass today, that’s for sure,” he said lewdly, and stuck out his tongue.

“You’re disgusting,” Stella said, promptly disappearing to her room.

Devon smirked and then looked at himself in the mirror to admire his good looks.

He had a good feeling about this date, and as usual, he couldn’t help but think she’d be smitten by him. Women always had a thing for playful, confident guys, even if they were mostly arrogant. He knew his smile was killer, his curly dark hair was handsome, and his midnight-black eyes were piercing.

He was the epitome of ‘tall, dark, and handsome’, if he could say so himself.

Devon stole one last look at his reflection before he left the apartment and went to his car. He had just eased the car down the driveway of the apartment complex when his phone pinged.

He stopped the car and paused to look, swiping down to check the notifications.

A slew of messages came into view.

“Devon, I honestly can’t believe how immature you are. It’s not that I’m fazed by your rejection, it’s the fact that I’m hurt by your lack of respect for me.” 

 “Radio silence after six dates? Really?” 

 “You’re a jerk and an asshole, Devon. This is the last time you’re going to hear from me. Good riddance.” 

Each message was from a different girl he’d met from an online dating app and at one point he’d gone out on dates with.

He’d ended up ghosting all of them.

He sighed, revving up the engine once more. He didn’t have time to deal with crazy chicks.

As  he  drove  to  the  bar,  the  angry  messages  popped  into  his  head  once  again, annoying him. These girls had issues. As far as he was concerned, they took dating far too seriously. They also got attached far too quickly. He figured it was a pesky problem that all attractive men had to deal with.

It  was  a  weird  thing  about  him,  but  the  clingier  a  girl  got,  the  more  distant  he became.

He also hated whenever girls couldn’t meet their own standards. That was a huge problem  in  online  dating.  He  had  had  far  too  many  encounters  of  girls  who  were twenty pounds heavier than what the photos on their profiles suggested. Once he was convinced  he’d  been  catfished  because  the girl  IRL  looked   nothing  like  her  photos.

Then she’d sheepishly admitted she’d used some kind of app to add a filter to her whole face. It had slimmed down her nose and cheeks, made her eyes look bigger, and given her a jawline.

Girls love to deceive, Devon thought scathingly. Especially when they had their eyes on a stud like him.

A  girl  like  Stella,  on  the  other  hand,  was  a  real   woman.  Beautiful  and  smart.

Bouncy natural breasts. Of course, like any other straight guy would be, he had the hots for his housemate.

But she had not so much as shown an inkling of interest in him. That made him all the more confident that one day—one magnificent day—that sweet, tight little pussy would be his.

* * *

His date stepped into the bar like a breath of fresh air a few minutes after he’d sat down.

“Hey, Alison?” he called out, putting on his best flirty smile. “Nice to see you. You look great.”

“Thanks!” Alison said, sliding next to him.

Even in the hazy lights, Devon could tell he’d scored with this girl. She was wearing a short blue dress that displayed the top mounds of an amazingly full chest. Her blond hair had been done up in curls above her head. Her face was cute—maybe a 6, or a low 7—she had that kind of ‘girl next door’ vibe going. Those soft, soft ta-tas were more than going to make up for it.

Soon  they  were  drinking  their  beers  and  making  small  talk.  Alison  became increasingly flirtatious, laughing at his jokes, playing with her hair, and touching his arm. At one point the hem of her dress rode dangerously up her thigh and he felt his cock twitch at the thought of fucking her curvy body.

“I’ll drive you back to your place?” Devon offered about an hour or so later.

“Sure,” she said, fluttering her eyelashes. “We can hang out for a bit at my place.

If you want to, that is.”

He grinned. “You know I’d love that.”

* * *

Her apartment was neat and tidy, like she’d made sure to clean up the place before she stepped out. She poured some wine, lit a few candles and disappeared into the bathroom. When she came back she had undone her hair, her long beautiful full curls falling down to her waist.

He went crazy.

They made out on her couch. Devon took his time kissing the side of her neck, trailing his fingers down the small of her back, breathing in her soft vanilla scent.

She spread her body on the couch as he undressed her, carefully unbuttoning the front of her dress.

That was when he realized something was wrong.

Devon paused suspiciously as he unclasped her bra and held it in his hand. The padding was so thick it felt like a mattress.

Laying before him was a pair of unimpressive A-cup breasts.

Anger and annoyance surged up his spine.

 When will girls learn?  he wondered grimly.  Wearing push up bras is fucking false advertising. 

This girl had gone out of her way to deceive him.

Her chest was as flat as a fucking board.

There were no big tits for him to play with, to suck on, to watch as they bounced and flopped while he pounded away. No delicious blubber balls for him to ram his cock

through while they sprung up and down lustily. Nothing to grab on or fill his mouth with as he suckled on those nipples. Hell, if he sucked on those nips, he might as well have been licking a goddamn man.

 Lies. All lies! 

He’d been scammed.

“Is something wrong, Devon?” Alison asked, a look of concern on her face.

He reached into his pocket, pulled out his phone, and quickly came up with a story.

“You  know  what—Alison—I’m  sorry,  but  uh  my  buddy’s  got  an  emergency,”  he said, trying to avert his eyes from her washboard chest. “I gotta go.”

The girl’s cheeks reddened. “Are you seriously leaving?”

“Um, yeah, sorry,” he mumbled. “I’ll text you.”

He fiddled with the lock at the front door, trying to figure it out.

He’d put one foot out into the cool night air when he heard her shout.

“Wait!”

There was such a sense of urgency in her voice that for a split second he thought he must have left something of his behind.

He spun around, only to be met by the splash of a glass of red wine in his face.

His eyes began to sting like nettles.

“Bitch! Stupid whore!” he yelped, and ran down the steps into his car.

It was only when he’d started the engine again that he realized his cock was stiff inside his jeans.

Alison’s act of defiance had strangely turned him on.

He resolved to relieve himself once he got back home thinking of Stella’s tits.

If only he knew that this was the stirring of his inner submissive self.


CHAPTER 2

 “Piece of shit asshole.” 

Devon stared down at Alison’s most recent text, rolled his eyes, and proceeded to hit ‘delete’.

Girls like her were truly insufferable. A week had gone by since their disaster of a date  and  she  was  still  sending  him  annoying  messages.  He  never  took  the  time  to respond to any of them.

“Hey, Devon?”

He looked up from his laptop.

Stella  was  standing  at  the  door,  looking  like  she’d  stepped  out  of  a  fashion magazine.

“Just  letting  you  know  I’ll  be  back  late,”  she  said.  “Hanging  out  with  some girlfriends.”

“Sure thing.”

“By the way…what are you up to tonight?”

His heart skipped a beat.

“Nothing. Why?”

“The garbage needs emptying,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone. “Tons of dirty dishes in the sink. The whole place needs a good vacuuming. You have all the time in the world, my friend.”

He groaned. “Get the hell out of here.”

She laughed and left him alone.

He was halfway through a TV episode from a comedy show he’d been watching when his phone pinged again.

“Fucking Alison,” he cursed.

But  when  he  looked  down  at  the  message  it  wasn’t  Alison  at  all.  It  was  Riley, another girl from the dating app. They’d been texting back and forth for several days now,  and  judging  by  the  number  of  winks  she’d  been  sending  him  lately,  she  was clearly impressed by his one-liners.

 “Bored and home alone. Are you free tonight?” 

 “Yeah,”  he texted back.   “You have anything in mind?” 

“I don’t know about you, but I’m feeling a little frisky…”  Wink face.  “Oops. Was that too direct?”  Wink face.

 “No, just a little desperate.” 

He imagined her giggling like a teenager.

Sometimes—just sometimes—he had fresh pussy simply thrown at him.

The curse of a good-looking man.

 “I’ll come right over, babe.” 

He showered, put on a fresh pair of jeans and a shirt, styled his hair, and got into his car.

* * *

Riley was even more beautiful than her pictures. A rare occurrence in the online dating world.

Blue eyes, long dark hair, a wispy sort of voice. A killer combination in his books.

She answered the door in a robe, and Devon was immediately transfixed.

“God, you’re hot,” he breathed. “May I come in?”

She  laughed,  then  cocked  her  head  to  one  side  as  he  was  under  examination.

“Hmm. You’re not so bad looking yourself!” One of her hands let go of the robe for a second, revealing a flash of rosy skin and a magnificent view of sideboob.

 Was she naked underneath that? 

He grabbed her by the arm, brought her close, and kissed her. The feeling of warm flesh mere millimeters away from his cock sent a sliver of excitement down his groin.

“Whoa, slow down there tiger,” she said, giggling. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”

Her fingers clasped against his, Riley led him to a large bedroom and tackled him to the bed.

She kissed him, then traced the tip of her tongue down his throat and neck.

“Sexy…” Devon groaned. He was hard already.

“You know what would be really sexy?” she whispered.

“What, babe?”

“Your clothes. Off. Now,” she ordered in her wispy feminine voice.

She helped him unbutton his jeans and remove his shirt and boxers. Soon he was naked—his cock achingly hard, desperate for contact with her tongue.

Riley  bent  down  and  kissed  the  tip  of  his  rod  with  her  luscious  lips.  The  soft wetness drove him wild.

He tried to disrobe her, but she sprang away.

“You  know,  I  have  a  fetish…”  she  said,  looking  down  at  his  naked  body thoughtfully.

 Kinky girl,  Devon thought. “That’s hot. Tell me.”

Riley shook her head shyly. “I’m not sure I’m ready to say what it is. You’ll laugh.”

Devon  took  her  hands  in  his  and  gave  her  what  he  thought  was  a  caring, empathetic look. “You know you can tell me anything, babe.”

“Lingerie,” she said simply after a pause. “Lingerie makes me so wet down there.”

“That’s  hot,”  Devon  said.  He  liked  lingerie—it  added  to  the  suspense  and anticipation of fucking. A naughty corset, those stringy bras with nipple cut-outs. He also thought he had a thing for stockings and high heels because of the kind of porn he watched.

“I mean,” Riley continued, blushing. “I don’t want you to misunderstand. I mean men in lingerie….men who crossdress are a big turn-on for me.”

Devon stared at her.

Then he shook away the weirdness of what he’d just heard and smiled at her.

 Everyone has secret fetishes,  he thought.

Besides, he wasn’t going to turn anything down for some of that juicy pussy.

“What do you find sexy about them?” he asked.

“I  feel  like  that’s  when  a  man  is  most  attractive,”  she  confessed.  “It’s  hard  to explain. Women crossdress all the time, and society approves of them doing it. But it’s a different story for men. It’s kind of taboo, and I think that’s what makes it so sexy.

There’s something about a male body in a set of matching bra and panties that drives me kind of crazy. I think you know where this is going…”

“Have you ever tried it on anyone before?”

“Yes. On a few boyfriends,” she answered. “It’s always fun. They end up getting really into it, surprisingly.”

Devon knew there wasn’t any chance in hell he’d be into it. Riley’s exes had to be sissies.

He didn’t have much time to think because a second later she’d let her robe fall to the floor. He was spellbound by her natural beauty.

If Riley was in the mood for her frisky little fetish, he’d give it a go. After all, she’d chosen  him—out of probably a hundred other hungry men who’d gladly do anything under the sun for a chance to sleep with her. And it would just be for her eyes. No one else would know.

The thought of ramming his rod into her wet mound made him decide. A desperate penis knew no bounds.

“You look so sexy when you want something,” Devon said, fixating his eyes on her charming face. “Tell me what I have to do.”

“Just stay still…”

She fastened a pink push-up bra across his chest, loosening the straps so it didn’t cut through his skin. The cups were filled with folded socks and strategically placed at the bottom to create a round, plump look. A pair of fishnet stockings went on next, followed by a sheer garter belt with floral cut-outs.

Riley’s breathing quickened as she expertly hooked the garters to the stockings and adjusted the suspenders. Devon knew she was getting aroused, and it made his cock twitch.

“You like that, honey?” she whispered once she was finished, stroking his free cock.

“You bet I do,” he murmured back.

“I have a surprise for you.”

“Oh yeah? What’s that?”

She fished something out of the bottom drawer. It took a moment for Devon to make out that it was two pairs of fur handcuffs and a stainless steel chastity cage.

“What’s that for?” he said, startled.

“Shhh…” Riley said seductively. “Relax. This is going to be worth it.”

She cuffed one of his wrists to the left side of the headboard. Then, smiling with satisfaction, she proceeded to cuff his other wrist as well. A minute later his cock was trapped tightly within the heavy metal cage. The fact he was being caged and controlled by a dominating woman sent a surprising chill through his bones. He’d never felt this way before, and yet he was unmistakably aroused.

“How do you feel?” she asked in her seductive voice.

“Like a pretty lady,” he said, and smiled. “You better make this worth my time. Get over here and kiss me.”

“Fuck you,” she said.

“Excuse me?”

“I said fuck you,” she repeated. “I can make you anything in the world right now, and there’s not a single thing you can do about it.” He stared up at her, a mixture of foreign feelings bubbling inside of him.

Here he was, dressed as a female slut, his manhood effectively disabled. And she was right. He was cuffed and caged, and all he could do now was comply.

“Don’t feel so confident with your cock locked, do you?” she snarled, hovering a tiny little key in front of him. “Can’t you see you’re not a man anymore? You’re nothing but a stupid little sissy slut.”

Hot anger flashed through his entire being.

“You fucking bitch,” Devon said, another stream of profanities escaping his mouth.

“Let me free. Get me out of these sissy clothes right now…or I’m going to make you regret this!”

Riley brought her face so close to him that he could smell her breath. Then she slapped him, hard. The impact stung his cheek like a leather whip.

“I’d like to see you try,” she hissed. “You worthless little fucker. Now you’re going to do what I say or you’re going to suffer.”

The strangest feeling overcame him at that very moment. He was inadvertently becoming aroused at the way Riley was insulting him—so boldly, as if he wasn’t a six-foot man that could crush her with his bodyweight if he was ever wanted to. There was a  dull  sort  of  ache  in  his  penis,  it  wasn’t  painful  exactly,  but  it  was  definitely uncomfortable. It was like his cock wanted to burst out of its cage but couldn’t.

He was physically broken. Riley had broken him.

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“Why?”  she snarled. “You  really  want  to  know  why?  This is  revenge,  baby.  You don’t fuck with my friends.”

“W-What do you—”

The bedroom door suddenly sprung open and another girl entered the room. She was holding something in her hands.

He instantly recognized her homely face and long curls.

“Alison? What are you doing here?”

She laughed and strutted over to his side.

“No questions allowed,” she said simply.

“Look, I’m sorry,” Devon said. “I know I hurt you. I shouldn’t have left that night.

But if this is your idea of revenge…you’re sick in the head. Both of you.”

“You’ve  fucked  with  enough  girls,  Devon,”  Riley  said.  “You’ve  lied  to  them.

Degraded  them  like  pigs.  Made  them  feel  mortified  about  their  own  bodies.  So  I thought it might be time to give you a little taste of your own medicine.”

“You  forget  that  word  gets  around  in  this  town,”  Alison  said.  “Everyone’s connected in some way or another. It’s a small world.”

“When Alison told me what had happened to her,” Riley continued. “I figured out we’d been talking to the same guy! So I did a little detective work—crawled through your social media and dating profiles and found out who else you’ve been screwing over.  And…I  thought,  wouldn’t  it  be  fun  to  invite  everyone  over  for  a  little  party?

There’s more than two people in this world you would love to get a little slice of our revenge.”

“We’re just getting started, Devon,” Alison said, glee in her eyes. “There’s a ton more for you to look forward to!”

The doorbell rang, causing Devon to jerk in the bed.

“Oh, what great timing!” Riley said, clapping her hands. “I think that’s everyone.

Alison, why don’t you go ahead and prepare him while I welcome our guests? Let the party begin!”


CHAPTER 3

Before  Devon  even  knew  what  was  happening,  Alison  came  over  and  strapped what looked like a thick leather collar around his neck. Then she disappeared into a section of the bedroom that appeared to be a walk-in closet and emerged with a long and flowing dark wig.

“Let’s make you all pretty, shall we?” she said, smiling like a wicked witch.

The wig was fastened onto Devon’s scalp and carefully smoothed and combed into place. The hair fell over the sides of his shoulders and tickled his skin like soft feathers.

Alison then applied some make-up on him. His eyelids were colored with a rose pink shade and his lips were painted with shiny pink lip gloss. He accidentally tasted some of it, and it was sweet and sugary.

“Such a pretty slut,” Alison said, stepping back to admire her makeup skills.

The sounds of laughter and several people chatting emanated from the bedroom door.

“She’s ready!” Alison called out loudly. “Come on in!”

Devon squeezed his eyes shut at once and tried to break free from his fur cuffs. It was no use and now his wrists twinged with pain. He didn’t want to know what he was getting into, but the building suspense finally made him open his eyes.

What he saw shocked him to the core.

A gaggle of naked women, their breasts and pussies all out for him to see, were all talking to each other and pointing at him. There had to be at least twelve girls there, though Devon couldn’t bring himself to do a count. He realized with growing dread that he knew every single one of them.

There was Miranda, the girl he’d ghosted after several dates because she’d become way too invested. And Bianca, who he’d said outright looked at least two sizes larger than her photos had suggested. And Carli, who he’d stood up because he’d gotten a date with a much more better-looking girl. And all of the rest. He couldn’t remember half of their names.

These were all women who had been rejected by him—rudely and arrogantly.

He was tense with fear but also desperately aroused. What straight man wouldn’t be—being the focus of attention of a lust-filled group of naked girls?

The fact that all of them hated him made him feel mortified. At the same time, though, there was a growing sense of horniness and hopeless excitement.

 Just how far would these girls go to humiliate him? 

Riley stepped forward and hushed everyone down. The room quickly grew quiet.

“Let’s begin our sissy’s first assignment!” she said, then spinning around to meet Devon’s  eyes.  “You  have  three  minutes  to  make  each  girl  cum—with  your  tongue.

You’re  going  to  make  sure  she  has  an  earth-shattering  orgasm…do  you understand me?”

Devon  tried  to  answer  her,  to  snap  back  and  show  the  audience  his  natural masculine  authority,  but  he  failed.  The  sound  that  came  out  of  him  was  a  pathetic whimper.

“I asked, do you understand me?” Riley’s death stare bore into him like daggers.

“Y-yes…” he said finally.

“Good,” she said. “Because each time you don’t succeed at making someone cum, you’ll face consequences. And trust me when I say this, Devon…you wouldn’t want to know what the punishment is.”

He nodded silently. He believed her.

Rock music started to play from hidden speakers as the girls formed a line, and one by one, they crept up the bed and lowered their crotches in his face. Devon had no choice but to obediently lick their clits and tongue fuck their cunt holes. The first girl moaned  loudly  as  she  rubbed  her  nipples  and  gyrated  her  hips  forcefully  into  his mouth. She orgasmed in less than a minute.

“Such good sissy slut service!” she complimented before making space for the next girl.

Devon  had  to  keep  up  his  energy  because  there  were  no  breaks  given  to  him.

Sweating and trembling, he licked and sucked and tasted one pussy after another like he’d never been hungrier in his life.

He was nothing but a sex slave to them.

Used like a slut. A girly, stupid, dumb slut.

The first time he couldn’t make a girl cum in three minutes she slapped him across the face and hurled insults at him.

“Fucking useless whore,” she cursed.

“I’m  sorry,  honey,”  Riley  said,  smiling.  “That  means  it’s  time  for  a  little punishment. Believe me, Devon, I don’t want to do this. We just need to train our sissy slut to perform on command, perfectly. Mistakes sadly mean consequences.”

Then she pressed a small button on a remote control held in her hand.

“Ow!” Devon yelled.

The pain of the electric shock from the collar hit his nerves and he jerked his neck backwards,  his  head  slamming  against  the  headboard  with  a  loud   thud.  His  vision blurred and his heart raced with terror.

“You still have nine more of us to service with your tongue,” Riley informed him.

“Remember, make us cum under three minutes or you know what’s going to happen!”

The next girl came into view and Devon stared at her busty body and unshaved pussy. The only thing she wore was a pair of nude kitten heels and she balanced herself on the bed as she lowered her groin into his lips.

He had no time to think or make any judgements. He closed his eyes and bobbed his head backwards and forwards, sucking vigorously. Her wiry pubic hair got caught in his teeth but he didn’t dare stop. He ran his tongue up and down the length of her lips and hood. She squatted and jostled him mercilessly with her weight, her vaginal juices dripping into his open mouth.

He knew he was nowhere close to making her orgasm and he was right. This time, the shock hit him and stung like a hundred wasp bites.

He quivered and whimpered like a broken toy.

Each  time  he  failed,  it  looked  like  Riley  was  shocking  him  with  a  progressively higher voltage.

“Lick my cunt, sissy.” The next girl was already lowering her pussy towards him.

Devon was beyond humiliated. He didn’t feel like a man anymore, but someone who was inherently inferior, born to be used and abused. His face was sweating and stained  with  female  cum,  and  the  sound  of moans  and  groans  mixed  with  the  loud music beats began to echo inside his head. He was shocked three more times as his energy  drained  and  his  tongue  muscles  hurt.  The  pain  of  the  last  shock  had  been indescribable.

Finally, the last girl came up to him and sunk her slim hips towards him. She had a washboard chest, long curls, and a homely face.

It was Alison.

“Make me cum, Devon,” she whispered. “You’re going to swallow every last bit of my cunt juices and you’re going to enjoy it.”

He mustered every last bit of strength left in him and stuck his tongue into her abyss. Her wetness was salty, slightly sharp, and full of female musk. He forced his own spit into her and moved it around, suctioning with his mouth and then tasting her juices.  Her  moaning  told  him  he  was  doing  something  right.  Keeping  the  rhythm steady,  he  kept  caressing  her  lips  and  clit  until  she  was  growling  and  heaving  with pleasure.

Just  when  he  thought  his  time  was  up,  his  tongue  felt  her  hole  throbbing  and climaxing. Alison inserted a fingertip inside and a flood of pussy juices squirted all over his face.

“Ooooh yeah, baby…swallow every drop, slut…” she screamed.

Her squirting felt like it went on for an eternity. The liquid stung his eyes, and what landed on his face he had to lap up and swallow. He was drooling by the time she was done.

“An  amazing  finale!”  Riley  said,  clapping.  “Now,  it’s  time  for  our  slut’s  next assignment.”  She  peered  into  his  bewildered  eyes,  a  slow,  vicious  smile  spreading

across her face. “You’re really going to enjoy this one, Devon.  It’s going to change your life.”

He trembled thinking what else she and the rest of the girls had in store for him that night.


CHAPTER 4

“Everyone,  settle  down!”  Riley  announced.  “It’s  time  for  our  slut’s  final performance. Please, gather around and make yourselves comfortable.”

Silence filled the room as the naked girls took their positions, some standing from corners sipping drinks, others sitting cross-legged on plump cushions on the bedroom floor. They gave each other excited looks of anticipation.

“Let’s have our sissy ready for service,” Riley ordered.

Alison came towards him with a small, key-like contraption in her hand. With swift movements, she unlocked the fur handcuffs.

“Don’t even think about running away, slut,” she warned. “I  would hope you’re smarter than that.”

Devon wiggled his wrists free, the skin now red and raw from the frenzied activities of his first assignment.

The truth was he didn’t need Alison to tell him  not to escape. The best strategy, he’d  realized  minutes  into  this  messed up girl’s  night, was  to give up  his  male  ego, embrace  his  inner  feminine  slut,  and  do  exactly  what  he  was  told.  No  whining,  no grumbling.

The sooner he could complete his assignments, the sooner they’d let him go.

What was this final punishment going to be? Were they going to ask him to lick their assholes now? Or maybe do a striptease and dance seductively in front of them?

Or maybe they’d all have a go at whipping or spanking him until his ass was sore…

As a soft hush fell over the crowd, everyone’s eyes fell back on him. His head spun with his even wilder thoughts and his cheeks reddened.

“I’d like for everyone to give a warm welcome to our surprise guest,” Riley said.

Alison opened the bedroom door with a flourish, and a tall girl entered the room.

She was wearing a beautiful shiny leather coat and incredibly tall heels. Her strong floral perfume lingered in the air.

Devon almost choked on his own spit in shock.

 It couldn’t be! 

“Hello, Devon,” the newcomer says smoothly. “What a surprise to see you here.”

Here he was, dressed as a helpless woman in a bra and stockings, his cock made tiny and girly and useless, sweat and vaginal fluids all over his face.

And he was face-to-face with his long-time crush.

The only girl he’d actually liked in years.

“S-Stella?” he cried out. His mind whirled. “You’re in on this sick joke?”

“I think you’re mistaken,” Stella said very smoothly, her words flowing like ink in the air.

She unbuttoned her leather coat and revealed a beautiful, almost ethereal body.

Big breasts that he has  always admired from afar had been shaped by a glamorous black bra held together by harness straps. Her wide, sensuous hips were hugged by a black thong trimmed with pretty lace. A belly button ring shone and glistened in the light.

It took his breath away.

“What are you going to do to me?” he finally said. “Why are you doing this to me?”

“I’ve waited for this day for so long,” his housemate replied. “How do you like your new clothes? Your new hair? They make you look so damn pretty.”

He shrunk against the headboard, unable to dig up the words he needed to reply.

“You look simply adorable!” Stella said, laughing. “Looking at you all vulnerable and feminine makes me so horny. Isn’t this what you’ve been wanting, Devon? I’ve seen the way you look at me…tell me you haven’t wanted these all to yourself?”

She unclasped her bra to reveal a set of beautifully voluptuous breasts.

He was smitten.

She stared into Devon’s eyes. “The minute I set my eyes on you I’ve always wanted to feminize you. Make you my little bitch…I’ve been patient, you know, waiting for the perfect moment. When Riley here found out you were living with me, I knew I had my chance.”

She stepped towards the bed, bent over, and gave him a kiss. Her perfect angel lips were on his, and he reached forward to feel her tongue. She was already moaning.

Isn’t this what he’d always wanted?

Stella broke free from his embrace and cupped his chin with her soft hands.

“When Riley told me what you’d done…at first I was horrified,” she continued. “I never thought you could degrade women like that…make them feel embarrassed about their own bodies and emotions. But then, the more I thought about it, the more it made sense to me. It fit my plans perfectly. I said you’re mistaken, Devon, because I’m not in  on  this  ‘sick  joke’  as  you  said.  I’m  the  mastermind  behind  this.  The  ultimate punishment…”

She took his hand in hers and guided his fingers down to her crotch.

Devon felt her smooth navel, the belly button ring, and the strange bulk hiding inside her thong.

“What the hell—”

“Shhhh…”  Stella  said  seductively.  “The  best  punishment  for  a  man  who  hates women is to steal his manhood. You’re no longer a man, my friend. You’re my pathetic little sissy.”

In  one  sweeping  movement,  she  removes  her  thong  to  reveal  the  biggest  cock Devon had ever seen.

The cock swelled as he watched and it reminded him of a tree trunk—huge, heavy, and veiny. Everything was smooth and hairless, except for a tuft of brown hair in the shape of a landing strip right above her penis. Two bulbous balls hung like Christmas ornaments below it.

A thick stream of liquid began to ooze out of the tip.

“I hear you’ve serviced the rest of the girls orally,” Stella whispered, placing his fingers over her gigantic erect cock. “Now it’s my turn. On your knees…we haven’t got any time to waste.”

One  part  of  him  was repulsed  at  the  man  parts  before  him,  and  the  thought  of sucking a cock made him feel sick to his stomach. He wasn’t gay…far from it!

And yet—there was another part of him that was helplessly turned on by the fact he was about to service Stella, the most gorgeous woman he’d ever laid his eyes on.

He realized in shock that he wanted to taste her cock, to feel it pulse and throb inside his mouth, to hear her moan in ecstasy as he sucked away.

He wanted nothing more than to give up his masculinity for her.

A split second later his tongue was sliding up and down her member, then sucking the head, mixing his saliva with her own wetness and spreading it all over. It was hard, rock hard. With both his hands he began rubbing, stroking the length of her cock, and with one brave push he swallowed the rod, willing her to fuck his mouth. Stella was groaning and purring with pleasure, thrusting in and out of his face at a slow steady pace. He was reveling in the slutty feeling of licking her precious cock in front of an audience of girls.

“Turn around,” Stella said simply. “You need to be fucked right now.”

Devon obeyed, reaching his hands behind his cheeks and spreading them open so she could see his tight virgin hole.

“I need your cock inside me, Stella…” he moaned. “I’m such a dirty slut. My pussy is ready for you.”

He braced for the pain. A wet tip massaged his puckered asshole and then the head was squeezed in. He cried out at the pressure, willing himself to open up fully for her.

He needed this, a real cock in his ass. His eyes closed, he arched his back and rocked his body very slightly back and forth, hoping this would make it easier for her.

She was slow at first, her fingernails digging into the sides of his midriff.

“Good girl,” she said. “You’re so sensitive…oh yeah…oh fuck…”

He was heaving, gasping at sensations he’d never experienced before.

“You’re so big, Stella,” he moaned. “I want your milk inside me. Fuck me hard.

Please…”

She thrust her cock deep inside his depths. Something was prickling inside of him, coming alive, an alien pleasure that boggled his mind. It started small, like pins and needles, but overcame him almost like a tidal wave until he had no choice but to give in to the insane horniness that was building.

“Oh god…” he muttered. “Oh god! Oh god!”

His balls and useless cock were dangling back and forth. He was no longer a man, and the shame he felt made him even hornier. He craved for Stella to do dirty things to him and wreck his hole. He wanted her to stretch his pussy so much that it would never be the same again.

The prickles suddenly intensified and he could feel himself riding along the path of  no  return.  Almost  wheezing,  he  focused  on  the  pressure  until  it  culminated  in  a mind-blowing orgasm.

His locked cock erupted with cream, falling onto the bed sheets below.

He wasn’t done though. Stella was ramming into him at a faster pace, her testicles slapping against his ass cheeks. He started to push his ass back, rocking himself front and back, giving her insane pleasure.

“I’m cumming!” she yelled.

A steady stream of warm jizz filled his insides. He had never felt more satisfied.

“Drink the last of my milk, sissy,” she ordered.

Devon  needed  no  convincing.  He  pressed  his  glossed  lips  onto  her  penis,  and locking his slutty eyes on hers, suctioned every last drop of cum out of her. He gave one final moan as he swallowed Stella’s sweet nectar, relishing in its taste as it went down his throat.

“Congratulations,” she said. “You orgasmed just like a real woman – from being fucked in the pussy. You don’t need a cock any more my friend. I know you’ll be more than happy being my sissy slut.”

He  nodded,  suddenly  collapsing  on  the  bed  as  ripples  of  joy  and  fatigue  and overwhelm washed over him.

He had accepted his fate.

A loud applause reached his ears. Cheers and excited girly whispers surrounded him.

“What an amazing performance!” he heard Riley say.

Inside, his heart was beating a million miles a minute.

He was broken now. He could never be a man again—not after what he’d just done.

Before he drifted off into unconsciousness, he felt someone place a blanket over him. Was it Stella? Or someone else? He wasn’t too sure. The warmth enveloped him like a hug.

 I need more,  he thought in a daze.  That’s for sure. 



THE END




Thank you for reading.

Love, Rae
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