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PROLOGUE

They were…beautiful.

Like angels.

Or goddesses.

Sent straight from heaven on golden chariots.

There were three of them, all sprawled and lounging in bed, giggling away like a bunch of schoolgirls at a slumber party. They were all wearing tight silk shorts and silk pajama tops, their bare shoulders and arms peeking out. I crept a little closer.

Oh fuck...was I dreaming?


CHAPTER 1

As all good stories start, my one starts on a stormy night.

It wasn’t just any storm, though. This was one of those freak storms—a mean combination of blustery wind and wet, heavy rain that seemed to come out of nowhere. The city council had apparently warned it would be one of the worst storms in years—but of course I didn’t have a clue and never bothered to check the weather app on my phone.

I arrived at the house in a taxi at about 10 pm with rain pouring down in sheets and thunder booming overhead. The house was dark, but even through the windy wetness it looked just as gorgeous as the photos on the website.

I’d booked the place for the weekend to help my mom, Crystal, with her homemade jam business. I was Crys’s sales rep. My job was to visit shops, restaurants, and organic outlets in the area to show off her delicious jams and hopefully secure a few regular stockists. This house was a little far from downtown where everything happened, but the price was hard to beat—especially when I was going to have the entire place to myself.

Or so I thought…

I was already soaked to the bones when my taxi rolled off into the gloomy darkness. I pulled out my phone to check the message thread with the house owner, Amy. She said she’d left the key under one of the flowerpots beside the front door. With raindrops on my eyelids I peered at the front porch and frowned when I saw exactly zero flowerpots.

It was a large house though so I wondered if there were any around the back.

Dragging my duffel bag and the precious twenty-pound box of Crystal’s organic pink grapefruit and chia seed jam over the porch steps and underneath the little roof shelter, I dropped them by my feet to take another look at my phone.

No signal.

Fuck.

I made my way slowly to the back of the house, the rain slashing and stinging unforgivingly on my body. I rounded the porch to find a bare yard and a backdoor locked with a sturdy padlock on the outside. My heart sank a little—there were no flowerpots here either.

Of course, I’d already screwed up by then and I didn’t have a clue. Because the house I’d booked—and the one I was meant to be in—was the nearly identical house right next to me. Had I checked the house numbers again, things might have been a little different.

“Oh, Crys is going to be just ecstatic,” I muttered to myself, now drenched to my underwear as I shuffled back to the front of the house.

That was when I noticed the lights were on upstairs.

My heart jumped a little. I peered up at the first-floor windows where soft, yellow light was leaking through a pair of sheer curtains. Were those shadows moving across the windows? Shadows that looked like…heads? Maybe Amy was home and forgot to tell me.

Nah, they were probably just tree branches swaying back and forth in the wind.

Still, I tried the lock on the front door...and gasped when it clicked open, swinging silently into a pitch-black hallway.

Weird.

I quickly dragged my bag and box into the house and closed the door behind me. Shivering, I flipped on the lights and shook myself like a wet dog. Then I took off my shoes and socks and left them by the door. The floor was made up of a swirly, bluish kind of marble with cropped carpet around the edges. It felt nice and expensive under my bare feet—and very slippery.

“Hello? Amy?”

No one spoke back. I waited to see if I’d hear anything, but the house was quiet apart from the drumming of the rain overhead. I figured Amy must’ve forgotten to lock the place up before she left on vacation.

“Fucking finally. I can relax.”

I released a huge, loud, happy sigh. Then, humming to myself, I peeled off my pants and T-shirt and hung them off the stair banisters to dry. I liked to think I was a nudist at heart, so I couldn’t wait to take my underwear off and lounge around in my birthday suit for the next two nights.

I was just about to tear said underwear off—my tight little black boxers that had ‘ADDICTED’ written on the waistband (a gift from my ex-girlfriend Suzie)—when my eyes caught the set-up in the living room. I quickly walked into the large space, my gaze feasting on the biggest television I’d ever seen. It was hooked up to an X-Box. There was even a lighted cabinet next to the TV, fully stocked with whiskey, gin, vodka and an impressive array of fruity liqueurs.

“Wow! Amy, you’re amazing,” I muttered.

Still in my underwear, I shuffled back to the staircase and whisked out the pocketknife I had in my pants pocket. I sliced through the taped seal of Mom’s box and picked up a jar. I’d been explicitly told by Crys that I wasn’t supposed to enjoy any of this jam myself…but it wasn’t like she was going to find out. After all, it wasn’t like she was paying me.

I popped open my treat, grabbed a spoon from the kitchen and strode back to the living room.

Dunking the spoon into the pink mixture, I took a big bite before flopping down on the cream couch and flicking the television on. I wasn’t a fan of chia seeds but even I had to admit this stuff was divine. I moaned as the sugary goodness filled my belly. I clicked on the Netflix app and…

Froze.

Laughter.

Was someone laughing upstairs?

No, not just one person…it sounded like a bunch of chicks all giggling at once. Swallowing hard, I quickly turned off the television and strained my ears.

Someone was definitely in the house.

Was it Amy?

Or an intruder?

Setting my jam jar down, I tiptoed back to the hallway. Someone was laughing again. What the hell? Was someone playing a prank on me?

Maybe there was a television upstairs and Amy had forgotten to switch it off. Yeah, that had to be it. I crept up the stairs, slowly, my heart thudding loudly in my chest. At the top of the stairs I saw a white door down the hall. It was open halfway with soft, yellow light spilling onto the carpet. It had to be the same room I’d noticed outside the house.

I stayed very still, my fingers clutching tightly onto the banister, and listened.

“What did he say?” a girl said.

“He was so embarrassed that he actually liked it,” another girl replied. She laughed huskily. “Believe me, he was moaning like a little bitch. I was able to get my tongue deep in there.”

“Naughty, naughty!” a third voice piped up.

“Well, don’t leave us hanging, Summer. What did he taste like?”

I couldn’t hear what Summer whispered to them, but my heart was now pounding even faster as my mind tried to fill in the blanks. Were they really talking about what I thought they were talking about? When the girls burst into laughter again, I slid forward as quietly as I could. This wasn’t television—this was real. There were three girls in there and now I was more curious than anything.

Who the hell were they? And what were they doing in my Airbnb?

Sticking my back against the wall, I was able to peer through the space between the door and the doorway by craning my neck. A blast of heat rushed to my groin at the sight that greeted me.

They were…beautiful.

Like angels.

Or goddesses.

Sent straight from heaven on golden chariots.

The three of them were sprawled and lounging in bed, giggling away like a bunch of schoolgirls at a slumber party. They were all wearing tight silk shorts and silk pajama tops, their bare shoulders and arms peeking out. I crept a little closer.

Oh fuck...was I dreaming?

I couldn’t move. I was transfixed—as transfixed as any young man would be—staring at these gorgeous creatures. As they carried on with their conversation, my gaze roamed their flawless faces and bodies, taking in their full, perfect lips, high cheekbones, smooth tan skin and silky hairdos. They seemed completely oblivious to me hidden behind the door peeping at them—completely oblivious to how effortlessly, breath-stiflingly sexy they were.

“That’s such an adventurous thing to do to a guy on a first date,” one of them said, cushioning her luscious chest on top of a pillow. “Ugh, #goals. I bet he can’t wait for the second one now.”

The girl nearest to me, a tall, curvy, gorgeous redhead, swiped some lotion off the nightstand and spread her legs out on top of her pillow. She started rubbing the lotion in, massaging her thighs as she did so. “Oh, I’ve already moved on,” she said, shrugging. “You know I get off on pushing men’s limits, and that one was just too easy.” She winked at the blonde to her left.

“You want a challenge. Like me.”

“Hell yes,” the redhead said. Her face broke into a devilish, heart-melting smile. “I hope I meet someone at my next party...someone I can train.”

“Mmm, that would be so hot,” moaned the blonde, crossing her legs as she tucked them underneath her. She leaned forward a little, her green eyes bright with longing. “Submissive guys who are actually cute are so hard to find...”

“You can say that again.”

The redhead suddenly looked up. Our eyes locked for a split-second. I saw in my mind’s eye exactly what she’d see: a strange half-naked dude wearing the tightest, teeniest little black boxers. I backed away and decided to make a run for it.

I had no idea where I could go in this freak weather, but anywhere was better than the place I’d just made a mockery of myself.

A genius plan...but sadly, one that failed before I could even try.

I got about two gallant steps down towards the hall when my foot slipped and I tumbled all the way down, landing with a sickening thwack on the marble floor.

Before I could react—or even think, really—a hand grabbed me by the back of my underwear and pulled me up. It was the tall redhead, looming over me. Twisting me around, she pinned me against the wall, my wrists caught tightly in her grip.

I could hear the other two girls approaching from behind.


CHAPTER 2

For a minute or two, there was silence—dead, icy silence—as they all stared me down. Then someone switched on the hallway light and as light spilled over their gorgeous faces my heart stopped. I was so nervous my knees were practically knocking together. What were they thinking? Did they think I was a thief? An axe murderer?

“Oh no,” the redhead finally said softly. “Guys, I think we’ve got a burglar.”

“I—I’m not a b-burglar!” I stuttered. I wanted to say more but my teeth were now chattering a little, partly from the cold but mostly from the fear creeping over me.

“He doesn’t look like a burglar, though,” the blonde girl purred, stepping up to cup my chin in her slender fingers. She had big, perky tits that almost swallowed the entirety of her pajama top. I swallowed hard, every nerve ending in my body twitching as her fingernail glided over my Adam’s apple and dipped silkily into the hollow of my throat. “In fact,” she added, cocking her head. “I’d say he looks pretty cute!”

My face was growing warm as the girls stared at me again, their eyes raking up and down my body. I’d never had anyone even half as beautiful as them look twice at me, and now three stunning women were pinning me with their hard gazes.

My hands self-consciously dropped to cover my crotch area. I hated the fact they could see my bulge and I hated that my boxers had the word ‘ADDICTED’ written on it. The move, unfortunately, didn’t go unnoticed. I flushed even harder as the girls exchanged amused looks.

Can this get any more mortifying?

“Hey! Drop your hands by your side,” the third girl—the dark-haired one—ordered in a sharp tone.

Burning, I did as I was asked, feeling exposed once more. She turned to the redhead and smiled mischievously. “Should we call the cops, Summer?”

Summer’s eyes sparkled.

“No!” I blurted out. “Please don’t. I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I booked this place for the weekend—”

“Oh shit, he’s got a knife.”

My stomach dropped as I looked down and saw the pocketknife I’d carelessly stashed up against the pole of the banister, right next to my clothes, the blade twinkling merrily under the hallway lights.

I couldn’t believe it. Just when I thought things couldn’t get any worse…

“It’s not what you think!” A bead of sweat had sprung from the pores on my forehead and was falling down my temple. “I promise I wasn’t going to hurt anyone!”

“Hurt anyone? Sweetie, no...” Summer took another step towards me, eyeing me seductively as the others grinned. Her tongue flicked over to moisten her pink, plump lower lip and her eyes dropped to my groin once again. Her nostrils flared just slightly. “No one could look at you and think you’d ever hurt anyone. You couldn’t hurt a fly.”

I wasn’t sure if she was being serious or not. Even though I looked ridiculous, I would’ve thought they’d be at least a little bit scared of me—you know, an unknown male with a not-so-concealed weapon who’d apparently broken into their home…

“But still…one never knows these days,” Summer continued, her lips brushing past the shell of my ear. “I’d lock you up. You know, just in case you’re dangerous.”

I’d lock you up.

In spite of my nerves, the words sent a thrill all the way down to my toes.

“I’m sure you’d do the same if you were in our situation,” the blonde said sympathetically. “We’re just three defenseless girls, and, well, you’re a dude.”

“I…I guess…” I said slowly.

A cold, creeping panic was setting over me.  How was I going to get out of this mess?

I’d tell them the truth. Yes, that would probably work.

“Actually,” I began, looking at each of their perfectly symmetrical faces. “I think we just have a misun—”

A clap of thunder cut me off, so loud it almost shook the roof.

“Oh crap. The storm’s getting bad,” the dark-haired girl complained, a slight pout forming on her lips. “Should we take him downstairs and tie him up, or should we tie him here?”

Tie him up?

Wait, what?

“Please!” I cried out as they reached for my arms. “Let’s talk about this. I swear I don’t want any trouble. If you give me a few minutes, I can explain!”

“Don’t worry, baby,” the blonde whispered, stroking the naked strip of skin just above my waistband. “You’ll get plenty of time to explain yourself. After we’ve tied you up. Oh, you’ve got something there…”

She leaned forward. I saw her tongue peek out and then she was licking the rainwater from my forehead. She gave a little moan of satisfaction as if she loved how it tasted. I shivered, squeezing my eyes shut. Did she just do that?

Did she just lick me?

My dick had started to throb.

“Come on,” the redhead, Summer, ordered. “Move.”

They thrust me roughly down the hall. The embarrassing throb was spreading between my legs as I was whisked into the dining room, where I was shoved onto a giant upholstered chair that seemed to be stuffed with feathers. The girls kept chatting, discussing what they’d do to me, glancing at me every so often with disapproving looks. I didn’t dare move, thinking that would show them I meant no harm.

Minutes ticked by before any of them did anything. Then the blonde—by then I’d figured out she was Lina—took my arms and held them behind my back. She was handed a piece of what looked like decorative curtain rope which she tied tightly around my wrists. I just sat there, half in shock and completely helpless, as Summer cut in front of me and squatted down. With a smirk on her full pink lips, she secured my ankles to the legs of the chair with another piece of rope, aided by the brunette, Cindy. Each time Summer’s fingers grazed my feet it was like I got zapped by electricity.

“No funny moves now, cutie,” she said once she was done.

Cutie. I felt drunk. Did she just call me cutie?

I gulped hard and resisted the urge to try to wriggle out of their knots.

“Listen…guys?” I said meekly, my tongue practically sticking to the roof of my mouth. By now I was convinced I’d gotten my rental house wrong, or maybe there’d been a double-booking—in which case I was prepared to send a stern email to Amy as soon as all this went down. “You don’t have to do this. I’m sure we could talk it out.”

“That’s what we’re doing right now,” Cindy said.

I glanced down at myself and at the rope tied ceremoniously with two little bows around my ankles. That’s stretching it, but okay. “Look, I made an innocent mistake, that’s all,” I said, trying to keep my voice level. “I booked this house on Airbnb and now I realize I’ve gotten the address wrong. That’s all. I didn’t mean to trespass. Really. You know what. I’ll walk out. Right now. I’ll find somewhere else to stay.”

The freak storm made itself known again right at that moment. Lightening blasted through the house, making Summer’s face shine eerily as she laughed and toyed with her red locks.

“Sweetheart, are you serious? In this weather? You’ll get fried out there.”

She sidled up to me and perched herself on my knee, the weight of her body pressing hard against my crotch. I let out a shocked gasp, making the girls laugh.

“Don’t be scared, baby,” she whispered. “It’s just a storm. Besides, you have us to make you feel safe…”

My body jerked in excitement as Summer began running her hand down my chest and abs, her nails lightly scratching every dip and crevice of my skin. I wondered if she could feel my swell against her butt...and I guess a part of me desperately wanted her to. Even though I was still tense and jittery you couldn’t stop mother nature, especially when you had so many female pheromones invading you at once.

I wanted her to know I thought she was gorgeous and that she was fucking turning me on.

Summer’s piercing gray eyes were on fire as her fingers pattered and skipped along my skin. They traced slowly over the letters printed on my waistband. Addicted. Suzie used to go insane whenever I wore them—she thought they looked so sexy on me. Now it seemed to be having the same effect on Summer. Did my boxers have superpowers or something?

“Really.” I was trying to speak, but my voice was hoarse. “You can untie me. I don’t want to be a bother. If you want me to go, I’ll g-go.”

“Don’t leave us now, baby.” Lina had knelt between my spread knees and was looking at me with a not-so-innocent glint in her eyes. I could now see she had a giant ass, one you could bounce a penny off of. Oof.

“If you leave us we’ll be heartbroken,” Lina went on, her hand squeezing the inside of my thigh.

“We’ll cry,” Cindy warned from behind me. I bit back a whine as her fingers began massaging the nape of my neck.

“You don’t want us sad and lonely, do you?” Summer asked, her hand drawing upwards and closing in around my right nipple. I drew in a breath as her thumb ran tiny circles around it, making my pink little dot puff out. “Besides, you kind of ruined our girl’s night. I’m sure you can be a good boy and make it up to us. Can’t you?”

Fuck. What I’d give just to have that plump mouth ravish mine. And how insane would it be to be given a chance to kiss that long neck?

Maybe if I stayed back and just rolled with it, I could get what I wanted by the end of the night…

“I—I mean…I’ll do whatever you want, but please don’t hurt me,” I said pathetically.

“Aw. We’d never dream of hurting you!” Summer said, reaching up to pinch my red cheek. “You’re way too cute for that.” She winked. “I’m intrigued by you, stranger. So how about this. Let’s just get to know each other, shall we?”

I nodded and swallowed. My head was spinning. I still couldn’t decide whether I was a dumb old rabbit who’d stumbled into a wolf den or a lucky bear who’d found one very inviting honey pot. I suddenly remembered what I’d overheard Summer talking about just a while earlier. About licking guys deep in their ass-cracks and wanting to ‘train’ a submissive guy—whatever that meant. Fear spiked in my belly.

Maybe I really was in a wolf’s den.

But...

I couldn’t deny the way my body was reacting. The way my dick was hardening against the inside of my boxers, growing more and more painful by the minute…

With these chicks for company, who knew where this mad night could end?

For all I knew they had ropes, chains and hot wax waiting for me upstairs…


CHAPTER 3

I have to be honest—I’ve always fantasized about having a girl dominate me. It was so hot to think about serving a beautiful woman who wanted to control me, own me, and use me for her pleasure. There’s this one porn video I stumbled upon years ago that’ll forever be burned in my memory: a man getting reverse- hogtied and fucked silly by a bunch of women in a dungeon. It was so sexy to watch him squirm as they teased him and dragged him while they exposed and explored his very vulnerable body. He just looked so helpless and embarrassed, his cock hard and dribbling everywhere thanks to the female attention. The ladies kept teasing him and teasing him…and then they finally started going to town on him, stretching out his bottom, taking turns to enjoy his tight little hole.

Man, I must’ve jerked off to that video a gazillion times.

But that was just a fantasy. A fantasy. Something to enjoy when no one was looking. It wasn’t real...but whatever the hell was happening to me was.

I was scared shitless. I had my wrists and ankles shackled to a chair and was just about ready to be molested by three bombshells.

Another part of me, however, was thrilled.

Could my fantasy actually come true?

As the three girls watched, I gave them the sweetest smile I could muster. “I’m an open book. What would you ladies like to know about me?” I said softly.

Summer swung her leg so that she could sit directly across me, straddling my lap. She cupped my face in her hand. I leaned into her palm, feeling its warmth, which made me feel all gooey inside.

“What’s your name?” she asked, her voice a low, sexy whisper.

“Toby.”

“Toby. Nice. So what do you do, Toby?”

“I work at a call center. It’s a boring job, but it pays the bills. I hate it, actually.” I laughed, and the girls laughed along with me. “Also, my mom owns a jam business and I was supposed to be selling her stuff this weekend but now, um, it looks like that’s not going to happen.”

“Aw, poor baby,” Summer said, ruffling my hair. Cindy dug her fingers even deeper into my neck, loosening up a tension spot. It felt heavenly.

“Toby,” Lina said, batting her prominent lashes. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“Not anymore,” I joked, which made them all giggle again. “Hey, can I ask y’all question? I’m just curious—well, I couldn’t help noticing you’re all so beautiful. Haha. Do you three model?”

“Close,” Summer said. “We’re influencers. We’ve got our own Instagram accounts and YouTube channels, and about five million followers between the three of us. We do lifestyle and beauty content mostly, but we also interview celebrities and attend fashion and brand PR events.”

“Wow,” I said, genuinely impressed. “I guess that explains this nice house.”

Lina had brought in a bottle of wine from the kitchen. She poured everyone a glass, including me. Seeing as my hands were tied, I wondered why I’d even been served. But the mystery was solved soon as Summer picked up the wine glass off the mahogany table and held it up to my mouth. The wine was crisp and fruity and slid down my throat like silk. I smacked my lips after a sip.

“So let’s cut to the chase,” Summer whispered, stroking my cheek idly with a feather-soft finger. “What are you even doing here? Are you the kind of pervert who breaks into ladies’ homes hoping you’d catch them naked?”

“Not at all,” I said. “Like I said, I booked a house on Airbnb and somehow messed up the address. I can prove it. Please, just let me get my phone.”

A minute later, Cindy had fished my iPhone out from my pile of clothes and Lina was entering the passcode I’d told her. I watched as she scrolled through my phone, her strawberry-blonde curls swaying along her shoulders. I was hoping she’d read out the message thread between me and Amy, but instead her eyes narrowed suspiciously as if she’d spotted something she hadn’t expected. There was a wicked twinkle in her eyes and it didn’t sit well with me.

Lina called for Cindy, who peeked at my screen. My heartrate sped up as they both smirked.

“Oh my. Looks like we have a very naughty boy on our hands,” Cindy said.

“What?” I asked, my insides clenching as it slowly dawned on me I’d most likely forgotten to close all the porn websites I’d opened up during my last self-play session.

“Blonde MILF penetrates crying jock with a strap-on,” Cindy read out loud. “Wow. Man in bondage spanked and fucked in the ass by his wife. Oh my god. You’re such a horny little kinkster!”

My neck burned with embarrassment. “Please…stop…” I said, my teeth starting to chatter again. “That wasn’t meant for anyone else…”

Summer shot me down with another pinch on my cheek. My phone had been passed along to her and she examined the tabs with interest, ignoring my squirming. “Uh-uh. There are about twenty tabs on here, cutie. Lina, read them all out loud.”

“God, no!” I whined.

But there was nothing I could do. Except sit there and turn my stare out the window as the girls went wild with all of my porn tabs that included everything from anal humiliation to hotwife threesomes to forced male obedience. And as their hot little eyes caught my obviously growing swell I felt like shrinking up and vanishing into thin air.

“You poor thing. You’re getting such a big boner just listening to us read out all your filthy kinks,” Summer purred. I just whimpered, not being able to bear any more of the humiliation of having my privacy invaded in such a brutal way.

“Hmm. The strap-on ones. Did you cum to any of them recently?” she continued.

“N-No,” I lied.

Summer’s eyes flashed. “Why not?”

“Didn’t have the time.” I shrugged, using every ounce of my energy to not show them how mortified I was. “I think those ones were just some stupid links a friend sent me. I was just curious.”

“Really? I think you’re soon going to find out the consequences of lying to us, sweetie pie.”

But at this point I was too embarrassed to admit the truth. So I just kept the story going. “I’m not lying.”

“Are you telling me you’ve never had a fantasy about a girl dominating you? Restraining you, spanking you and humiliating you like a little bitch while she fucks your asshole and your mouth and calls you nasty names?”

I stared at Summer and let out a trembling sigh as my cock pressed painfully against the flimsy material of my boxers. I bucked my hips just a tad, not being able to control myself, but I was pretty sure she could feel it. “No,” I said finally.

Summer turned to Lina again. “Open up his photo gallery.”

I froze.

I knew exactly what they were going to find.

“Well, well, well,” Cindy said several seconds later, her eyes sparkling. “This is interesting, to say the least.”

I don’t think my blush could get any redder than it was right then. I knew it looked awful. I had all sorts of kinky images: pictures of naked, bound guys, men collared and kneeling at the feet of their dominants, spread pink male asses.

All my dirty secrets, out in the open.

“Jesus. No wonder he broke into our home,” Summer said.

“Yes, he’s clearly desperate,” Lina agreed, snickering while she kept swiping.

Cindy smiled, her gaze never leaving my flushed face. “Mmm. He’s a slutty, needy boy. Just the kind I happen to like.”

“Hey,” I protested, wiggling and squirming under Summer’s weight. “Give me back my phone!”

“Does Toby want to have his slutty little boy-cunt destroyed?” she sang, completely ignoring my request. “I think he does! Now be honest with me. You want your ass played with, don’t you?”

She was looking so sternly into my eyes I was thrown off a bit.

“Okay, I admit it,” I said quietly. “I do.”

“You’ve never tried it before?”

“Never.”

“Really?” She was flicking through my gallery at dizzying speed. “Even though you have these in your collection?”

“I…” I shifted around, trying to knock my sleeping arms against my back so they’d wake up. “I’ve never been able to find the right girl, I guess. Never thought I’d be able to.”

Summer’s eyes met mine and my heart skipped a beat. It was like our brain waves matched and we were in sync. I knew she knew exactly what kind of guy I was. Or could be. I suddenly just wanted for her to kiss me while the rest of them pinned me down, making sure I couldn’t escape them.

The thought alone made my head fuzzy with lust.

Summer got off my lap and called Cindy and Lina over. They went off into the living room. I could hear them speaking in hushed but energetic voices. When they came back, Summer was smiling at me—a big, sparkling, utterly breathtaking smile.

“I’m sorry, Toby, Lina’s got some work to do. I guess we’ve got to cut this short.”

“Oh,” I said, hardly believing what I just heard. “You’re going to let me go?”

The girls had walked over to grab their glasses off the mahogany table. “Of course,” Summer said breezily, as if I hadn’t spent the past half-hour being tied, teased and scrutinized like a cell under a microscope. “We were just kidding about keeping you here and having our way with you anyway. But I guess you already knew that. Right?”

“Right…” I laughed as fake-casually as I could—just laughed so my disappointment and heartbreak wouldn’t be laid so bare for them see.

Now that they were setting me free I sure as hell didn’t want to go.

“It sure is a shame about all your, er, ropes,” I said lightly. I tried wriggling out of my ties jokingly but couldn’t meet her eyes as she stepped back behind Lina.

“We’ll get you off them.”

“The storm looks pretty bad, though,” I said lamely. “I mean, I could die out there.”

“Hahaha. I bet it’ll be just fine.” Summer sipped her last bit of wine and set her glass down. “Hey, Cindy, can you untie him?”

“Sure.”

Cindy got to work, and I watched her pretty face as she knelt down to untie the bowed knots around my ankles. The second she freed the rope, Summer spoke again.

“Well…” she began slowly. Cryptically. “If you really want to stay back, you could. But...”

I looked up hopefully. “But what?”

Cindy had stopped untying me and was now looking up at Summer with a smirk.

Summer smiled. “It’s very simple really. You have to follow the rules.”

“Rules?”

“Yes. We’re not that cruel, Toby baby. We’re not going to kick you out in the rain. But here’s what we are going to do.” The light freckles on her face lit up as another flash of lightening cracked through the house. She folded her arms, tilting her head at me. “Rule 1. You stay tied up. You know, for our safety. Rule 2. You do whatever we say. And I mean whatever...we...say.”

The chill in the air had returned. It was thick and charged.  I sat there, not moving a muscle, waiting for her to continue. I had a feeling she had more to say.

“Rule 3.” Summer picked up my phone from the table, her manicured fingernails tapping at the screen. “We drop the fake niceties.”

And as if to prove her last point, Summer stepped on the foot lever of the kitchen trash can and dropped my phone in from shoulder height. She smiled and wiped her palms together. “Oops. Slippery hands.”

My mouth dropped open as I heard the impact my phone made with the mulch.

Summer peered into me as if she was daring me to cry or freak out.

I did neither.

When I didn’t, her grin only widened.

“Good, Toby. Very good. I like you.”

“Th—Thank you,” I murmured, forgetting for an instant my phone’s fate.

“Such a gentleman. So. You accept the rules, Toby?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Yes. I do.”

“Great.”

The girls were now around me in a circle, their sexy, predatory expressions bright in my view. They drew nearer, their soft perfumes filling the space around me. If the storm wasn’t going wild outside, I could’ve sworn they’d hear the sound of my pounding heart.

“Wish I could join in on the fun,” Lina said. She was smiling mysteriously. “But I’ve got a shoot next week and my makeup artist’s out. I’ve got to practice my look and I hate doing my own makeup. Oh, wait.” She peered at me, her face shimmering. “I have an idea, guys. I’ll do his makeup. He’ll be the perfect model for me to practice on!”

“What?” I said, my stomach churning.

“He’ll look so pretty,” Cindy said cheerily.

“Um, I don’t want to look like a girl,” I mumbled.

“Rule 2,” Summer said in a warning tone.

I looked up at her. “Huh?”

“Rule 2,” she repeated, so sharply it was like she twisted a knife in my heart. “Say it back to me, dud.”

Silence.

“Rule 2. I will do whatever you say,” I said, quietly and robotically.

“That’s better.” Summer edged forward, standing between my knees, which were now trembling noticeably. She folded her arms and her chin rose, making her seem even taller and a hundred times more intimidating. “Now listen carefully, Toby. You’re going to address me as Miss Summer. I’m Miss Summer and this will be Miss Lina and Miss Cindy. One more thing. When you speak to us it should always be from a position of a slave.” She nudged my leg roughly with her foot. “Let’s practice. Kneel. And recite Rule 2 the proper way this time.”

The girls stepped back in unison, waiting.

Fuck. Why did the chills racing up and down my spine feel so, so good?

I hunched forward with my hands still tied behind my back. Carefully, I lowered myself until my wobbly knees met the marble floor. “Miss Summer...” I said, my voice coming out all shaky and weird. “Miss Summer, I will do whatever you, Miss Lina, and Miss Cindy say.”

“Good.” A draft from somewhere shook the crystal droplets of the dining room chandelier, causing the light to scatter and dapple over Summer’s hypnotizing features. She smiled charmingly. “Now kiss my foot, you fucking loser.”


CHAPTER 4

I have to admit, the way she spat that out at me made my cock ache.

Her foot looked flawless. It was bare and clean-ish and had a perfectly feminine arch to it. Her toenails were painted a dark, inky blue and now I could see there was a dragonfly tattoo crawling up the side of her ankle, with long, dancing swirls added on each end. Plus her foot was big since she was so tall—at least a size ten.

The bigger the better, I thought. More to kiss.

As I drew in a shivering breath and bent towards her beautiful sole, someone from behind put a knee between my shoulder blades and shoved my face sharply to the ground. The warm scent of feet invaded my nostrils and filled up my chest. I took the deepest breath I could, feeling a tickle at the back of my core and a wild jerk at the front of my crotch.

I locked my lips in place and kissed her softly.

“Kiss it like you mean it, sucker,” Summer said, wiggling her toes. “Kiss it like you’re kissing your mom.”

The girls snickered.

“Mommy’s little girl,” Summer added under her breath.

I stared up at them from the floor. It seemed the meaner they got, the hotter they became. Especially Summer. Even though she was ruthless, I knew I should be grateful I was being given the chance to kiss a goddess’s foot.

I closed my eyes and kissed the top of her foot again, even more gently this time. Then I kissed all her toes, one by one, followed by the underside of her foot when she lifted it up, from her toe tips to her heel. I kissed like I was making out with her foot. Like I was making love to it. A rush of exhilaration swept through me at the thought of the girls watching me—the bound, kneeling loser—serving their queen’s legs. My cock was so hard now I was pretty sure I was going to pass out.

This wasn’t even close to any of the humiliation porn I’d watched. It wasn’t like watching porn, period. No amount of porn ever made me as excited as this.

Just as I lifted my head up for approval, Summer wrapped the porcelain sole of her foot around my face, making sure to dig as much of it as she could into my nose.

“Mmm. Smell good?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Summer,” I breathed huskily into her warm, velvety goodness.

“This is what I really call getting to know each other.” She let out a close-lipped laugh. “Now face the other way and show me your ass.”

My pulse thudded. Had I heard that right?

“Miss—”

“Rule 2, Toby.”

“Yes, M-Miss Summer.”

Gingerly, I spun around on my knees. What greeted me was Lina and Cindy sitting at the mahogany table with their legs crossed, blinking in amusement with their entire focus on me.

“Go on, spread those pretty legs,” Summer drawled sexily. “Wide as you can. Slap your face to the ground.”

Oh my fucking god.

Am I really going to show her my ass?

Groaning, I stretched my thighs out and bowed forward like I was performing a weird ritual, folding at the waist until I felt the coolness of the floor touch my forehead. I knew I looked either like an idiot or like a blow-up doll splayed at an obscene angle. The thought was both hot and terrifying.

I shut my eyes and listened to Summer’s soft breathing, preparing for her wrath. I still wasn’t prepared for what she did next. My breathing turned loud and jittery as she ripped down the back end of my boxers, exposing my ass for everyone to see. A second later I felt the unmistakable shape of her foot riding up and down the forbidden dip between my legs.

A place no girl had ever dared to venture before.

“Wow. Look at that crack, girls. It’s a beauty.”

Cindy giggled. “Look at the way he’s squirming. I think he likes showing it off.”

“Answer Miss Cindy,” Summer demanded. “Do you like the fact your ass is in full display?”

“Yes, Miss Cindy,” I whimpered. It felt so fucking good, feeling those pretty toes and sharp nails glide and caress my taint and balls. “I feel so helpless right now.”

“Oh, Toby. But we haven’t even gotten started yet.” Summer clicked her tongue. “Girls, come down here and have a closer look at this asshole.”

I started to shudder as the girls made their way behind me. I sensed them bending, hunching over as they stared directly at my most private of areas. I could only imagine the things going through their minds as Summer’s toes spread apart the inside of my naked butt cheeks. I felt as tense as a board. My heart was pounding so hard and my cock was pulsing to the point of pain.

Summer finally spoke up.

“I like what I see, Toby. You’ve got a cute pucker and I can definitely tell you’re a virgin back there. Most guys don’t know how to groom their assholes. They think it’s gay to put a finger up there to soap it up. Dumbasses. But yours is clean and nice and smooth, but it’s definitely in need of training from someone like me. I hope you’re a patient boy, because we’ve got things to do before that training starts.”

Training? What did she mean by training? Summer for some reason seemed hungry for ass. Was she planning on licking my ass? Was she going to make me wear a butt plug? Or—I shuddered more violently—would she fist me?

Summer curled her toes and pressed them over my hole, causing me to buck my hips instinctively. That’s it, I’m a goner, I thought feverishly as a drizzle of wetness sprouted from my cock and dribbled into the crotch of my boxers. Her hands roamed up my butt, covering it up again only for her to tuck a finger inside the elastic rim of my clothing and lift me up, hauling me to my feet like I weighed nothing.

Her face popped up next to mine and I stared up into her predatory eyes.

“Do you like me treating you like the nasty little cunt you are?”

I nodded, feeling pathetic. I could feel her stare burning down on me like the sun.

“Bow when you speak to me, loser. How much did you enjoy kissing my feet?”

I lowered my head and pressed my chest down. “I loved it, Miss Summer,” I replied truthfully as a blush crept up my neck.

“Ha! You like being our personal slave? You like us calling you stupid names, you little bitch?”

I felt it again then. That hot wave of electricity connecting me to her. How she knew me without ever meeting me before tonight. She could probably smell my desire. She could probably feel my cock twitching. And she definitely knew I wanted her and her friends to have their way with me, to relish the power they had simply because they were pretty women.

“I want you, Miss Summer,” I said simply.

She slapped me hard across one shoulder, causing me to topple backwards onto the chair with a moan.

“I know that, dumbass. Too bad you’ll never have me. The only way I’ll ever want you is to use you as a punching bag. Or to lick my feet clean.” She laughed dryly. “Now listen up. I’m giving you the privilege of sitting back down on our chair. We have a makeover for you, after all. I’m warning you, though, you’re not going to be doing a lot of sitting afterwards…that’s for sure.”


CHAPTER 5

The storm only seemed to be getting stronger by the minute.

Cracks of thunder rattled the glass doors and the chandelier of the dining room, and the howling winds outside were so loud I could barely hear anyone. But Summer, Lina, and Cindy didn’t even seem to notice.

They were too busy working on me.

Lina had brought out her makeup kit and arranged her ‘tools’ on the table surface. I had no idea what half of them were—hell, I barely knew the difference between eyeliner and mascara (and was it mascara or mascera?).

Suzie, my ex, was the only girl I personally knew who liked makeup. In fact, she was a makeup addict. She used to spend two hours drawing a face on and another hour styling her hair before we went out. It was annoying to say the least.

Was Lina going to take hours with me on her stupid makeup look? My stomach dropped at the thought.

Makeup was good on a girl—not a dude. This definitely wasn’t what I had in mind when I thought about hanging out with three smoking-hot beauties. I wanted them to get naked. I wanted to kiss their necks. I wanted to lick their tits and a whole lot more. I wanted them to fuck me, not turn me into a drag queen so they could make fun of me for the rest of the night.

But I was too smart to speak my mind. If I did, I was pretty sure Summer would have no problem kicking me out into the storm.

Over the next hour or so, Lina and the girls proceeded with my girly makeover. I had no idea what they were doing, but I was too scared to ask. I remained silent and as dumb as a doll as they worked on me. Colors were picked up and shoved away. Powders were puffed up on little pink sponges the shape of teardrops. Dirty brushes were sprayed and cleaned only to be dirtied again with swirls of color. Tubes and applicators were tested on the backs of their hands. There were lots and lots of whispers and exchanged glances and giggling.

After a while, though, I had to admit it wasn’t half bad. How could it be when I had these girls giving me attention, peering intently at my face like they were the artists working on the Sistine Chapel ceiling, debating among themselves on whether I was better off with a barely-there, wispy lash or a bold, glamorous one? (They went with the bold, glamorous one.)

“There,” Lina said with a flourish, stepping back to admire her work. “I think I’ve outdone myself, guys. What do y’all think?”

Cindy tilted her head. “I think he needs something to complete the look.”

“What? Earrings?”

“No. Hair. A wig!”

“Why not both?” Summer cut in breezily, giving me a sly glance. “I’ve got just what he needs. Give me a minute.”

My throat went dry. I didn’t like the direction their conversation was heading. I didn’t want to wear a fucking wig and I definitely didn’t give a damn about earrings. Who did they think I was? A dress-up Barbie?

As Summer strolled casually up the grand stairway, I kept hoping it was a joke. From below, I could hear drawers opening and closet doors swinging open.

I had a bad feeling it wasn’t a joke at all.

A couple minutes later and Summer was back, her smile a wicked crescent-moon. With a sneaky glance in my direction, she handed off a few of the items she’d picked up to Cindy, who placed them on a seat under the table before I could see what they were. The rest were given to Lina. I shut my eyes and tried not to flinch as she put the wig on my head and clipped the heavy pair of earrings onto my earlobes.

I didn’t want to see what I’d become.

Someone jostled me in the chest and I opened my eyes. It was Lina, shoving the mirror attached to her face powder in front of my nose. A blush was already crawling up my cheeks before my gaze settled on my reflection.

Holy shit.

Is that even me?

The sight nearly knocked the air out of my lungs.

In the mirror, a dark-haired beauty was staring back at me. Her blue eyes were wide and mesmerizing, framed by thick fake lashes and lines of black kohl. Her lips was full and pouty, glossed with red lipstick as rich as wine. My messy brown hair had disappeared. Instead, a curtain of long black locks tumbled past my shoulders, styled with a set of bangs that fell fashionably over the side. As I shook my head in disbelief, the hair parted just enough to show off a set of earrings studded with pearls and diamonds.

My heart sank.

“Do you like what you see?” Lina asked sultrily.

No. Fuck no. I hate it.

I must’ve made a face into the mirror or something, because the next thing I knew, Summer had backed me in the ribs. I cried out in pain as I fell to the ground.

“Put your dirty tongue on Lina’s foot and give it a good lick to apologize for being so rude to her!” she barked.

I tried to gather my bearings and rise to my knees, but the pain was still making my head spin. After losing my balance several times, I managed to find the strength to straighten up and bend forward near Lina’s foot. Giggling, she lifted her heel and hovered it above my nose. The smell of her skin gave me an instant head rush.

I used my elbows to drag myself underneath her—which hurt like hell thanks to the marble tiles—and stuck my tongue up her delicate arch, tasting her in one long swipe.

“You’re not done,” Summer said. She stomped her foot near the back of my head. “Lick it completely clean, you piece of trash.”

“Y-Yes, Miss Summer,” I stuttered.

Surrounded by the beautiful feet of Summer and Cindy, I carried out my punishment on Lina’s foot. This time I made the extra effort to go really deep with my tongue, savoring her musty saltiness and repeating my tongue flicks until her arch was clean and glistening.

It was hard work, with my new hair getting in the way and my mouth being so dry because of my nerves. But I did it. Just as I was wrapping things up, though, I felt a pair of hands wrench away my underwear. I let out a chortled gasp as my boxers were dragged down my knees. My cock sprung up and slapped my belly before falling down again. The tip of it was red and shiny with pre-cum.

“Maybe this will teach you some manners.”

I looked up to see Cindy smirking, her teeth flashing white against her lip.

She’d left my boxers dangling around my ankles. I lay there on the marble, helplessly exposed again and unable to cover my boner. I tried to loosen the band around my wrists but it was useless. All the strength had seeped right through my fingers now that the girls had such a clear view of my erection and I had nowhere to hide.

“I hope you’ll be a good boy now, Toby,” Summer murmured, squatting beside me. She lifted a few strands of hair from my wig that had fallen over my eyes and gazed at me lovingly. “Oh. I forgot. You’re no longer a boy. Boys don’t wear makeup and jewelry and put on wigs. You’re not a girl either, because I know girls don’t have penises.” She reached down and cupped my balls, making me tremble. “That leaves only one option. You’re a sissy.”

Sissy.

I sucked in a breath, looking straight into Summer’s sharp gray eyes. That twisted smile of hers was lighting up my world.

If anyone could call me a sissy, it would be her…

“Say it, cutie,” she whispered, driving one hand down my thigh to spread me open, the motion causing my cock to bob.

“I’m a sissy,” I choked out.

“Say ‘I’m a crossdressing freak and I love wearing makeup’.”

I lowered my head, avoiding her eyes. “I’m a…a cross-dressing freak and I love wearing makeup, Miss Summer,” I echoed obediently. My face was flaming.

Summer reached around me and untied the rope holding my wrists together. My arms flopped down as soon as they were released. Fingers crawled along my leg until they stopped right where the root of my cock connected to the inside of my thigh. She tickled me there, smirking when she saw my reaction.

“Good girl. Now for the finishing touch.”

Cindy handed her something from the table. I swallowed a gasp when I saw what it was. A shiny pink collar with a silver dangling leash.

“Now you’re officially our little slave,” Summer said, smoothing her fingertips affectionately around the leather and fixing the buckle around my neck.

She grasped the leash and tugged it forward. I climbed up, standing awkwardly, shifting around to get rid of the boxers puddled around my ankles.

“Alright, babes,” she called, surveying me intensely. “What do you think? Is she a Tara or a Toni?”

Cindy’s brows furrowed. “I think she’s a Treasure.”

“Tanya!” Lina suggested. “I’ve always liked that name.”

“I have an even better one,” Summer said, then paused for dramatic effect. “Trinity.”

“Oh my god, that’s perfect!” Lina squealed, her boobs jiggling.

Summer turned to me, her smile widening. “So it’s settled then. You’re no longer Toby. You’re Trinity.” She grabbed me by the waist, pulling me towards her until I was sure she was going to kiss me.

“A pretty name for an even prettier girl,” she whispered before releasing me.

My insides were fluttering with desire. I was a guy, and here they were, dressing me up and calling me by a girl’s name. When was this going to end? The worst part was that I was so turned on. In fact, right now, the thought of them treating me like a girl felt the biggest turn-on ever.

“Come, Trinity,” Summer commanded, tugging the leash before handing it to Cindy. “It’s time for you to go upstairs. To our bedroom.”

My heartbeat quickened. “Yes, Miss Summer.”

“I want to find the perfect bra for you.”

“B-Bra, Miss Summer?” The word made my tongue tingle.

“That’s right, a bra. Along with panties. Mmm, some hot lingerie is just what you need. Just the thought of seeing your body wrapped in lace and silk is making me wet. Cindy, can you show her the way?”


CHAPTER 6

As Cindy sauntered her gorgeous ass toward the staircase, I felt another pull at my throat. The leathery tightness around my neck felt thrilling. A reminder that I was a slave.

I was flanked by both Cindy and Lina, who were a few steps ahead of me as they led me through to the bedroom. With each stride upwards my cock flopped lewdly. They repeatedly turned back to point and laugh at it like it was the funniest thing they’d ever seen.

As we crossed the hallway, I made it a point to admire their asses from behind. I had a feeling they wanted me to, judging by their provocative swaying. Well, if they wanted me to appreciate how round and pert their cheeks were, I definitely would.

We finally stepped through the white door to enter the space I’d only been able to get a peek at earlier. My chest pounded excitedly as my feet made contact with the soft wool rug set before the massive bed. Here the feminine energy was off the charts. Even the air smelled of female lust and sweet desire. I took in the patterned curtains, fairy lights, fluffy carpet and the bed decked with stuffed animals and plump cushions in varying shades of rose-petal pink and lavender. Judging by the placement of the pillows it was clear the girls shared the bed.

The thought of them sleeping together, practically naked in their flimsy silk sleepwear and touching each other every night was almost too much for me to handle.

This was a sacred place no man was allowed to be in.

So what does that make me?

A sissy slave, apparently, I thought, growing slightly dizzy as the phrase danced around in my mind.

And once again, the girls took no time showing me exactly what that meant.

They pushed and maneuvered me down the bed, sitting me on the edge and then straddling me, their legs pinning mine. I whimpered helplessly, my breaths softly fluttering as the scent of their bodies enveloped me. I wasn’t sure what to think. How to feel. But somehow, the idea of wrapping my body up in lace and silk for them was beginning to appeal to me.

It was a such a new feeling—strange yet exciting. But I was also so confused. Was I really a kinky cross-dresser—a sissy? Or was I  just a deeply submissive guy trapped in a fantasy land by a group of very sexy, very scary girls and willing to play the role to appease their wild appetites?

Did I genuinely have these girly desires bubbling deep inside me, or was I a victim of their sadistic games?

Did they actually like me?

Or did all they want to do was use my body?

“Here she is,” Cindy said, moving around to the other side of the bed, one end of the silver leash held tight in her hand.

Lina smiled at me before sliding off my side too. And then there she was. It was like two maidens offering me up to their queen.

Summer sat down next to me and stroked the line from my neck to my shoulder. She chuckled when she saw how visibly nervous I was.

“You have no idea what the night has in store for you, do you, slut?” she asked.

I shook my head, lowered it, and mumbled something.

“You’re so pretty. So very pretty,” she crooned. Her hand ran up and toyed with one earring before her palm slipped behind my neck, edging me so close to her face until our lips were almost touching. I heard my heart thump like a drum between us. She was so beautiful, and I’d never wanted to kiss someone so badly in my life.

“What’s wrong, cutie?” she whispered.

I was pretty sure I was about to pass out. “I...I’m scared, Miss Summer.”

I thought they were all going to laugh at me. They’d teased me—no, degraded me, really—all night long. I didn’t expect a single ounce of empathy.

But they didn’t laugh.

Not this time.

“I know, sweetheart,” Summer said, kissing the top of my head, her lips lingering for a bit, her warmth making me melt. “This is all brand new to you and that can be pretty frightening. But trust me, Trinity, it’s going to be fun. It’s going to be crazy, yes, but I’ll make sure you feel good.” She leaned in even closer and murmured her next words. “I want you to feel good.”

Chills. All over me.

Maybe...just maybe...she actually likes me.

Summer picked up my leash and tightened her hold over me, maneuvering me until I was bent over the foot-end of the bed.

“I’m going to put this special toy in to...well, to put you in the mood...” she said sultrily. “It’ll help with the nerves.”

I had no time to really react or process what she said. Because the next thing I knew, Summer had her fingers working around my most private of holes. I could feel it clenching and unclenching, the muscles getting all excited at her touch. Within a minute her free hand had drifted past my leg and covered the base of my shaft. It was like an electric current had hit me, making my insides coil tighter and tighter in pleasure. I closed my eyes and let my head fall forward as Summer jerked me slowly and expertly, her hand motions producing squelchy sounds. She didn’t tease me this time. Didn’t test. It was as if she knew exactly which buttons to press to make me lose control…

“Oh my god!” I squeaked, almost bouncing myself right onto the rug. I couldn’t believe it. Just a few pumps and my cock had leaked, exploding a stream of wetness that splattered down the front of the bedspread and specked her wrist.

“I—I’m sorry!” I gasped, trying not to convulse too much as waves of pleasure still washed over me. “It just happened so quickly—”

“Sshhh,” Lina scolded.

“Sorry, Miss Lina. I’m just embarrassed,” I said, my voice hitching, my pitch rising.

“Don’t be,” Summer said from behind me. “It’s only natural and I can tell you’re one horny little bitch.” She swatted my ass playfully, then cleaned some of my essence off the bedspread before spreading it back into my butthole. “Mmm. Fuck, Trinity. Your sissy ass looks so tempting when it’s splattered with sperm. Come and see, girls.”

They were spreading me as flat as a book. As wide as a fucking buffet table. I shivered and imagined their eyes widening with lust as they admired my bottom and everything its cracks were hiding. To be exposed like this was so hot and so shameful. It made me feel so sexy.

I sucked in a sharp breath as a rush of spit repeatedly fell onto the sensitive skin near my pucker. Then I felt something warm and slimy press itself around my opening.

Holy shit. Was that Summer’s tongue circling the rim of my anus?

Fuck!

Yes.

Blood flooded to my groin. Summer moaned as she lapped noisily and eagerly, cheered on by Lina and Cindy. “Fucking inhale that slut cunt, Summer,” they were saying, their breaths harsh and raspy. “Shove that tongue in! Slurp that cunt like a fat, juicy taco!”

They laughed raunchily. Summer’s moaning mouth kept popping away, the sounds crossing my senses and sending them all haywire.

A happy sigh escaped from my lips. It felt incredible to have a girl’s tongue snake down my asshole and run up and down along its edges, sweeping back and forth while her strong hands cupped my balls, squeezing and rotating them while she tasted every inch of me. And because I had no control over what she was doing to me, all I could do was give in to the euphoria of the moment.

If this is a dream, I never want to wake up…

Minutes later I was full-on moaning, my back arched and my trembling palms splayed on the mattress. I had lips sucking and kissing and nibbling my inner ass cheeks and taint, making sure they were completely and totally wet.

“Ohhh...ohhh fuck...” I moaned, biting into the comforter as my asshole puckered violently, totally against my will.

“What does she taste like, Summer?” Lina asked.

Summer stopped licking me to take a breather. “Like the finest caviar.” She giggled. “The good thing is she’s going to find out soon what her own ass tastes like.”

“Mmm. That’s going to be hot to watch,” Cindy said, flashing me a look that made the tease obvious.

“Mm-hmm. Is the lube ready?”

“In my hand.”

“Give it to me, babe.”

A few seconds passed. I sucked in more air. I felt like I was underwater. Something hard and wet was being pushed slowly inside me. I could feel my dainty ring of muscle protesting, resisting, but the harder I clenched, the further the intruding toy wormed its way into me. At last, with my canal stretched wide my muscles snapped down and locked themselves around its base.

“Is that...is that a butt plug, Miss Summer?” I whispered.

“Something like that,” she said mysteriously, giving the end sticking out of my butthole a playful tug. “Now come here, sissy. I want you. All of you.”

She pulled on my leash. My gaze met hers as I turned around and crawled up to her. She held me by the waist while her lips came crashing down on mine.


CHAPTER 7

Oh, I’ve been waiting for this forever…

And can’t believe it’s finally happening.

Her lips were completely bare but so soft. I couldn’t even detect any hint of scented chapstick. It slowly dawned on me that Summer had set out to make me even girlier than she was.

That’s so hot, I thought vaguely, my brain practically melting as her tongue circled teasingly over my lips before slipping easily through them. It swept around until it found the tip of my own tongue and latched onto it, sucking me into her, savoring me. I whined softly, sounding like a slut who was desperate to be screwed. Summer and her friends had transformed me, made me so desirable. Suddenly I liked the fact my lips were red and tasted like raspberries, that my eyes looked so big and doe-like thanks to Lina’s kohl…

With our tongues still connected, Summer lay me down on the soft cushions, one arm pinned beside my head as we continued to make out. She was such a great kisser. When an oddly familiar smell rose through me I was a little confused. No, it wasn’t just a smell. It was a taste.

The truth hit me like a thunderbolt.

I was tasting my own ass.

The reality of it made my cock twitch against her stomach. 

It was so filthy. So dirty. But I didn’t give a fuck.

Summer moaned over me and pressed her chest firmly against mine, the silky fabric of her PJ top separating her hardened nipples. I focused on the taste of my ass on her breath as her hands wandered down my front. She held my balls up and gave them a tight squeeze. Her thumb began flicking one ball as her mouth left mine. I saw my lipstick had stained her lips, making her face look even more dazzling. I could see now why Suzie was addicted to wearing makeup everyday...

“Hey, Trinity?” Summer said huskily, tending to my other ball. “I think it’s time I showed you what real women do.”

I couldn’t respond, not with the way her nails were lightly scratching my sack, not with the way her knee was rubbing suggestively against my aching boner. Something was digging into my hip and that was when I felt it. A remote. Summer was holding it. She pressed a button on one end.

It felt like a tickle at first, right at the depths of my stomach. Then the tickle blossomed, sending sparks up and down my ass, spreading and multiplying. I moaned. The vibrations weren’t just inside my ass...they were also on the outside, stimulating the sensitive area of skin between my testicles and my asshole.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, my hips starting to buck. “That feels sooo good, M-Miss Ch-Summer.”

Summer’s face had brightened. “I know it does.”

She peppered kisses down my neck and started sucking the tender flesh there, her teeth grazing and nipping. I was writhing underneath her, the sensations overwhelming.

“You’re a very lucky girl, Trinity,” she whispered, her breath hot and moist.

“I need you, Miss Summer!” I cried. “Please! Please, please, could you fuck my ass?”

“Good things come to sissies who wait. If you’re a good little girl then I might not be the only one fucking you tonight. I bet a slut like you would love that, huh?”

I nodded shamelessly. “Please, I’ll do anything. My ass needs you all, Miss Summer. My ass needs three thick, hard, nice, beautiful, sexy dicks to fuck it.”

“Oooh. I can tell the toy has a positive effect on your attitude, Trinity. That’s awesome. You could be our perfect whore...except...” Summer looked down at my nakedness and tutted.

“Except...?”

No one cared to answer. Summer pressed another one of the buttons on her remote. The vibrations instantly became more intense. I jerked my hips around, trying desperately not to lose control. But the combination of the pressure on my taint and the pulsating in my anus was causing my nerve endings to go crazy. I threw an arm over my eyes, too embarrassed by how loudly I was moaning and by how girly I sounded.

While I was dazed and completely distracted, Lina and Cindy surrounded me again. The straps of a red lace push-up bra were slid up my arms and clasped closed at the back. The padding of the bra was so thick I suddenly had cleavage—at least a B-cup size. My cock was encased in a red thong with a little bow at the top, cut in a low-rise style with silky panels added in and feathered lace at the back. Sheer, silky stockings were rolled up and snapped around my thighs. My girly transformation was completed with black stilettos that perfectly matched my dark hair.

Lina and Cindy came up, pulling my arms behind my back and restraining them with furry red handcuffs.

“God, you’ve gone all red,” Lina joked, soaking in my finished look.

I went even redder.

I was trapped…again.

And this time I loved it.

I felt so sexy.

So vulnerable.

Just like a girl.

The plug in my ass had stopped vibrating, but the fullness inside me still felt amazing.

I could get addicted to the feeling!

As I tried to catch my breath and gather my bearings, Summer leaned over and blew softly into my ear.

“Hi there, stranger. Come here often?”

I laughed. By now it was pretty clear Summer actually liked me...and that rocked my world.

I opened my eyes and shook the locks out of my wig, wanting her to look right at me, and smiled. “I think I’ve got the wrong house, Miss Summer, but it may just be the best mistake of my life.”

Summer laughed. “Well, I’m glad you’re here. You’re a sight for sore eyes.”

“Thank you, Miss Summer.”

She kissed me again. This time, her tongue was more aggressive, and her hands were everywhere. I could tell she was getting hungry for me again—no, not just hungry, greedy—and the thought of her wanting to take me like that was driving me insane.

“Get her ready,” she said.


CHAPTER 8

The girls moved me to the basement, where a pool table was spread across a huge, carpeted room. They picked me up and lowered me onto it, onto my side with my knees drawn up to my chin. I waited there, curled up like a kitten with my shackled hands folded together behind my back until they got ready.

It might’ve been just a pool table, but it was about to become the stage for the most important performance of my life. The deep green felt surface was like velvet against my heated skin and the mahogany frame and ornate trim were so finely polished I could almost see the outline of my reflection.

The image I saw of myself—so feminine and so exquisitely tempting—made my body prickle with a mixture of nerves and excitement.

Seeing my Mistresses eventually glide into the room and head to where I was laying sent chills down my spine. Their long legs strutting, their eyes filled with power and purpose as their massive curved cocks proudly led the way.

It was mesmerizing. Like watching a pantheon of queens walk in.

I’m really going to get it, I thought feverishly.

My nipples were aching. My heart was hammering. My cock was dripping. And I was ready. I was going to become their plaything, their fantasy, their willing vessel for every depraved desire they could dream of.

Summer marched over and stood over me, her hard cock bumping over the tip of my chin. Her PJ shorts had been replaced with a sheer thong, exposing the mound of her pussy. Her wavy, red hair was clipped back into a high ponytail that emphasized her cheekbones. I was pretty sure she was wearing stilettos too because she seemed so much taller.

If I’d found her breathtakingly beautiful before, she was an ethereal goddess now.

And hopelessly intimidating.

She gave a tug on my leash and I craned my neck, meeting the tip of her fake phallus.

“Do you like grapefruit jam?”

I stared at her, confused and quivering. That was when I saw blobs of Mom’s jam being poured onto the head of her penis.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, almost delirious.

“Answer me, Trinity,” Summer said, her voice stern.

“I l-love my mom’s jam, Miss Summer...”

“Then lick it off.”

She grabbed a fistful of my wig and within a second had forced the shaft of her cock past my puckered lips and down my throat. I groaned as the lifelike veins and ridges brushed over the sides of my tongue and the sweet, sugary taste filled me. This was degrading. Dirty and humiliating. I was disrespecting my mom, and I had no idea what I would say to her if she ever found out.

“Hmm,” Summer said in a mocking tone, pulling out so I could speak. “I wonder what your dear mother would say if she knew all her hard work was being wasted on a blowjob for her slutty son?”

It was so messed up, but the butterflies in my belly were multiplying away. “Mmm. I wish she was here to see what a horny slut I am, Miss Summer.” Then I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, letting her know exactly what I needed.

“Ah, fuck, girl. You’re driving me crazy,” Summer said in a low hiss.

Lina dumped more of the jam on Summer’s cock, making the pink stuff fall down the sides. Summer took the cockhead in her palm and angled the crown right at the base of my jaw. The jam pooled on the plane of my tongue but I couldn’t swallow. She grunted and buried herself right to the hilt, grinding her hips, her silicone member digging and banging against the back of my mouth.

The sweet stickiness slid further and further down my throat.

Summer pulled out just a tad, only to shove it in even deeper, giving me no choice but to accept her big meaty length. My gag reflex was kicking in, causing a drizzle of jammy saliva to splash up the corners of my lips and down my chin. I loved how rough she was, fucking my tiny mouth until I was a drooling, gasping mess.

The euphoria of having my face fucked like this ended way too quickly, though. Because the next thing I knew, fingers were gripping me by my hips and shoulders, dragging me across the felt, pushing me towards one edge of the pool table so that both my mouth and ass were accessible.

Someone spat, the sound ringing noisily through my ears.

And then I cried out at the initial sting of penetration.

Jerking up, I breathed in at the sight of Summer, her gray eyes sharp and predatory like a hawk swooping in for its next kill. Tears pricked the corners of my eyelids.

“Sshhh, baby,” she cooed, her palms sliding under my thighs and lifting them up, her thumbs digging into the undersides of my knees. “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m going to make you feel so good.”

“It hurts so good, Miss Summer!” I whimpered, my voice cracking. “Please, please don’t stop.”

“Your ass is so tight, Trinity. So fucking tight. So fucking perfect,” Summer said, her own words straining. “My perfect whore.”

Her hand slid over my stomach, creeping into the hem of my red thong. She pulled the stretchy lace down, making my cock slip out into the air.

“Mm. We’re going to love seeing your small, cute cock bounce around while I pound your ass,” she purred.

“Please, Miss Summer,” I groaned. “Touch it. Make it cum.”

“No way,” Summer said. “We’re not done having fun. Besides, you’re not allowed to cum without our permission. Now lift those knees higher so we can see that pretty stretched hole!”

I tried to hold myself together as my body bounced back and forth on the table. I’d never felt anything so powerful, so perfect. Every move, every thrust of her hips, every sense of the delicious friction of her blunt head within the velvet sleeve of my virgin asshole was a journey.

“I thought Miss Summer said to lift those knees!” I heard Lina shout.

There was a sharp sting on the side of my ass. And then another. It was Lina, holding up a leather spanking paddle decorated with glittering metal studs. “Higher, sissy! I want your entire butt in the air. Show us that nasty pussyhole!”

I gasped, trying not to let the pain overwhelm me. “Yes, Miss Lina.” Swinging my butt up, I had to use all the strength left in my core to bring my knees up to my dangling earrings. From this lewd position, the girls could see down the entire length of my buttcrack.

“That’s better,” Lina growled, though she didn’t hesitate to deliver a few more swats down the back of my stockinged thighs.

“Oh my god. I’m…I’m so close…” I groaned, my eyes rolling back. I was so embarrassed. Was I going to lose control for the second time?

“Already? Oh, you weak little thing.” Summer had stopped fucking me. My passage clenched tight around her still member. Then I felt fingernails raking over the skin of my balls, which by this time was so sensitive it was practically pulsating. “I’m not going to let you cum, Trinity. Not until we’ve abused all your holes and covered you in pussy cream. Use that willpower and build up your stamina because we’ve only just started. Is that clear?”

“Y-Yes, Miss Summer,” I choked out, trying not to cry.

She stepped back and swatted a hand in the air. Cindy moved swiftly, taking up the space between my legs. With a smile, she ran her fingers over the lace tops of my stockings. “You can do this. You’re such a good whore, Trinity,” she murmured.

“Th-Thank you, Miss Cindy. I’ll try my best.”

I heard the sharp clacks of Lina’s heels and then she was bending over my face, the shadowy swells of her large, dark nipples just inches away from my lips. From below, I could just about make out the big wet splotch decorating her panty crotch. She yanked on my leash, bringing the slack right back up against my collar and lifting my head right off the table until I could smell the leather of her raised paddle.

What she said next made me squirm with arousal.

“If you don’t like writhing in pain, sissy, you better suck my dick as fast as you can.”


CHAPTER 9

How could I not lose control?

Between Cindy’s meat deep in my butthole, Lina’s member hitting the back of my mouth with the threat of her paddle hovering over me, and Summer teasing my painfully engorged erection, it felt like an impossible task.

It was agony. Slow, mind-bending torture.

And the weirdest thing was, I wanted to be perfect for them.

The old Toby would’ve been horrified. He would’ve hated what I’d become. He would’ve despised all of it—the way my makeup lit up my face to accentuate my more feminine features. The way my collar sat prettily against the base of my throat. The way my thighs and legs were wrapped in soft stockings and how the luscious red of my thong complemented my push-up bra.

He would’ve screamed: how could you let them do this to you? You’re not a fucking girl! You’re sick for enjoying getting treated like a cheap sex doll! You’re fucking pathetic!

But the truth was, I wasn’t him anymore.

I was no longer the naïve guy who’d first stumbled upon this house, not knowing what would happen to me.

I was a crossdressing slut. Trinity. Their perfect whore.

The girls had gathered in a half-circle next to me, their hard cocks pointed upwards like three dark obelisks, ready and waiting and twitching. Like a good whore, I let them violate me. I let them use all my holes however they wanted. I always had a cock in my mouth and a cock in my rear end. I focused less on myself and more on serving them, on pleasing them, on worshiping their divine bodies.

It felt like forever, but eventually I’d managed to give each of them a thorough blowjob and access to my virgin asshole. I knew my task wouldn’t be complete until their girths were coated with a thick layer of sissy spit-lipstick and my anus was gaping, stuffed to its limit.

When Summer approached me from the top again, I thought she wanted another blowjob. Instead she climbed up on the pool table, her glinting stilettos as sharp as razor edges on either side my face.

“Lick my ass,” she said, the command coming out toneless and breathless. “And just my ass. I’ll scratch you if you even try to taste my pussy. Pussies are for real men, not sissies like you. Now get to it.”

She lowered herself, spreading her cheeks with her hands when they made contact with my lips. Craning my neck, I buried my face between her round, firm globes. My eyes feasted on her rosebud, which was slightly puckered but big and slick with her arousal. I slipped my tongue deep inside and traced her outer ring repeatedly until she was moaning loudly.

I wished I could tell Summer I was more than happy with just ass. I wished I could tell her that this was the first time I’d ever tasted a girl’s butthole and it was as rich and soft and musky and velvety as I’d imagined it to be. I wished I could let her know that her asshole was a thousand times yummier and tastier than the prettiest pussy I’d ever seen.

But seeing as my tongue was a little busy, I guess all of that would have to wait…

By the time I was done with Cindy’s and Lina’s asses too, I was delirious and soaked with pussy juice. My swollen girl-cock was an angry shade of pink and my hungry ass was screaming.

I was nearly losing my mind.

“Please, Miss Summer, let me cum,” I begged, my voice a pathetic whisper.

“Hmm,” Summer said, swiping her tongue over her bare lips. “What do we think, girls? Does our slave deserve a release? Maybe we should let her stew a bit longer.”

She laughed when she saw how big my eyes had gotten. Snaking her arm around me, her fingers glided up and down the front panel of my underwear, collecting some of the stickiness. “Oh shit. You really are leaking, Trinity,” she said, rubbing an embarrassingly big dollop of pre-cum between her fingertips.

“I couldn’t help myself, Miss Summer,” I said quietly, and then I blurted out, “I really need you to fuck me one last time, Miss. I need your big, beautiful cock inside me. Please forgive me for being so slutty and desperate, but I really, really, really need a massive pounding.”

“God. Keep talking and you’ll make me bust,” Summer breathed, stroking her stiff member and giving it a smack. She yanked down a single strap of my push-up bra, giving her free access to my nipple. “How about this. You can cum if you let me have you.” Her long red hair tickled my skin as she closed in. “Just me. And you. Us.”

I stared at her, then at Cindy and Lina. Somehow, I knew they were perfectly content just watching me for entertainment.

“Yes,” I whispered in Summer’s ear. “Yes!”

The lace of my thong was practically drenched as Summer teased it aside, exposing my vulnerable hole once more. She circled her cock around it, rubbing and warming up our private parts together. Her hands traveled upwards and cupped my small mounds, her palms clamping on the sides. The urge to kiss her came rushing back. This time, instead of being scared to act on my feelings, I rested my lips against her warm neck and kissed her there, leaving a faint print of lipstick.

Summer let out a little whimper. Never letting me go, she sat up on the pool table and lifted me onto her lap. There was a click as my wrists were uncuffed from behind. Wow. I wasn’t trapped anymore. Sighing blissfully, I wrapped my arms around Summer and kissed her on the lips this time.

“God, you’re fucking perfect,” she murmured. “Just perfect for me.”

Hearing those words made goosebumps rise all over my skin. I’d never felt this way as a guy. So giddy and weak and just full of butterflies, almost…almost like I was in love?

“What’s on your mind?” she asked.

I reddened. “Nothing.”

She ran lines down the small of my back. “It’s not nothing.”

I took a deep breath. Gazed into those light, sultry eyes. “I think I’m falling in love with you, Miss Summer.”

Summer smiled. She reached up and caressed my cheek, her thumb running over my bottom lip.

“Then ride me, Trinity,” she said, her tone surprisingly tender. “Ride my cock like the little slut you are.”

I grabbed her shoulders and lifted my hips. Her cockhead pressed against my opening, the tip slowly slipping in. Cindy and Lina helped guide the rest of her length in, their palms gripping her shaft and making sure she was completely buried inside me.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, the stretch and burn almost too much to bear.

“You can take it,” Summer crooned, her teeth grazing my chin. “It’s not as painful as the first time. Just relax. Relax and let me fill you.”

I rested my head on her shoulder, burying my nose into her scent, and concentrated on breathing. I didn’t know it then, but outside, the storm had miraculously started to die, and dawn was breaking. Soon, sunlight would pour in through the basement windows, the warmth and brightness spilling over us.

Summer tilted her hips and ground deeper. She was staring intensely at me, like she was getting off on making me feel good.

“Cum for me, baby,” she purred, the speed of her thrusts growing. “Cum while you bounce that sissy clitty all over me. I want to see that pretty face of yours twist with pleasure. Let me see what you look like when you orgasm like a girl, because that’s going to be a sight I’ll never forget.”

It was happening.

My insides coiled tighter and tighter as her length struck repeatedly over my sensitive spot. I cried out. Summer pulled me down and squeezed our chests close.

“Miss Summer, I’m cumming!” I cried out, and everything inside me unraveled. “Oh god! Oh god!”

Her hand had found my tiny dick. In two quick motions, her palm ran from the root to the tip, causing my entire shaft to shiver, a thick strand of cum shooting out. Cindy and Lina held me tight, preventing me from falling. The pleasure was so intense I was just moments away from blacking out. My body shuddered as the contractions continued, my penis sputtering out every drop it could.

When everything started to come back into focus and the four of us finally caught our breaths, Summer smirked and wiggled her hips. “Well, well, Trinity. That was a very nice show.”

I let out a relieved laugh. “I...definitely had fun, Miss Summer.”

Lina brushed some stray wig locks off my face and gave my back a flirty pat. “It’s time to clean up, sissy.”

I gazed past them, noticing the door to the bathroom had opened. They had a communal shower set up in there, with clear glass walls and a large mosaic stone floor.

Wow, I thought. I guess they shower together naked all the time.

Summer held my leash and tugged me into the shower. She tossed me a bar of soap and a razor, blinking seductively.

“I could use a good shave,” she told me.

“Me too,” Lina said.

“Count me in. I’ve got a jungle growing down there,” Cindy said with a giggle.

“Mmm. And someone needs to lick all this spilled sissy milk,” Summer added, looking down at her bellybutton.

A moment later, hot water pelted and rushed down on the four of us, steam enveloping our bodies and rising up into the ceiling. With the water washing my makeup away, I was about to turn back into Toby again.

But I didn’t care.

Even though I’d only spent a short amount of time being Trinity, I was already addicted.

With the razor in hand, I squatted on the stone floor, ready to serve my goddesses. I smiled up at Summer, at Cindy, and at Lina, and saw how they were looking back down at me—their mouths curved, their eyes bright and their cheeks flushed with color. My heart fluttered.

Yes. I was pretty sure it wouldn’t be long before they transformed me into Trinity again...


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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