

Chapter 1: Baggage Claim

The ferry cut through the water with a low, rhythmic thrum, the engine vibrating up through the soles of my sneakers as I leaned against the railing. The island ahead was a goddamn postcard, a jagged explosion of green jungle erupting from turquoise water that was so clear it looked fake. Palm trees leaned over the white sand like they were trying to dip their fronds in the ocean, and the whole place was baking under a sun so bright it made my eyes water. It was the kind of place rich people went to forget they had jobs, and standing there in my cargo shorts and faded t-shirt, I felt like I’d walked onto a movie set by mistake.

The whole situation was a total mindfuck. I was supposed to be here with the guys - Mark, Jason, and Terry. We’d planned this bro trip for months, saving up for a week of drinking, swimming, and chasing tail. But three days before the flight, they dropped the bomb. They’d decided to go to Cabo instead without me, some last-minute change because Mark’s cousin could get them a deal on a condo. They didn't even have the balls to tell me to my face; I got a group text. I was fuming, ready to call the whole thing off, until I remembered I’d entered that stupid radio contest at the last minute on a whim. "All-Inclusive Island Getaway for One." I’d actually won. My friends ditched me, and the universe decided to compensate me with a free vacation I was too stubborn to turn down.

So, I took the prize. I figured a week of free booze and sunshine by myself was better than sitting at home sulking, even if I was going to be the odd man out. I stepped off the ferry onto the wooden dock, the heat hitting me like a physical weight, instantly sticking my shirt to my back. The air smelled like coconut oil, expensive cologne, and something floral, thick and cloying. I tried to look casual, but I felt a prickle of unease. This place felt different. It was too perfect, too curated, and the vibe was undeniably, aggressively masculine. Every staff member I saw greeting guests was a gorgeous woman in a tiny uniform, but the guests stepping off the boats were exclusively huge, muscular men, all Black, radiating the kind of confidence that comes from having a lot of money and zero shame. Except for me...

I headed for the check-in counter near the main gate, my sneakers squeaking on the polished stone path. I’m a decent-looking guy, or at least I thought I was before I got here. I’m twenty-two, keeping fit with enough pickup basketball to stay lean but not exactly chiseled like the gods walking around me. My hair was a messy sandy brown, usually hidden under a baseball cap, and my pale skin was already turning pink under the tropical sun. I felt scrawny and out of place, a cheap tourist crashing a private party. When I reached the counter, the clerk, a stunning woman with a name tag that read 'Breezy,' didn't even look at my ID. She just handed me a key card for a luxury villa and told me my luggage had already been delivered to my room.

I made my way to the villa, weaving through lush gardens that seemed deliberately designed to offer hidden nooks and secluded benches. The room was insane - huge, with a glass wall overlooking the private beach and a king-sized bed that looked like it could swallow three people whole. I immediately went to find my suitcase - I was sweating through my clothes and desperate for a shower and a change into my swim trunks. I scanned the room, spotting it near the closet. But when I grabbed the handle, something felt wrong. It was too light. I zipped it open, my stomach suddenly dropping. My clothes were gone. No t-shirts, no board shorts, no sneakers. Instead, the suitcase was packed tight with the most ridiculous collection of scraps I’d ever seen. Neon pink, electric blue, sheer fabrics that looked like they wouldn't cover a hamster. I held up a triangle of spandex the size of a napkin, staring at it in horror. What the actual fuck was going on?

Before I could even process the insanity of the suitcase - a container full of slutty scraps that definitely belonged to a runway model and not a guy from Jersey - a heavy, authoritative knock rattled the door handle.

"Room service," a voice rumbled through the wood. It was deep, resonant, and commanded attention instantly.

I zipped the bag shut in a panic, my heart hammering against my ribs. I looked around for a place to hide it, but there was no time. I straightened my shirt, trying to look casual, and opened the door.

Standing there was a man who seemed to suck the air right out of the room. He was massive, towering over me by at least half a foot, filling the doorframe with a presence that was undeniably male. He wore a pristine white linen shirt unbuttoned low enough to reveal smooth, carved skin that gleamed like polished obsidian in the afternoon light. His arms, thick and corded with muscle, looked like they could snap me in half without breaking a sweat. But it wasn't just his size; it was the terrifying beauty of him. He had a jawline that looked like it was chiseled from granite, high cheekbones, and eyes so dark and intense they felt like they were pinning me against the wall. He smelled expensive - a mix of fancy cologne and the ocean - and the sheer force of his charisma made my knees feel weak.

"Xavier," he said, extending a hand that engulfed mine completely, his grip firm and dominating. "I'm the head of guest relations here. I see you've just checked in. You must be David."

I nodded, my mouth suddenly dry, trying to find my voice. "Yeah. Hi. Look, there’s been a mistake with my luggage..." I started, gesturing helplessly toward the closet, but Xavier just smiled. It was a knowing, predatory smile that didn't reach his eyes.

"Oh, there's no mistake, David," he said, stepping past me into the room as if he owned the place - which, judging by the way he carried himself, he basically did. "We like to ensure our guests look their best. And trust me, what’s in that bag is going to look *much* better on you than those rags you're wearing now."

He walked toward the suitcase with a leisurely, predatory grace, not even glancing back to see if I was following. I stood frozen by the door, my brain scrambling for a way out of this surreal situation, but the sheer size of him blocked any exit path. He unzipped the bag again, his dark fingers sifting through the neon scraps as if he were inspecting fine diamonds. He pulled out a microscopic bikini in a shocking electric red, the fabric so sheer it looked like it would dissolve if it touched water. He held it up against my chest, his dark eyes roving over my frame, assessing me like a piece of meat at a market.

"You've got a nice little base to work with, David," he said, his voice dropping an octave, sliding into a tone that made my stomach flip. "Pale, tight. The guests love breaking in the new, shy ones. But we have a strict dress code here, and those clothes" - he pointed a thick finger at my cargo shorts and t-shirt - "are an insult to the aesthetic. You won't be needing them." There was a threat in his voice, subtle and low, but unmistakable. It wasn't a suggestion. It was an order wrapped in a hospitality smile, and the realization hit me like a bucket of ice water: I wasn't the customer here. I was the amenity.

My face burned with a mix of humiliation and fear, but my body betrayed me, rooted to the spot. I watched him toss the bikini onto the pristine white bedspread, the contrast between the slutty fabric and the luxury of the room stark and undeniable.

"Now, I'm going to give you five minutes to change," Xavier said, crossing his massive arms over his chest, the linen shirt pulling tight against his biceps. "If you come out wearing anything else, I'll have to assume you need assistance getting dressed, and trust me, you don't want me to help you. Don't keep me waiting."

"I'm not doing this," I blurted out, the words tumbling out in a rush of panic that finally overrode the sheer intimidation rolling off him. I shook my head, backing up until my shoulders hit the doorframe. "This is insane. You can't just swap my clothes out for... for *that*. I’m going to the front desk. I’m leaving."

I turned to grab the handle, fully intending to march down to the dock, steal a spot on the next ferry out of this lunatic asylum, and never look back. My hand was literally on the knob, twisting it to pull the door open, when a heavy palm slammed against the wood right next to my head.

The impact made the door shudder in its frame, and a cloud of expensive cologne washed over me, suffocating and thick. I froze, staring straight ahead at his chest. I hadn't even heard him move.

"You can go," Xavier said, his voice a low, calm rumble that vibrated against my chest. He didn't sound angry; he sounded like a parent explaining a simple rule to a slow child. "The ferry leaves in an hour. But before you walk out that door, you might want to take a look at the fine print on the contest waiver you clicked 'Agree' to when you accepted the prize."

My hand hesitated on the knob. "What are you talking about?"

Xavier reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, tapping the screen a few times before holding it up in front of my face. It was a digital copy of the contract I’d hastily scrolled through on the radio station’s website without reading a single word.

"Section Four, Paragraph B," Xavier read, his deep voice mocking the legalese. "It says that by accepting the All-Inclusive Package, the guest agrees to the island’s lifestyle protocols and mandatory dress code. But the kicker is here, right at the bottom." He zoomed in on a block of text, the words swimming in front of my eyes. "Early termination of the stay constitutes a breach of contract. The guest is then liable for the full retail value of the services rendered, immediately payable."

He turned the screen so I could see the number. My stomach hit the floor. It was fifty thousand dollars.

"Fifty grand?" I choked out, my voice cracking. "That’s impossible. I don’t have that kind of money. You know I don’t."

"You don't have it now," Xavier corrected smoothly, finally stepping back to give me some space, though the air in the room still felt thick with his dominance. He slipped his phone back into his pocket, the motion casual but final. "But we have excellent lawyers. We’ll garnish your wages, seize your assets, maybe put a lien on your parents’ house if you co-signed anything. We’ll make sure you’re paying us back for the rest of your life, David. And all because you didn't want to wear a bikini?" He let out a short, dark chuckle that made my skin crawl. "Doesn't seem like a fair trade, does it?"

I stared at him, my mouth hanging open, the reality of the trap snapping shut around my throat. I was twenty-two, working a part-time job, with a couple grand in savings max. I was ruined. I couldn't leave. The sheer hopelessness of it washed over me, cold and suffocating, draining the fight right out of my muscles. My legs felt like jelly, and I slumped back against the door, unable to look him in the eye. I was trapped in this tropical paradise with no way out except total financial suicide.

"That's what I thought," Xavier said, his voice softening into a dangerous, velvet purr. He gestured toward the bed where the tiny red scrap of fabric lay. "Now, be a good boy and stop wasting my time. The clock is ticking, and I’m not a patient man. Put it on. Or I can call security and we can assist you getting dressed - I guarantee you won't like that half as much as doing it yourself. Either way, by the time I walk out of here, you’re going to be wearing that bikini.

My hand shook as I reached for the bed. I picked up the scrap of fabric, the material smooth and slippery in my sweating palm. It was barely heavier than a feather. I looked from the tiny string of red spandex up to Xavier, who stood there like a statue carved from dark muscle, his arms crossed over his chest, waiting.

"Okay," I whispered, the word feeling like ash in my mouth. I couldn't meet his eyes. "Okay, I'll do it."

"Smart choice," Xavier said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. He didn't leave. He just leaned his shoulder against the wall, watching me with an intensity that made my skin crawl. "Don't be shy, David. We haven't got all day. Strip."

My face burned hotter than the tropical sun as I fumbled with the button of my cargo shorts, my fingers clumsy and thick with panic. I peeled off my t-shirt and kicked off my sneakers, stripping down to my plain white boxers in front of this fully clothed, dominant god who watched my every move like a hawk. When I finally slid the boxers off, the cool air of the room hit my exposed skin, and I instinctively covered my crotch with my hands, feeling small and naked in a way I never had in a locker room. I was completely exposed, my pale, average body on display for his inspection, and the shame of it was a bitter taste in the back of my throat.

I picked up the red thong, the triangles of fabric barely big enough to cover my nipples, let alone my ass. I stepped into the leg holes and pulled it up, but getting the thing situated was a struggle. The front pouch was tiny, nowhere near enough to hold my junk comfortably, so I had to tuck my soft cock and balls tight against my body, pushing them down until they fit into the narrow strip of fabric. The constriction was immediate and humiliating, mashing my anatomy into a flat, smooth mound that looked distinctly... not male.

Turning around to adjust the back was worse. The string at the back was literally just that - a string that vanished right between my ass cheeks. I had to reach back and pull it tight, forcing the thin cord deep into the crack of my ass, exposing my bare cheeks to the air completely. The friction was alien and uncomfortable, the fabric riding up in ways I wasn't used to, making me hyper-aware of every inch of skin that was now on display.

When I reached for the top, my hands were trembling so bad I could barely untie the strings. It was nothing but two tiny triangles of the same translucent red fabric connected by a thin strand of elastic that looked like it would snap if I breathed too hard. I brought it around my chest, fumbling with the knot behind my back, which was situated right at the base of my spine. My fingers felt like sausages, clumsy and stupid, as I tried to secure it. I could feel Xavier’s gaze burning a hole in my back, watching me struggle like a child trying to tie his shoes.

Finally, I got the knot tight. I pulled the cups up to my chest. The problem was, I didn't have tits to fill them. The fabric lay flat against my pecs, the triangles awkwardly covering nothing but nipple, leaving the sides of my chest completely bare. It looked ridiculous - a guy's flat chest straining against a scrap of lingerie meant for a woman. I had to tighten the strap until it dug into my skin just to keep the damn thing from sliding down, the band behind my back squeezing my ribs like a python. I looked down at myself. My pale, flat chest was now framed in slutty red fabric, my cock was mashed into a smooth, tight mound, and my ass was hanging out in the open air. I felt like a perverted parody of a woman, a cheap joke that was being played on me.

"Turn around," Xavier commanded, his voice thick with amusement.

I spun slowly, the humiliation burning my cheeks hotter than the island sun. I felt ridiculous, like a frat pledge who’d lost a bet, standing there in a hotel room wearing a slingshot bikini while a fully dressed man inspected me. But Xavier didn't laugh. His dark eyes swept over me, critical and assessing, looking at me not like a person, but like a piece of equipment he was checking for safety compliance. He stepped closer, his presence overwhelming, and reached out to adjust the strap on my shoulder. His fingers brushed my skin, cool and electric, and I flinched, fighting the urge to cover myself.

"It'll do," he said, stepping back with a satisfied nod. "The front is a bit tight, but that'll help keep your clit hidden until we get you properly equipped. As for the back..." He walked around me, and I froze as I felt his gaze bore into my exposed ass. "Nice and plump. The guests are going to enjoy watching that bounce. You've got a natural bubble, David. It's a shame you were trying to hide it in those baggy shorts." He gave my bare cheek a sharp, unexpected smack that echoed through the room, the sting radiating through my body and making my knees buckle slightly. I gasped, more from the shock than the pain, my face flaming with fresh degradation.

"Now, we need to go over the rules," Xavier said, his voice dropping into a serious, business-like tone that contrasted sharply with his wandering hands. "Welcome to the Island Breeze Resort, David. Here, we operate under a strict code of conduct, specifically regarding the 'Forbidden Language.' You are no longer to refer to yourself as a man, a boy, or use any masculine pronouns. You don't have a dick, a cock, or balls. You have a 'clitty' and a 'pussy.' Do you understand?" I stared at him, my mouth open, the words spinning in my head. "And if I catch you slipping up," he continued, leaning in until his face was inches from mine, his breath hot on my ear, "security will be notified. And let me tell you, David, the guys in security *love* it when a new girl needs to be reminded of her place. They have very... persuasive ways of teaching vocabulary."

"What the fuck?" I sputtered, taking a stumbling step back, the ridiculous heels of my bare feet slapping awkwardly against the tile. "Are you insane? I’m not calling it a - that! I have a dick. I’m a guy. You can't just make up words and force me to say them. That’s - that’s literally psychotic."

I crossed my arms over my chest, trying to cover the ridiculous triangles of fabric, my face hot with indignation. "You can make me wear this bullshit bikini, fine. You scared me with the money, whatever. But I'm not going to stand here and pretend I'm a chick. I’m not playing your perverted little roleplay game. I draw the line at delusion."

Xavier didn't blink. He didn't get angry. He just looked at me with a pitying expression, like I was a toddler throwing a tantrum in a toy store. He took a slow, deliberate step forward, forcing me to crane my neck back to maintain eye contact, my neck exposed and vulnerable.

"You think this is a game?" Xavier asked softly, his voice dropping an octave that vibrated in my chest. He reached out, his thick fingers gripping my chin with a force that made me wince, tilting my head up until I had no choice but to look into those cold, dark eyes. "The only thing delusional here is you thinking your opinion matters. You signed the contract, David. You accepted the terms. And right now, you are in breach of the 'Forbidden Language' policy." He let go of my chin, but the heat of his hand lingered on my skin like a brand. "I was trying to be nice. I was trying to give you a chance to adjust on your own. But if you want to do this the hard way, we can do it the hard way."

He reached for the walkie-talkie clipped to his belt, his thumb hovering over the button with terrifying casualness. "Security is just a button push away. And trust me, they aren't as polite as I am. They won't just correct your vocabulary. They'll strip you naked, bend you over the nearest railing, and fill every hole you have until you can't remember your own name, let alone your pronouns. By the time they’re done with you, you’ll be begging to call it a pussy just to make them stop." He watched the color drain from my face, a cruel smirk playing on his lips. "Is that what you want? Do you want to be the resort's communal warm-up toy for the night? Because that can be arranged right now."

"No," I whispered, the fight draining out of me instantly, replaced by a cold, gripping fear. My stomach twisted into knots at the image he painted, the sheer brutality of the threat crashing over me. I didn't doubt him for a second. He could do it. He would do it. "No, please. Don't call them."

"Good," Xavier said, dropping his hand from the walkie-talkie, the immediate threat receding but leaving a cold sweat prickling along my spine. "I'm glad we understand each other. Now, where was I? Ah yes, the language. But that's just the surface. To really fit in here, you need to shed that old identity completely."

He started circling me again, his eyes raking over my exposed flesh, inspecting the merchandise with a critical, detached gaze. "David is a man's name. It's clunky. It's boring. It doesn't suit this resort at all. Our guests come here for a fantasy, for something soft, feminine, and eager to please. They don't want to talk to a 'Dave' or a 'David' while they're sipping their cocktails. They want someone... tropical and girly."

He stopped directly behind me, and I tensed as I felt his warm breath against the back of my neck. His large hand settled on my bare shoulder, squeezing the muscle there, his thumb tracing the strap of the bikini top.

"So, from this moment forward, you are no longer David. That boy doesn't exist here. You are 'Cheeky,'" he announced, the word landing with a heavy, final thud in the pit of my stomach. He gave my exposed right ass cheek a sharp, stinging squeeze, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, as if testing the ripeness of a piece of fruit. "It fits you perfectly, don't you think? Not just because of that smart mouth you had earlier, but look at this." He slapped the other cheek, the sound cracking like a whip in the quiet room, sending a jolt of humiliation straight to my core. "You've got a bubbly, spankable ass that was made to be shown off. It's your best asset now, Cheeky. You should learn to lead with it."

I stood there frozen, my heart hammering against my ribs as the name echoed in my ears. *Cheeky.* It sounded ridiculous, infantile, and deeply demeaning. It stripped away my adulthood, reducing me to a playful, bimbo caricature. I wanted to scream that my name was David, that I was a man, but the memory of his hand hovering over that radio button kept my jaw clamped shut. I felt my face flushing a deep, mortifying crimson, the heat radiating down my neck to my chest, which was heaving against the tight constraint of the bikini top.

"Repeat it for me," Xavier commanded, stepping back into my field of vision, his arms crossed over his massive chest, waiting expectantly. "I need to know you've accepted it. Say, 'My name is Cheeky, and I am here to serve.'" He arched an eyebrow, a silent dare in his eyes that made my mouth go dry. The air in the room felt thick and suffocating, heavy with the scent of his cologne and the overpowering scent of my own shame. I swallowed hard, the lump in my throat feeling like a stone, and forced the words out, my voice sounding small and foreign to my own ears.

"My name is Cheeky," I choked out, the words tasting like bile on my tongue. "And... and I am here to serve." The moment the sentence left my lips, I felt a strange, heavy click in my mind, as if a lock had been engaged. I dropped my gaze to the floor, unable to look him in the eye after saying something so pathetic, so utterly broken. The name hung in the air between us, and I hated that I didn't fight it harder. I hated that the fear of what these men could do to me was stronger than my pride.

"See? That wasn't so hard," Xavier said, his voice dripping with that condescending sweetness again. He reached out and grabbed my hand, his grip firm and possessive, pulling me toward the balcony doors. "Now, come along, Cheeky. It's time for your debut. The guests are waiting, and the sun is perfect on the beach right now." He didn't wait for me to agree; he just tugged me forward, and I had no choice but to stumble after him, my bare feet padding awkwardly on the cool tile as he dragged me out of the safety of the room and into the blinding tropical light.

Stepping out of the villa felt like walking onto a stage without a script. The transition from the air-conditioned room to the wall of humid heat was instantaneous, making my skin prickle with sweat instantly. But it was the exposure that gutted me. We were on a raised walkway that overlooked the main pool and beach area, and as Xavier pulled me into the open, the breeze hit my nearly naked body, reminding me violently of how little I was wearing. I instinctively tried to pull my hand away to cover my crotch, but Xavier just tightened his grip, his fingers digging into my wrist, keeping my arm pinned to my side as he marched me toward the stairs leading down to the sand.

Xavier guided me down the wooden stairs that led from the villas to the main promenade, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird. The resort was a postcard of luxury - manicured gardens, cascading waterfalls, and thatching that looked expensive and authentic - but I couldn’t appreciate any of it. Every step I took was a reminder of my exposure. The thong bit deeper into my ass crack with every movement, and the tiny triangles of the top did nothing to stop the air from conditioning my nipples into hard, embarrassing points. I felt like raw meat thrown into a cage of lions.

"And here we have the main cabana area," Xavier announced, gesturing broadly with his free hand, sounding for all the world like a standard concierge giving a tour to a VIP. The only difference was that his VIP was practically naked, blushing furiously, and being paraded around on a leash of implied threats.

The pool area was teeming with men - huge, beautiful, imposing black men lounging on chaise longues or wading in the turquoise water. They were everywhere, and as soon as we appeared, the chatter died down. Dozens of dark eyes turned toward us, locking onto me with a predatory intensity that made my stomach drop. It wasn’t just curiosity; it was hunger. They looked me up and down, dissecting me, their gazes lingering on my pale, exposed thighs and the way the red fabric struggled to contain my ass.

I felt physically smaller under the weight of their stares, shrinking into myself as we walked past a group of men playing cards at a table under a palm. One of them, a massive specimen with muscles rippling under his tight polo shirt, actually paused the game to crane his neck. He raked his eyes over me, his tongue darting out to wet his bottom lip, and let out a low, appreciative whistle. "Now that is what I call fresh meat," he called out, his voice booming across the deck. "Look at that waist-to-hip ratio, boys. Xavier, you bringing in the teens or did you find a natural hourglass?" His friends laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated in my chest, and I felt the blood rush to my face, my skin prickling with heat and shame.

"Just arrived this morning, Marcus," Xavier replied smoothly, giving my wrist a tug when I tried to slow down, forcing me to keep walking despite the urge to run and hide. "Still a bit stiff, hasn't learned to relax into the rhythm yet. But the raw material is there." 

He stopped near the edge of the pool where another guest, an older man with a salt-and-pepper beard and a drink in his hand, was watching us with a critical eye. The man didn't smile; he just stared at my crotch, his gaze boring into the smooth mound where my junk was tucked away.

I tried to shift my legs to hide the smooth, flat front of the bikini, my face burning as the older man's eyes lingered on the emptiness there. He took a slow sip from his glass, the ice clinking, before pointing a thick finger in my direction.

"Pretty small already," the man remarked, his voice gravelly and unimpressed, cutting through the ambient noise of the resort. "But I'm sure she'll get there." He gave a dismissive shrug, his eyes crawling up my torso to meet my terrified gaze. "Some shrinkage from the fear, I expect. Once she learns her place and stops fighting it, things will settle down. Or maybe we'll just get her a smaller cage to help the process along."

A ripple of knowing chuckles moved through the group of men nearby. I stared at him, my mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. The implication - that I was already inadequate, that my manhood was so negligible it was barely worth noting - hit me like a physical blow. I wasn't a small guy normally, but tucked away in this tiny scrap of fabric, under the scrutiny of these alpha males, I felt microscopic.

Xavier didn't give me a moment to process the insult, dragging me past the pool area toward the beachfront bar. That was where the real show was happening. It wasn't just guests lounging around; the "Island Breeze girls" were hard at work, and the sight of them made my knees go weak.

I saw a platinum blonde - Breezy, I guessed - bending over a table to wipe up a spill. She was giggling at something a guest said, her voice high and breathy. She was stacked, sporting a pair of perky, fake-looking tits that defied gravity as she leaned forward. But when she shifted her stance, the sunlight caught the outline of a tiny, distinct bulge pressed tight against the fabric of her bottom. My brain short-circuited for a second. She had tits, but... that wasn't a vagina.

Then I saw a woman near the shoreline. She was on her knees in the sand, her head bobbing rhythmically in the lap of a tall man sipping a margarita. She looked like a woman from the waist up, with long, tanned legs and a bubble butt, but when the man casually pulled her head up by her hair to whisper something to her, the sun glinted off metal between her legs. A flat, steel chastity cage was locked onto her, tiny and insignificant against the bronze of her skin. She wasn't a woman. She was a guy. A guy with tits, maybe, but definitely a guy.

"They're all like you, Cheeky," Xavier said, leaning in close to my ear, his breath hot against my neck as he watched my eyes dart frantically from one "girl" to the next. "Take a good look. That blonde over there? She’s been here six months. The hormones and the implants did wonders for her figure, don't you think? She looks almost like a real woman now, doesn't she?" He gestured to another girl, a redhead with a flat chest and a terrified expression as she struggled to balance a tray of drinks with trembling hands. "And her? She’s fresh off the boat, just like you. See how nervous she is? See the little caged bulge in her panties? That’s what happens when a boy tries to pretend he’s something he’s not. It’s confusing for them. But don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. In a few weeks, you won’t even remember what it felt like to have a cock swinging between your legs. You’ll just be a smooth, obedient little service slut, just like them."

I stared at them, my stomach churning with a sick mixture of horror and a strange, creeping fascination. I had assumed they were biological women, maybe hired staff or girlfriends, but now that I was looking, I couldn't unsee it. The slightly too-wide hips, the submissive body language, the exaggerated curves that looked purchased rather than grown. They were all men. Men who had been broken down, reshaped, and molded into these bimbo playthings for the amusement of the guests. And the worst part was, none of them seemed unhappy. They were smiling, giggling, eager to please, their eyes glazed over with a look of vacuous bliss that terrified me more than the threats ever could. It was a clear, terrifying roadmap of my future, laid out in front of me in bikinis and chastity cages. I was seeing exactly what Xavier intended to turn me into, and the sheer scale of the operation crushed the last bit of hope I had that this was just a weird hazing ritual.

"Look at Sandy over there," Xavier pointed out, drawing my attention to the girl on her knees in the sand. She was still servicing the guest, her head moving with practiced enthusiasm, her hands resting submissively on his thighs. "She’s one of our most popular attractions. She used to be a lawyer, can you believe that? A high-powered attorney with a sharp tongue and a vicious streak. Now look at her. She’s happiest with a cock down her throat and her knees in the sand. She found her true calling." 




He turned me to face him, his hand gripping my chin again, forcing me to look into his eyes. "You have that same fire in you, Cheeky. That same resistance. It’s going to be so sweet when it finally breaks. When you finally realize that your mouth and your ass are your most valuable assets, and that your brain is just getting in the way of your pleasure. You’re going to be beautiful, just like them. You’re going to be a star."

"We finish the loop here at the tiki bar," Xavier said, gesturing to the thatched roof structure where the music was louder and the crowd thicker. "But I think you've seen enough for now. You need to let it marinate."

He released my wrist, and the sudden loss of contact felt almost as jarring as the grab had. I immediately crossed my arms over my chest, trying to hide my nipples, but the movement only highlighted the absurdity of my outfit. Xavier didn't seem to mind my attempt at modesty; he just checked his watch, his expression shifting from domineering tour guide to efficient manager.

"Go back to your room, Cheeky," he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument. "Relax. Shower. Try to get comfortable in your skin. You're going to need your energy."

"But don't get too comfortable," he added, a smirk playing on his lips as he backed away, his eyes raking over me one last time. "Report to the spa area this evening at seven. Don't be late, and for God's sake, don't try to cover up. The staff there has strict orders on how to handle new arrivals, and I'd hate for you to make a bad impression on your first night. We’re going to start working on that attitude and that exterior. You need to be polished before you're really ready for the guests."

I turned and scrambled back toward the villa, practically running up the stairs, desperate to escape the weight of their stares. The heat of the afternoon sun felt suffocating now, beating down on my exposed skin, reminding me of how defenseless I was. Every step was a friction-filled reminder of the thong riding up my ass, the thin strip of fabric rubbing against my hole in a way that felt violatingly intimate. I could feel eyes on my back the entire way - guests watching the new sissy retreat, likely assessing my gait, my panic, my potential. I felt like a gazelle that had just barely escaped the pride of lions, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might burst right out of my chest.

Once I was safely inside the cool, air-conditioned silence of my room, I shut the door and leaned back against it, sliding down until I hit the floor. I wrapped my arms around my knees, trying to make myself small, trying to disappear. The silence was deafening, broken only by the hum of the mini-fridge and the sound of my own ragged breathing. My mind raced, replaying the tour over and over again - the men's hungry gazes, the humiliating comment about my size, the sight of those other "girls."

Sandy. Breezy. The one with the cage. They were men. They were *men*. Or they had been. The realization settled over me like a heavy, wet blanket. I looked down at my own body, at the smooth legs I'd always taken for granted, at the flat chest heaving with panic. Was that really going to be me? In a few months, would I be the one giggling on my knees in the sand, desperate to please a man who viewed me as nothing more than a living fleshlight? The thought made me sick, a wave of nausea rolling through my stomach, but underneath the sickness was something else. A tiny, traitorous spark of curiosity. I remembered the way the older man had looked at me, dismissing my manhood so easily. I remembered the feeling of Xavier's hand on my ass, claiming me.

I reached down, my fingers trembling, and brushed against the front of the bikini. I was tucked away tight, smooth and small. I pressed down, feeling the unfamiliar pressure against my groin. I felt so vulnerable, so exposed, and yet, terrifyingly, my body was reacting to the submission. My "clitty" - the word popped into my head unbidden - was twitching, trapped and confused. I was scared out of my mind, terrified of what seven o'clock would bring, but as I sat there on the floor, hugging my knees in my fancy prison, I knew I was going to walk into that spa. I was going to do it because I was terrified of the alternative, and because, deep down in the dark, shameful pit of my stomach, I was dying to know just how far they would take me.


Chapter 2: The Pink Pillar

The spa was nothing like the massage places back home. There was no new age music, no smell of eucalyptus or lavender. Instead, the air hung heavy with the scent of tropical flowers and something sharper, almost chemical - a smell that signaled alteration rather than relaxation. The lighting was dim, casting long, moody shadows across polished dark wood floors. My bare feet made no sound as I stepped inside, but my heart was hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I had spent the last hour in my room trying to talk myself out of this, but the memory of Xavier's voice - and the threat of security dragging me out here - had won. I was here.

I was still wearing the thong bikini from earlier, the bright red fabric feeling like a neon sign pointing out my vulnerabilities. I hadn't dared to put anything else on. Xavier had said not to cover up, and the image of the security guards manhandling me was enough to keep me compliant.

The receptionist was a stunning blonde sissy with her hair pulled back in a severe, tight bun, her eyes raking over me with clinical detachment. "Cheeky," she stated, not asking, checking a clipboard on the desk. "7:01, you're late. Xavier is waiting in the waxing room. Follow the line on the floor."

I swallowed hard and did as I was told, walking down a hallway lined with closed doors. Muffled sounds came from behind them - low moans, the sharp slap of skin on skin, and the hum of machinery. I kept my eyes forward, terrified of what I might see if I looked through the open doorways. At the end of the hall, a frosted glass door stood open, revealing a tiled room that looked more like a medical theater than a spa. Xavier was leaning against a stainless steel counter, his arms crossed over his massive chest, looking at his watch.

"Right on time," he said, his voice echoing slightly in the sterile room. He pushed off the counter and walked toward me, a predatory grin spreading across his face. "Or close enough. I was just about to send a search party. You look nervous, Cheeky. Don't worry, we're just going to get you smoothed out. Can't have you looking like a gorilla when you're wearing lingerie. It's unbecoming of a sissy." He snapped his fingers, pointing to a padded table in the center of the room. "Up you go. Ass on the paper, feet in the stirrups. We have a lot of work to do and not much time to do it."

I froze, my eyes darting from the ominous steel stirrups to the rolling tray of instruments beside them - wax heaters, tweezers, and scissors that glinted under the harsh overhead lights. 

"Xavier, come on, I don't need a wax," I stammered, taking a half-step backward toward the door. "I trim, I keep it neat, I swear. This is too much. I just want to go back to my room."

Xavier didn't shout. He just moved, closing the distance between us in two long strides, his hand shooting out to grip the back of my neck. It was like being grabbed by a vice; his fingers were thick and immovable, cutting off my protest instantly. He leaned down until his face was inches from mine, his dark eyes boring into my skull with an intensity that made my legs tremble. "I told you, boy: the guests don't want 'neat.' They want *smooth*. They want to run their hands over you and feel nothing but soft, girly skin. The only hair on your body should be on your head. Now, unless you want me to call in the guards to hold you down while we do this - and I guarantee they won't be as gentle as I am - you will get your ass up on that table and put your feet in those stirrups. Do you understand?"

The sheer threat in his voice broke whatever resistance I had left. My knees felt weak as I nodded frantically, tears of humiliation pricking the corners of my eyes. "Yes... yes, Xavier. I understand." He released me, giving me a shove toward the table, and I scrambled up, the paper crinkling loudly beneath me. I lay back, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin, and hesitantly lifted my legs into the cold metal supports. The position forced me to spread wide, my feet locked in place, leaving my groin and ass completely vulnerable and on display. Xavier hummed a tune as he adjusted the stirrups, spreading my legs even further apart until I felt like a specimen under a microscope, my thong the only flimsy barrier between me and what was coming next.

"Impressive," Xavier mused, snapping on a pair of latex gloves with a loud *thwack* that made me flinch. He didn't start with the wax immediately. Instead, he walked around the table, running a critical hand over my calves, my thighs, and then roughly gripping the soft flesh of my inner thigh, forcing my legs even further apart. "But we can do better. The guests here pay for a specific fantasy, and stubble isn't part of it. You need to be as smooth as silk from the neck down. Every hair, every trace of masculinity, has to go. By the time I'm done with you, you won't even remember what it feels like to have body hair."

He moved to the end of the table, between my spread legs, and picked up a pot of warm wax. I squeezed my eyes shut, gripping the edges of the table, my breath coming in short, shallow gasps. The first application was shockingly intimate, the hot liquid coating the skin around my groin, dangerously close to the base of my tucked shaft. I felt the fabric of the thong being tugged aside, the cool air hitting my most private areas before the wax was pressed down. "This is going to hurt, Cheeky," Xavier said, his voice thick with amusement. "But pain is just weakness leaving the body. Or in your case, it's your masculinity being ripped out by the roots."

The rip came without warning, a blinding flash of agony that tore a ragged scream from my throat. My back arched off the table, my legs straining against the metal stirrups as a patch of hair was violently torn away. "Shh, relax," Xavier chided, smoothing a hand over the red, angry skin. "We have a lot to cover. Legs, ass, sack, chest... you're going to be raw when we're done, but you'll be smooth. You'll be pretty." 

He applied the next strip with practiced efficiency, not giving me time to recover. "Just think about how good you'll look in the outfits I have picked out for you. Tropical prints, sheer fabrics... they don't work unless you're perfectly bare underneath. You want to look good for the guests, don't you?"

The torture continued for what felt like hours, the room filling with the scent of molten wax and my own stifled whimpers. Xavier worked with the detached efficiency of a mechanic, systematically denuding me of every trace of hair from the neck down. When he got to the sensitive area around my groin, he didn't hesitate, ripping away the coarse hair until I was as smooth and bare as a prepubescent girl, the skin throbbing with a raw, stinging heat that made the entire area feel incredibly exposed. He wasn't just removing hair; he was erasing the visual markers of my adulthood, stripping away the rough exterior to leave something soft and pliable underneath. By the time he finally stepped back and peeled off his gloves, my skin was glowing pink and felt alien to the touch - slick, hypersensitive, and terrifyingly feminine.

"Breathe," he commanded, tossing the soiled gloves into a bin. I lay there panting, sweat slicking my hair to my forehead, my legs trembling in the stirrups. "You look much better already. The difference is night and day. But we aren't just here for hygiene, Cheeky. Now that the canvas is prepped, we need to start painting." He snapped his fingers again, motioning toward the corner of the room. "Breezy! Come in here. We have a project for you."

From a side door I hadn't noticed, Breezy skipped in. She looked even more absurd up close, a platinum-blonde caricature of femininity with impossibly heavy lashes and lips that looked permanently swollen. She was wearing a sheer wrap that left nothing to the imagination, her own smooth, tanned body glistening with oil. She didn't look at me with pity or judgment; she looked at me like I was a doll she was eager to dress up. 

"Oh, Xavier! She's fresh!" she squealed, her voice high and breathy, rushing over to the table with a makeup kit in hand. "Look at that skin! It's perfect. We're going to make her so pretty, the men won't know what hit them."

Breezy didn’t waste a second with pleasantries. She moved with a frantic, practiced energy, circling me like a shark smelling blood. "Close your eyes, sweetie," she chirped, her voice a sugary falsetto that grated against my nerves. "We’re going to make that face pop. No more boring boy face. You need to look like you’re constantly begging for it."

I squeezed my eyes shut, flinching when I felt cold, wet wipes scrubbing roughly over my face, stripping away any oils or resistance. Then came the powder - thick and heavy, dusted across my skin with a fluffy brush. It smelled of artificial vanilla and felt heavy, like a mask being glued to my face.

"Xavier says you've got a sassy mouth," Breezy chattered away, her focus entirely on my eyelids as she dragged a sticky glue across them. "We’re gonna fix that. Give you those 'blowjob eyes.' You know, the kind that look up at a man while you’re choking on his meat, telling him you love it? Yeah. Those."

She pressed thick, heavy strips of false lashes onto my lids, the weight so foreign it made me want to blink constantly, but she held my chin firm with her sticky fingers. "Keep still," she scolded, smacking my cheek lightly. She moved on to the eyeshadow, sweeping vibrant, shimmery hues of turquoise and gold across my lids, colors that screamed 'tropical hooker' rather than 'vacationer.' When she finally told me to open them, the transformation was jarring; the world felt smaller, framed by these heavy, feminine curtains, and my eyes looked enormous, glassy, and inviting. I looked like a doll designed for a single, specific purpose.

The lipstick was next - a bright, slutty coral pink that came from a pencil she dragged roughly along the lines of my mouth. "Overdraw the lip," she muttered to herself, tracing outside my natural border to give me a permanent 'O' shape. She filled it in with a glossy, sticky balm that tasted like artificial strawberries and felt like glue. "Pouty. Wet. Ready to be wrapped around something thick," she giggled, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Now we need to contour that jaw. Can't have you looking too rugged." She sprayed a fine mist of setting spray over my face, sealing the mask of makeup onto my skin, making me feel like I was wearing a second skin that I couldn't wash off.

She finished with a heavy dusting of blush on my cheeks, giving me a permanent, aroused flush, and coated my lips in a layer of high-shimmer gloss that was so thick I could feel it sliding against my teeth. Then, she reached for a pair of large, gold hoop earrings, clipping them onto my lobes, the weight pulling my ears down slightly. "There," she breathed, grabbing a hand mirror and shoving it into my face. "Look at that. That's a face made for sin, honey. You don't look like David anymore. You look like a girl who can't wait to get her holes used." I stared at the reflection in horror, my masculine features buried under layers of cheap glamour, staring back at a stranger who looked eager to be degraded.

Xavier stepped forward, blocking my view of the mirror and effectively silencing my internal panic. He reached into a locker and pulled out a bundle of fabric that looked barely large enough to cover a hand, let alone a body. "The makeup is just the bait, Cheeky," he said, his voice dropping to that low, seductive rumble that made my stomach flip. "The outfit is the hook. We need to get you ready for the evening service. The guests are winding down by the main bar, and they need eye candy while they drink."

He tossed the bundle to me. It landed in my lap with a whisper of synthetic silk. "Put it on. And take that bikini off; you won't be needing modesty anymore."

My hands shook as I untied the strings of the thong bikini, the relief of removing the tight fabric instantly replaced by the cold vulnerability of being naked under the harsh lights. I picked up the bundle and shook it out. It was a micro-bikini, but even that was a generous description. The top was two tiny triangles of sheer, white mesh held together by thin gold chains, and the bottom was essentially a string with a small patch of the same sheer fabric in the front.

I stepped into the bottom first, gasping as the cold metal chains settled high on my hips. The patch of sheer white mesh in the front was barely wide enough to contain my smooth mound, and because I was tucked tight, the material clung to me like a second skin, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. I could see the pink outline of my head through the fabric, the mesh so fine it felt like I was wearing nothing at all. But the back was worse; there was no patch, just a thin string that disappeared instantly between my cheeks, forcing me to clench around the intrusion. It wasn't just underwear; it was a display stand.

I struggled with the top, fumbling with the tiny clasps behind my back until Breezy giggled and swatted my hands away, stepping in to tie it for me. "Let sis help," she cooed, tightening the chains until the sheer triangles dug into my chest, creating the illusion of cleavage where there was none. The fabric was scratchy against my nipples, which were hardening from the exposure and the cool air, visible through the white mesh like dark pebbles. When she stepped back, I looked down and couldn't even see clothing; it was just chains and transparency, a slutty homage to a bride who had gotten lost on her way to the altar.

"Spin for us," Xavier commanded, leaning back against the counter with a smirk. I hesitated, my face burning with a fresh wave of humiliation, but one look from him told me there was no room for argument. I turned slowly, the chains jingling softly, feeling the gaze of both of them on my bare ass. "Perfect," Xavier judged, nodding slowly. "It fits the 'Island Breeze' theme perfectly. The white makes you look innocent, but the sheer fabric tells the truth: you're just a piece of meat waiting to be handled. You look like a high-priced escort, Cheeky. Or at least, a very cheap one trying her best." He walked over and adjusted the chains on my hips, his fingers brushing against my smooth skin, sending electric shivers down my spine.

Xavier reached back into the drawer, the metal tracks rattling ominously, and pulled out a small, velvet-lined box. He popped it open with a flick of his thumb, revealing a heavy, stainless steel plug flaring out at the base, topped with a large, glittering pink jewel that caught the harsh clinic light. It looked like a piece of expensive jewelry, except for the distinct, threatening shape designed to lock inside a body.

"Every girl needs her accessories, Cheeky," Xavier said, his voice dropping an octave, turning dark and serious. "And this one serves two purposes. First, it makes that ass of yours look even more delicious when you're bent over serving drinks. The guests love seeing a sparkle between the cheeks. Second..." He paused, lifting the steel object to his lips and blowing on it, sending a chill down my spine. "...it gets you ready. We can't have you walking around loose. A tight pussy is a happy pussy, right? Or at least, a tight one is what the guests pay for."

I looked at the steel plug, the size of it seeming to grow the longer I stared. It was significantly thicker than the string of the bikini, a solid, unyielding mass of cold metal. "Xavier... no," I whispered, my voice cracking. "I can't. That's too big. It won't fit. I've never... I mean, I'm not..." I couldn't even form the words, my mind racing with the terrifying reality of what they intended to do to me. The thought of that cold metal invading me, stretching me open, made my stomach turn over.

"Hands on your knees. Now," Xavier commanded, his voice leaving no room for negotiation. The authority in his tone acted like a puppet string, yanking my trembling hands down to grip my kneecaps. I was bent over, my exposed ass pointing directly at him, the sheer thong doing nothing to hide the quivering flesh. I felt a cool drizzle of lube hit my hole - cold and shocking - and then Xavier's rough finger was circling the tight ring of muscle, smearing the slickness around. "Relax, Cheeky. If you fight it, it'll just hurt more. Push out like you're taking a shit. Open up for Daddy."

Before I could process the humiliating instruction, the blunt, cold tip of the steel plug was pressing against my entrance. The pressure was immense, a solid, unyielding force that demanded entry. I gasped, my breath hitching in my throat as the metal began to stretch me open. It felt like I was being split in two, the burning sensation radiating outward as my body struggled to accommodate the intrusion. "That's it," Xavier cooed, watching the metal disappear. "Take it. Look at that greedy little hole swallowing it up. You were made for this, boy."

With a final, firm shove that made me cry out, the largest part of the plug popped past my sphincter, and my muscles slammed shut around the narrow stem, locking the jewel inside me. The sudden feeling of fullness was overwhelming - a heavy, stretching pressure that radiated deep into my gut. I knelt there panting, sweat trickling down my temple, feeling the weight of the steel settling inside me. Xavier stepped back to admire his work, grinning at the sight of the pink jewel nestled between my smooth cheeks. "Perfect," he said, smacking my ass hard enough to make the plug vibrate inside me. "Now you're ready. You're going to feel that with every step you take, a constant reminder that your ass belongs to us now."

"Come on, wobble that pretty ass over to the door," Xavier chuckled, watching me struggle to find my footing. The plug inside me shifted with every micro-movement, a heavy, cold weight that made me walk with a stiff, mincing gate I couldn't control. It felt like my insides were being rearranged, the steel pressing relentlessly against my prostate, sending confusing jolts of pleasure-pain shooting up my spine that made my knees weak.

"Wait," I stammered, clutching the doorframe as the cool evening air hit my scantily clad body. "I can't go out there like this. Xavier, please. Look at me!" I gestured down at the sheer mesh and chains, my smooth, hairless skin glowing under the resort lighting. "I look like... like a..."

"A slut? A bimbo? A walking, talking invitation to fuck?" Xavier finished for me, grabbing my wrist and pulling me out of the room. His grip was iron, impossible to break. "That's the point, Cheeky. You aren't David the tourist anymore. David is invisible. Tonight, you are the new attraction. The guests have been waiting for fresh meat all week."

The path to the main bar was a gauntlet of humiliation disguised as a tropical paradise. The resort was alive tonight; the air hummed with the low thrum of bass music and the scent of expensive cigars and ocean salt. Every step I took was a battle against the plug inside me, the jeweled base shifting rhythmically with the movement of my cheeks, a constant, maddening reminder of how open and exposed I was. The sheer fabric of the outfit did nothing to hide the smooth, feminine contours of my body, and I felt the heavy, lustful gaze of the men lounging on the patio furniture as I passed. They didn't look at me with curiosity; they looked at me like a side of beef, their eyes stripping away the tiny mesh triangles to inspect the merchandise underneath. I could hear their murmurs - *"Look at that ass," "Fresh meat," "Is that the new one?"* - and the heat of their stares burned my skin hotter than the tropical sun.

Xavier marched me right up to the grand bar, the centerpiece of the outdoor lounge, and positioned me on a stool. The height of the seat forced me to sit directly on the plug, driving the steel deeper into my gut until I gasped, my eyes going wide and tearing up from the sudden, intense pressure. "Sit up straight, Cheeky," Xavier ordered, his hand resting heavy and possessive on the back of my neck, anchoring me in place. "Shoulders back, chest out. Let them see the product." He signaled the bartender, a mountain of a man who grinned knowingly as he placed a brightly colored, neon-pink cocktail in front of me. "This is a 'Forbidden Fruit,'" Xavier announced loud enough for the nearby tables to hear. "Sip it slowly. You need to learn to relax that throat, and this helps take the edge off."

The alcohol hit my system fast, warming my belly and loosening the knots of terror in my chest, but it couldn't dull the overwhelming sensation of being on display. A group of men approached the bar, their eyes locked on me with predatory intent. One of them, a man with graying temples and a gold Rolex that glinted in the firelight, leaned in close, invading my personal space. He smelled of expensive cologne and dominance. 

"You're a pretty little thing," he murmured, his eyes dragging down from my heavy, false lashes to the sheer mesh barely covering my smooth groin. "Very smooth. Very... obedient looking." He reached out, his finger trailing lightly along the gold chain at my hip, making me shudder. "Xavier, you've outdone yourself. Is this the new entertainment for the week?"

Xavier laughed, a dark, possessive sound. "She's just getting her feet wet tonight, Marcus. Enjoy the view, buy her a drink, maybe cop a feel. But remember - no sampling the merchandise until tomorrow. That's when the real training begins."

The word "training" hung in the humid air like a guillotine blade, and I must have looked as terrified as I felt because Marcus laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated in his chest. He didn't step back; instead, he leaned in closer, his large hand sliding from the gold chain at my hip to cup my bare ass cheek, his thumb brushing the cold metal of the jewel nestled between them. "Don't look so scared, little princess," he sneered, his grip tightening possessively. "Tomorrow is going to be the best day of your life. We're going to break you in nice and slow, turn that tight little body into a playground." He gave my ass a sharp squeeze, forcing the plug deeper, and I had to bite my lip to stifle a moan that threatened to escape - part pain, part humiliation, and a terrifying, traitorous flicker of arousal that made my skin crawl. "Drink up," he commanded, nodding at the neon pink cocktail. "You'll need the hydration."

I lifted the glass with a trembling hand, the condensation slick against my palm, and took a long, desperate gulp. The drink was sweet and cloying, a mix of rum and tropical fruit juices that went down too easily, instantly dulling the sharp edges of my fear. But it couldn't numb the reality of my situation. I sat perched on that stool, surrounded by the most powerful, dominant men I had ever seen, reduced to a decorative object in a sheer outfit. I watched them out of the corner of my eye - laughing, drinking, touching the other "girls" who moved through the crowd with practiced, eager submission. I saw Sandy, the athletic brunette from the beach, on her knees beside a lounge chair, her head buried in a man's lap, her hands gripping his thighs like she was holding on for dear life. The man wasn't even looking at her; he was smoking a cigar and talking to a friend, while she serviced him with frantic enthusiasm. The sight sent a jolt of panic through me - that was going to be me. That was my future.

Xavier's hand remained on the back of my neck, a constant, grounding weight that reminded me of exactly who owned me now. "Look at them, Cheeky," he whispered in my ear, his breath hot against my skin. "Look at how happy they are to be used. That's what we're offering you. No more decisions, no more stress. Just being a hole for a real man's pleasure. Doesn't that sound freeing?" His other hand drifted down my side, over the sheer mesh of the top, his fingers tweaking my hard nipple through the scratchy fabric. I gasped, the sensation shooting straight to my groin, my trapped cock twitching in its tight confinement. I wanted to say no, to scream and run, but the alcohol was fuzzing my brain, and the plug filling me up was making it hard to think, let alone move. "Tomorrow morning," Xavier continued, his voice hardening, "you report to the main pavilion. And don't be late. I'm going to teach you how to walk, how to talk, and how to spread your ass without crying. Tonight? Tonight you just sit there and look pretty. You are the aperitif, Cheeky. Enjoy the view."

The rest of the night blurred into a haze of neon lights, heavy bass, and the sticky heat of wandering hands. I sat on that bar stool for hours, a decorative ornament pinned in place by the steel plug inside me, while a rotating cast of men treated my body like public property. They bought me drinks I didn't want, touched my thighs without asking, and made crude jokes about my "potential" that I was forced to smile and nod at. I watched the Island Breeze girls - Breezy, Sandy, Sunny - move through the crowd with practiced ease, grinding on laps and whispering in ears, their eyes glazed over with a mix of lust and resignation. I saw Sunny disappear into the darkness of the beach with two men, and later, when she returned, she was walking funny and adjusting her bikini with a satisfied, vacant grin. It was a terrifying preview of what was in store for me.

By the time Xavier finally escorted me back to my room, I was exhausted, my jaw sore from forcing smiles, my ass throbbing from the relentless pressure of the plug, and my head spinning from the alcohol. My skin felt raw from the constant friction of the mesh and the stubble of the men's beards as they leaned in close to whisper filth in my ear. When the door finally clicked shut behind me, leaving me alone in the quiet, sterile room, I felt a wave of relief so intense it almost knocked me over. The silence ringing in my ears, I stumbled toward the bed, desperate to just pass out and pretend this nightmare wasn't happening.

But on the bed, laid out with the same sickening care as the luggage had been, was a new surprise. Gone were the sterile white linens of a standard hotel. In their place was a pile of fabric in a shade of hot pink so bright it hurt my eyes. I stepped closer, my breath hitching in my throat. It was a set of pajamas, but not the kind I would ever wear. It was a cami set - tiny, strappy, and made of a slinky, slippery satin that shimmered under the lamplight.

I picked up the top, the material sliding through my fingers like liquid, and realized it was barely more than a bra. Two thin spaghetti straps held up a scrap of silk that looked like it would barely cover my nipples, leaving my midriff and the smooth, waxed skin of my stomach completely bare. Next to it lay a pair of matching shorts, but "shorts" was a generous term; they were essentially booty shorts with a wide, lace waistband, cut so high the leg openings would sit right under the curve of my ass cheeks. Even my sleepwear was designed to frame me for sex, a constant reminder that even in my dreams, I was meant to be an object of desire.

My legs were shaking so badly I had to sit on the edge of the bed to strip off the mesh outfit. Xavier had taken the plug out in the hallway with a rough tug that left me feeling achingly empty and gaping, a sensation that was almost worse than the fullness. I stared down at my body, at the smooth, hairless chest and the pathetic, flaccid penis which was tucked away all night, feeling a hot flush of shame burn my cheeks. I pulled the satin cami over my head, the cool fabric brushing against my sensitive nipples, making them harden instantly. Sliding into the shorts was a struggle; they were tight, hugging my hips and ass like a second skin, the lace waistband digging in just enough to be a constant, teasing pressure. I looked in the full-length mirror and saw a girl staring back - a frightened, slutty girl with big, hungry eyes and an outfit that screamed "fuck me." It wasn't David. It was Cheeky.

I crawled under the covers, the scent of island flowers and my own confusing arousal clinging to the sheets, and pulled the duvet up to my chin. But sleep wouldn't come. My mind was racing, replaying every touch, every leering comment, every feeling of submission I'd experienced that night. The worst part was the nagging, traitorous thought that kept whispering in the back of my mind: *it was kind of hot.* The way those men looked at me, the way Xavier commanded me, the way the plug felt inside me - it had all sparked a twisted, shameful heat in my gut that I couldn't ignore. Tomorrow, Xavier had said, the real service begins. What did that mean? What were they going to do to me that was worse than tonight? I squeezed my eyes shut, my heart hammering against my ribs, terrified of the dawn and yet, deep down in the dark, wet place where my resistance used to be, I realized I was also a little bit desperate to find out.


Chapter 3: Rebirth Rite

The morning sun wasn't just shining; it was attacking. It beat down on the back of my neck as I made the walk from my bungalow to the main pavilion, the heat already stifling even at this early hour. The air smelled of coconut oil, ocean salt, and something else - something musky and primal that made my stomach knot up. I was walking towards my fate, and with every step on the crushed stone path, the friction between my thighs reminded me that I wasn't walking as a man anymore.

When I woke up, the pile of clothes waiting for me on the chair made the pink pajamas look like a nun's habit. There were no pants. No shorts. Nothing that resembled a shirt. Instead, I found a single strip of translucent white fabric, barely wider than a belt, and a pair of impossibly high clear heels. The fabric was a micro-mini dress designed for someone half my height, made of a material so sheer that it was practically a shrink-wrap. It had thin straps that tied behind my neck, leaving my upper back completely naked, and a hemline that would - if I were lucky - just cover the bottom of my ass cheeks. But the worst part was the construction; the front was cut scandalously low, framed by white faux fur trim that tickled my chest, designed to thrust my smooth pecs outward like tits on display. There was no underwear included. I was expected to go commando, the dress so short that the slightest breeze would expose the smooth, hairless pouch between my legs and the tight, pink bud of my ass.

Walking in the clear plastic heels was a nightmare in itself. They were at least six inches tall, forcing me onto my tiptoes and arching my feet into a permanent, painful curve. With every step, my calf muscles burned, and my hips were forced to sway exaggeratedly just to keep my balance. The motion made the short skirt of the dress flare out, offering flashing glimpses of my bare ass to the empty gardens around me. I felt naked, exposed, and ridiculous, like a porn star character who had wandered onto the wrong set. The only thing shielding my modesty was a thin layer of white fog that turned transparent under the direct sunlight, meaning that by the time I reached the pavilion, I would essentially be walking there nude.

The pavilion itself was a massive, open-air structure at the center of the resort, usually a place for buffets and luaus. Today, it was transformed. The round stage in the center was illuminated by spotlights, and the seating area was packed with every male guest on the island. They sat in lounge chairs and sofas, drinks in hand, dressed in linen shorts and unbuttoned shirts, their relaxed postures a stark contrast to the rigid terror locking up my spine. As I stepped into the light at the edge of the room, the low hum of conversation died instantly. Every pair of eyes - dozens of them, dark, hungry, and judging - swiveled toward me. I froze for a second, feeling the heat of their gaze penetrate the sheer dress, mentally stripping me the rest of the way before I even reached the stairs. I wasn't a person arriving; I was the main course being served.

Xavier stood at the center of the stage, a microphone in one hand and a predatory grin stretching across his face. He looked larger than life up there, his dark skin gleaming under the spotlights, dressed in a sharp white suit that contrasted with my slutty transparency. 

"Gentlemen," his voice boomed, echoing through the pavilion and silencing the last few whispers. "Welcome to the Rebirth Ceremony. We gather here today to witness the end of an identity that never really fit and the emergence of something... exquisite." He gestured toward me with a flourish, like he was unveiling a new sports car. "Say goodbye to David. He was a mediocre illusion, a mistake of nature. But the body? Oh, the body we have corrected." A ripple of laughter and approving murmurs moved through the crowd like a wave, and I felt my face burn with humiliation as they leered at my nearly naked form.

"Step up, Cheeky," Xavier commanded, dropping the playful tone for something sharper. My legs moved on autopilot, the click-clack of my heels deafening in the sudden quiet. I climbed the stairs, the motion forcing the microscopic hem of my dress to ride up, exposing the bottom curve of my ass cheeks to the front row. I could smell the mix of expensive cologne and raw masculinity radiating from the men seated inches away. When I reached the center of the stage, Xavier didn't give me a moment to compose myself. He reached out and grabbed the knot behind my neck, tugging it loose. The dress fell away instantly, pooling around my ankles like wet tissue paper, leaving me standing there in nothing but my clear heels. I instinctively tried to cover myself with my hands, crossing my arms over my chest and hunching over to hide my groin, but Xavier grabbed my wrists and roughly pulled them behind my back.

"None of that," he growled close to my ear, forcing me to arch my back and thrust my chest out. "Eyes open. Look at them. Look at the men who own you." My breath hitched in my throat as I scanned the crowd, seeing the naked hunger in their eyes. 

"Kneel," he said, pushing down on my shoulders. My knees hit the hard stage floor with a thud, jarring my teeth. I was now at eye level with the bulges in the front row guests' pants, a perspective that made my head spin. "David is dead," Xavier announced to the room, circling me like a shark. "You are Cheeky now. You are a set of holes, a pretty face, and a plump ass meant to be used. Repeat it."

I opened my mouth, my throat dry, but the shame was a stone weight on my tongue. "Say 'I am Cheeky. I am a sissy slut,'" he demanded, his voice leaving no room for refusal.

"I... I am Cheeky," I choked out, my voice cracking and high, sounding pathetic even to my own ears. "I am a sissy slut." The crowd erupted in applause and cheers, the sound sealing my fate, and as I knelt there naked and trembling, I felt the last piece of my dignity shatter.

Xavier stepped in front of me, blocking the view of the cheering crowd, though their catcalls still washed over me like a tidal wave. His belt buckle jingled as he undid it, the metallic click loud in the sudden hush that fell over the stage as he focused the room's attention back to us. He didn't ask, didn't hesitate; he simply unzipped his fly and pulled out his cock, thick, dark, and already half-hard with the weight of his dominance. He gripped my hair, tilting my head back until I was staring up at the ceiling of the pavilion, my neck exposed and vulnerable.

"Open up, Cheeky. Time to baptize the new you," he commanded, his voice dropping to a low, intimate rumble that vibrated in my chest. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic bird trapped in a cage, but the training from the night before - or perhaps the sheer, overwhelming size of him - made my jaw go slack. I parted my lips, the shame burning my cheeks as the musky, salty scent of him filled my nose.

He didn't wait for permission. He slid the head of his cock past my lips, the heavy, velvety heat of him filling my mouth instantly. It was a shock to the system - taste, texture, and the sheer reality of having another man's dick resting on my tongue. I gagged slightly as he pushed deeper, my eyes watering as he hit the back of my throat, but he held me firm, his hand grounding me in this humiliating reality.

The taste was overwhelming - a salty, musky primal flavor that coated my tongue and instantly made my mouth water in a Pavlovian response I hadn't expected. I tried to pull back, to find oxygen, but Xavier’s grip in my hair tightened like a vice, holding me steady while he fed me more of his length. He didn't thrust; he simply let me get used to the weight of him on my tongue, forcing me to accommodate his girth. My jaw ached from the stretch, and tears leaked from the corners of my eyes, blurring the bright spotlights into starbursts. I could hear the crowd murmuring their approval, a low, dirty soundtrack to my degradation, and somehow, the sound of their enjoyment made my heart hammer with a terrified, traitorous thrill.

"Look at me, not them," Xavier commanded, his voice rough with arousal. I struggled to focus my swimming eyes up at his face, seeing the raw dominance etched there. This wasn't just sex; it was ownership. As he began to rock his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth with slow, deliberate strokes, the friction sent shockwaves through my system. My tongue flattened against the underside of his shaft, massaging him instinctively as I fought to suppress my gag reflex. The humiliation of kneeling on a stage, naked and bobbing my head on another man's dick while an audience watched, should have been repulsive. Instead, a dark, heavy heat was blooming in my groin, my comparatively tiny cock twitching between my legs, confusing my shame with a sudden, desperate need to please him.

He pushed deeper suddenly, breaching my throat and cutting off my air completely. My hands flew to his thighs, fingernails digging into the fabric of his suit pants, but I didn't push him away. I held on for dear life, my nose buried in the coarse hair at his base, inhaling his scent. When he finally pulled back to let me gasp for air, a thick string of spit connected my lower lip to the shining head of his cock, breaking only when I licked my lips, chasing the taste.

I was dimly aware of the crowd's roar, but it sounded like it was coming from underwater, muffled by the pounding of blood in my ears. My focus had narrowed tunnel-like to the sensation in my mouth and the confusing signals my body was sending me. As I knelt there, gasping for air around Xavier's girth, my eyes wandered over the faces in the front row. For the first time, I didn't just see threats or captors; I saw specimens of raw masculinity - broad shoulders, thick chests, and eyes dark with a lust that was no longer scary, but magnetic. I found myself staring at the bulge in the linen shorts of a man sitting directly to my left, my mouth watering not from fear, but from a sudden, gnawing curiosity about what *he* tasted like. The realization hit me like a physical blow: I was checking them out. I wasn't the victim anymore; I was a participant, and I wanted to be used.

"Straighten up," Xavier growled, pulling his cock from my mouth with a wet pop that echoed through the pavilion. "We aren't done proving what you are." He pushed me backward, and I flopped onto my ass, legs splayed open wantonly. Xavier grabbed a bottle of oil from a nearby table and poured a generous amount over his fingers.

"Since you like looking at the men so much, let's see if you like feeling like a woman, too," he taunted, reaching between my legs. I cried out as two thick fingers found my hole, still loose and relaxed from the plug the night before, and slid inside with no resistance. The feeling was electric, bypassing my cock entirely and shooting straight up my spine.

He curled his fingers upward, finding a spot inside me that made me see stars - a hard, walnut-sized bump of nerves that I had never paid attention to before. He began to massage it rhythmically, his fingers pressing and rubbing with expert precision. My back arched off the stage floor, a high-pitched moan tearing from my throat that sounded nothing like a man.

"Oh god, oh fuck," I babbled, my eyes rolling back as the pleasure built to a fever pitch. It was an alien sensation, a pressure deep in my gut that demanded release but had nothing to do with my dick.

Xavier grinned down at me, picking up the speed, his hand a blur as he worked my "pussy." "That's it, Cheeky. Let go. You don't need that little stick between your legs. Cum for me like a sissy."

The intense, rhythmic pressure inside me built to a crescendo that was terrifyingly unfamiliar. My hips began to buck involuntarily, riding his fingers, my body chasing a sensation that had nothing to do with the friction of a hand on my cock. My own pathetic erection was throbbing, bouncing neglected against my stomach, leaking clear fluid onto my skin, but it felt disconnected from the source of my pleasure. Every time Xavier curled his fingers against that swollen, sensitive gland, shockwaves of pure ecstasy radiated outward, turning my muscles to jelly and my mind to mush. I was panting, moaning like a bitch in heat, the high, desperate sounds filling the pavilion and drowning out whatever dignity I had left. The crowd's cheers became a roar, urging me on, their voyeuristic excitement fueling the fire in my blood.

Then, it happened. With a guttural cry that sounded more like a sob, my body seized up in a spasm of white-hot release. But there was no pumping, no spurting of semen from the useless nub between my legs. Instead, my ass clamped down hard on Xavier's fingers, and a deep, internal dam broke inside me. I felt a strange, fluid release from my urethra - not a forceful ejaculation, but a continuous, flowing leakage that soaked my crotch and ran down my thighs. The pleasure was intense and violent, originating from deep within my pelvis and radiating out to my fingertips and toes, shattering my reality into a million pieces of light. My eyes rolled back, my mouth open in a silent scream, as the first "sissygasm" tore through me, proving beyond a shadow of a doubt that my body was no longer wired like a man's.

I collapsed onto the stage, gasping for air, my chest heaving and my skin sheened with sweat. My entire pelvis throbbed with the aftershocks, my asshole pulsing rhythmically around the sudden emptiness where Xavier's fingers had been. I looked down at myself in a daze, seeing the sticky mess I had made without ever touching my dick, my brain struggling to process the physical betrayal. I felt used, degraded, and hollowed out, but as the ringing in my ears faded, the shame was slowly replaced by a terrifying sense of clarity. I had just cum, harder than I ever had in my life, from being fingered in front of a crowd of men. Resistance wasn't just futile; it was a lie I had told myself to protect an ego that no longer existed. I was Cheeky, I was a sissy, and I was property of the resort.

Xavier loomed over my trembling, spent form, his shadow stretching across the stage floor to engulf me. He raised a hand to silence the crowd, the applause tapering off into an expectant, heavy silence.

"Look at her," Xavier boomed, his voice echoing off the palm-frond rafters. "Look at the mess she made without ever using her cock. You all saw it with your own eyes - David didn't just fade away; he was fucked out of existence. What remains is Cheeky, a creature that understands her true purpose is to be filled, to be used, and to cum from the sheer pleasure of submission." He gestured down at my sweat-slicked, quivering body. "The old you had walls, defenses, lies. The new you? The new you is nothing but a hungry hole waiting to be fed. Welcome to the rest of your life."

As the cheering erupted again, a deafening roar of approval that sealed my doom, I lay there staring up at the blinding lights, my chest heaving. The evidence of my transformation was cooling and sticky on my stomach and thighs, a physical testament that my body had betrayed me. I squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for the shame to crush me, waiting for the revulsion to send me scrambling for a way out. But it didn't come. Instead, there was a strange, terrifying calm settling over me. The fight in my chest - the part of me that had screamed *this is wrong, I am a man* - had gone quiet.


Chapter 4: Clitty Lockdown

The bright sun brought no clarity, only the dull, throbbing ache of a body that had been irrevocably rewired. I woke up sticky and confused, the phantom sensation of Xavier’s fingers still ghosting inside me, mocking the reality of the empty hotel room. There was no time to process the aftermath of the ceremony; a sharp knock on the door signaled that my probationary period was over.

Xavier didn't even wait for me to answer. He strode in, looking fresh and sharp in a crisp black uniform that contrasted with my bedhead and the sheer panic rising in my throat. "Get up, Cheeky," he said, his voice dropping an octave, stripping away the playful facade he sometimes wore. "We have unfinished business. You proved at your rebirth that you don't need that little thing between your legs to feel pleasure. Now, we’re going to make sure you never rely on it again."

I followed him down the manicured path, the gravel digging into the soles of my bare feet, wearing nothing but the sheer robe he’d tossed at me. We entered the admin building, a stark, air-conditioned contrast to the humid tropical heat, and walked into his office. It was a room of dark mahogany and glass, smelling of leather and authority, but my eyes were instantly drawn to the desk. Laid out on a black velvet cloth was a small, intricate device made of pink plastic. It looked like a toy, cruel and petite, with a detailed vulva molded into the front plate. Next to it sat a tiny, gold padlock.

"Sit," Xavier commanded, pointing to the leather chair in front of the desk. My legs felt like lead as I lowered myself into the seat. He came around the desk, looming over me, and picked up the device with a casual indifference that terrified me. "Since your clit has proven it's useless for anything other than making a mess, we’re going to hide it away," he explained, his voice calm and clinical. "Real men have cocks. You have a pussy. And this cage is going to make sure you look the part."

Xavier knelt between my spread legs, his large hands warm and rough against my smooth inner thighs as he pushed them wider. I flinched as he took my soft cock in his hand, manipulating it with practiced ease. It felt small in his grip, pathetic and shriveled, a stark reminder of the inadequate organ I had been dragging around my whole life.

"Since we're aiming for anatomical accuracy, there's no room for any bulge here," he explained, his voice calm and clinical as he picked up the pink plastic ring. "We need everything tucked away nice and flat. A clit doesn't stick out, does it?"

He maneuvered my testicles through the ring first, one at a time, stretching the sac tight until they hung trapped and vulnerable beneath the plastic band. Then came the part that made my breath hitch. With a firm, deliberate pressure, he pressed the head of my cock down and back, forcing the shaft to retreat into the hollow of my pelvic bone. It was a strange, inverted sensation, like stuffing a sock into a drawer. He held it there, compressing the shaft until I was completely smooth, just a mound of flesh against my groin.

He picked up the flat front plate - the part with the detailed vulva molded into it - and aligned it over the ring. There was no tube to slide into, just a shallow, concave dome that pressed directly against my glans. He snapped the pieces together with a sharp, decisive click, sealing it shut with the gold padlock. The plastic was unyielding, locking my cock into a compressed, flattened state against my body. The molded lips of the vulva on the front plate stared back at me, a grotesque and permanent reminder of my new status. My anatomy had been effectively erased, replaced by a smooth, plastic pussy.

"There," Xavier said, standing up and dusting off his hands. "Now your outside matches your inside. You won't be needing that for pleasure anymore, Cheeky. From now on, you cum like a girl, or you don't cum at all."

Xavier reached behind him and produced a scrap of neon pink fabric that barely qualified as cloth. "Put this on," he ordered, tossing the bikini onto my lap. It was even more risqué than the last one - the triangles were microscopic, held together by strings as thin as dental floss. As I stood up to shimmy into the bottoms, the cold plastic of the cage pressed firmly against my mound, the friction a constant, teasing reminder that I was locked in.

The bikini bottom was a thong, designed to cup the smooth plastic of my cage and leave my ass cheeks completely exposed. The top was just two small triangles that barely covered my nipples, the pink fabric popping against my pale, hairless skin. When I looked in the mirror, the effect was instant and undeniable: I didn't look like a man in a costume. With the flat front of the cage smoothing out my groin except the small outline of pussy lips, I looked like a woman, a bimbo built for sex.

"Perfect," Xavier smirked, adjusting the straps on my shoulders. "Now, we move to phase two: movement. You can't just lie there like a dead fish; you need to learn to use that body to make a man hard before you even touch him. You’re going to learn to dance."

He led me out of the office and toward the beach cabana they called the "Dance Hall," a structure open to the ocean breeze with polished hardwood floors and floor-to-ceiling mirrors. The atmosphere was thick and heavy, charged with a sexual tension that made the hair on my arms stand up. Scattered around the perimeter on velvet sofas and lounge chairs were half a dozen of the resort’s guests - all massive, muscular black men - watching us enter with predatory grins. They weren't just here to observe; this was audience participation. I could see the tents in their linen shorts, the slow, deliberate movements of their hands stroking the bulges through the fabric, their eyes raking over my scantily clad body like they were sizing up a piece of meat. The shame of being paraded in front of them was intense, but the cage held me tight, making my arousal physically impossible and forcing me to accept their gaze as the only source of validation I had.

Waiting in the center of the room was Sandy, the tanned, athletic Island Breeze girl I’d seen on the beach my first day. She was wearing a sheer white wrap that did nothing to hide her bright red thong underwear, her body glistening with oil. "Hey there, Cheeky!" she chirped, her voice high and breathy, spinning around to face me. "Xavier tells me you need to learn how to move those hips. Don't worry, it's all in the attitude - you gotta make 'em want to grab you." She immediately positioned me in front of the mirrors, standing behind me and placing her hands on my waist. "Okay, now bend your knees slightly and arch your back. Stick that ass out. Yeah, just like that. Now, roll those hips. Don't think, just feel the beat."

The bass of a slow, grinding hip-hop track thumped through the speakers, vibrating through the floorboards and into the soles of my feet. Sandy guided my movements, forcing me to isolate my glutes and roll them in wide, sensual circles. I felt ridiculous at first, a clumsy puppet trying to mimic her fluid grace, but under the heat of the men's stares, something shifted. As I grinded my hips to the rhythm, I caught the eye of a guest in the corner who was slowly pumping a thick, dark cock in his fist. The way his gaze locked onto my ass, the way his jaw went slack with lust - it sparked a sudden, desperate hunger in me. I pushed back harder into the Sandy's hands, exaggerating the dip of my spine, my mind focusing solely on the silhouette of my caged mound in the mirror. I wasn't dancing for exercise anymore; I was dancing to make those men cum, twerking and popping my ass in the air like a stripper working the main stage, eager to show I was ready for the next lesson.

The intensity in the room ratcheted up as Sandy stepped up the choreography, forcing me into a deep squat that made my thigh muscles burn and my thong cut deep into the crease of my ass. "Drop it low, Cheeky, and keep your back arched," she commanded, slapping my flank to correct my posture. "You want to present that pussy like an offering." 

I obeyed, sinking down until my ass nearly brushed the floor, gyrating my hips in slow, figure-eight motions. From this angle, I could look up the line of the men's legs, seeing the glistening heads of their cocks as they emerged from their stroking fists. The sight was hypnotic; I was a slutty pink spectacle on the floor, performing for an audience of erect gods, and the heat pooling in my belly had nowhere to go thanks to the unforgiving plastic shield. The frustration was agonizing, but it only made me want to grind harder, to arch deeper, to entice a rough hand to reach out and grab me.

"You're getting it, look at you go," Sandy purred in my ear, sensing the shift in my desperation. She transitioned the routine, making me stand and bend at the waist, bracing my hands on my knees while I shook my ass in a rapid, staccato twerk. "Now make it bounce. Show them you can take a pounding."

I threw my weight into it, my ass cheeks clapping together with lewd, wet slaps that rivaled the bass of the music. I was performing for them now, my eyes locked on a particularly muscular man in the front row whose hand was a blur on his shaft. I bit my lip, moaning softly as I imagined him replacing my cage with his hand, or better yet, forcing his thickness inside me. The cage remained tight and restrictive, a constant reminder that my pleasure was secondary to my utility, yet the denial only fueled the fire. I was leaking inside the plastic, the fluid trapped against my skin, making me feel slick and owned even without being touched.

The music finally faded, leaving me panting and dripping with sweat, my thighs trembling from the exertion of the squats and thrusts. I was bent over, hands on my knees, looking back at the audience of men through a haze of exhaustion and lingering arousal. One by one, they were tucking themselves away, the show over for now, but the heavy, musky scent of their precum hung in the air like a thick fog, a reminder of what I had caused.

"Not bad for a first try," Sandy chirped, coming over to pat me on the ass, her hand lingering on the slick skin. "You're a natural slut, Cheeky. The boys were definitely enjoying the view." She stood me up and adjusted the straps of my bikini, smoothing the fabric over my heaving chest. "But looking good is only half the job. Tonight, you have to prove you can be useful."

Xavier reappeared at the edge of the dance floor, clapping his hands slowly. "Precision, poise, and desperation. Good work. But the sun is setting, and the guests are thirsty and... restless."

"Enough for now," Xavier said, stepping onto the polished floor and signaling for the music to cut. He walked a slow circle around me, inspecting the sweat glistening on my skin and the way my chest heaved with exertion. "You're learning to move like a whore, Cheeky, which is good. But looking the part isn't enough if you can't perform when the lights go down."

He gestured toward the exit with a dismissive wave of his hand. "Go back to your room. Shower off all this sweat and rinse out that greedy little mouth. Make sure you're smooth, polished, and smelling expensive. Tonight you're working the bar, serving our guests drinks, and whatever else they would like..."

◆◆◆

I locked myself in the bathroom, the harsh vanity light illuminating the transformation that was becoming second nature. The shower scrubbed away the sweat and the shame, leaving me pink and raw, my skin smooth and hairless. I didn't wait for orders this time. My hand moved with a desperate sort of hunger as I reached for the makeup Xavier’s staff had provided.

I started with the eyes, sweeping heavy coats of shimmery gold shadow across my lids before lining them with thick, black wings. I coated my lashes in layer after layer of mascara until they were heavy spider-legs, framing my gaze in a permanent, wide-eyed stare of invitation. Next came the lips - grabbing a tube of "Hot Panties Pink," I slicked on the thick, glossy formula until my mouth looked like a swollen, wet pillow, a hole designed specifically for wrapping around a cock. I finished with a dusting of blush on my cheekbones and a spritz of coconut perfume that smelled like sex on the beach, the scent triggering a phantom throb in my caged groin.

Staring at my reflection, I knew I wasn't finished. My hands looked too plain, too real. I needed to feel like an object, down to the very last digit. I popped open a bottle of glossy neon coral lacquer and got to work.

I sat on the edge of the tub, tongue poking out between my glossy pink lips in concentration, painting each fingernail with careful, precise strokes. I watched the color transform my hands, making them look delicate and feminine. Then came my toes, propping my foot up on the vanity to get the perfect angle. I coated them in the same vibrant shade, matching my fingers perfectly. As I blew on them to dry, wiggling my fingers, the bright color made me feel like a painted doll, a perfectly accessorized toy ready for play.

Moving to the wardrobe, I bypassed the simple shifts and bikinis, my fingers trembling as I reached for something that screamed *fuck me* while holding a tray. I pulled out a dress made of sheer, white mesh that was completely transparent, stopping scandalously high on the thigh. Underneath, I chose a micro-bikini in a neon electric blue that glowed against my pale skin, the strings so thin they looked like dental floss biting into my hips. The bikini bottom was cut dangerously low, the front panel barely covering the pink plastic of my cage, while the top consisted of two tiny triangles that barely covered my hard nipples. As I pulled the mesh dress over my head, it clung to every curve, hiding nothing, turning my outfit into a tease of what lay beneath - a tropical decoration wrapped around a slutty center.

I slipped into a pair of clear stripper heels that lifted my ass to the perfect serving height and took a final, shaky breath before leaving the sanctuary of the bathroom. The walk to the main pavilion felt like a dream sequence, the humid night air kissing my skin through the sheer mesh. I could hear the low hum of bass and the murmur of deep voices before I even stepped onto the terrace, the sound vibrating in my chest and making the cage throb in anticipation.

◆◆◆

The terrace was a sea of dark suits and bare chests, the low hum of conversation punctuated by the clinking of ice in crystal glasses. As I stepped into the light, carrying a heavy silver tray loaded with brightly colored cocktails, the room seemed to tilt. I felt the weight of their attention instantly, dozens of eyes locking onto my bright blue bikini and the sheer mesh that did nothing to hide it. My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic rhythm that matched the click of my heels on the stone floor, but I forced a smile onto my face, channeling the bimbo persona I’d been practicing in the mirror.

I weaved through the crowd, my hips swaying with the exaggerated roll Sandy had drilled into me, desperate to maintain balance despite the tray weighing me down. Every step was a battle against gravity and friction, the tiny strip of the thong riding up with every motion, a constant, teasing reminder of how exposed I was. When I bent at the waist to serve a drink to a massive man lounging on a velvet sofa, the action forced the mesh dress to ride up, exposing the full curve of my ass cheeks. "Mmm, now that is service," he rumbled, his eyes dark and hungry as they traced the line of my thong. I felt a flush of heat crawl up my neck, not from shame, but from a terrifying spike of pleasure at being appraised like a high-end appetizer.

As I moved to the next guest, a hand shot out, gripping my wrist with a strength that made me gasp. It was the man from the dance floor, the one whose stroking had held me captive. He didn't reach for his drink; instead, his other hand slid up the inside of my thigh, his fingers rough and demanding against my smooth skin.

"Service is about more than just drinks, slut," he whispered, pulling me closer until my legs bumped against the sofa. His fingers found the string of my thong and tugged it aside, exposing the tight ring of my "pussy" to the warm night air. He didn't ask for permission; he simply licked a thick finger to coat it in saliva and pressed it against my tight entrance, pushing inside with a slow, deliberate pressure that made my knees buckle. The tray wobbled dangerously, the ice in the glasses rattling, but I couldn't pull away. The sensation of being breached so casually, in public, while holding drinks, sent a shockwave of surrender straight to my caged clit.

His finger hooked inside me, finding that swollen, responsive spot immediately, and began to massage it with a rough, possessive curl that turned my legs to jelly. I bit down on my lower lip to stifle a high-pitched whine, trying desperately to keep the silver tray level as my hips betrayed me, grinding back against his hand instinctively. The sheer overload of sensations - the cool air on my exposed skin, the weight of the drinks, the public gaze of the other guests watching me get fingered like a party favor - sent my mind spiraling into a submissive haze. My body was reacting with a will of its own, my ass clenching around his invading digit, pulling him deeper, desperate for the friction I couldn't get from the cage.

"Look at that leaky little thing," the man chuckled darkly, his eyes locked on the neon blue fabric covering my groin. A distinct dark spot was forming on the material, growing rapidly as my prostate was ruthlessly milked. He pressed down hard on my perineum, massaging the base of the cage, and I felt a thick, steady stream of precum forced out of the tiny opening in the plastic, soaking the bikini and matting against my skin. It was humiliating proof that my body was loving this, that my "clitty" was dripping like a broken faucet solely from being used anally. I couldn't stop it; the more he stimulated my insides, the more the cage trapped the fluid, making the fabric slick and wet against my smooth groin, branding me as a sloppy, eager slut for everyone to see.

The tray began to slip, my grip faltering as the pleasure overwhelmed my motor skills, but he didn't let me pull away. Instead, he hooked his finger deeper, forcing me to arch my back and thrust my ass out further to maintain balance. The cage sat heavy and restrictive between my legs, a useless mound of plastic that emphasized exactly what I wasn't - a real man. I was just a wet, quivering hole, trapped in a neon fantasy, realizing with terrifying clarity that the pressure in my ass was the only thing that mattered anymore. The friction against my prostate was building a tight, hot knot in my stomach, and I knew, with a sinking, shame-filled dread, that if he kept this up, I was going to make a mess of myself right there on the floor, cumming untouched with an audience of men cheering me on.

The knot in my stomach snapped with violent intensity, and my vision whited out as the orgasm tore through me. My body convulsed, hips bucking wildly against the man's hand as my ass clamped down rhythmically around his thick finger. Through the haze of ecstasy, I felt the cage leak continuously, a warm, wet flood soaking entirely through the neon blue fabric and trickling down my inner thighs. It wasn't a solid spurting release like a man's; it was a prolonged, humiliating gush of fluid that marked me as a broken, overstimulated toy. The silver tray tipped, sending two cocktails crashing to the stone floor, the glass shattering loudly, but the disaster went ignored by the room. Instead, a round of appreciative applause rippled through the guests, cheering the spectacle of a sissy losing all control in public.

I slumped against the sofa, gasping for air, my legs trembling so hard I could barely stand. The man finally withdrew his finger, leaving my hole pulsing and empty, aching to be filled again. He brought his glistening fingers to my lips, and without a thought, I parted them, tasting my own ass and the metallic tang of the precum I had leaked, cleaning his hand with an eager tongue.

"Good girl," he murmured, patting my soaked crotch with a condescending affection that made my skin flush hot. I looked down at the mess I had made - the shattered glass at my feet, the soaked bikini, the sticky residue coating the inside of my thighs - and realized that the resistance I had been clinging to had evaporated. The cage ensured I couldn't use my cock, so my body had simply rewritten the rules of my pleasure, bypassing my ego entirely to wire my satisfaction directly to my "pussy."

Xavier materialized from the edge of the crowd, stepping over the broken glass as if it were confetti. He didn't look angry about the spill; he looked satisfied. "Clean this up," he said to a passing staff member, then gripped my arm firmly, steering me away from the guest who had just debased me. "Look at you, Cheeky. You didn't just serve drinks; you served yourself on a platter. You came from a finger in your ass while a room full of men watched."

He leaned in close, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper that bypassed my ears and went straight to my conditioned brain. "The cage makes it so you can't cheat. It forces you to accept that your pleasure comes from submission, from being used. You aren't fighting it anymore, are you? You're finally starting to understand that this" - he tapped the hard plastic front of the cage - "is just jewelry. The real you is the hungry hole that can't stop leaking."

"Get up," Xavier commanded, his voice cutting through the fog of my afterglow. He didn't offer a hand to steady me; he just stepped back, expecting me to find my footing on my own. "The night is young, and these guests are thirsty. You don't get to clock out just because you made a mess."

I swallowed hard, the taste of my own ass still lingering on my tongue, and nodded. Bending at the knees, I carefully retrieved the silver tray from the floor, ignoring the way the neon blue fabric clung uncomfortably to my soaked crotch. My thighs were slick with my own fluids, a constant, slippery reminder that my body was no longer under my control.

"Round two, Cheeky," I whispered to myself, turning back toward the crowd.

The rest of the night dissolved into a blur of wandering hands and invasive fingers. I moved through the crowd like a ghost, existing only as a vessel for their amusement. Every time I bent to set a drink down, I felt a hand on my ass, squeezing or spanking, testing the firmness of the flesh. At the cabana bar, a guest slid his hand under the hem of my sheer dress, his thumb hooking the thong aside to probe my loosened hole while I waited for a martini to be shaken. He didn't ask, didn't speak; he just sunk two knuckles deep and pumped lazily, watching my face with detached amusement as my eyes rolled back and my knees knocked together. The cage trapped my useless excitement, forcing the pleasure to spiral inward until I was trembling on the verge of another crash, right there in the middle of the service line.

Hours later, near the fire pit, I found myself cornered by a pair of guests who wanted to share their appetizer - and me. While one held my tray steady, the other reached between my legs from behind, pressing the flat of his palm against the plastic shield and grinding it into my pelvic bone. The pressure was overwhelming, a dull, aching throb that translated directly to my prostate. I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily as the friction built to a fever pitch. 

The second guest laughed, grabbing my face and forcing me to look him in the eye as the tremors started. "Look at that," he sneered as I began to leak again, the fluid soaking through the mesh dress. "She's dripping wet from getting her clitty rubbed." My body seized up, a third caged orgasm ripping through me with the force of a tidal wave, leaving me a panting, dripping mess, held upright only by the stranger's grip on my jaw.

By the time the moon was high, I was nothing more than a sticky, exhausted receptacle. I had lost count of how many times I had been groped, fingered, or ground against, the line between serving drinks and serving pleasure completely erased. My "pussy" throbbed with a dull, persistent ache, a well-used feeling that had replaced any sense of masculine dignity. Xavier watched from the shadows, a smirk playing on his lips as I navigated the crowd on shaky legs, leaving a trail of humiliation and desire in my wake. The cage had done its job; it had broken the connection between my mind and my cock, leaving me a slave to the sensation in my ass, realizing with terrifying clarity that my future pleasure would come exclusively from being used.


Chapter 5: Seal of Ownership

The morning sun hit my eyelids like a physical blow, dragging me out of a deep, exhausted sleep. For a moment, I didn't know where I was. The sheets were cool against my skin, but between my legs, the plastic cage was a warm, heavy constant, locking me into the reality of Cheeky. I shifted my hips, feeling the dull, throbbing ache in my rear - a reminder of the countless fingers that had been inside me just hours ago. My body felt used, stretched out in a way that was strangely satisfying, like a muscle pushed to its limit and finally resting.

I reached down, my manicured nails tracing the smooth, pink plastic of the cage. There was no panic anymore, no urge to tear it off. It just was. It was part of me, a permanent barrier between my ego and my pleasure. I was leaking again, a small, steady dribble of morning precum that had nowhere to go, trapped against my skin. I wiped it away with a finger, bringing it to my mouth to clean it off without a second thought. The taste was familiar now.

"Wake up, Cheeky," Xavier’s voice boomed through the door, followed by a sharp, authoritative knock. "Rise and shine. Today is a big day. We have a very special appointment at the spa."

I dragged myself out of bed, my body aching in ways I was learning to enjoy. The cage clicked heavily between my legs as I walked to the door, a constant pendulum of submission. Xavier was waiting in the hallway, looking sharp and imposing in a white linen shirt that clung to his muscular chest. He didn't give me time to speak; he simply hooked a finger through the collar of my mesh dress - which I had slept in - and steered me down the corridor.

"The spa is for rejuvenation," he explained as we walked, his grip firm on my neck. "But for a girl like you, rejuvenation means marking the territory. You’ve been broken in. You’ve proven you’re a slut who cums from her ass. Now, we need to make sure everyone knows exactly who you belong to."

He led me past the tranquil pools and massage tables of the main resort area, down a discreet hallway to a private suite I didn't know existed. The room smelled of antiseptic and ink, dominated by a padded leather chair in the center that looked more like a gynecologist's exam table than a spa treatment bed. A large, burly man in a tank top stood by a tray of sterile tattoo needles, sliding latex gloves onto his hands.

Xavier guided me toward the padded chair, his hands firm on my shoulders. "On your stomach, Cheeky," he commanded. "Ass in the air. This needs to be visible for everyone who sees you from behind - which, let's be honest, is how most men will see you." I climbed onto the cool leather, the position immediately exposing the lower curve of my spine and the full roundness of my buttocks. My stomach flipped with a mix of dread and dark anticipation as Xavier peeled the thong down to my knees. He took a bottle of rubbing alcohol and a cloth, scrubbing the skin at the base of my spine with rough, clinical strokes, the cold stinging sensation making me flinch and clench my hole around the phantom ache of the night before.

"Relax," the tattoo artist grunted, his voice deep and bored, as if he were branding cattle rather than decorating a person. "Or it's gonna hurt a lot more." He picked up a stencil paper and pressed it firmly against my lower back, right above the crease of my ass. He peeled it away to reveal the outline in purple transfer ink: thick, blocky letters and a simple, unmistakable symbol. I craned my neck to look in the mirror he positioned for me, my breath catching in my throat as I read the words backwards: *BBC OWNED*. Beneath the text, a large, spade symbol glared up at me, stark and aggressive. It was a claim, a permanent mark of property that erased "David" completely, leaving only a receptacle for black men.

The buzz of the needle gun started, a high-pitched whine that drilled straight into my nerves. The artist didn't wait for me to mentally prepare; he pressed the needle into my skin, and a sharp, searing heat exploded across my lower back. I gasped, gripping the edges of the chair, my knuckles turning white as the pain radiated outwards. It was a constant, grinding burn as he worked the needle over the sensitive skin, the vibration rattling my bones. I could feel the ink being driven deep into me, permanent and unchangeable. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, not just from the pain, but from the finality of it. With every line of the spade and every stroke of the letters, my old life was being carved away, replaced by a label I would never be able to hide.

The needle finally fell silent, leaving behind a high-pitched ringing in my ears that matched the throbbing heat radiating from my lower back. The artist wiped the fresh ink away with a cool, damp cloth, revealing the angry, red skin underneath. But even through the inflammation, the design was undeniable. Thick, bold black letters branded me for life: **BBC OWNED**. The spade symbol beneath it was stark and aggressive, a dark mark right at the top of my ass crack.

"Beautiful," Xavier murmured, running a thumb over the tender, swollen flesh, making me wince. He applied a thick layer of ointment and taped a piece of plastic wrap over it to protect the fresh work. "A receipt for a job well done. Now, stand up."

I slid off the chair, my legs shaky, the skin on my back feeling tight and incredibly sensitive. Xavier didn't let me fix my thong. Instead, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward a sliding glass door at the back of the suite. "We aren't going back to the room, Cheeky. Fresh ink needs to be sealed properly."

He dragged me out into the blinding midday sun, the heat instantly clinging to my oiled skin. We walked along a winding, overgrown path that led away from the main villas, the sound of the ocean growing distant and muffled. The air here was heavy and still, thick with the scent of wet moss and damp earth. We arrived at a secluded grotto, a hidden pocket of paradise carved into the rocky coastline. A small waterfall cascaded into a clear, emerald pool, surrounded by high volcanic walls that blocked out the wind and trapped the humidity. It was a private, primal altar, and as Xavier pulled me toward the flat, mossy stone at the water's edge, I realized with a jolt of terrified anticipation that I was the sacrifice.

"Turn around and brace yourself," Xavier commanded, his voice dropping an octave, shedding the facade of the friendly guide. I didn't hesitate. I placed my hands on the cool, rough rock, arching my back and presenting my ass to him. The movement pulled at the fresh tattoo, sending a sharp sting through my nerves, but the pain only sharpened my focus. I heard the rustle of clothes being discarded, the sound of a zipper sliding down, a spit of saliva into his hand, and then the heavy, rhythmic thud of his hand stroking his shaft. When he stepped up behind me, the heat radiating from his body was like a furnace. He gripped my hips with possessive strength, his fingers digging into my flesh, and I felt the massive, blunt head of his cock press against my entrance. He didn't wait for me to relax; he pushed forward, splitting me open, using the soreness of my new ink as a handle to pull me ruthlessly back onto his length.

The entry was devastating. Xavier didn’t give me any slow, gentle buildup; he fed me the entire length of his cock in one brutal, possessive stroke. I cried out, the sound echoing off the stone walls of the grotto, as my inner walls were forced to stretch and accommodate his massive girth. The friction was intense, a mix of pleasure and the dull, throbbing ache from the tattoo being stretched and pulled by the motion of our bodies. He gripped my hips hard, his fingers nearly bruising my soft, pale skin, and began to pound into me with a rhythm that felt less like sex and more like a conquest.

"You feel that, Cheeky?" he growled, leaning over my back, his abdomen pressing against the fresh plastic wrap on my spine. The pressure made the tattoo sting, a sharp, hot pain that lanced through me with every thrust, blurring the line between agony and ecstasy. "That’s what that brand means. You’re not a guest anymore. You’re a vessel. You’re just a hole for black men to use whenever we want."

Suddenly, Xavier pulled out completely, leaving my ass feeling shockingly empty and cold in the humid air. Before I could clench shut or catch my breath, he grabbed my sore cheeks and spread them wide, exposing my wrecked hole to the open air. I felt it pulsing, the rim red and swollen, winking uncontrollably as it tried to recover from the sudden absence of the massive intrusion. My "pussy" was no longer tight; it was a loose, glossy ruin, gaped open and gasping, looking more like a hungry mouth than a masculine part of my body. I felt incredibly vulnerable, my insides on display, clenching and relaxing in a desperate, rhythmic spasm that betrayed how badly my body still craved to be filled.

"Look at that," Xavier laughed darkly, spitting directly onto the twitching ring. "It’s crying for me. You’re ruined, Cheeky. You’ll never be tight again." He pressed the head of his cock against the gaping entrance, teasing the sensitive rim with just the tip, watching as my hole flared open, trying to suck him back in. Then, with a guttural grunt, he slammed forward, burying himself to the hilt in one vicious thrust. The sudden re-entry knocked the wind out of me, forcing a high-pitched moan from my throat as he filled the void he had created, stretching the walls even further, claiming the space he had carved out inside me.

He set a relentless, grinding pace, his hips slapping against my ass with a wet, rhythmic *thwack-thwack-thwack* that echoed through the grotto like a primitive drumbeat. Every thrust jarred my body, forcing my face closer to the rough stone beneath my hands. The friction of his thick shaft dragging against my swollen prostate was blinding, a white-hot pleasure that short-circuited my brain and erased all thought of resistance. I wasn't a person anymore; I was just a conduit for his lust, a soft, wet set of holes gripping his cock for all I was worth. The sting of the tattoo on my lower back had morphed into a constant, throbbing heat that radiated down my spine, mixing with the sensation of being split open to create a kaleidoscope of sensation that left me sobbing for more.

"Milk it, slut," Xavier commanded, his voice ragged with exertion. He reached around, grabbing the front of my cage and shaking it violently. The cage rattled, the hard plastic banging against my pubic bone, but there was no pain in my clit, only a terrifying, hollow emptiness that made the anal stimulation feel ten times more intense. My body responded to his dominance instinctively, my ass muscles clamping down rhythmically around his pistoning shaft, trying to keep him inside me. I was leaking constantly now, a steady stream of clear fluid dripping from the cage onto the mossy rocks below, marking the spot where my masculinity was being fucked out of me. I was nothing but a quivering, eager sheath, desperate to be bred.

Xavier pulled out, leaving me gasping and empty, my knees trembling so hard I nearly collapsed onto the rocks. He moved to a patch of soft, white sand near the water's edge and lay back on his elbows, his massive, glistening cock standing straight up like a dark obelisk of worship. The sunlight caught the sheen of my own fluids coating his shaft, making it look imposing and divine.

"Come here," he ordered, crooking a finger at me. "I’m done doing the work. If you want it, you have to earn it. Come worship your God."

I stumbled toward him, the sand shifting awkwardly under my high heels. Straddling his hips, I looked down at the sheer size of him, a spike of fear mingling with the desperate hunger in my gut. I reached back, gripping the thick base of his cock to steady it, and slowly lowered myself. The head breached my rim, still sore and gaping from the previous pounding, and I hissed at the stretch. I had to take my own weight, forcing gravity to do the work Xavier had done before. Inch by inch, I sank down, my legs burning with the effort, my hands resting on his hard, muscular abs for balance.

The sensation was overwhelming as I took him deeper, my body struggling to accommodate the sheer magnitude of him. I had to pause halfway down, my breath hitching in shallow gasps, my inner walls fluttering and clenching around the intrusion like they were trying to reject him, but gravity was relentless. Xavier didn't help; he just lay there, a smug, predatory grin on his face, watching me struggle to impale myself on his manhood. It was a test of my submission, forcing me to actively participate in my own debasement, choosing to fill myself with his cock rather than being forced to take it. I bore down, letting out a guttural moan as I sank the final few inches, my ass cheeks finally resting against his pelvis, the entirety of him buried deep in my gut. I felt impossibly full, stretched to my absolute limit, the heavy weight of his cock grounding me in a reality where my only purpose was to be a sheath for his pleasure.

"Now bounce," Xavier commanded, his hands coming up to grip my waist, not to guide me, but to possess me. "Show me how much you love that dick. Worship it." I braced my hands on his chest, my manicured nails digging into his skin, and began to lift myself up. The friction was intense, the thick veins of his shaft dragging against my swollen prostate with every inch I withdrew. I slammed back down, the sound of flesh meeting flesh sharp and loud in the secluded grotto. I found a rhythm, my thighs burning with the exertion, riding him with a desperate urgency. The view was intoxicating - looking down at his powerful, chiseled body beneath my soft, feminized frame, seeing the dark shaft disappearing into my pale, stretched hole. I was doing it; I was fucking him, using my body to pleasure him, chasing the fullness that made me feel whole. The cage bounced wildly against my groin, a useless reminder of what I wasn't, while my ass gripped him like a vice, proving exactly what I had become.

"Look at you, grinding that pussy like a pro," Xavier groaned, his head falling back as I gyrated my hips, swirling him inside me. "You were born for this, Cheeky. That tight little asshole was made to take black cock." His praise washed over me, triggering a Pavlovian response that made my hips move faster, harder. I was sweating, my makeup running, my breath coming in ragged pants, but I didn't stop. I wanted to milk him, to drain him, to show him that I was the best slut he had ever broken. The pleasure was building to a crescendo, a tight knot in my stomach that had nowhere to go except outward. I was leaking heavily, the precum soaking his pubic hair and dripping down his balls, but I didn't care. I was addicted to the stretch, the heat, the feeling of being owned.

The friction was too much to bear. As I slammed my hips down, taking him to the hilt, the thick head of his cock grated against my prostate with blinding precision. My vision blurred, white-hot sparks exploding behind my eyelids. The cage bounced uselessly against my groin, trapping my clitty, but the pressure inside me was a volcanic surge that demanded release.

"Oh god, oh fuck!" I screamed, my voice cracking into a high, feminine wail. My ass clamped down on Xavier’s cock like a vise, desperate to keep him buried deep inside me as the wave hit. The cage wasn't just a prison anymore; it was a launchpad. With no room to expand, the cum had nowhere to go but out. It shot through the small opening at the tip of the pink plastic in long, forceful ropes, spraying across Xavier's chiseled abs and pooling in the grooves of his defined V-cut.

I kept riding him, my body seizing and convulsing, my ass walls milking his shaft rhythmically as I emptied myself onto him. The feeling was intense and shameful - cumming like a bitch, untouched, making a mess of my owner while I used his cock for my own pleasure. But I couldn't stop. The contractions ripped through me, my hole spasming uncontrollably around his thick meat, dragging out every last drop of my essence until I was a trembling, sweaty wreck, slumped over his chest with my "clitty" twitching impotently in its plastic shell.

I barely had a moment to catch my breath, my chest heaving against Xavier’s sticky, cum-soaked abs, before he took control back. He didn't let me recover. He gripped my hips tightly, his fingers digging into my flesh, and without warning, he started to thrust upward with violent, rapid-fire precision. The sudden motion knocked the wind out of me, turning my post-orgasmic bliss into a chaotic storm of overstimulation.

"Hold on, slut, I'm not done with that pussy yet," he growled, jackhammering into me from below. The pace was merciless, his cock pistoning into my already sensitive hole at a speed that blurred the lines between pleasure and agony. My body went limp, surrendering completely to the onslaught, unable to do anything but take it.

The relentless pounding battered my prostate, refusing to let it rest. The sensation was too much, a blinding pressure that bypassed my brain and went straight to my caged groin. My eyes rolled back, and my mouth fell open in a silent scream as a second, smaller orgasm was forced out of me. It wasn't a sharp release like the first; it was a slow, agonizing extraction. My ass clamped down hard around his shaft, desperate to anchor itself against the assault, and my clitty responded by leaking again.

A thick, steady stream of clear fluid dribbled from the tiny opening in the cage, coating Xavier’s already slick shaft and matting into his pubic hair. It felt like I was being broken open, my ability to resist or even control my own bodily functions completely erased by the sheer dominance of his cock. I was no longer a person; I was a quivering mess of nerve endings, a vessel designed solely to extract his seed, weeping from my useless little nub as he reshaped my insides to fit his massive size.

"You just can't stop leaking for me, can you?" Xavier taunted, his voice strained with exertion as he continued his rapid-fire assault. The wet, sucking sounds of my "pussy" being ravaged filled the grotto, mixing with the slap of skin on skin. Each thrust forced a high-pitched, involuntary whimper from my throat, sounds I didn't know I could make, sounds that belonged to a well-used bimbo.

With a sudden, decisive heave, Xavier gripped my waist and lifted me off his cock, the thick appendage sliding out of my abused hole with a wet, obscene *pop*. I collapsed onto the sand beside him, my chest heaving, my ass pulsing in the open air, feeling empty and hollowed out without him inside me. The ground beneath me was cool compared to the furnace of my body, but the relief was short-lived.

"Look at this mess you made," Xavier said, gesturing to the glistening ropes of cum pooled in the ridges of his abdominal muscles and matting the dark curls of his pubic hair. My fluids coated his skin, a stark testament to how thoroughly he had unmanned me. "I taught you better than to leave a guest dirty. Clean it up."

He didn't have to ask twice. The submissive programming he had drilled into me took over instantly. I scrambled to my hands and knees, crawling between his powerful thighs. The smell of him - a potent mix of musk, sweat, cum, and my own ass - intoxicated me, overriding any remaining shred of dignity. I leaned in, my heart pounding in my throat, and extended my tongue.

I dragged the flat of my tongue across the hard ridges of his lower abs, moaning softly as the taste of my own fluids hit my tongue - salty, slightly bitter, and undeniably mine. The humiliation of it was electric, forcing me to acknowledge that this was the only seed I would ever spill again: a useless, inferior offering coating the stomach of a real man. I worked my way down his treasure trail, lapping up every drop I had leaked, swallowing it down like it was the finest nectar. My clitty twitched impotently in its cage, trapped and ignored, while I feasted on the evidence of my own total surrender.

Moving lower, I nuzzled against his thick, semi-hard shaft, which was still slick with the lube and juices from my "pussy." I bathed his heavy balls with reverence, sucking the skin gently, cleaning the sweat and essence from him. The musk was overpowering here, a primal scent that made my head spin and my body go limp. I was worshipping him, not with words, but with absolute devotion, proving that I knew my place was on my knees, serving him in the most degrading way possible.

When I had polished his groin to a shine, I pulled back, my chin glistening with spit and cum. Xavier looked down at me, a dark, satisfied smirk playing on his lips as he inspected his clean skin. "Good girl," he murmured, reaching down to pat my head like a loyal pet. "Now remember that taste, Cheeky. Your ass belongs to me, and your mess belongs to you."

Xavier didn't let me rest in the afterglow of my service. He gripped my ankle and flipped me onto my back, the sand sticking to my slick skin. Before I could even orient myself, he grabbed my legs and folded them backward, shoving my knees toward my chest until they were pressed into the sand on either side of my head. The position folded me in half, leaving me completely exposed, my "pussy" still gaping and pointing straight up at the tropical sky, helpless and defenseless.

He loomed over me, blocking out the sun, his dark silhouette a mountain of dominance. He rested his weight on his hands, caging me in, and lined his heavy, slick cock up with my entrance. He didn't just enter me; he conquered me. He drove his hips down, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust that knocked the air out of my lungs and made my eyes bulge.

He set a brutal, rhythmic pace, pounding me into the sand. His eyes locked onto mine, refusing to let me look away or hide. The intensity of his gaze was terrifying, stripping away every layer of my ego until I felt transparent.

"That's it, take it deep," Xavier grunted, his hips snapping forward with the force of a piston, driving the breath from my lungs in sharp, ragged gasps. "Look at me. Don't you dare look away. See the difference between us?" He bore down, his dark, sweat-slicked skin contrasting vividly against my pale, trembling frame. "You were built wrong, Cheeky. You're soft, weak, and pink - built to be underneath. That little cage proves it. Nature put you here to be a receptacle for real men."

The psychological assault mixed with the physical barrage, dismantling my defenses. Every thrust felt like he was hammering his ideology into me, reshaping my insides to fit his superiority. My ass was no longer my own; it was a sleeve for his pleasure, stretching and molding around his girth as if it had always belonged there. The wet, slapping sound of his heavy balls meeting my ass echoed in the grotto, punctuating his words with the undeniable reality of my submission.

"You know it's true," he growled, his face inches from mine, his breath hot and commanding. "You tried to be a man, but you failed. You were always meant to be a white sissy slut for black cock. This isn't just a fuck; it's a correction. I'm fixing you, Cheeky." He slammed in particularly hard, grinding his pelvis against my ass cheeks, making me cry out. "Admit it. You love being inferior. You love knowing that a white boy like you exists just to drain black balls." The shame burned hot, but beneath it, a twisted spark of validation ignited, making my caged clit twitch and leak as I stared up at the man who owned me.

The words hit harder than his cock, twisting the knife of my shame into a dark, throbbing arousal. I stared up at him, my vision swimming, unable to form a coherent sentence through the relentless battering of my prostate. My lips parted, but instead of protest, a breathy, high-pitched whimper escaped - the only sound my body was capable of making. The sheer power radiating from him was overwhelming; his skin glistened with sweat, dark as the night sky, while I lay pale and broken beneath him, folded like a pretender's prop. He was right. The physical evidence was undeniable. My "clitty" was useless and locked away, while my ass greedily gripped his massive shaft, milking him with an instinctual hunger I couldn't control. I wasn't just losing the argument; I was reveling in my defeat.

"That look in your eyes," Xavier sneered, slowing his pace just enough to make me feel every thick inch dragging against my sensitive walls. "That's the look of a bitch who finally knows her place. You're not David anymore. David is dead. You're just a cum rag with a pulse, a soft little white thing for me to dump my load into." He leaned down, his heavy weight crushing me, and spat directly onto my face. The glob of saliva hit my cheek, mixing with my ruined makeup and tears.

"Keep your eyes open. Watch me breed you. I want you to see exactly what a real man looks like when he's using your inferior body." I flinched at the degradation, but I didn't close my eyes. I couldn't. I was hypnotized by the dominance above me, trapped in the realization that my entire existence had narrowed down to this: being a vessel for his pleasure, a living testament to his superiority.

The rhythm became erratic, Xavier’s breath hitching in short, sharp grunts as he neared his peak. He didn't just fuck me now; he slammed into me with reckless abandon, driving me deep into the sand, his balls slapping against my ass with a wet, heavy cadence that signaled the end. He was chasing his own release, using my limp body as nothing more than a fleshlight to get him there.

"Take it," he roared, his voice cracking. "Take every fucking drop."

He buried himself to the hilt, his hips grinding against my ass, holding himself deep inside my ruined guts. I felt it before I heard him - a sudden, violent throb deep within my abdomen. His massive cock swelled, stretching the walls of my "pussy" even further, and then, it began to pulse.

The first eruption was scalding hot, a thick, heavy rope of cum that blasted directly against my battered prostate. The sensation was overwhelming - a distinct, liquid heat spreading rapidly through my core, marking me from the inside out. I gasped, my eyes going wide as I felt the sheer volume of him filling me, my body clenching instinctively around the pulsing shaft as if to milk him for more. He throbbed again, a second powerful spurt that painted my insides white, the pressure building until I felt like I was drowning in his seed. My own clitty twitched pathetically in its cage, reacting to the primal feeling of being bred, leaking a final, useless dribble onto my stomach as I became nothing more than a receptacle for his essence.

Xavier kept himself buried to the hilt, his body shuddering with the force of his release, his heavy balls drawn up tight against my taint. I could feel each twitch and jump of his cock as it pumped load after load into my guts, the heat intensifying until it felt like a molten weight had settled in my pelvis. My stomach felt distended, bloated with the sheer amount of cum he was injecting into me, a permanent, physical reminder of his ownership sloshing around inside my ass. I lay there pinned beneath him, staring up into his eyes, my mouth agape in a silent moan, feeling utterly possessed. The rhythmic pulsing slowed, turning into a steady, heavy throb that echoed my own racing heartbeat, binding us together in the most depraved intimacy possible.

Finally, the pulsing ceased, leaving us both gasping for air in the humid silence of the grotto. Xavier didn't pull out immediately. He stayed there, heavy and dominant, his cock softening slightly but still plugging me up, trapping his massive load inside my body. He leaned down, crushing me with his weight, and looked deep into my eyes, a dark, satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

Xavier shifted his weight slightly, keeping his softening cock buried deep inside me, acting as a temporary cork for the massive load he had just deposited. He reached down to the sand where his discarded shorts lay crumpled, rummaging in the pocket with one hand while the other kept my legs pinned back against my chest.

When his hand returned, he was holding a large, stainless steel butt plug, the flared base encrusted with a sparkling, pink jewel that caught the sunlight. It was heavy, obviously designed to fill the void his cock would leave behind.

"We can't have all that work leaking out," he said, his voice low and rumbling against my chest. "My seed is the seal for your new brand. It marks you on the inside just like the ink marks you on the outside."

With a slow, deliberate motion, Xavier began to withdraw. I felt the thick, heavy head of his cock drag against my swollen rim, and as it popped free, a wet rush of warmth threatened to follow. But before a single drop could escape, he pressed the cold, tapered steel of the plug against my battered entrance. The temperature shock made me gasp, clenching down instinctively, which only helped him slide the massive toy home. He pushed it firmly, past the stretched muscle, seating it deep until my hole closed greedily around the narrow neck. The flared base nestled snugly against my ass cheeks, the pink winking jewel resting below the raw, bold lines of the "BBC Owned" tattoo.

I lay there panting, feeling the weight of the plug shifting inside me, the steel warming rapidly as it absorbed the heat of his load. I was plugged, sealed tight. The sensation was incredibly intimate and violating at the same time; I could feel the liquid pressure of his cum trapped high in my guts, sloshing around with every breath I took. It was a permanent, heavy reminder of what had just happened, a physical anchor that kept me tethered to him even as he prepared to leave. The fullness was overwhelming, forcing me to acknowledge that my body was now just a container for his pleasure, branded inside and out.

Xavier leaned back, kneeling on the sand to admire his handiwork. He reached out and tapped the jeweled base with a fingertip, sending a jolt of sensation through my pelvis that made my caged clit twitch. "Keep that in," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument. "Don't let a single drop spill until I say so. If you do, we start the tattoo process all over - right on your face this time." He stood up, towering over me, the picture of dominance while I remained a folded, trembling mess in the sand. He grabbed his shorts, stepping into them with casual indifference, leaving me plugged, branded, and leaking desire onto the beach floor.

Xavier stood over me, sliding his shirt back over his sculpted shoulders, looking every bit the king of this island while I lay folded in the sand, a plugged, panting wreck. He glanced down at the pink jewel glittering between my ass cheeks and then up to my dazed face, a predatory smirk playing on his lips.

"Get up and get cleaned up," he commanded, his voice shifting from the raw intimacy of our breeding to the cold professionalism of a manager preparing his merchandise. "You've got a long night ahead of you. The guests have been watching the transformation, and they’re hungry. They're going to want a taste of the newly minted treat."

He gestured toward the path leading back to the main resort. "Go to the suite. Shower, scrub that sand off, and fix your face. And I want you wearing that micro-bikini you wore earlier - the one that leaves nothing to the imagination. Keep the plug in. I want you full and ready when you step onto the floor."

◆◆◆

Six months later, the sun set over the same turquoise water, but the man who had once booked this trip was gone.

I sat on a velvet stool in the boudoir, surrounded by the other Island Breeze girls. My body was softening, the hard lines of my masculinity melting away under the influence of the hormones I took religiously every morning. My chest was no longer flat; tender, A-cup buds were forming, sensitive and eager for touch. Breezy sat behind me, brushing my long, platinum-dyed hair, while Sandy painted my toes a neon pink that matched my permanent, glossy lipstick.

"You're getting so good at the deep throat technique, Cheeky," Taffy giggled, handing me a drink with a little umbrella in it. "The guests couldn't stop talking about you at brunch. They say your throat is tighter than your ass used to be."

I blushed, a girlish reflex that now came naturally, and thanked her, watching the way the light caught the shimmer of body oil on my smooth, hairless thighs. There was no hesitation in my voice anymore, no internal voice screaming that this was wrong. The memories of David - the college exams, the confused attempts at dating girls, the suffocating boredom of normal life - felt like a bad dream I had finally woken up from. I had officially cancelled my return ticket a month ago. The outside world was gray and cold, a place where I was a failure. Here, under the tropical sun, I was a star. I was property, yes, but being adored and devoured by powerful men gave me a purpose I had never known existed.

Breezy finished my hair and spun the chair around so I could see the mirror. The reflection staring back was a hyper-feminine construct of lust - heavy, winged eyeliner, pillowy lips, and a body that was being chemically sculpted for one thing: to be used. The "BBC Owned" tattoo had healed into a dark, permanent brand, a mark of ownership I wore with pride rather than shame. My clitty had shriveled significantly under the hormones, now barely a nub behind its cage, rendering me sexually incapable of functioning as a man but perfectly attuned to the pleasure of my "pussy." I didn't miss the awkward weight of a dick swinging between my legs; I preferred the light, empty feeling, the constant anticipation of being filled.

Sandy squeezed my shoulder, leaning in to whisper a tip about arching my back to make the new curves pop, and I listened with rapt attention, treating her advice like sacred scripture. I wasn't just playing a role anymore; I was preparing for a career. Tonight, the VIP lounge was hosting a "Blackout" event, and I wanted to be the perfect vessel for their desires. I stood up, adjusting the tiny thong that barely covered my plugged asshole, and felt a thrill of excitement rush through me. I wasn't David saying goodbye to his old life; I was Cheeky, stepping into the only life that mattered.
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