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Whatever She Needs



Alex didn’t know her well—not really. She lived across the hall from his apartment in Maple Cove, and in the few months since school started, he’d managed to say exactly three words to her.

“Is this yours?”

He’d asked the question while holding out a small brown package, mistakenly delivered to his door. It had her name printed neatly on the label: Kristen L.

She’d taken it with a soft grin and a quiet nod of thanks, then disappeared into her apartment without a word. The door clicked shut behind her, and that was that.

It wasn’t much. But for a love-starved eighteen-year-old boy fresh out of high school—lonely, wide-eyed, and increasingly lost in a campus full of strangers—it was enough. Her smile had stayed with him for days, and the memory of her hand brushing his when she took the box? That carried him for weeks.

Alex had come to town on a soccer scholarship, the kind that paid tuition but didn’t promise a social life. On the field, he thrived. Fast, coordinated, and fiercely competitive, he got along easily with his teammates. But off the turf, things were different. He hadn’t quite found his place. He hadn’t really found anyone.

Blonde-haired and blue-eyed, Alex kept his thick, shaggy hair tied back during games, the color gleaming like spun gold under the floodlights. But the moment he left the pitch, he let it fall around his face like a curtain—long bangs sweeping low, concealing his expressions, his eyes. It was easier that way. Girls on campus giggled in groups. Some stared, some whispered. A few bold ones had even called him “pretty.” But instead of leaning into the attention, Alex shrank from it.

He often wondered if choosing the off-campus apartments had been his mistake. Maybe if he’d moved into the dorms like most freshmen, he’d be bumping into girls in the cafeteria, brushing shoulders in narrow hallways, finding excuses to strike up awkward but promising conversations. Maybe he wouldn’t feel so detached, so adrift.

But the idea of living alone had tempted him. He’d never had the chance before. So, when the university offered a short-lived pilot program that allowed freshmen to pursue alternative housing, he signed up without hesitation.

When he moved his few belongings into the Maple Cove Apartments—just a short walk from the soccer building—he wasn’t thinking about social opportunity. He wasn’t thinking about much at all, other than freedom. What he found instead was solitude. The complex mostly housed families, toddlers dragging backpacks down the hall, and couples who worked long hours and kept to themselves. There weren’t many students around. Definitely no one his age.

Sometimes he spotted women—young, stylish, always in a rush. They looked to be in their late twenties, maybe early thirties, balancing iced coffee and tote bags as they hurried to their cars. They didn’t glance twice at him. They probably had boyfriends, careers, grown-up lives he couldn’t even imagine.

What would someone like that want with a college boy like me? he often thought.

Especially the women.

Back home, though, it had been different. Oddly, it wasn’t girls who noticed him most—it was older men. Some had even hit on him, openly. One had once told him he was the “hottest twink” he’d ever seen. At the time, Alex had blinked, clueless. He didn’t even know what twink meant. He hadn’t cared to look it up either—unless, maybe, it was something whispered from the lips of a girl leaning close, her mouth warm against his ear.

Alex wasn’t gay. Or at least, he didn’t think he was. But sometimes, the way men looked at him made him wonder what exactly he was putting out into the world.

It was always older guys. At bus stops. In bookstores. At the gym. Men with tired eyes and wedding rings, licking their lips as they stared at his backside, snug in his jeans. Some would eye him up and down and murmur something under their breath. One, disturbingly bold, had even grabbed himself while locking eyes with Alex in line at a sandwich shop.

It had freaked him out, at first. It had felt dangerous—especially back home, in the Bible Belt, where boys didn’t wear eyeliner and men didn’t openly cruise other men.

But here? Up north? He’d expected more. He thought he’d encounter bolder people, freer people. Instead, the silence was deafening. No one looked twice. No one noticed. It was as if he’d become invisible overnight.

And, strangely, he missed the attention.

But then came Kristen.

She was the kind of girl who turned heads without trying—and kept them turned without caring. Her shoulder-length hair was a vibrant clash of fiery red and golden yellow, dyed in uneven streaks that shimmered when she moved. A small silver stud sparkled in her left nostril, and she favored deep, wine-colored lipstick that stood out against her smooth, alabaster skin. She wasn’t the kind of girl Alex usually noticed. But she was impossible to ignore.

Her figure was devastating. Hourglass curves on a frame so slender it almost seemed unfair. She wore tight camisoles that clung to her full, generous breasts and exposed just a sliver of her pale, toned midriff. Low-rise, stone-washed jeans hugged her hips and dipped lower in the back than they had any right to. And her ass—perfect, high, and round—moved like it knew exactly what kind of spell it cast.

Alex didn’t even try to stop himself from staring. He waited for the moments when she’d pass him in the breezeway or at the building’s mailbox, then turned his head as soon as she walked by. He’d drink her in—slow and unashamed—letting his eyes wander over the hypnotic sway of her hips and the way her jeans clung to her backside like denim paint.

And every time, without fail, he’d get hard. Right there in his soccer shorts. No warning. No mercy. Just instant, throbbing arousal that left him stumbling back to his apartment, praying no one would notice the obvious outline beneath the flimsy fabric.

He didn’t know a single real thing about her. Not her major. Not her favorite band. Not even what the “L” in Kristen L. stood for. But Alex was drawn to her in the kind of primal, irrational way that made no sense and didn’t need to. She wasn’t what he would have called his type. Back home, he liked blondes. Clean-cut, all-American girls who wore pastel sundresses and had fathers on the school board. Girls with polished nails and delicate perfume and plans to marry by twenty-three. Girls who, like him, came from the right neighborhoods, with parents who sent holiday cards and hosted fundraisers in their kitchens.

Kristen was none of those things.

She was sharp edges and smudged eyeliner. She was late nights and loud music and too much skin showing in places that made Alex's mouth go dry. And still, she had a kind of confidence—cool, casual, almost indifferent—that made her sexier than any cheerleader or prom queen he’d ever crushed on.

In high school, he’d had a few fleeting experiences. A handjob behind someone’s dad’s garage. A blowjob after senior prom that felt more like a pity favor than a climax. He never got much further than that. Every time he tried to go all the way, the girls pulled back. They liked him—but not like that. He was “sweet,” “adorable,” “so easy to talk to.” Never hot. Never sexy. It was like being everyone’s emotional support puppy—hugged, appreciated, and promptly left behind when it came time for anything deeper.

He heard it often: “You’re cute.” “You’re pretty.” Pretty. He hated that one most. It made him sound like a doll—something fragile and easy to leave behind on a shelf. The girls he liked dated the guys who swaggered down the halls like they owned them. The football players. The loud ones. The guys who slapped asses in the hallway and weren’t afraid to call a girl “baby” even when they didn’t know her name. Those were the ones who got the looks, the giggles, the lip-biting glances from girls leaning into lockers with bashful grins.

No one ever bit their lip for Alex. Not unless they were male.

It was something he couldn’t ignore—how often older men seemed to gravitate toward him. Back home, it had made him uncomfortable. Here, it was just confusing. In public spaces—libraries, coffee shops, bus stops—he’d feel their eyes, trailing down his legs and up the curve of his backside. He’d catch one licking his lips. Another adjusting himself in plain view. It unnerved him, even thrilled him a little. But mostly, it left him wondering.

Was that really all he was good for? Was that the only kind of attention he was ever going to get?

And then he said those three little words to Kristen.

“Is this yours?”

He hadn’t expected anything to come from it. But after that moment—after the soft grin and the flicker of interest in her eyes—he saw her again.

This time, outside in the stairwell, the rain spitting gently against the concrete as the sky threatened something worse. She passed him as he was unlocking his door.

“Some weather, huh?” he offered, wincing at how lame it sounded even as he said it.

She paused, turned slightly, and gave a small smile.

“Not great for soccer, huh?”

His head tilted, surprised. “How’d you know I play?”

Kristen’s eyes drifted downward—deliberately—to his shorts. He could feel the heat of her gaze settle low. His stomach fluttered.

“Well,” she said, lips twitching. “The shorts are kind of a giveaway. Unless you just like wearing them for fun. But judging by your legs…” Her eyes lifted again, slow and unhurried. “I’m guessing you use them for more than walking to the mailbox.”

Something about the way she said it—light, teasing, suggestive—lit a slow fire in his chest.

He swallowed. Hard.

Alex felt it happening—again. That slow, tingling surge just beneath the surface, the warm thrum in his groin that signaled the start of something inconvenient and impossible to ignore. An erection. Of course it was happening now.

He silently cursed himself for his bad habit of going commando in his soccer shorts. It was always comfortable—freeing, even—on the walk home from practice. But it was a terrible idea on the off chance he crossed paths with a gorgeous girl.

And tonight, luck had decided to play cruel.

Because here he was, standing awkwardly in the breezeway, growing half-hard with nothing but thin polyester between his skin and the cool evening air—and directly in front of the only girl who had ever given him even a sliver of hope.

“I do play,” Alex managed, flashing a modest smile and trying not to squirm under Kristen’s eyes.

“For the college,” she said, like it was obvious. “I know.”

“You do?” He blinked.

She gave a small shrug, the corner of her mouth curling up. “Yeah. My best friend’s a soccer nut. She used to play for the university, actually—back before she tore her ACL. She drags me to a few of the games.”

Kristen tilted her head, her blue eyes steady on him. “You’re pretty good out there.”

Alex stared, unsure whether he’d heard her right. “You… you’ve seen me play?”

She smiled, amused. “I just said I’ve been to the games, didn’t I?”

“Right, right,” he stammered, nerves tightening his throat. “I mean, it’s just… you were watching me?” He immediately regretted how desperate that sounded. “I mean, obviously, you were watching the game. Not me, specifically. Why would you be watching me? That’d be—uh, weird. Not weird. Just, you know, not because you like me or anything, right? I didn’t mean—”

Kristen laughed then—full, warm, and totally unbothered. She brought a hand to her mouth, trying to contain it.

Alex shut his eyes for half a second and exhaled in defeat. “God. Sorry.”

“Relax,” she said, still smiling. “You’re doing fine.”

He huffed a soft laugh and rolled his eyes at himself. “It’s just... you’re really good-looking and—wow. I actually said that out loud. Okay.”

He started to turn away, mortified.

“Wait,” Kristen said, her voice laced with a teasing lilt. “Do you have a name? Or should I keep calling you Soccer Boy?”

“Alex,” he said quickly, facing her again.

“I’m Katherine,” she replied, offering her hand before thinking better of it. “But everyone calls me Kristen. You can, too.”

“Cool,” Alex said, fidgeting with the strap of his duffel bag. “I’ve seen you around a lot. Do you, um, go to school here?”

Kristen chuckled—an honest, surprised sound, like he’d just asked if she babysat the dean. “God, no,” she said, brushing her hair over one shoulder. “I bartend. Down in the arts district.”

“Oh.”

“I work at the Silver Squid. You should come by sometime,” she added, the offer light, casual, playful.

Alex hesitated. “I… I’m only eighteen.”

She gave him a once-over and smirked. “Should’ve guessed. You’ve got that golden-boy glow.”

“I look older?” he asked, not sure if it was a compliment or a trap.

Kristen grinned. “You do. Sorry, baby face.”

“Sure,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck as his cheeks warmed.

“But to be fair, you thought I was a college student. And I’m thirty.” She laughed softly at his stunned expression. “So let’s call it even.”

Thirty? The number hit him like a slap. He tried not to let it show, but the math was brutal. She was practically twice his age. What the hell was he thinking?

I don’t stand a chance, he thought, the words bitter in his mind. I’m a fucking tadpole compared to her.

“Right,” he muttered, feigning casual cool and failing.

Then, stupidly, he asked, “So… do you ever go to the games with your boyfriend?”

Kristen’s brows lifted. “Smooth segue.”

Alex’s face flushed hot, and she laughed again, clearly enjoying his discomfort.

“Relax,” she said, voice softening. “I think you’re cute.”

There it was. Cute.

Of course she thinks I’m cute, Alex thought bitterly. Every girl thinks I’m cute. The way they say it, it might as well mean harmless. Non-threatening. Not a real man.

“I don’t have a boyfriend, if that’s what you’re trying to figure out,” Kristen said, her tone effortlessly cool. She leaned one hip against the railing and tilted her head, her eyes locked on his. “And since I don’t have a boyfriend… maybe you should come with me to a party next weekend. It’s at my friend’s place.”

Alex blinked, stunned. “You… want me to come with you?”

She grinned, clearly entertained by his disbelief. “Yeah. I think you’d be perfect for it.”

He opened his mouth, searching for something to say, but she kept going.

“See, my girlfriends and I have this little contest whenever we throw one of these parties. Whoever brings the hottest date wins a prize. Nothing serious, just bragging rights and a bottle of tequila. And honestly?” She paused, letting her eyes sweep over him—slowly, deliberately. “You’d probably win it for me. Hands down.”

The compliment hit him like a slap and a kiss all at once.

“You really think so?” he asked, unable to hide the note of hopeful disbelief in his voice. “I’m not too young?”

Kristen smiled again, this time softer. “No,” she said simply, shaking her head. “You’re exactly right.”

There was a pause—a quiet flicker of tension between them—and then she added, “So? What do you say? I’ll swing by around ten Saturday night and knock on your door. You can ride with me. Deal?”

Alex could hardly believe what was happening. It felt surreal, like some bizarre dream where he’d skipped several levels of reality and landed in the fantasy zone. Just days ago, he was a socially awkward freshman trying to keep his hormones in check in an off-campus apartment. And now—now he was being invited to a party by the hottest woman he’d ever laid eyes on. A woman who was older. Confident. Flirty. Entirely out of his league.

He barely registered the mention of the contest. It didn’t matter. All he could focus on was one singular, glowing idea: He had a date. With Kristen.

“Definitely,” he said, smiling despite the heat rushing to his cheeks.

“Cool.” Kristen leaned in just a touch, lowering her voice. “Just one thing.”

Alex waited, heart thudding.

“Make sure you’re showered and shaved,” she said. “All over.”

He laughed—awkward, unsure if she was joking. “All over?” he repeated, smiling nervously. “Like... even my head?”

Kristen burst into laughter and shook her head. “God, no. That would be tragic.”

Her grin turned wicked. “I mean from the neck down. Legs. Balls. Everything. Clean and smooth, like a dolphin.”

He swallowed, stunned again by how casually she said it.

She gave him a quick once-over. “Looks like you already keep your face and your legs smooth,” she said, her voice dipping as she lifted a brow. “Makes me wonder what the rest looks like.”

Then, with a low, playful sound—a soft, throaty purr—she raised her brows and smiled like a cat with cream.

The boldness of it left Alex speechless. His blood surged hot in his veins, and the slow build from earlier returned in full force. He felt himself stiffen in his shorts, painfully aware that he was still very much going commando.

“Uh, sure,” he stammered, fumbling his keys and backing toward his door. “See you then.”

Kristen’s voice followed him like a silk ribbon. “Are you very big?”

Alex froze. “Wh-what?”

He turned to look over his shoulder. She was still leaning there, calm and radiant in the low light, as if she’d asked whether he liked iced coffee.

“Are you very big?” she repeated, casually. “You know... your dick?”

He fumbled his keys again, nearly dropping them this time. His mouth went dry. His whole body buzzed with a dizzy cocktail of panic and arousal.

“I—uh—” He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t say the truth aloud.

Because the truth was... no. Not really.

Just when Alex had resigned himself to the idea that Kristen had been toying with him—that her flirtation was just a passing whim, destined to evaporate like the rest of his fragile hopes—she said something that sent his world tilting on its axis.

“Because, um…” Her voice was quieter now, but still sure. “I like small ones. I mean, I can’t really go with you to the party if you’re… big.”

Alex blinked. “Wait, really?” His voice came out higher than he intended—half stunned, half relieved. He gave an awkward chuckle. “I just… I thought girls liked them bigger. That’s what everyone says.”

Kristen shrugged, her expression unreadable at first. Then she smiled, soft and sly. “I’m not saying I don’t like them bigger,” she said. “I just… I don’t know. It’s hard to explain. I guess I was curious.”

Alex’s throat felt tight. He could hardly believe the conversation they were having, the words leaving his own mouth. But something in her tone—genuine, disarming—made it feel okay to be honest.

“Well… I’m not really big. Like, not even five inches,” he admitted, his cheeks warming with quiet embarrassment. “Actually, it’s more like four, if we’re being technical.”

“Nice,” Kristen said—and she meant it. Her eyes lit with something unmistakable: satisfaction. Delight. Maybe even anticipation.

Alex stared at her, dumbfounded. Of all the reactions he’d imagined—pity, polite silence, a teasing laugh—this had never occurred to him.

She stepped closer, rubbing her hands together with dramatic flair. “Now that’s what I’m talking about. God, I was so afraid you were going to be one of those short, skinny guys who’s secretly packing some crazy, porn-star monster dick,” she said with a laugh.

“I wish,” Alex muttered, still reeling.

Kristen tilted her head, studying him for a beat. “Well, I don’t. Sounds to me like you’ve got exactly what I’m looking for.”

Then, with that cryptic remark, she turned and pushed open the door to her apartment. The hallway light caught on the curve of her shoulder before she vanished inside. She didn’t say goodbye. Just disappeared into shadow, letting the door swing softly shut behind her.

And Alex was left standing alone, reeling.

He stared at the spot where she’d been, heart thudding, mind racing. Who was this girl? She was unlike anyone he’d ever met—sharp and sensual, mysterious and maddening. He wanted to know everything. But the only clue he had—her name, Kristen L.—wasn’t even enough to search online. The shipping label on that misdelivered package hadn’t included a last name, or any breadcrumbs to follow.

So he waited.

All week, he lived in suspense—mind buzzing, heart pacing, body on edge. He counted the days. He fantasized about the night ahead, imagining what she might say, what she might wear, what she might do. And most of all, he followed her instructions.

Kristen had been unusually specific. Hairless, she’d said. Everywhere.

So he obeyed. He shaved meticulously—first his legs, then his groin. Then, perhaps out of fear or overachieving instinct, he went further. He shaved his taint, the soft skin of his backside, and even the delicate rim of his ass. None of those areas had much hair to begin with, but still—he wanted to be perfect. He didn’t want to give her any reason to be disappointed.

When Saturday night arrived, Alex dressed in the cleanest outfit he could find: dark jeans and a powder blue T-shirt with the school soccer team’s logo printed across the chest. It wasn’t flashy. It wasn’t daring. But it was the best he had. And in truth, he didn’t know what kind of party he was walking into—or what kind of girl Kristen would be tonight.

At ten on the dot, there was a knock at his door.

He opened it—and his breath hitched.

Kristen stood there in a silver cocktail dress that sparkled under the hallway light like stardust. The hem hugged her thighs. The neckline dipped daringly. Her hair—bright pink now, candy-colored and wild—was swept up messily, strands framing her face like she’d just walked out of a dream and into his hallway.

He couldn’t speak at first. His tongue felt thick, his thoughts short-circuited.

“You look very nice,” she said, her tone casual, almost amused.

Alex managed a swallow. “What about you?” he asked. “You look…”

He didn’t finish the sentence, mostly because he wasn’t sure words would do. Stunning didn’t cover it. Hot was too crude. Magical felt dramatic. But she was all of it, and more.

He half-expected her to take one look at his jeans and faded tee and change her mind. Next to her, he felt hopelessly plain—just some awkward kid clinging to his lucky shot.

As they drove downtown toward Kristen’s friend’s high-rise apartment, the city lights flickered in through the windows, casting fleeting patterns across the dashboard. Kristen hummed along to a lo-fi playlist spilling softly from the speakers—something mellow and bass-heavy, piped in through her phone via a music app. The atmosphere in the car felt strangely intimate, like they were inside their own private little cocoon of sound and anticipation.

Alex turned slightly in his seat, stealing a glance at her profile. The way the passing lights danced across her collarbone made his chest feel tight.

“So,” he said, mustering a crooked smile. “You look good. Like… really good.”

Kristen smiled, her eyes fixed on the road. “Thanks,” she said.

Alex hesitated, then asked, “Is this, like… our first date?”

He chuckled immediately afterward, trying to wrap the question in humor, just in case she thought it was stupid. He braced for mockery. Or worse, silence.

Kristen gave a small shrug and a sly smirk. “Maybe,” she said. “I guess we’ll see how the night goes, huh?”

She said it without looking at him, her fingers tightening around the steering wheel. Her tone was flirtatious but as cryptic as ever, leaving Alex unsure whether she was teasing him, warning him, or both.

Suddenly, her phone lit up, and a call came through. The Bluetooth picked it up automatically, and a bright, giddy voice echoed through the car.

“Hey, girl!” the voice shouted over a background of laughter, clinking glasses, and dance music. “You on your way, or what?”

“You know it,” Kristen said, grinning. “I’m around the corner.”

“Excellent. Are you bringing Alex?”

“Yeah, he’s right here. Say hi,” Kristen said, casting a glance his way.

Alex’s face lit up. Just hearing his name on Kristen’s lips, casually dropped into conversation with one of her friends, sent a pleasant warmth spreading through his chest. She talks about me, he thought. It had to mean something.

“Alex! You ready to party tonight?” the girl’s voice rang through the car like a firework.

“Uh… sure am,” he said, laughing awkwardly, not quite sure where to direct his voice. Into the air? Toward the dashboard?

The girl laughed, full and wild. Kristen chimed in, “What kind of competition does he have?”

“Oh, it’s gonna be stiff,” the girl said dramatically—and then cackled. “Of course, hopefully not too stiff.”

Kristen burst into laughter. “Well, Alex is going to win,” she said confidently. “I’m sure of it. That twenty grand is mine.”

“Twenty thousand dollars?” Alex asked as soon as the call ended. He stared at her, eyebrows raised. “Are you serious?”

Kristen nodded. “Dead serious. But you’ve got to win first.”

He blinked. “Wait. Win what, exactly? What am I doing?”

Kristen exhaled slowly and kept her eyes on the road. “It’s a bachelorette party,” she said after a beat.

“A bachelorette—wait, like, a real one? For someone about to get married?”

Kristen nodded again.

“I thought those were… only for girls?” Alex asked, genuinely confused.

“Usually, yeah,” Kristen said, a mischievous grin tugging at her lips. “But my friends and I? We have our own traditions. Every time one of us gets married, we throw a bachelorette party and each of us brings a guy—our chosen guest—for the competition.”

“Competition,” Alex repeated slowly, as if trying to decode the word.

“You’re my guy this year,” Kristen said.

He paused. “Okay… and what does this competition involve?”

Kristen kept her eyes forward but her lips curved playfully. “You don’t have to do anything. Not really. It’s mostly about looks. First impressions. Who brought the hottest date. That kind of thing.”

Alex’s brow furrowed. “So I’m… a show pony.”

She laughed. “You’re my show pony.”

“And if I win?” he asked.

“Well,” Kristen said, drawing the word out, “you might have to do a teensy little thing. But let’s not stress about that unless you actually win.”

“I… I don’t understand,” Alex said, the nerves tightening in his stomach again.

Kristen reached over and gently touched his thigh. The contact sent a shiver straight through him.

“Look, Alex,” she said, her voice softer now, but still edged in heat. “I like you. I think you’re hot. You’re going to help me tonight. And if you do—if you make me proud—I can promise you something right now…”

She looked at him, then, her eyes dark and playful, lips curling into a wicked smile.

“You’re going to get laid like you never imagined.”

Alex swallowed hard, pulse hammering in his ears. Alex was grateful for the night sky and the shadows it cast inside the car. The dimness cloaked the rising flush on his cheeks, though nothing could cool the heat rising through his chest. Kristen’s forwardness still caught him off guard every time, like a wave he wasn’t quite ready to swim through. And tonight, she’d taken it to a whole new level.

Had she really just implied they’d have sex if he went along with this... competition?

It sounded too good to be real. Girls didn’t just say things like that—at least not to him. Not to the nervous, slightly underdressed freshman who had barely known what to do with a girl’s bra strap in high school. But Kristen wasn’t a shy college girl. She wasn’t even in college. She was thirty, a bartender, brimming with confidence, sass, and an edge that made Alex feel like she’d lived an entire life before he ever left his parents' house.

She wasn’t pretending to be innocent. She didn’t blush. She led.

Alex had no doubt that if anyone could take him from clueless virgin to fully initiated lover, it was Kristen—and he had a creeping suspicion she planned to do it fast.

The car pulled up along a trendy downtown block lined with trees strung in white lights. Kristen parked outside a sleek high-rise, the kind of place Alex had only ever seen in TV shows about people far older, sexier, and wealthier than him. His stomach flipped as he climbed out of the car.

They took the elevator up, rising floor after floor until they reached the top. As the car hummed to a stop, Kristen glanced over at him, eyes gleaming. Before the wide, mirrored doors could part, she grabbed Alex by the collar and kissed him—firm, sudden, confident. Her tongue slipped between his lips, and for a breathless second, he forgot how to breathe.

When she pulled away, her lips still close to his ear, she whispered, “You going to be a good boy tonight?”

Alex could only nod, dumbstruck. His pulse roared in his ears, and his cock hardened immediately in his jeans. Kristen’s taste lingered on his tongue—sweet, sharp, and a little dangerous.

The elevator doors slid open.

Alex followed her into a vast, glittering space that didn’t feel like an apartment so much as a luxury penthouse spread across half the skyline. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glitter of downtown. Spotlights gleamed off polished floors and metallic accents. Modern art hung from the concrete walls, and tall columns broke up the space like something from a high-fashion showroom.

If this was a party, it was the most glamorous thing Alex had ever stepped into.

Dozens of women were already scattered across the apartment, sipping from champagne flutes, lounging on sculpted couches, or dancing barefoot to deep house music that thrummed through hidden speakers. They were dressed like Kristen—sexy, confident, shimmering. These were not college girls. They were bold, beautiful women who knew how to own a room.

Alex did his best not to stare, but he’d never seen this many beautiful women in one place outside of Instagram.

“Well, well, well,” a voice called out. A tall brunette with a pink wig approached and wrapped Kristen in a hug.

They exchanged greetings, then Kristen turned with a proud grin and gestured to Alex. “This is Liz—the one from the speakerphone in the car,” she said. “She’s the bride-to-be. Getting hitched next Saturday.”

Liz beamed. Her sparkly cocktail dress clung to every curve, and a satin ribbon reading Miss Bride-to-Be was draped across her chest in playful cursive. Her eyes widened when she saw Alex.

“Wow,” she said, drawing out the word. “Look at him. He’s so pretty I could eat him alive. Kristen, you didn’t come to play. You came to win.”

Alex flushed, opening his mouth to ask what she meant—but Kristen beat him to it.

“So where should I put him?” she asked breezily.

Liz gave a low, throaty chuckle. “You can put him in my room,” she purred.

Alex’s cock throbbed again. The way she said it—casually, suggestively—sent a jolt straight to his core. He had never been spoken about like that. Not in front of his face. Not like he was a plaything. A possession.

“Seriously,” Kristen said, smirking.

Liz rolled her eyes but smiled anyway. “Alex, sweetheart, go wait over there, would you?” She gestured toward the far end of the apartment, where a long marble bar stood in the corner, dimly lit and scattered with drinks.

Kristen gave him a small, encouraging nod. He took the cue and walked across the room, doing his best to ignore the eyes that followed him.

He found a stool near the bar and sat down, trying to blend in. The music had picked up again, and the hum of feminine laughter echoed across the sleek walls. Nearby, two other young men sat sipping drinks. They were around his age, maybe a little older, and both were striking—lean, clean-cut, almost model-like. They looked like they could’ve been part of a K-pop band or the cast of a streaming drama.

Alex leaned over slightly, raising his voice over the beat. “Hey, are you guys musicians or something?”

One of them looked over. “What?”

“Musicians? You guys here to sing to the bride?”

The guy laughed. “Nah, man. We were invited by friends.”

Alex nodded, trying to act casual, though confusion tugged at his gut. For a moment, he had convinced himself this was just a party. Now he wasn’t so sure.

As the music faded into a slower beat, the room began to shift. Several girls dragged plush sofas into the center of the floor, arranging them into a wide square formation. Dozens of women gathered, giggling as they perched in the cushioned seats.

And then Alex noticed the rug.

A large, golden-yellow shag carpet had been unfurled in the center of the room, directly beneath a set of adjustable spotlights that had begun to glow with quiet intensity, casting the rug in warm, theatrical light.

“Boys?” a voice called out above the music, sharp and confident.

Alex turned. A tall girl with a long red wig and a sparkly black dress was making her way into the center of the room. Her lips were painted a deep wine-red, her eyes rimmed in charcoal, and her smile held a wicked, knowing edge. She clapped her hands together once—just enough to catch the room’s attention—and then narrowed her gaze on Alex and the two other guys by the bar.

“Yes, you three,” she said with a purr. “Come on over. It’s time for the contest.”

The two other boys glanced at each other, then at Alex. They all stood, hesitating only a second before walking toward the center of the room. As the crowd of women shifted their attention, Alex became hyperaware of how many eyes were on him—how many smiles curled with amusement, mischief, or something even hungrier.

He had never, in his life, been the object of such intense female scrutiny. And it was doing something to him—something physical. He could feel his cock pulsing against the inside of his jeans, painfully stiff, betraying him with each step. He tried to hide the bulge with his hands, but he could feel it—knew it was obvious. The heat rising to his face didn’t help.

“Ladies,” the redhead announced theatrically. “Shall we begin?”

Without waiting for a reply, she strode forward and pressed a large, hot-pink sticker to Alex’s chest. The number “3” had been written on it in thick black ink.

The other two boys received stickers too—“1” and “2.” Alex now realized they weren’t simply party guests. They were contestants. And so was he.

“I’m Vanessa,” the woman said, turning to face the crowd. “And I will be your lovely host for this year’s Sissy Royale.” She gave a dramatic little bow, followed by a giggle. “Some of you know me already, but if you don’t, you’re missing out. I’m here as a very special favor to our bride-to-be—congrats again, Liz!”

A round of applause erupted as Liz beamed from the center of one of the sofas, waving like a beauty queen in her pink wig and sparkling sash.

Vanessa turned back to the boys. “Now, gentlemen,” she said with mock formality, “each of you was brought here tonight by a lovely lady. And each of you is now officially her entry in our little tradition. It’s simple. Us girls will take a vote, and whoever brought the hottest, cutest, or most entertaining date wins the grand prize.”

She paused, eyes glittering. “Twenty thousand dollars.”

Gasps and whistles echoed from the couches. Alex's mouth went dry.

“And don’t worry,” Vanessa added with a smirk. “You boys get prizes too. Especially the winner.” She winked directly at Alex, and the room exploded with laughter.

“Shall we begin?”

The girls whooped and cheered in response.

Vanessa sauntered up to Alex and lifted the microphone to his lips. “Let’s get your name, sweetie.”

He swallowed. “Um… Alex.”

“Alex?” Vanessa repeated, drawing it out. “Hmm. Cute. But tonight, you’re not Alex. Tonight, you’re Ashley.”

Laughter erupted around the room.

Vanessa moved to the first contestant. “And you?”

“Cody,” the redheaded boy said.

“Well, hello, Cody. But tonight you’re Alexis.”

And finally, to the last: “Name?”

“Richard.”

Vanessa grinned. “Brittany. Definitely a Brittany. You look like you’ve been naughty. Probably a little slut, huh?”

The girls roared with laughter as Richard flushed and gave a helpless shrug.

Alex felt completely out of his element. What exactly had he gotten himself into? He looked across the room and found Kristen. She was perched against the far wall, sipping from a glass of champagne, watching him with a sly, satisfied smile. When she caught his gaze, she winked—and then gave him a little hand gesture, curling her fingers suggestively toward her crotch.

Confused, Alex looked down. The bulge in his jeans was still painfully obvious.

Oh God.

He blushed deeper, his skin hot with embarrassment. Was Vanessa going to call it out? Shame him? He wasn’t sure he could take it.

But instead, Vanessa simply continued, grinning wide.

“Okay, boys. Here’s your first task. We’re going to play a little game we like to call Slut Confessions. Here’s how it works—you’re going to speak into this microphone, in your best girlish voice, and tell us what a dirty little slut you are. Make up something scandalous. Something filthy. Something fun.”

The boys exchanged horrified glances. Alex wasn’t sure he was breathing.

“Whoever gives us the hottest, nastiest little confession gets the most votes. Easy, right?” Vanessa grinned. “Let’s start with Brittany.”

Richard—now Brittany—cleared his throat awkwardly and tried to pitch his voice higher. “Um… I’m such a slut,” he said hesitantly. “Like… I’m really slutty?”

His tone wavered like he wasn’t sure if it was a question or a statement.

The crowd giggled and clapped, though the response was mild at best.

Vanessa grinned but looked unimpressed. “Come on, Brittany. That was cute, but I want the good stuff. Tell me about the jock you gave head to in the locker room. Or the professor who knocked you up during office hours. Let’s go there.”

The girls whooped again.

Next up was Cody—or Alexis. He looked more prepared. He took the mic confidently, even adjusting his posture like he was stepping onstage. “Let’s see…” he said in a surprisingly natural girlish voice. “I’m a total slut because last weekend, I gave a handjob to two guys at once… in a hot tub.”

The girls screamed with laughter, stomping and clapping.

Vanessa beamed. “Now that is what I’m talking about. Alexis is coming for the crown, people!”

Then she turned to Alex, eyes glinting. “Ashley, sweetie. Think you can beat that?”

The microphone hovered near his lips. He could hear the blood rushing in his ears. Everything slowed—voices muffled, lights too bright. Around him, champagne flowed, bodies swayed to music, and from the ceiling dangled penis-shaped decorations like party streamers. On the coffee table sat a giant pink book titled The Big Penis Book, complete with an anatomically aggressive cover.

He looked at Kristen again.

She nodded once, slow and deliberate, her gaze daring him to step up.

Alex took the mic.

He stared at the sea of glittering faces and tried not to faint.

“So…” he began, voice unsteady. “I’m a dirty little slut because I let the whole football team fuck me… in my… my butt.”

For a beat, silence.

Then the room exploded. Cheers. Shouts. Laughter. Applause.

Vanessa leaned in, took the mic gently from his hand, and whispered, “Nicely done, Ashley. You’ve got this in the bag.”

Then, turning back to the crowd, she raised the microphone high and called out, “All right, ladies. Time to vote! Who’s it going to be? Contestant Number One?”

The applause for contestant one fizzled out almost as quickly as it began—polite at best, barely enthusiastic. Vanessa gave a theatrical shrug and waved her hand.

“Hm, okay… number two?” she called, glancing toward the redhead.

The room responded with a noticeable uptick in energy—clapping, scattered whoops, even a few playful whistles. Vanessa nodded, pretending to be impressed.

But when she raised her hand again and turned toward Alex, her voice sharpened with mischief.

“And what about number three?”

The response was immediate—and electric.

The women leapt to their feet, clapping wildly. Some hooted. Others hollered Alex’s new name—“Ashley!”—like he was a rock star or a pageant queen. Someone shouted, “Slut of the year!” and the whole room cackled with delight.

Vanessa grinned like a game-show host as she waved her hand toward him.

“We have a winner!”

Alex instinctively looked to Kristen, his chest tight, his breathing shallow. And there she was—her smile wide, eyes gleaming with something deeper than amusement. Pride. Ownership. Victory.

She raised her glass slightly in salute.

And just like that, it was worth it.

The teasing. The absurdity. The way his cock throbbed inside the tight seam of his underwear while strangers laughed and pointed. All of it.

“Thank you, boys,” Vanessa announced, gesturing to the other contestants with a dismissive flick of her wrist. “You can go now. Right out that door—someone at the entrance will show you the way.”

Alex watched as the other two slipped away. A strange stillness settled in his chest when he realized: he was the last man standing.

Or rather… kneeling.

“Okay, ladies,” Vanessa said, practically purring. “You’ve spoken. Ashley is our winner.”

The crowd erupted again.

“You know what that means,” she continued, turning to face him fully. “Ashley, sweetheart… it’s time for your makeover.”

Alex blinked. “Wait, wh—what?” he stammered, the words catching on the edge of his breath.

Vanessa stepped toward him, fingers toying playfully with the waistband of his jeans. “Don’t be shy,” she whispered. “You want Kristen to win her prize, don’t you?”

He turned his head, searching for Kristen again. She didn’t speak. She didn’t have to. Her smile said everything.

Go on.

His heart was pounding like a war drum.

“Okay,” he murmured, his voice low. “Okay…”

He tugged his shirt over his head in one quick motion, the crowd cheering him on. Someone whistled as he tossed the shirt dramatically in Kristen’s direction. She caught it with a grin and pressed it to her chest like a souvenir.

Then came the jeans.

Alex unbuttoned them slowly, working them down his narrow hips, exposing the smooth curve of his thighs inch by inch until they pooled at his ankles. He stepped out of them carefully, now standing in nothing but light-gray briefs—tight, too tight, visibly straining.

The bulge was undeniable. Even for his modest size, the arousal made him stand out. Literally.

“Oooh,” someone cooed.

“I knew Ashley was excited to win,” another added, and the room erupted again.

Alex flushed hot, but the shame curled around something darker. Something delicious. He liked being watched.

Before he could say or do anything else, Vanessa stepped closer and slid her fingers into the waistband of his briefs.

Without hesitation.

She tugged them down with a theatrical flourish.

His cock—slim and achingly hard—sprang forward, twitching slightly as the air hit it. The room erupted once more, a delighted chaos of laughter, cheers, and naughty commentary.

“Look at her blush,” someone said.

“She’s precious,” another added. “All that for us?”

Alex stood frozen, dizzy, exposed.

He couldn’t move. Could barely breathe. The scent of champagne, perfume, and warm bodies closed in around him. He felt like prey—but also, oddly, like the prize.

Then came the panties.

A peach-colored thong was placed at his feet, delicate and lacy. The kind of thing a girl might wear on a first date if she hoped it wouldn’t stay on long.

“Courtesy of Emily,” Vanessa said into the mic. “Fresh off the bride-to-be’s roommate.”

The room roared with laughter again.

Alex stared down at them. A moment ago, these had clung to a woman’s body. Now they were his.

And he didn’t hesitate.

He crouched, took them in hand, and stepped into them—threading them slowly up his legs, savoring the silky friction against his thighs, the tension of the elastic as it climbed higher.

The fabric slid snugly over his shaft, drawing it upward and slightly to the side. He let out a quiet moan as the gusset pressed to the head of his cock. The back of the thong disappeared into the cleft of his ass.

He stood, breath trembling.

Suddenly he saw a bra thrown at him. One of the girls in the crowd had disrobed her own and tossed it to the middle of the room where Alex stood. Another girl slipped out of her short cocktail dress, which was sparkly-pink, and tossed it at Alex, as well.

“Go on, babe! You’ve got everything you need to dress yourself,” Vanessa smiled as she worked the crowd like a proper host.

Alex realized he was expected to put on the bra and the dress. He couldn’t believe it. But he knew if he didn’t do it, Kristen would likely not win the contest and then what would the girl think of him? He was already standing there in front of the girls and wearing a thong. How could the dress be any worse?

He clumsily tried to put the bra on, much to the endless amusement of the girls. One girl finally rushed forward and helped Alex as she latched the bra around his back. The girls laughed at his ignorance on the mechanics of the bra, and the girl stuck around to help Alex into his cocktail dress, too.

It was skimpy and tight around his body, and he felt the bulge of his dick pushing against the inside of the sparkly, pink sequined-dress. The girls laughed at Alex and pointed with amusement as they taunted and teased him.

“He makes a better girl than he ever did boy,” one girl said, clear enough for Alex to hear. He was humiliated by this remark, and yet something about it left him feeling aroused. There was something about a room full of girls finding him attractive, even if it was as a girl.

The embarrassment left a sting in his stomach that, oddly enough, accentuated the arousal he had already felt from being a sort of object or toy for the collective amusement of the crowd of raucous girls.

When Alex was fully dressed, another girl stepped forward and gave Alex a pink wig. She set it on his head as two other girls fast-approached with a few makeup accessories. One girls puffed a few small clouds of perfume at Alex’s face and chest as another girl worked quickly and precisely, applying makeup to Alex’s face.

When they were done, one of the girls brought a mirror and held it up to Alex’s face. He saw looking back from his reflection, the face of a beautiful and playful girl in a pink wig. His glossed lips parted from shock as the girls laughed and applauded.

Only a moment later, the girls swarmed Alex again as one girl shouted “group photo with Ashley!”

A girl with a camera emerged before the crowd and said, “Everybody smile!” Liz, the bride to be, wrapped her arm around Alex and the blonde boy even found it all amusing enough to smile and laugh with the rest of the girls.

When the photos had been taken, the girls took back to their places on the sofas. Liz, however, continued to stand in the center of the room. The girl was smiling with a sparkle in her eyes. The girls grew quiet as another girl approached from the corner of the room. She held a strap device that looked like a belt. She came forward and Alex realized then that attached to the strap was a massive pink dildo. It was a fake cock that looked incredibly realistic. Alex figured it had to be eight or nine inches long, and just as intimidating in its thickness. It even had a fake, rubbery ballsack that was bigger than the boy’s fist.

Alex was not quite sure what the girls had planned, but he was nervous.

“Okay, Ashley,” Vanessa said. Alex saw as Liz began to attach the strap-on to her waist. “Are you ready to earn that twenty grand for Kristen?”

“Wh—what am I going to do?” Alex asked.

“You’re going to be the slut you always are, obviously!” Vanessa said, to the audible amusement of the crowd.

“Come over here, Ashley. Get on your knees and show Liz how much you love sucking her dick,” Vanessa said.

Alex looked about the room. He couldn’t believe he was being made to do such a humiliating and degrading act, and in front of a room full of gorgeous and giggling women. Could he really demean himself? He felt his panties grow sweaty and cling to his still-hard dick. He even felt his butt pucker as he saw the big dick.

Alex did not know what was happening in him, but there was a transformation taking place. It wasn’t that he was drooling over the dildo, necessarily. But he was not turned off by it, either. Instead, he found himself excited in a vague and undetermined way. All he knew was that his cock continued to throb in his dress and his panties.

There was something, he realized, about being dressed like a girl in a room full of other girls that seemed to be changing him—changing his brain, perhaps. He saw the cock as a symbol of his domination. He did not see a dick and think of it as an equal to him. He had a penis of his own, but the more he saw the big, fake cock dangling from Liz’s waist, the more he seemed to forget this. Instead, he could only feel his butt tighten and clench as he lowered to his knees.

“Go on—suck it, bitch,” Liz said to him, in an aggressive and authoritarian tone that surprised the eighteen year-old boy.

“Right… right now?” Alex said.

“Uh, duh,” Liz said.

Alex reached forward and grabbed the big, rubbery cock in his fist as the girls laughed. Liz eyed down and nodded. “Good girl. Now get your mouth on it if you want Kristen to win her prize. Be a filthy slut.”

Alex hesitantly slid his mouth over the head of the cock. It filled his mouth and the crowd erupted with delight. Liz laughed and patted Alex on his pink wig. “She’s not just pretty; she can suck dick, too!” Liz shouted enthusiastically.

Alex sucked on the head of the cock as if it was a lollipop. Finally, he felt Liz’s hand grab the back of his wig and pull his mouth deeper on the cock. He braced his hands upon her dress and she said, “Take more of it. Show us what a slut you can be. This is my party and you’re going to give me what I want, aren’t you?”

Alex felt more of the fat, rubber cock fill his mouth. It took only another inch before he recoiled and pulled off the cock, feeling as though he might gag. Liz and the rest of the girls laughed.

“Come on, Kristen. Time for you to eat her pussy!” Liz said, clapping her fingers. Vanessa rushed over and grabbed Kristen by the hand, who was blushing and laughing wildly as the red-headed host pulled her toward the center of the room.

Alex was not sure quite what the girls were talking about, but he was too focused on the task of sucking Liz’s dildo to care.

After a few seconds, he felt tugging on his dress. He pulled off the fake cock and looked over his shoulder to see Kristen kneeling down behind him as he was ordered to get onto ‘all fours’ by Vanessa, who spoke into the microphone.

Alex obeyed and he felt the cocktail dress slid up over his hips. He could feel the cool air of the room slip against his thong and exposed, balmy butt cheeks, now. Only a moment later, Liz grabbed his wig and insisted he keep sucking the dick.

“Come on,” Liz said. “Suck my dick while Kristen gets you ready for me.”

“Wh—what?” Alex asked.

The girls roared with amusement as Alex felt the thong in his ass-crack yanked to the side. He felt the air sliding up against his clean, bald and somewhat sweaty asshole.

And only a moment later, he felt a soft, warm tongue sliding against his butthole.

Alex pulled off Liz’s fake dick to realize Kristen was eating his ass. His cock throbbed in his thong and oozed pre-cum as he moaned endlessly. Liz made him continue to suck her fake cock. As he did, he could only moan over the big, rubbery dick.

He no longer cared what he’d had to do to get to that point. The fact was, Kristen was now eating him out. He did not care what demeaning and humiliating things the girls said or did to him—and there had been plenty—he was now far too turned on by the kinky act too care.

“That’s it, Kristen. Eat Ashley’s boypussy; get it all nice and ready for Liz,” Vanessa said.

Kristen’s tongue was slow and tortuous in its brushes. She even pushed her tongue into Alex’s butthole and broke it open just a bit. This left Alex’s cock so hard it slipped out of his thong and the girls laughed.

“Well, well, well,” Vanessa said, squatting down and getting a look at Alex’s dick-head. She teased the tip and caressed it. “Coochie—coochie—coo,” she laughed. “Looks like her clit is really nice and stiff, isn’t it?”

My clit? Alex thought. Whatever… I don’t care. Fuck, it feels good… I don’t even care anymore that I’ve been dressed like a girl. I feel pretty, anyway, so what does it matter? And frankly, I don’t even mind the dick in my mouth. It feels kind of… kind of nice, he continued.

Kristen grabbed Alex’s butt and spread it open with her hands, holding it in this position as she went in for a few final, enthusiastic licks of his pink, virgin hole.

Liz pulled her fake cock from his mouth and stroked it.

“Thank you, Kristen!” Vanessa said. “Let’s give her a round of applause. If Ashley finished this last challenge, she’s going to have won herself twenty-thousand big ones! And something tells me Ashley is slutty enough to come through for her!”

The crowd cheered as Liz was handed a bottle of lube. She walked around to Alex’s butt, casual and cool, as she then squeezed a few drops of lube onto the head of the fake cock and slid it down until the entire shaft became shiny and slick.

Vanessa came up to Alex, who remained on all-fours. “Okay, Ashley. Are you ready for Liz to fuck your boypussy and make you a proper slut?” the red-head said into the microphone.

She held the microphone to Alex’s mouth. His lips hung open with confusion as his brow scrunched and the girls all laughed.

“We’ll take that as a ‘yes,’”” Vanessa laughed. Alex then felt Liz spank his butt several times. She was harsh and elicited a few sighs of shock and pain from the boy as his butt cheeks turned a few shades pink from the harsh treatment.

Kristen came around and lowered to Alex. She was still licking her lips of his ass when she said to him “You’re going to do it for me, right?” Kristen gave Alex a quick kiss on his lips and he could taste the sweet sweat of his own body on her mouth.

“I… I, uh… fuck,” Alex said, in a daze of delight. “What is going on? She wants to put that big dildo in my… butt?” he asked.

Kristen smiled and said, “It’d be so hot. All the girls want to see it. So do I. That’s what this contest was all about. To see who could make the best girl. It’s kind of a tradition with me and my friends. Each time one of us has a bachelorette party, we bring along a guy and turn him into a girl. The girl that ‘sponsors’ him wins a prize. But he’s got to get dressed up as a girl and then let the bride-to-be fuck him, first,” she said.

“What?!” Alex said, shocked. “Are you serious? Why didn’t you tell me this before? So, I wasn’t your date tonight, I was just brought here for some kind of a joke?”

Kristen laughed and shook her head. “No, it’s not a joke. Come on, Alex. We both know you look super-hot as a girl. And I knew from the moment I saw you that you would make a better girl than a boy. That’s really why I invited you, tonight. If I had told you beforehand you wouldn’t have come along, would you? No. Because you didn’t realize it, before. But I think now you know what all of us know, now; that you’re one of us—you’re a girl.”

Alex felt bitter and betrayed. But he also couldn’t deny that Kristen was right. He indeed felt amazing dressed as a girl. But that didn’t mean that he wanted to be a girl always. He liked having a penis, even if the girls called it a clit. The truth was that he liked both. He knew by that point that he loved dressing up as a girl and feeling like ‘one of the girls.’ But he wasn’t going to go out and have sex with other boys, either.

But maybe, Alex decided, Liz’s big strap-on cock would be satisfying enough for the two sides.

“Okay, fine,” he conceded. “I’ll do it. But you owe me,” Alex said, still feeling betrayed by the girl.

“Oh, don’t worry. When the night is done, you’re going to get a very nice gift from me. I promise,” Kristen said, and pecked Alex on his cheek. “It’s not like I didn’t just eat your ass, you know,” she said, winking and standing back up to join the other girls on the sofa.

Just as she did this, Alex felt Liz’s impatience as the tip of the big, rubber cock pushed quickly into his butt. The girl, obviously lacking the sort of intuition that might come with having had a penis of her own, clumsily pushed the dildo into Alex’s tight, virgin butt.

“Oh… fuck,” Alex growled. Vanessa came back and stuck the microphone in his face to capture every struggling moan and grunt from the boy.

“Fuck…” he huffed, as he felt Liz’s big, fake cock split his butt open.

“She’s really plunging into your boypussy, isn’t she, Ashley?” Vanessa taunted. “You sure you don’t want to give up?”

“N—no,” Alex said, so desperate to continue, yet driven to his absolute limit of pain tolerance, as Liz’s big dildo thrust into his tight butt and forced it wide open around the rubbery shaft.

“Fuck…” Alex sighed and gasped, over and over through grit teeth. He had no idea how much of Liz’s fake cock had plunged into his butt and it did not matter, because it was all painful and rough, despite the plentiful lube that the bride-to-be had been considerate enough to use.

“Make her cum!” the crowd chanted. Alex then realized that the girls were referring to him.

Kristen came over and began to tease Alex’s cock-head. The blonde moaned and whimpered with delight as the big dildo pushed against his prostate and Kristen’s soft fingers teased his dick-head into oozing long strings of milky pre-cum.

Liz was forceful and fast, as if she wished for it to cause Alex pain. She pumped over half of the massive cock into Alex’s tight, round butt and watched from above as it gobbled up the fat shaft, albeit with some difficulty. Considering the cock seemed nearly as thick as Alex’s wrist, it amazed the girls that he could take such a big dick.

“I could never take this in my butt!” Lizz giggled, as she pumped back and forth.

“Yeah, but you could take it in your pussy. And that’s what Ashley is doing, too,” Vanessa said, reminding Liz and the rest of the girls that Alex’s butt had now been repurposed as a ‘boypussy.’ He, however, knew the truth. He still felt the hard, firm cock shove into his butt and impale it around its rubbery, uncaring shaft, as the head drove right for how bowels before pulling back and returning in a pummel of thrusts.

“Make her cum!” the girls shouted over and over. Kristen continued to tease Alex’s cock until the blonde moaned and whimpered with delight into the microphone and the crowd realized that their wish might just come true.

Alex felt full of surprise. He could not believe that his dick was flexing and his entire butt was filling with the tension of climax. Before he knew it, he was throbbing around the big, fake dildo and his cock was oozing weak ropes of sperm down onto Kristen’s fingers and the yellow rug, all to the soundtrack of the crowd’s applause and amusement.

“She came!” Vanessa said, as Alex continued to moan over and over.

Liz pulled the big dildo out of Alex’s butt and he felt himself finally able to pucker and cum at his normal intensity now that the big cock was not filling him and keeping his muscles pried apart.

“Fuck,” he said, as his knees wobbled and he fell onto his belly.

Kristen came over and grabbed Alex by his hand and kissed him on his cheek as the girls cheered and began a ceremony awarding Kristen her prize. It was the highest ever awarded to any of the girls, and only the second time, out of five attempts, that a girl had brought a boy who had successfully endured all of the ‘challenges.’

Alex watched from afar as the girls surrounded and congratulated Kristen on a job well-done over by the large window. The crowd moved to the expansive patio for cocktail drinks and toasts to the bride-to-be as Alex regained his strength and sat on the sofa by himself.

He couldn’t believe any of what had just happened. He wondered if the following morning he would think it was all a dream. Whatever the case, he had done it. And he had even enjoyed a few very unthinkable and kinky favors by Kristen, and all while he’d been dressed as a girl.

It was wild and completely bizarre to him. But he knew that, even if he didn’t believe it had all happened the following morning, the burning desire to buy himself some panties and girl’s clothes will have been instilled in him and unshakeable. He knew he was made into a girl—a part-time girl, at least—for the rest of his life.

Alex spent the rest of the night drinking, partying and receiving compliments from the other girls. He fit in just as if he’d always been a girl and always been a part of Kristen’s circle of friends.

And at the end of the evening when they arrived back at Kristen’s apartment, he could still feel the throbbing ache in his butt and the cold, wet cum inside his thong. He remained in his clothes; all gifts that he was allowed to keep from the girls who had donated them to him.

Kristen and Alex walked back to their apartment doors. And when they came to Kristen’s door, the girl said, “Come on. I told you I had a special gift for you, remember?”

Alex bit his lip and said, “Really?” with hope in his eyes.

“Hey, it’s the least I can do. You earned me twenty-thousand dollars tonight,” Kristen smiled.

Alex stepped into Kristen’s apartment and the pair headed down the hallway to her living room. There, Alex saw a big, brawny jock sitting in on Kristen’s sofa and surfing the channels on the television.

“How’d it go?” the young man asked.

“Good,” Kristen smiled. “And I brought you back something.”

“Oh yeah?” the jock said, looking over at Alex and grinning.

“Go for it; his dick is even bigger than Liz’s dildo was!” Kristen whispered with a smile at the blonde. She then raised her voice and added, “You two have fun.”

“Definitely,” the jock said, standing and walking over to Alex.

“Wait, what?!” Alex said.

“I thought you and I were going to—who’s this?” Alex said, as the jock approached.

“I’m not a lesbian,” Kristen asked. “You’re a girl, now. This is my friend, Kirk, from the University football team. He’s going to make sure you forget what it was even like to be a boy,” Kristen grinned.

The girl turned to the jock and said, “Mind if I watch?”

“Yeah, definitely!” Kirk smiled.

The jock came over and hoisted Alex over his shoulder, as though the blonde boy was a piece of meat to be claimed and dominated. Alex watched as Kristen followed him with a mischievous grin on her face. She was counting her cash and smiling as Kirk carried him to a bed room, where knew he was about to be fucked hard and filled with cum.

The idea left him feeling bitter and humiliated—angry, even. And yet he could already feel his clit growing stiff in his panties, again!
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