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Chapter One

Before I met Naomi, my Friday nights were solitary, predictable, mine. Perhaps “met” doesn’t actually explain when Naomi granted me access to her world. Naomi didn’t meet people; she let them into her world. The first time I saw Naomi, it had an intense impact on me. Changed me. She made me do things without ever saying a word.

Before Naomi, I never registered the couples rushing past my window toward their Friday nights, their laughter floating up to my silent apartment. My days had their pattern: classes, then home to my easel, brushes, and textbooks. No one called. No one texted “you coming?” Meanwhile, Naomi’s calendar overflowed, her presence requested everywhere.

She showed up halfway through my sophomore year in Figure Drawing class, and everything shifted. Naomi burst in like a queen returning from battle. Leather pants, thigh-high boots, a sheer blouse unbuttoned to mid-sternum—only the black bra beneath kept it decent. Her slicked-back hair and red lips commanded the room; even Becker, our instructor, froze. She surveyed us as subjects awaiting her decree.

I’ll never forget that day. I fell in love that day. After that first day, an obsession overtook me. To capture every moment of her life on my canvas, in my sketchbook, with my smartphone camera, and later on, with the secret spy camera I purchased, I’d sketch her from memory, but none captured the fierce, predatory energy she radiated.

I barely slept; in my dreams, she cornered her stalker, yes, I’d become a stalker, a perversion I’m not proud of, but couldn’t stop. After I dreamed of Naomi, I’d wake up with my body betraying me—a flagpole of shame flying at full mast, throbbing with the perverse excitement of a prisoner expecting the lash that both punishes and thrills.

I’ll never forget that day, when attendance came, she didn’t answer “here”; she announced “Present,” each vowel a command. Becker introduced the nude model, who strolled in with lazy confidence and let his robe fall casually. Everything about him was sculpted, but what was impossible to overlook was the massive cock swinging like a weapon.

I watched Naomi’s reaction. She didn’t flinch. Her gaze examined him intently, while her tongue brushed her red lips. She studied him as a collector would a rare object—and claimed him with nothing more than a look. Then she sketched.

Since that first day, I’d deliberately matched my schedule to hers—lining up for registration, lingering near her—yet remained unseen. I spent countless semesters secretly watching her, studying her power: how she took up space, how she saw people’s secrets. I had secrets of my own, but confessing them would ruin my chance with her, and I needed her. I would have her, or more accurately, she would have me.

For countless semesters, we lived in parallel universes—hers vibrant and crowded, mine invisible and silent. I never spoke to her—“wanted” falls short; I craved her. In class, I watched her confident strokes, her precise sketches, the way she collected friends like trophies. I became a silent observer—more like a stalker, if I’m honest—following her on campus, filming hopeful suitors she left broken and hollow. Naomi didn’t just reject men; she dismantled them, peeling away bravado until only raw need remained. It seemed to thrill her. The whole campus whispered about her ice-queen reputation, but I saw fleeting disappointment in her green eyes—as if she sought someone who wouldn’t flee. Who enjoyed it?

In our classes together, I pretended to work on my drawings, but every few seconds, my gaze darted to her boots propped on the stool rung or the way her blouse revealed her breasts. I couldn’t stop thinking about her—sexually and otherwise. I was obsessed: her habits, her rules, her desires.

Day after day, I’d race to my secret spots, film her, then retreat to my cramped apartment. Heart pounding, I’d add my latest drawing—her hunched figure, charcoal smudges on her fingertips—to my private archive. Even guilt felt erotic.

After filling my camera with perverted scenes, I’d race to my studio apartment, strip, and download my new collection into my hidden folder of depraved videos: the sway of her hips in leather skirts, the curve of her back bending for a dropped pen. I would watch those clips for hours on end, stroking desperately, telling myself my kinky sketches, drawings, and clandestine videos were just research, that artists are voyeurs—but the truth was more pathetic: I needed her. She was my ritual, my compulsion, my obsession. Alone in my room, my fingers inched toward aching hunger, each stroke fueled by the forbidden thrill that Naomi, the predator, could never willingly touch someone like me—a voyeur, a delinquent.

This was my life: alone, invisible, fantasizing she’d choose me for more than a stolen glance. I longed for the courage to ask her a simple question, “Will you go out with me?” Instead of hiding behind my camera and my X-rated sketches, I yearned for her to see me, to wake up next to her some morning.

That was my life: work, study, and Naomi. Until the impossible happened: Naomi spoke to me. For the first time, I was no longer invisible.


Chapter Two

The Nude Figure Drawing Class that day proceeded as usual. We formed a loose oval—like a witches’ coven—around the battered central model platform. On that platform stood a nude male model.

I stole glances at Naomi without making it obvious. All I could see were her long, graceful legs crossed at the ankles beneath her stool. Just her legs, but it was enough to derail me from the assignment. Every time she shifted, my charcoal paused mid-stroke, my attention captured by the subtle movement.

Naomi lifted her charcoal and began flicking bold lines across her canvas. Her strokes were so sure and aggressive they seemed to vibrate with life. I wondered whether she was angry or simply alive in a way I never would be. I pretended to draw the nude model, but my interest, as always, was elsewhere—on Naomi.

When class ended, I ripped my sketch off the easel and stayed seated, waiting as the studio emptied. Everyone filed out except Naomi. She stood, stretched with a feline grace that made my breath catch, then moved deliberately through the circle of easels. She paused directly behind me—so close I felt the heat of her body.

Her presence warmed me; her perfume—a blend of leather, jasmine, and amber—enveloped me in an intimate cloud, whispering secrets of what lovemaking with her might feel like. My breath hitched when her eyes met mine, the possibility hanging between us like an unspoken promise.

She snapped her fingers and pointed to my sketch. “The drawing, Greg. Let me see it.” Her voice was soft but commanding; disobedience wasn’t an option.

I clutched the sketch to my chest. “It’s not very good. I was just experimenting...”

“I insist.” Her tone permitted no refusal.

My pulse thundered in my throat. How could I explain what I’d actually drawn? I stood abruptly, grabbed my backpack, and shoved the evidence inside. Naomi’s hands gripped my shoulders and pressed me back onto the stool. I didn’t resist—couldn’t.

“Nothing to be ashamed of, is there, Greg?” Her fingers squeezed my shoulders.

“I’d just prefer to keep my drawings private.” My voice cracked. “I really should go.”

“No. You will remain.” Her tone anchored me in place. “The drawing. Now. I insist.”

With swift decisiveness, Naomi plucked my backpack from my trembling hands. She retrieved the folded canvas—and my secret camera and flash drive, labeled naively “Naomi Unfiltered”—and dropped the backpack to the floor as she placed my illicit sketch on the easel.

We both looked at the sketch. Naomi examined the drive and its revealing label, then said, “Naomi Unfiltered. Interesting. We’ll get back to what’s on the drive, taken, I assume, from your secret camera. For now, let’s critique your drawing.”

She stepped behind me again, hands on my shoulders, and leaned close. Her warm breath brushed my ear, sending an electric shiver down my spine. “Interesting choice of subject—not the assignment, but certainly... captivating.”

My throat went dry. How could I explain that I’d drawn a very X-rated image of what I thought lay between her thighs?

“You know,” she murmured, her voice dropping so low I felt it in my gut, “the real thing is much more impressive than your rendering.”

She spun my stool, so I faced her. Standing in front of me with hands on her hips and legs parted provocatively, she gripped my chin—her palm still smeared with charcoal—and squeezed. Her thumb pressed into my lips. “Open. Cat got your tongue?”

Then she released my chin, shoved my secret camera back into my backpack, and dangled the flash drive in front of my face. “I wonder what a little pervert like you has on here.”

Naomi turned to study my pornographic sketch, her mouth twitching with barely contained amusement. She tapped a finger thoughtfully against her lip. “God, is that what you think a pussy looks like? It’s like you’ve never actually seen one.” She traced the charcoal lines deliberately, smudging them. “You got it wrong, pervert. Virgin artwork from a virgin artist—like a little boy who’s never seen a woman up close. Look at me.”

I tried, but my eyes stayed glued to the tip of her leather boot.

“I wonder, Greg, if you’d know what to do with my pussy if I ever gave you a shot at it. Would you like that? A shot at making love to me?”

I mumbled something incoherent.

“No? Guess you’re right—waste of time. A little pervert like you wouldn’t know how to worship what’s between my thighs appropriately.”

What I should’ve said was, “Yes! I’d love that.” Instead, I stuttered, “I-uh—I didn’t mean for you to see that.”

Naomi raised an eyebrow, a slow smile spreading across her lips.

“I know it’s weird. I couldn’t help myself.”

“Uh…huh.”

I should have said, “How about at my apartment later tonight?” But I didn’t. I stumbled over something equally unintelligible.

Then she turned and walked away, my flash drive dangling from her slender fingers like a trophy. She paused at the doorway, half-turned to meet my gaze, and clicked her nail against the drive in a deliberate rhythm. “Naomi Unfiltered. I’ll study the contents thoroughly,” she said.

My skin prickled with desire.

“Then I’ll decide exactly how you’ll make it up to me.” The words were both a challenge and a promise. She narrowed her eyes, a gleam of satisfaction at the corner of her mouth. “Good boys ask permission first, don’t they?” Her knowing smile made my stomach drop. The heat of shame scorched my face as understanding passed between us.

“Maybe next time, artist,” she added, emphasizing the word with playful challenge, “you won’t need photos. You’ll get to draw the real thing.”

She disappeared around the corner, taking my flash drive and any denial I might have clung to about what I truly wanted.

As the door clicked shut behind her, my face burned hot enough to melt paint. Hours of her, captured without permission—now in her hands. I couldn’t breathe or move, drowning, knowing that Naomi was about to uncover exactly how deep my obsession ran.

I slumped against my easel, charcoal and possibility hanging thick in the air. So close—yet I’d hesitated too long. Next time, I promised myself, I wouldn’t let the opportunity slip away. But how could there be a next time? I’d drawn a pornographic image of one of the most popular students on campus. This was bad. Terrible. She now holds videos and a sketch that branded me a pervert.

I’d never get a date now. Once Naomi told everyone about my sketch and my secret recordings, I’d be the talk of the campus. I’d be unwelcome at every party. Hell, I might even get expelled. What would my parents say? Where would I go? What would I do?

I sat alone for an hour, gathering my courage so I wouldn’t run into Naomi again—at least not today.


Chapter Three

Friday and Saturday slipped by. I rounded the corner of Sunday, and Monday rolled in—along with class. I was trudging toward campus when a Harley’s guttural roar shattered the morning calm. Naomi burst into view, skidding to a near-stop beside me, one booted foot braced on the salt-stained curb, her impossible thighs straddling a sleek black bike.

I gaped as she lifted her helmet. No greeting—just the engine’s rumble and then her voice over the roar: “Party Friday night at Phi Gamma Rho. Be there. Or I’ll let everyone in on your little secret.” She leaned forward, emerald eyes locking onto mine with predatory amusement. “Show up, Greg, or I’ll tell them how you spend your Fridays—fiddling with that pathetic worm between your legs. Want that out? If you don’t show up, I’ll post your video on social media for the entire campus to see. Your little ‘performance art’ video. You know the one I mean.”

My brain short-circuited, and for a second, all I could do was replay, in slow-motion, the absolute catastrophe of the video she spoke of. They were all bad, but one in particular would destroy my life. Alone in my studio apartment, after a nasty dream, I’d filmed myself spanking my ass, whimpering like a pet, moaning her name—Naomi’s name—while furiously jerking off. The mortification was so total I’d barely been able to sleep since. I should have deleted the file and wiped the memory card. But I didn’t. She dug the flash drive that held the key to my destruction from her leather jacket and flung it at me. I caught it clumsily.

“Be there,” she growled, revving the throttle. “Maybe I’ll inspire your next masterpiece. We’ll compare your sketch to the real thing.” She waited expectantly—any sign of dissent—but I stood frozen, too stunned that she’d actually invited me.

“Cat got your tongue?” she teased.

A trap? A joke? Could she really want me?

“Well? Pervert—answer me.”

My stomach knotted, palms clammy at the thought of crashing a frat party. Still, that Naomi noticed me—wanted me—flared brighter than my fear. I rehearsed a dozen comebacks, but only a whisper escaped: “Y-yeah. I’ll be there.”

Her lips curved. “We’ll see if you’re worthy. Oh, by the way, I made a copy of your flash drive. I’ll keep it till…. Well, till I have punished you, the way I want.”

She slammed on her helmet, throttled away, and her taillight winked out in the gray dusk.

I remained, stunned, hand half-raised in a useless salute to my departing queen. The rest of the walk to campus, I moved in a daze, her final words. “I’ll keep it till…. Well, till I have punished you, the way I want.”


Chapter Four

For the rest of the week, I was a mess—restless and sick with anticipation. I googled “Phi Gamma Rho” and devoured every rumor of their legendary parties, like someone researching a haunted house before buying a ticket. I couldn’t focus in class; my hand froze any time I reached for a blank canvas—too terrified to sketch what I really wanted: Naomi. She’d flash me that knowing grin in class, reminding me she held all the power. At least she was noticing me.

Friday finally arrived, and there I was—thirty feet from the three-story house, frozen after a week of agonizing over why Naomi had asked me. The place was a clichéd frat house: a sagging wooden porch, a battered Greek-letter sign faded by decades of beer-soaked pranks, shrubbery packed with empty cans, and kegs scattered across the lawn. Warm light spilled from every window, silhouettes swaying like drunken ghosts. Music thumped so hard it vibrated through my bones. On the porch, guys in backward caps passed around a bottle of clear liquid.

I stayed rooted to the sidewalk as three girls sashayed past. My stomach clenched with the same sick dread I’d felt when Naomi glimpsed that inappropriate sketch and my very revealing video. I pictured her reaction if she played the videos I’d secretly taken: her bending over in Drawing 201, sunlight catching the curve of her thighs as her leather skirt rode up when she dropped her books. Or worse, what if she posted the video I made of me spanking my ass with one hand and stroking my flesh with the other, begging Naomi for forgiveness until I climaxed, shooting my load all over my stomach? And now I was supposed just to walk in and face her?

My palms went clammy as I imagined her whispering to her friends, showing them the clips, each one of them expecting what the creep behind the camera would say.

I’d always wanted to be seen. To matter. I wanted Naomi. But after this? I wasn’t exactly in a position to ask her out. Maybe I could spin it—frame my invitation as an apology, a way to prove I wasn’t just some pervert.

I watched partygoers stream inside; the house was the center of the campus’s social scene for the night. Naomi was in there somewhere, while I stood paralyzed on the lawn. I envied their confident strides—long legs and perfect curves—every one of them destined for a night among the beautiful and popular. None belonged to me. Only Naomi did.

I laughed painfully. Why would someone like her ever be interested in me—even if she hadn’t caught me sketching her or filming her? So why invite me? To humiliate me? My fears multiplied as I stared at that door. Maybe I should turn back. Naomi and I lived in different worlds. But she invited me. If she didn’t want me here, then why invite me?

Her ultimatum was clear: show up, or she’d expose my perverted little habit. I had to find her. But that meant a gauntlet of insults. And even if I reached her, what then? Ask her out? I didn’t have that kind of courage. God, what if she actually said yes? What then? Or should I just apologize and go home?

I lost my nerve, turned, and started back toward my apartment. I broke into a jog. This was madness. Naomi wouldn’t go out with me—she’d only humiliate me. Strangely, that didn’t sound entirely bad; at least I’d be with her.

Half a block away, I spotted her Harley. I halted and brushed my hand over the polished chrome—cold as an unmelted icicle. The leather seat still bore the faint contour of her body. My mind wandered to how it would feel to be beneath her. I pressed my palm against the midnight-blue tank and followed the custom silhouette: a woman in black leather, stiletto boot planted on a kneeling figure.

I swung back toward the house. I had to try. Find her. At least apologize. Beg her to keep quiet about the photos and videos, promise it wouldn’t happen again.

Compelled by the thought of Naomi—humiliation be damned—I returned to my spot in front of the house. I stared up at the party, longing to belong. But I didn’t, not among these people. I’d be invisible here, a ghost in a cardigan and skinny jeans.

Two more girls shoved past, their perfume lingering. I took a step, halted, my thoughts consumed by Naomi. If we were alone, what would she do? Let me touch her or take control, guiding my hands? I’d probably mess it up—finish too quickly. Or maybe she’d enjoy teaching me, showing me how much I had to learn. I’d do anything to be with her, even for a single night.

That’s why I stood here, hovering at a party I’d never dreamed of. I’d likely be the punchline by midnight, but if Naomi truly saw me, it was worth it. Maybe tonight would be different. Perhaps I’d ask her out, and somehow she’d say, “Yes. I thought you’d never ask, Greg.”

Another wave of girls in revealing outfits brushed past as catcalls rang from the porch. I envied their effortless ability to command the crowd. They owned this. I wanted that: visibility. I wanted Naomi, or anyone, to look at me with unmistakable hunger, a desire that said I mattered.

I don’t recall climbing the sidewalk and stairs. The next thing I knew, I was on the porch, inches from a cluster of frat boys. Doubt clawed at me as I struggled to push forward.

Turn back, I thought, haunted by an imagined retort: “Go out with you? What—shall we draw dirty pictures on our date?”

But she invited me. I owed her an apology. I’d rehearsed it a thousand times: “Naomi, I’m sorry. Can I make it up to you? Take you to The Whispering Canvas? They have a collection of renowned female artists.”

When I snapped back, I realized I was on the porch and the frat boys were mocking me.

“Dude, you’re at the wrong party.” Laughter erupted. I considered retreating, but couldn’t. Naomi was inside. This might be my only chance.

I lowered my voice. “Has anyone seen Naomi? She invited me.”

The bottle made its rounds. “What, are you here to braid her hair?” I do hair to pay for college. Good money. Then it hit me: if my secret were to get out, no woman would let me near her. How would I pay tuition and rent? I had to fix this with Naomi.

They laughed and high-fived. “Princess, wrong party. They’re doing makeovers at the sorority down the street.” More laughter, then someone squealed out, “Dude looks like a lady.”

My body begged to turn back, but I had to get inside. Naomi was in there. Summoning what remained of my nerve, I wove through the jeering crowd, seized the doorknob, and pushed through. At least I could thank her for the invite—and apologize again. I owed her that much.

Behind me, a voice called, “Don’t break a nail, sissy.” Snickers trailed as I let the door swing shut on their laughter.


Chapter Five

Once inside, I froze, confronted by a crowd that’d never looked my way. Bodies pressed and slid together, sweat glinting on bare skin; beer breath mixed with perfume and cologne. In the living room, girls danced for eager guys whose hands hovered at their waists. On the stairs, a shirtless pledge flexed as a sorority girl traced his chest, lips brushing his skin. The bass thudded through the floorboards, vibrating up my legs. I felt like a virgin at an orgy—a ritual I couldn’t navigate.

I hunted for Naomi, telling myself the faster I found her, the sooner I could flee to my apartment. Find her, say hello, and ask her out on a date. No—apologize first. Maybe just apologize. But I had to find her. She’d invited me, after all. At the very least, a hello and a thank you. Then she’d forget me, never know I’d left. Or I could tell her I had to go. Find her, deliver the line, invite her to The Whispering Canvas opening, apologize, say, “Let me make it up to you, Naomi. I’m not like this. I’m not a pervert.”

I ran through my excuses: “I was practicing anatomy—nothing personal.” Or: “It was a study of form and light, not… um, not meant to be sexual.” No, not sexual! “Artists draw what fascinates them. I’m fascinated by you. I have hundreds of sketches of you.” Too stalker ish. “I just—I got carried away.” No. Better: “I’m sorry, Naomi. I draw what’s in my head.” Maybe flatter her: “I thought it’d be flattering? You’re beautiful. I love you.” None felt adequate. But what about the spanking video? How could I explain those videos? Any of them would earn me laughter out the door.

I cycled through absurd excuses, convinced Naomi had invited me only to humiliate me. Maybe I should find her, say hello, then escape. “Naomi, my roommate got locked out…” No, too lame. “I promised my mom I’d call tonight.” Ridiculous—no one postpones the hottest girl alive for a phone call home. “I’m allergic to… girls?” I’d confess I’d watched her, memorized her leg-crossing, the way light caught her hair. Admit that I had sketchbooks filled with the curve of her neck, the arch of her brow, the hollow of her throat, and explain the secret videos: I was capturing your essence.

I…. I what?

I want you to punish me, Naomi.

First, I had to find her.

But where?

I slipped into the kitchen, where a group of football players laughed. I flattened against the wall, trying to vanish even as I craved attention. My heart pounded as I shuffled past the fridge.

I edged back into the living room. A couple by the window chatted intently—his hand pressed to the wall above her shoulder; she toyed with her necklace, laughing too loudly. Two girls in tight miniskirts lounged on a table, legs entwined as they scrolled through photos, stealing glances at football players. I scanned the room, pulse racing. No Naomi.

I crept along the wall past the coat-strewn window seat and slipped into the next room. A girl from drawing class sat at a highboy table. I forced myself to ask, “Have you seen Naomi?” Embarrassingly, I couldn’t remember her name, but I remembered her from Drawing Two.

She studied me, brow raised. “Naomi’s upstairs in the attic—fourth floor. They’re playing truth or dare.” Her eyes flicked to my shoes, skinny jeans, and cardigan, then back to my face. “You’re Greg, right?”

“Yeah. We have Drawing Two together.”

“Right. She said to send you up if you turned up.” She shook her head, smirking. “I wouldn’t go if I were you. Those girls play rough.”

“Naomi invited me. I have to say at least hello.”

She tilted her head. “Okay. But consider yourself warned.”


Chapter Six

My nerves crackled as I climbed the stairs toward Naomi. The carpet was threadbare, the banister’s paint flaking under my fingers. Music faded as I reached the third floor and came to a halt, staring up at the attic. A hush descended—the kind that foreshadows something risky or humiliating. I hesitated at the top step, then forced myself on: just a few more steps. Find her. What’s the worst? A refusal? Laughter?

My skin burned as I pictured Naomi in her apartment—sitting, scrolling, her eyes devouring the videos I took of her. The clip of her brushing her skirt down outside the library, precise and quick. The slow-motion close-up of her knees crossing in Hartman’s lecture hall. The shot from behind as she strides to her Harley, sunlight igniting her hair. Shame shrinks me to nothing. She watched every second. She knows. She knows I loiter by the yoga studio on Tuesdays, book open for cover. She knows about her lunch bench, sunlit for only an hour—the one she favors. The videos have traced her outline; now she just needs to fill in the colors. She knows I find being spanked sexually arousing. How do I explain that in any other way than I’m a pervert?

I invaded her privacy; now she’s plotting revenge. She’ll mount me like a butterfly, pin me to her canvas, display me for all—an exposed stalker at the center of her art. My pulse spiked. If humiliation is the ticket into her world, I’ll pay. I’ll stand naked before her and her friends, if that’s the price. Just to be seen. Just to matter.

I almost hear her say, “Take off your clothes,” her dark eyes gleaming with cruel amusement. “Fair’s fair, Greg.”

“All of it,” she’d command, foot tapping with cruel impatience, that smirk twisting her lips.

My stomach knots as the scenario unfolds. She’d make me peel off my shirt, expose my unremarkable chest; then yank down my jeans, leaving me shivering in boxers as she prowls like a predator. Laughter drifts from the attic—are they planning my humiliation?

And I’d obey. No use pretending otherwise. I loved her. I loved Naomi, and for her I’d cross any line, abandon my reservations, surrender anything she asked. I wouldn’t hesitate: I would comply. God help me—I would.

My imagination runs wild. In our next class, Naomi would declare, “Greg, our nude model today.” She’d place me on that same platform the professional model used—but unlike him, I’d fumble, covering myself with trembling hands while she snaps, “Stop hiding what little you’ve got.” The rough wooden platform would grind beneath my bare feet, splinters pricking each shift of weight.

My face flushes as I envision her drawing me in exaggerated strokes, snickering, or shaking her head. “Hold still,” she’d snap whenever I fidget. “I’m capturing your essence.”

And I felt it—a strange stirring between my thighs. Not quite right, I’ve had erections before, but never from a fantasy of my humiliation.

Then Christ—the rendering of my naked, pathetic form would be everywhere: taped to bathroom stalls, pinned to department bulletin boards. “Pervert,” the caption would declare. Or something worse.

I can already hear whispers as I walk campus, feel stares searing my back, catch smirks from classmates who know me as Naomi’s brutal caricature: the guy who sketched his classmate’s pussy instead of the assignment—the creep who got what he deserved.

My hands tremble, waiting for the other shoe to drop, for the full scope of my punishment. This moment of being caught must be only the beginning, not knowing that the best thing that could happen to me waited at the top of the steps.

The attic’s cold hits me hard, unfamiliar and sudden—a rush of strange, stale air. I see everything at once: the snarl of extension cords curled in corners, a futon flattened and sagging under its own defeat, shelves teetering with a rainbow of nail polish and the bitter tang of acetone, a mannequin head knocked sideways, twin black eyes glaring under a chopped-off bob. But my gaze sticks to the wall—the altar, gaudy and obscene, decked out in Sharpie, lipstick, the wild scrawl and shrieking confessions of those who had come before.

I can read them. “Boys who cry make the best girls.” “I became Naomi’s pretty little princess on April 10th, 2024!” There’s always a name, a title: Sugar Plum. Below, “Real men wear lipstick!” below it, lipstick tubes stand like sentries. Under “I’m just a cute little sissy!” a mound of panties, nothing but frill and dare. “I’m not a man anymore, I’m a slut in training!” “I live for attention and affection!” Each one branded across the altar in screaming color—a ledger of shame and surrender.

And then the white blouse, emblazoned in bright pink “CUMSLUT” across the front, hung up from a nail, hung like a trophy or a warning. Pipes overhead groan beneath the weight of clashing women’s wear: tops that plunge, taunting, miniskirts with barely a hope of modesty, a pink bra flapping limp with emptiness but calling out for flesh to fill it.

A mirror leans on the far wall, full-length, heavy; its frame plastered in printed images. At first, I almost miss it, the sleight-of-hand of faces transformed: beautiful, yes, and beyond that, alluring, manufactured to project shame and pride at the same time. If you walked by them on a street, you wouldn’t even guess they were men. The faces are perfect. It’s not just the pouty red lips or the mascara eyes gone wide with forbidden thrill. It’s the legs, too, highlighted in fishnets, pulled taut, more spectacular than any woman’s I can remember. All of them, though—the tell. They hiked their skirts up, each one letting the lens catch the flash of what’s between their thighs: a pink device, a badge of belonging. Post-Its crowd around the edge of the mirror: “Walk Like a Lady”; “Practice Your Curtsy”; “Good Girls Swallow.” Orders, reminders, things you can’t escape even if you wanted to.

Then I think there’s no way those images are authentic. Probably some fraternity prank. Maybe a guy or gal in an Advanced Artificial Intelligence class created the photos. Sure. No way they’re real.

And then the women at the center, clustered around an old-style Coke bottle like a coven in session. From behind, the first thing I look at is Naomi’s hips braced tight in black leather, hair scraped up to a knife-edge. She moves, and the room tilts with her. The other girls in the coven I recognized from the Salon. All regular customers. Sasha’s perched beside her, doll-like Emily, giggling bare-legged, and Helen.

Naomi’s trademark black leather thigh-high boots rest beside her; her creamy white feet are deserving of admiration, and the red polish on each toe—it’s a detail impossible to overlook, even as I try not to stare. She owns this attic, owns the space even when she’s silent, owns the room and the threat that the surroundings hint at, hanging in the air.

I freeze, pulse hammering, caught between wanting to blend into the insulation and wondering as I try to diffuse what the altar means, wondering if I’m going to be the next spectacle, a man conjured here for their amusement.

Sasha spun the Coke bottle, each lazy revolution a chance for me to leave, go home, never to return. Forget about Naomi. Find another woman to stalk.

The Coke bottle slowed to a stop, pointing straight at Naomi.

Sasha saw me first and cocked her head at Naomi.

Naomi turned and said, “Hey, Greg, you made it.” No welcome, not really, but no mockery either. The other three twist around, measuring me as if they’d been waiting for this entrance. Instinctively, I shrink. I can see the story already: the desperate guy, the one with a crush on Naomi, the one who doesn’t get the joke but still wants in.

Sasha grinned—a flash of too many teeth. “Late to the party, but still in time for Truth or Dare,” she sings out.

Helen, not even glancing up, lets it fall: “Not unless you’re chicken.”

Emily giggled, covered her mouth, and blushed.

I force a smile, eyes glued to the wall of confessions, shrine of shame. “I’ll just watch,” I muttered. “Don’t want to break the mood.”

Naomi shook her head. “No one here is ‘just watching,’” she said, and the laughter spiked. She patted the space beside her. I dropped, knees locked tight, trying to still my hands.

“Okay, question time,” Sasha said, hands steepled. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” Naomi answered.

Helen asked, “What’s something you pretend to like but secretly hate?”

“I hate guys who don’t respect me,” Naomi snapped. “Zero tolerance for men who think I enjoy being objectified—or that I should worship the ground they walk on. I want…” Her eyes flicked to the others, then back. “I want a man who worships me.”

Then she glanced at the altar. Back at me.

Oh God. I’d done all those things. How had I been so disrespectful—sketching her intimate parts without consent? There’s no other word: I had objectified her, reduced her to lines on paper for my gratification. Then I followed her, fooling myself it wasn’t stalking—when that’s precisely what it was.

Emily—glossy hair, a short sundress, about my size—chimed in, “Oh yeah? What about all your football player…friends? All macho, all muscle. And…?”

Naomi curled her lip. “Muscles are fine. But…”

“But what?” Helen prodded.

“As long as they know their place,” Naomi replied. “Most don’t. None so far has proven they deserve me—or earned the privilege of pleasing me.”

Sasha teased, “Come on—truth. It is truth or dare, after all.”

“Sure, I like muscles—nice, big…well, you know.”

The girls giggled.

Naomi paused, inspecting her crimson-nailed fingers—bold, striking, commanding attention. “Here’s more truth: I abhor guys who try to out-macho each other. I don’t want a man who shouts louder, punches harder, or drinks more.”

She shifted and found my gaze, a smile curving her lips. As if waiting, she told the circle, “Honestly, I only let a guy talk to me if he’ll let me run the show. You know?”

The girls laughed knowingly—like they were waiting for me. My spine tingled; I considered leaving. Naomi held my eyes as she spun the bottle. It landed on Emily—so thin, so petite, her sundress hanging on her boyish frame.

My feet froze, hands prickling. I tried to speak, but my voice fizzled, lost on the stairs.

Naomi patted the carpet—a queen summoning her subject. “Greg. Sit.” She scooted aside, and the others shifted in silent agreement, making room for me in the circle right where the coke bottle pointed.

Without hesitation, Naomi turned to me. “Truth or dare?”


Chapter Seven

I stuttered, “Truth,” hoping to pick the safe option.

Naomi leaned in, chin resting on her hand. “If you could date anyone, who would it be?”

I choked out, “Uh… I don’t really—” Say it, I thought. This is your chance. But I hedged, “I’m so busy with school, I never thought about it.”

Helen snorted, holding back laughter. “Too busy for dates or too busy sketching Naomi naked?”

Sasha added, “Must be tough finding time for dates between all that peeping and dirty drawing.”

Emily laughed. When she caught her breath, she said, “Busy? The only thing you’re really busy with is your private Naomi art collection.”

Sasha leaned forward. “Who needs a girlfriend when you’ve got a disk full of videos of Naomi strutting around campus?”

Emily giggled, “And a greased-up right hand, right Greg?”

Helen asked, “Or left-handed?”

They all burst out laughing. My face burned. “I… listen.” I turned to Naomi. “I’m sorry. I’ll do anything to make it up to you.”

Emily smirked. “Our little pervert doesn’t even know who you are, Naomi. Give us a name, pervert. Or we’ll just assume you’re a virgin.”

All eyes on me, I glanced at Naomi. She fixed her green gaze on me, tense with anticipation. In those emerald pools, I saw mischief—and a hint of invitation. If I could only scrape up the courage…

“Take a picture,” Sasha teased.

I realized I’d been staring at the gap in Naomi’s blouse, hung open as if daring me to stare.

Naomi snapped her fingers, with two fingers directing my gaze to her eyes, “Up here, Greg.”

Helen laughed. “Maybe he’s researching his next dirty sketch.”

The circle cackled. I felt trapped. Stay and endure this—or run?

“Well? Who’s the lucky lady or guy, Greg?” Naomi pressed, watching my shoelaces.

“I do date girls.” I blurted out a lie, “She’s a girl from back home.”

Even I could hear how fake it sounded.

Naomi leaned in, voice slow and deliberate. “This isn’t a negotiation. Truth means no hiding, no games. Name her now.” Each word crushed any thought of resistance, and I loved her more for it.

I met her gaze. Her emerald eyes dared me to look away. One eyebrow arched in a perfect, sultry curve.

I wanted to tell the truth—that I’d come to this stupid party just to see her—but I stuttered, “Molly.” The lie hung in the tense circle.

Naomi raised an eyebrow, muttered something, and let it go. The others sighed, disappointed that I failed to produce the drama they craved.

Sasha spun the bottle again. I remained silent, kicking myself that I didn’t confess my love for Naomi. If I had, what then? Would Naomi have been embarrassed?

I nearly bolted, but Naomi caught my wrist. “Don’t move.” Her grip was firm; every nerve in my arm tingled with submission.

She twisted to face me, knees brushing mine. Her green eyes never left my face; she savored my discomfort.

Her fingernails dug into my wrist as she leaned close, breath warm on my ear. “You belong to me now,” she whispered, voice silky steel. “I’ve seen every video. Now it’s time to pay your debt, little voyeur—and I promise you’ll wear more than just shame before the night is over.”

I sank back to the floor, paralyzed. The game went on, truths unfolding, but no one dared.

When it landed on Emily again, she chose truth. With a devilish grin, she confessed her fantasies of sleeping with the entire varsity basketball team—sometimes all at once, sometimes one at a time, commanding each turn. I blushed at her boldness.

Laughter subsided. It landed on Sasha next. She proudly proclaimed she’d been with eleven guys this year—five at the same party, no regrets. My heart sank at her tally while mine remained a desert of nothing.

I prayed the bottle wouldn’t land on me. It landed on Naomi. She cracked her knuckles and said, “Truth.”

Sasha asked, “Have you found a guy who lets you be in control?”

Naomi’s eyes flicked to me. Then to the altar of guys that had come before me. “I think so.”

I looked away.

Naomi continued, “I want to test a man’s devotion—see how far he’ll go to please me, what he’ll endure at my command.”

The room tensed.

Sasha pressed, “Have you found him yet?”

Naomi considered.

Helen said, “Command? Bootcamp sounds like a good start.”

Naomi refilled her wineglass, then fixed her gaze on me. “I want to strip a man of his identity, piece by piece, until he’s nothing but raw submission: my blank canvas. Then I create my masterpiece.”

Silence pressed in.

“I crave that moment of absolute surrender—when pride dissolves, and he kneels, offering everything. Submission is strength; yielding to me, his ultimate power.”

I knew in that instant what I wanted: to be that man. But how could I say it?

Naomi paused, eyes gleaming. “What better proof of loyalty than wearing a dress for me? Begging for my affection—servicing the football team at my command.”

“Holy shit, Naomi!” Sasha gasped. “Where would you even find a guy like that? So—have you found him?”

Naomi glanced at me. “Maybe. Time will tell.”

My heart stuttered. A small voice inside whispered, I hope it’s me.


Chapter Eight

The game barreled on, each truth cranking up the tension. But my mind stayed fixed on Naomi—on what it would be like to surrender utterly to her.

Naomi spun the bottle; it clattered to a stop, pointing right at me. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.”

“What’s something you’ve told no one?”

“I… uh…”

“C’mon, Greg. We all have secrets. Share one.” Sasha smacked my arm.

Emily snorted. “It’s not a secret if everyone knows, Sash.”

“Fuck you. Spill it, Greg.”

I exhaled. “I stole marshmallows from the church bake sale in sixth grade.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Sasha collapsed back, and everyone laughed.

The bottle spun again, over and over, until it landed on me once more.

“Truth,” I sighed, opting for safety.

Emily leaned forward, tugging at the hem of her sundress, voice low but clear: “Yes or no—do you have a thing for Naomi?”

Heat flamed my cheeks. I stared at the cheap carpet, counting its knots. But before I could rethink it, I blurted, “Yes! And I lied about Molly.”

Silence crashed in. All eyes locked onto me. My pulse thundered as I confessed my love of Naomi, forcing the words out, voice raw: “I think she’s brilliant. And I was hoping…” I let the sentence hang.

They leaned in, waiting. I cleared my throat. “Naomi, I came here wanting to ask you something, but I chickened out.” I met her gaze, refusing to look away. “I want a chance to prove I’m not… a—”

“Pervert,” Sasha sneered.

I ignored her. “I want to make up for it… Take you to The Whispering Canvas. Three weeks from next Friday. Will you go with me?” Every syllable was a small victory.

Naomi’s lips curved into a half-smile, unreadable. The girls whooped; Emily high-fived Sasha. “Oh, you do not know.”

Sasha laughed. “Greg might suck off the football team to please Naomi!”

Emily shot back, “Maybe you can teach him a thing or two about giving head.”

I turned back to Naomi. She held my stare unflinchingly; her smile twisting into something dark and precise. She radiated control, measuring exactly how far I’d bow to please her.

This wasn’t the Naomi I thought I knew. Her mask had slipped, revealing something predatory beneath. The realization both unnerved and intrigued me.

She tapped a crimson nail against her lower lip, smile slow and dangerous. “I think our little artist needs an assignment worthy of his… talents. Let’s see how good you are at sketching cocks.” Her eyes glittered. “Since you’re so fascinated by what’s between people’s legs, I might as well put that obsession to proper use.”


Chapter Nine

“Since you’re so fascinated by what’s between people’s legs, I might as well put that obsession to proper use.”

What did she mean by that? The other question that seemed to hang in the air was how far I would go to please her.

Indeed, how far would I go? The question echoed. I spun the bottle, desperate to hide from her gaze, focusing on anything else—the hypnotic rotation, Sasha’s chipped blue nails, the misaligned brown carpet squares. But I couldn’t help myself. I glanced at Naomi. Our eyes met, and gravity shifted. Her presence drew me in like a cosmic force, inescapable and overwhelming. A planet caught in a sun’s orbit, I hung suspended between salvation and destruction, waiting for whatever came next.

I spun the bottle; it pointed at Sasha.

“Truth,” Sasha said.

I needed to divert attention from me, so I asked Sasha, “Um…. Do you regret your wild night with the guys? I mean….”

Her vivid, fifteen-minute confession erased any memory of my confession about Naomi. Finally, she spun again. Naomi’s gaze never left me—anger? Curiosity? Arousal? Something darker?

Two more truths passed before Naomi said, “We can’t play Truth all night. Eventually, somebody’s doing a dare.”

Three turns later, when the bottle pointed toward Naomi, she declared, “Dare,” as if she’d finally had enough of the truth and wanted to spice up this party.

Emily smiled, “Finish the game naked.”

“Fuck.” I said a little too loudly.

Naomi didn’t flinch. She stood, unbuttoned her blouse, shrugged it off, and tossed it into my lap. “Now you’ll see if your little drawings are accurate.”

My stomach dropped into my erection. Too terrified to look directly, so out of the corner of my eye, I watched the flash of pale skin where her top fell open. She hooked her finger under her bra strap, winked, then let the black lace fall away. Her dark nipples hardened, and the room went quiet. It was so quiet; I suspected everyone had heard my pounding heart, and my hands trembled to cover the throbbing beneath my tight skinny jeans. Naomi just stood there, miraculous and coldly confident as her eyes dropped to my groin and my erection.

“What should I do to you if your nasty little sketches aren’t accurate?”

In one fluid motion, she slid off her jeans and then her panties, revealing muscular thighs branded with two tattoos: a coiled whip and the word OBEY above a smirking pair of lips. She turned to me, pussy inches from my face. “Well, dirty boy, does your imagination match reality?”

“I…. I….”

“I thought not.” She sat, crossed her legs, and spun the bottle.

It landed on Emily. “Dare,” she said.

Naomi said, “You too! Naked.”

Emily stood, lifted her sundress over her head, and let it drop to the floor. The white cotton panties came next. Emily’s frame was lean and androgynous, with narrow hips and small breasts that barely needed a bra—the polar opposite of Naomi’s curvy, ample figure. Where Emily’s limbs were delicate and graceful, Naomi’s radiated raw power. I froze between fantasy and panic, lungs refusing to work, unable to decide whether to savor this impossible moment or bolt from the room forever.

Naomi looked straight at me, tilted her head. She didn’t spin the bottle; she turned it toward me and said, “Your turn.”

“No! That’s cheating.” I said.

Naomi leaned in, her eyes locked on mine. “Okay, dirty boy. I’ll ask. Truth or dare,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “But choose wisely. This isn’t about your little camera or your sketches anymore. Get it right, and you’ll have a real girlfriend—dinners, movies, my hand in yours at the art opening. Get it wrong, and you can go back to jerking off to videos, stalker.”

My voice seemed to get stuck somewhere behind my tongue. I was being blackmailed. I tried to speak, but all I managed was a shrug. “I…. I….”

Naomi grinned, the white of her teeth blinding. “Dare. Is that what you’re trying to say? Dare is the least you can do for me, for your dirty images of me.”

I swallowed hard and nodded.

The room vibrated with anticipation, thick with what I could only suspect was my degradation. I braced for pain, for humiliation, for the dare that would leave me burning all semester. Naomi stared at me, “Yes! Is that your answer? If that’s the case, I envision a future where you and I walk hand in hand through The Whispering Canvas. Is that what you want?”

I nodded.

Naomi said, “Strip! Join us. Then maybe I have you face the mirror and sketch yourself.”

Sasha chimed in. “No, we dress you up. Really dress you.”

Emily added. “Make up and all. Head-to-toe.”

Naomi glanced at her watch. “We’re going in the right direction, ladies.” She checked her phone. “Let’s see, it’s nine now.” She grabbed my chin, her nails digging into my skin, and stared into my eyes. “You want to know what my wet pussy feels like wrapped around your pathetic cock? Want to taste my juices on your tongue? All you have to do is spend the rest of the night dressed how we want until midnight. I’ll make it worthwhile. Go till midnight, dressed as a girl, and I’ll not only go on the date with you, but I’ll let you bury your face between my thighs until you can’t breathe.”

“Oh, fuck.” I said.

“I’ll take that as a yes. But chicken out, and well, you lost your chance at the best piece of ass on campus.” There was nothing but sadistic satisfaction on her face.

“Here? What if someone finds out?”

Helen whispered, “If we do it right, no one will know. You’ll be just another tramp in the crowd.”

Emily added, “How about we really test his desire for you, Naomi, and add a little spice to the dare.”

Naomi said, “I’m all ears.”

Sasha said, “If a guy asks for sex, he can’t say no.”

Naomi nodded, thinking. After half a minute of silence, she said, “No. That’s too easy. How about this? Once we have him all dolled up, the little pervert has to sketch three cocks. And no guessing. No fantasy. Our little pervert here has to have three guys pose for him, and he has to draw their cocks, and he has to collect their signatures on the canvas. He doesn’t have to have sex with them, but he has to draw accurately three penis of men. Sex is optional. But if he does, then maybe…”

“You reward him!” Sasha added.

“A dare for you,” Helen added.

I shot to my feet, “Whoa. Hold on a minute!” I dropped Naomi’s blouse, exposing the insolent tent in my jeans.

Emily said to Naomi, “And if he brings proof of his devotion and desire, you have to do whatever his dirty, perverted mind desires.”

Sasha pointed at my arousal. “Your words protest, but that….”

I looked down and turned red. It had been like releasing a jack-in-the-box—under my pants, and the embarrassment had sprung out with a hideous clang. All four girls snapped their gazes to it as if on cue.

Sasha, ever merciless, whistled and cackled, “Jesus, Greg, is that all you brought?”

Naomi tapped her chin, eyes narrowed at my crotch. “Maybe we should sketch that little nub. Though I’d need my finest detailing pen—the kind I use for microscopic work. We could hang the drawings around campus with a magnifying glass attached.”

Helen pretended to squint, her mouth cocked in wicked delight. Emily clapped her hands and doubled over, tears streaming down her face. A flush worked its way up from my throbbing erection, past my ears, and into my scalp, like a tide of blood that threatened to drown me. I tried to say something clever, some joke to take the sting out, but my voice caught, and only a pathetic squeak came out. Years of being the quiet one, the “sensitive” guy, had not prepared me for public humiliation, especially not in Naomi’s presence, the woman I loved more than anything. The only thing I could do was make a desperate break for the door, hoping to escape the laughter, the eyes, the echo of Sasha’s nasty little “Isn’t it supposed to get bigger?”

Naomi, still gloriously naked and radiating command, didn’t even need to raise her voice. “Get back here. Leave, and you’ll never get another shot at me, and besides, you owe me for your nasty drawings.”

Somehow, I loved her more. How strange was that? I turned back.

“Hands at your sides, Greg,” she said, like a teacher catching a kid cheating during a test. “No hiding. That’s the rule.” Her tone was silky, but the steel in it froze me. I hesitated, but she was already looking at me with that effortless dominance, daring me to resist.

In the split second I debated disobeying, Sasha hooted, “You heard her, dirty boy. Show us what you’re so proud of.”

I stood with my fingers laced behind my back, knuckles whitening, wishing my groin would vanish from the universe. Pure animal panic seized me—that primitive instinct to shield your most vulnerable spot from predators. But the tent in my jeans remained, now the explicit subject of everyone’s focus. Four pairs of eyes zeroed in on me, not as a person but as a specimen under glass. My ears burned. My throat constricted. My pulse hammered so loud I was sure they could all hear it.

Emily said, “If you’re gonna pitch a tent, you don’t get to pretend it’s not there.” She smirked, eyes dancing between my crotch and my humiliated face. “And if you’re so opposed to, well, our little dare, why are you hard?”

“You’re both naked. That’s why.” The air in the room felt cool, but everywhere else I burned. “How am I supposed to get three guys to…. I mean, how am I supposed to draw three guys’ junk and get them to sign the pictures?”

Naomi leaned forward, elbows on her knees, breasts hanging, nipples still stubbornly erect. Her tongue darted across her lower lip as she held my gaze. “Do you want a date with me? Yes or no? Complete this by midnight, and I’ll spread my legs for you too—just once.” She said it with a venom-tinged sweetness, each syllable a hook sinking deeper into my flesh, promising both deliverance and damnation in a single breath.

I wanted to shrink into the floor. “I do. But this? I mean….”

“If you do this…” Naomi said, “Well, you heard my dare. Not only that, if you succeed, I’ll pick you up for the art opening, and you can ride on the back of my Harley, and after the show, we can have some fun. Your choice of pleasure.”

I stood there paralyzed. What do I do? Do I agree to the dare? What if she doesn’t follow through? What if this is an elaborate way to punish me? And why am I enjoying it?

“How do I know? I mean that you’ll….”

Naomi didn’t hesitate for even a second. She stalked straight over to the table, grabbed a thick black Sharpie from the counter, and, after a quick, calculating glance around, snagged a half-empty pizza box. In one sweeping motion, she tore off the lid, dropped it flat on the floor between her legs, and wrote in bold, slanted block letters.

The Sharpie squeaked against the cardboard as Naomi scrawled out the terms, her handwriting slanting with urgency. She held up the greasy pizza lid. “Listen up. ‘I, Greg, will remain dressed as a girl until midnight. I will get three sketches of men’s genitals, each signed by its model. If I complete this dare, Naomi will perform any sexual act of my choosing and accompany me to the gallery opening.’” Her signature slashed across the bottom, dark and final. Below it, she added: “Should I fail through cowardice or tardiness, I become Naomi’s servant until she deems my debt for perversion paid in full.”

She capped the Sharpie with a flourish, then spun the cardboard lid toward me.

“Well?”

For a moment, I stared at the pizza box, watched the way the letters rippled under the grease of the pizza, the way Naomi’s handwriting—large, energetic, a little aggressive—seemed to taunt me personally. My hand trembled as I picked up the pen, but as soon as it touched the cardboard, I felt a weird, unexpected calm. I signed, right under her challenge.

Naomi didn’t stop there. She turned the contract around, lifted it high, and displayed my signature to the other girls. The attic erupted in whoops and applause. A cold, anxious thrill shot through me—something sharp and bright, equal parts terror and euphoria.

Then, to the room: “Alright, everybody, Greg is officially doing the dare! And if he succeeds, I’m on the hook for the art opening, and I offer my body as his. Now let’s see if he can survive and complete his task by midnight.”

Sasha returned everyone’s focus to my unmistakable erection, “He looks like he’s going to enjoy himself.”

It hit me all at once: there was only one way I was going to get three guys to drop their pants. There was only one answer, and it tasted like surrender and sweat. I would offer sex. It seemed almost laughably obvious now, but the certainty of it settled over me like a noose around my neck. I’d agreed to this. No, I’d walked right into it. And if I wanted to complete the dare, I’d have to go further than I’d ever imagined.

Emily leaned forward, inches from my crotch, “It’s got a bend to it. Like a banana. But not as big as a banana. More like a piece of macaroni.”

Emily hooted and elbowed Helen, who simply made a thoughtful, “Hmmm,” as if cataloging me for later analysis.

Emily, sharp-eyed and merciless, said, “Honestly, I’ve seen bigger on a Ken doll.”

Helen rubbed her chin, “You know, Naomi, maybe he’s not going to want sex with you. I mean, look at how hard his cock is, and he’s on the verge of being feminized and pimped out to a house full of frat guys. Maybe he’s going to go cock and never come back to pussy.”

The humiliation cycled through me, first as a red-hot flush, then as a chill, then as a kind of dizzy lightness like I might faint. The worst part was that my body betrayed me completely—my cock, defiant and indifferent to my shame, throbbed harder, growing impossibly stiffer under the relentless examination and the possibilities the dare might bring forth.

I may as well have been caught naked on national television. I could barely breathe through the humiliation smothering me. I think I blacked out for a minute because the next thing I remember is standing at the doorway, looking down at the third floor.

Sasha shouted, “Where are you going, Princess? It’s makeover time!”

Emily’s hand closed around my wrist, anchoring me. Every cell of my body screamed to me to run, but under it all, a deeper, steadier hunger tried to surface. The humiliation wasn’t just shame; it was something else, a kind of rawness I’d never felt but always imagined—like stripping off my skin and letting the world see what was underneath. I hated it, and I needed it, and the combination made my head spin.

“I’m not sure I can do this. I mean….” I couldn’t look back. I knew if I did, I’d…. I’d….

Naomi’s words sliced through me, “If you can’t, that’s okay, but if you want to get into the sweetness between my thighs, you’ll do it. This is your only opportunity for the best pussy of your life.”

I knew then that I’d say yes. I wondered how I’d look in a dress. How my legs, I’d been told, were too girly and smooth would look in a dress. The laughter from the girls, even Naomi’s, clawed at the inside of my skull. I forced a smile and turned, trying to hide the feverish shaking of my hands by tucking them into my armpits, but that only made the nerves worse; I was suddenly aware of sweat everywhere, pooling and slick at the backs of my knees and under my shirt.

Emily’s teeth bared in a wolfish grin, gestured with both hands, beckoning me to the center of the room, like a magician about to perform a trick.

Naomi was on her feet, standing naked and oh so sexy, looking like a cat gone hunting. “Strip,” she said.


Chapter Ten

“Here?” I whispered, frozen, my eyes locked on Naomi—the girl of my dreams.

“You can leave if you want,” she said softly. “But you’ll never taste what I’ve tasted, feel what I’ve felt. Greg, they say a picture is worth a thousand words, but to truly experience something…” She leaned in, her warm breath against my neck. “…you have to taste it, smell it, feel it under your fingertips. A photo of the Grand Canyon can’t capture the vertigo at the edge, the ancient dust filling your lungs. To truly experience pussy,” she traced her lower lip with her tongue, never breaking eye contact, “you have to inhale its musky sweetness, taste its salt, feel those silken walls gripping you until you forget your name.”

Silence fell. Every gaze in the room pinned me in place. My pulse thundered down into my groin. Naomi’s stare stripped me bare. My future as a “man” trembled in the balance. To have Naomi—every guy’s dream—I had to surrender that manhood. Wrong and yet right. Each dare would strip a piece of me, molecule by molecule. What would I become? Could I run? Laugh it off? I couldn’t leave. I’d always have done anything for Naomi—but “anything” had never looked like this.

Naomi didn’t flinch. She held my gaze, lips curving into a smile just for me. Something flickered in her emerald eyes—an intimate, charged transmission. “You know,” she whispered, “by coming here, you made yourself mine.” She leaned closer; her perfume enveloped me. “To be mine, you must pay. For drawing what’s mine without permission. For stalking me.”

“I…”

She pressed her finger to my lips. “No use denying it. I chose you. Being shaped by me is an honor few earn. But before I accept you, you must prove devotion and pay your debt. I will break you, tear you apart, rebuild you in the image I desire. Strip—or leave.” Her possessive tone sent a shiver down my spine—half warning, half promise. I craved that command. This wasn’t casual fun. It was proving something—to myself, to her, to my insecurities’ ghost. I hated how badly I wanted her approval, even if it meant public humiliation. Still, I’d have what I came for: a date with Naomi and a night of passion.

“Strip! Did you not hear me?”

“Here?” I echoed, glancing around the room.

Naomi snapped her fingers. “Look at me!” She spun naked. “Let’s go. Strip. We have work before you join the pack. Shave.”

“Shave?”

“Girls shave. Hurry. I have to do your makeup and…”

“Wait—makeup?”

Naomi grinned. “You don’t expect to look like a girl without the full treatment, do you? Maybe you’d rather just sketch women’s bodies from afar, never know what it’s like to be wrapped in one.” She stepped back, gesturing toward the door. “You can leave now if that’s all you want.”

Emily laughed low and throaty—clearly enjoying the show. That’s when I realized Truth or Dare was bait.

Sasha chanted, “Take it off. Shake your money maker.”

They’d done this before, I thought.

Helen snapped her fingers, radiating power. “Come on. Take it off.”

The more I resisted, the more they savored it.

Naomi, still naked, rummaged in her oversized canvas bag. “It’s non-negotiable.”

Why didn’t I flee? I don’t know. I peeled off my cardigan.

Sasha cheered, “Yeah, baby. Take it off.” She dug into her pocket and tossed a crumpled twenty on the floor. “Bet he’s five inches.”

Emily dropped to her knees, eyes on my tent pole. “I’m in for twenty at three inches.”

“Hey,” I protested.

Helen slapped a twenty beside theirs. “I’m in for four and a half.”

Naomi snapped, “Come on, pretty boy, strip.”

Somehow, my skinny jeans were at my ankles. They snagged, and I nearly fell. Like peeling a Band-Aid, my underwear slipped off—and my erection sprang free.

They sighed in disappointment. Naomi smiled and stepped closer, inspecting me like livestock. My pulse hammered, my cock twitched. Sweat beaded on my forehead.

Naked and trembling, plum-colored tip throbbing, Sasha scooped up my clothes and stuffed them into a gym bag.

Naomi pointed to the stairs. “Downstairs is a bathroom, ready for you. Go shower and shave. That’s an order. It’s the second door on the left.” The girls formed a line, arms folded, watching.

“Hurry!” they chanted.

As I turned for the bathroom, one thought hardened into certainty: they’d done this before. And they were experts at psychological torture—torture I was strangely enjoying.


Chapter Eleven

I crept down the attic stairs, clutching my groin to maintain some sense of modesty. Music and laughter from the main floor felt miles away, while the girls above whispered bets: would I chicken out, finish the dare, or look convincing dressed as a girl? They even wagered how long it would take some guy to hit on me.

The bathroom door stood invitingly ajar, as if they’d choreographed every detail with prankster precision. I nudged it open, the cold metal knob biting into my clammy palm, and stepped inside. The air was heavy with coconut shampoo and cheap floral body spray—an aggressively feminine bouquet that erased any trace of my masculinity. The room was a shrine to girlhood: a bubblegum-pink razor perched on the chipped ceramic sink, a fresh can of “Satin Kiss” shaving cream on the tub’s edge, and a folded pink towel stamped with black letters spelling my fate: “You aren’t very ladylike, are you? Not yet, anyway.”

It hit me that the Truth or Dare Clan had sent guys down here before to shed hair and pride. A heart-shaped sticky note clung to the mirror, moisture fading but not erasing its warning: “Miss a spot and you start over.” Sample-sized lotions lined up like soldiers flanking the medicine cabinet, promising to transform me into something softer and more fragrant than I had ever imagined myself becoming.

The cold tile chilled the soles of my feet as I stood there, and the shame of my embarrassingly stiff cock. My reflection stared back: a naked, pitiful figure poised to shave away the last vestige of his manhood with a bubblegum-pink razor. Naomi’s words echoed in my mind: “To truly experience a pussy, you have to smell its musky sweetness, taste its salt on your tongue, and feel those silken walls pulsing and gripping around you until you forget your own name.”

God help me, the thought made me throb as I pictured Naomi’s thighs clamping around my waist, her breath hot against my neck, her nails digging into my shoulders. The image of her slick heat enveloping me made my knees buckle. I’d endure anything—this humiliation, this ritual, this castration of my ego—just to feel her body writhe beneath mine, to hear her gasp my name as I drove into her.

Trembling, I reached for the can of shaving cream, trying to steady my breath. The girls’ laughter echoed from above—distant, relentless. My heartbeat thundered in my ears. I’d never felt so out of control, yet oddly aroused by the ritual. Was this how girls felt all the time—judged, on display, forced to perform for a jeering crowd?

I locked eyes with my reflection, arms folded across my chest, pale skin luminescent under the flickering bulb. Rosy patches bloomed on my cheeks and neck, my pulse pounding at my throat. My cock—traitorously erect—twitched every time I imagined Naomi’s commanding gaze, a warm rush pulsing through me and stiffening me further. Shifting my weight, the friction against my impending smooth thighs ignited an electric spark in my groin. I swallowed hard, horrified to realize I wasn’t just enduring this humiliation—its dark thrill intoxicated me.

Surrendering to Naomi’s control, I shaved my entire body.


Chapter Twelve

I stepped back into the attic, naked as a peeled grape. My fingers shook at the memory of each stroke of the blade—a betrayal of everything I thought I was: a man. The towel clung to my hips, jutting out shamefully. I couldn’t hide or deny how much I was enjoying this loss of control.

I froze at the threshold. They hadn’t seen me yet. Should I leave? Or submit?

“Do you have that cute outfit from the last one, Naomi?” Sasha asked.

Cute outfit?

“Oh, yeah,” Emily said. “Think he’s coming back up?”

My heart raced. I took a step backward, eyes fixed on the bag with my clothes. What had I done?

“Oh, he’ll be begging to dress up every day after tonight—just for a chance to dip his stick in you,” Helen said.

Emily clapped her hands. “This is hilarious. Remember that out-of-state guy we feminized last month? What was his name?”

“Mark.” Sasha said, “Molly the slut after we got done with him.”

“Yep,” Naomi said. “He was adorable in that frilly dress. I’ve got a good feeling about Greg.”

My pulse hammered. There’d been others? If so, I wasn’t special. Should I stay or flee? Act like a man, demand my clothes back and…

Naomi spotted me. “Oh my, look at you—so smooth. What a good little girl you are. Get that pretty little ass over here.”

I obeyed, the desire to flee and to stay warring with each other.

They closed in on me: Naomi, Sasha, Emily, and Helen, arms crossed, eyes glinting with predatory delight, their faces shining with triumph at my humiliation.

Naomi, still naked, her finger traced my jaw. “Nice and smooth, that’s good. I think our little pervert is going to have the time of his life tonight.” She patted my butt, then stepped aside for Sasha and Emily.

They circled, poking and prodding like sculptors inspecting raw clay. “Someone takes good care of himself,” Sasha said, trailing her fingers along my hip before grabbing my towel and yanking it free. She seized my cock, bounced it clinically, mercilessly. “Four and a half, max. No weight to it at all.”

Emily stroked her chin, eyes fixed on the bounce. Panic flared in my chest. For a split second, I saw myself lunging for the bag, clothes clutched to my chest as I fled down the stairs. In this fantasy, my voice echoed behind me, “You’re all fucking insane!” While I struggled to put my clothes back on, I didn’t slow down to look back.

But my feet remained rooted to the floor. I told myself I was enduring this for Naomi, the lie easier than admitting how the humiliation made something dark unfurl inside me.

“No more than five inches,” Emily said. “Of little use to girls like us. Cute, though—like a hairless rat.” They laughed, sharp and shrill. My body betrayed me. Heat raced through me despite the chilly attic air. Every time Sasha squeezed or jiggled, my cock twitched in her hand. Shame burned my cheeks, but something darker flickered beneath: I felt aroused. Aroused by the humiliation.

“For science,” Naomi said, producing a pink plastic ruler. “And to settle the bet.” She nodded at three crisp twenties on the floor.

Sasha brandished the ruler like a paddle. “Stand up straight, legs apart, arms at your sides.”

“Even accounting for nerves and temperature,” Emily said, “you’re below the national average. Most women need at least six inches to experience any sensation. Want us to show you how you don’t measure up?”

“Oh, it’s like a baby carrot,” Helen mused, pinching thumb and forefinger together. “Naomi, are you really planning to let this pathetic nub anywhere near you? Would you even feel it? Like tossing a cocktail wiener down a hallway.”

“They say it’s not the size of the ship—it’s the motion of the ocean,” I muttered.

They roared with laughter. “That’s what men say when they know they’re inadequate,” Sasha sneered. “Now stand still.” I flinched as Sasha pressed the cold ruler against my shaft. “Four point seven—sissy material. Good call, Naomi.”

Naomi bowed in triumph.

“Bet you wish you had a monster down there,” Helen taunted. “Naomi, are you lowering your standards to let him fuck you?”

Naomi stroked her chin, her eyes glittering with dominance. “A deal’s a deal. But once I’ve properly trained him, he’ll be crawling on his knees begging to serve real women instead of thinking he deserves to touch one. That pathetic little clitty will have only one purpose—to remind him what he’s not.”

“Wait a second,” I said to an unattentive audience.

Emily scooped up the sixty dollars. “I win.”

“Bet he’s five inches when he’s really excited,” Naomi added, eyeing the bead of pre-cum glistening on my cock.

Laughter erupted again. I tried to avert my eyes—away from Naomi’s breasts, and Emily’s shaved pussy—but failed. Whatever dignity I had was gone.

“I demand a recount,” Sasha said, and they measured again and again, each humiliating measurement deflated my manhood further.

Sasha let my cock flop, then slapped it with the ruler. “See that twitch? He likes this.” She slapped again. “Did you see it?”

“I missed it,” Emily said.

“One more time,” Sasha insisted, and cracked the ruler across my ass. The sting was oddly pleasurable.

I raised my hands to cover myself, but Sasha blocked them. “Hands at your sides, back straight,” Sasha ordered. Sasha measured again.

“My, aren’t you a horny little devil?” Emily laughed. “Bet you can’t wait to stick Naomi with that cute thing.”

Sasha dropped the ruler. She took up a position behind me, her hand slid up my spine, forcing me forward. She gripped my hips and thrust against my ass—mock pounding, erasing the last traces of my manhood. I should have run, but I didn’t. Their cheers spurred her on.

Her hips slammed into me with dry thrusts. My cheeks burned. I bit my lip as a moan escaped, my cock hardening despite my shame. A dark realization unfurled: this humiliation thrilled me.

Sasha’s rhythm never faltered. “Holy fuck,” she yelled. “I think it grew an inch.”

“Fuck her harder!” someone shouted.

“Let’s get our strap-on,” Helen called.

Strap-on? I thought it was a porn myth. Naomi’s crimson nail traced down my trembling spine. “Patience, ladies,” she purred. “Our sissy must earn the privilege of my strap-on. I want him desperate—whimpering, mascara running, begging on all fours in pink panties. Then he’ll forget he ever had manhood.”

That thought hit me like a drug. I’d do anything for Naomi—anything, but this? Her words, her prediction of my future, became a forbidden narcotic as I imagined Sasha ramming a cock into my ass.

As my cock swung like a pendulum in tune with Sasha’s thrusts, I realized I’d walked into a trap like a mouse chasing cheese, convinced I was special. I was nothing—just a little sissy, aching to be molded. Knowing I belonged to Naomi liquefied my knees; another bead of arousal dripped from my cock as the laughter of my humiliation swelled.

After what felt like forever, Sasha stopped grinding away and leaned close. “Tell me, sissy: would you rather fuck Naomi on your date, or be her bitch first—bent over and begging?”

“I…” What do I say?

Sasha released me from my humiliating position, a teasing smile playing on her lips. I stood there, naked and exposed, wondering whether I had to choose between fucking Naomi or getting fucked by Naomi, and which option I would pick. That I even had to think about it said it all. The other thing that struck me at the moment was that if I stayed, if I let the night go on, I would become their toy, a project, something less than a man. What would happen after tonight? Would Naomi even respect me enough to date me after seeing me like this? Would I respect myself?

“Time for your makeover,” Sasha announced.

Naomi gestured to a folding chair she’d set up in the middle of the room, mockingly facing the altar of shame. “Come sit, Princess.” Her voice was soft, almost loving, but her eyes were cold. “We’ve got everything ready.”

I stared at the altar of shame, my legs carrying me forward even as my mind screamed to run. Once I sat down, and once they remade me, then what? Would there be photos? Evidence. The kind that would circulate through campus, that would follow for the rest of my life. How do I explain I was stupid enough to let Naomi feminize me? Yet I lowered myself onto the cold metal anyway, watching Naomi’s smile widen as the last chance to preserve my masculinity vanished beneath me.


Chapter Thirteen

I settled my embarrassingly smooth ass into the cold metal of the chair, my arousal betraying me despite the voice in my head screaming this was wrong. My eyes wandered to the wall where images were pinned up like hunting trophies. Their faces painted, posed in lingerie, eyes vacant with shame or glazed with a desperate need to please.

As I scrutinized what the altar of shame meant for my future, the girls laid out their feminization arsenal with practiced precision: brushes, powders, tubes of color. Each item they placed on the table was another step toward my picture joining the wall of the conquered. Dad would burn this whole place down if he saw it. But if this were what it took to have Naomi, I’d strike the match myself.

Naomi gently grabbed my chin, turned my head left, then right. “What do you say, girls, shall we go for full glam?”

“Full glam? I’m not sure about all this.” I said, trying to fight it, but the fight was gone. I was doing whatever Naomi wanted. I wanted to serve her.

“No? Are you saying you don’t want me?” Naomi’s gaze bore into me, making it clear with no words that if I wanted her. Wanted to date her. Wanted to make love to her, or even kiss or hold her hand, this was a necessary step. “I don’t want a man who isn’t willing to sacrifice for our relationship.” Her eyes darted to the altar of shame, reminding me what sacrifice meant.

“I do….” I said, and I did. But, never in my life had I heard of such a thing. “This is a pretty big sacrifice, Naomi. I mean….”

“You mean? Do you want me?” Naomi modeled her still naked figure. “Do you not find my body attractive?”

My eyes roamed over her naked form. Her face: so beautiful. Her mouth, sinful, sensual, and all I could think about was her plump red lips wrapped around my cock. My eyes drifted lower to her beautifully formed breasts. Lower still to her stomach, flat as a washboard. My journey came to a halt at her stomach. I was too scared to drop my gaze just inches lower. I glanced up. We locked eyes. She smirked, a sinister smile. I licked my lips, as my cock pulsed with the need to journey to a place it had never ventured.

Naomi leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. “I want a man who knows his place,” she whispered, her fingers digging into my bare thigh. “A man who proves his devotion by crawling for me, by sacrificing his pathetic male ego at my feet. Is that you, Greg? Or should I find someone who understands what a goddess like me deserves?”

My eyes found that glorious place between her thighs, and I couldn’t take my eyes off what I know would be paradise, if only I could get there. “Naomi. I do. I…”

Naomi’s fingers traced down my bare chest, stopping just above my exposed cock. “Obey me, then,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear, “or leave if feeling my naked body against yours isn’t worth wearing a little lipstick and lace.” Her hand dipped lower, swiping a bead of precum from the tip of my cock. “You want to be inside me, don’t you? To feel what it’s like when I wrap my legs around your pretty, feminized hips?”

It sounded like a contradiction to prove that I wanted to make love to the girl of my dreams by dressing like a girl. “No, I’d do anything to…. Who are those men? I mean, the guys on the wall. Did they…. I mean, did they get well, you know… To…. I mean, make love to you.”

Naomi glanced at the wall, “They discovered that serving me was the only reward they needed. Let’s not worry about them. If you’re not interested, then I guess I’ll find someone else.” She ran her fingers across my lips, painting them with my arousal. “Taste your arousal. Your desire for me. You’re lying to yourself if you choose to leave.”

“No! Please. I’ll do it.” I realized I’d do much worse than dressing like a woman for Naomi. The only question was, how far was Naomi going to push me? I sucked her finger clean, tasting my arousal. My face burned. My cock strained and throbbed helplessly in my lap, caught between shame and need.

“Good girl.” Naomi leaned in close, her face inches from mine as she assessed my features. Her eyes, focused and intent, made my breath catch unexpectedly. “You’re going to be so fucking pretty. Tell me, Greg. Is this too much?”

Her finger slipped away, trailing my lower lip. I wanted to say yes. I wanted to beg for mercy. But mostly, I wanted to fall to my knees and bury my face between her thighs. Perhaps reading my thoughts, Naomi slid her hand between her naked thighs, dipped her middle finger into her wetness, and drew it out glistening. She traced the moisture across my parted lips, leaving a trail of her scent. I opened my mouth without hesitation and took her finger inside, tasting her sex on my tongue. “Am I not worth it? The sacrifice?” She laughed, low, mean, throaty. “You want what this finger just touched, you’ll do anything. Even that.” She cocked her head toward the altar of shame.

I swallowed hard. “Yes. Anything.”

“Good. Because this is just the beginning.” Naomi stood up, towering over me, hips cocked at a cruel angle. “You want me? All of me, then prove it. Not just once. Every time I ask.”

The heat of her body, the scent of her arousal, filled my lungs, made me dizzy. I was nothing compared to her. I was soft and small and needy in the chair, waiting to be remade. I whispered, “You’re worth it. You are.”

She tilted my chin up with one manicured finger painted crimson red, forcing me to look into her eyes. They gleamed with cruel delight as she inspected her handiwork. “If you want me, Princess,” emphasizing the feminized nickname, “you’ll learn to obey like a good little sissy. Even if it means becoming my personal dress-up doll, tottering around in heels with your pretty little ass on display for any man who wants a peek, that’s what pathetic little sissies like are made you for, isn’t it?”

It wasn’t me fighting anymore; it was what society expected a man to be, what Dad would say if he were here. “I can’t. I can’t do this.”

As the idea of men—actual men—staring at me with hunger took hold, the thought didn’t repulse me as much as I’d always assumed it would. It was a thrill, a threat, and a dare rolled into one. It felt real in a way nothing ever had. I thought, almost as an afterthought, that at least I won’t be invisible anymore.

“Then leave. Go home and draw your dirty pictures and….” Naomi modeled her body, “Never touch this. Now you know what it looks like. Go home, draw away. Draw dirty pictures. Masturbate till your cock falls off, never to know how warm my pussy feels wrapped around that pathetic little cock.”

“Okay. Okay.”

“Close your eyes, don’t open them till I say we’re done. You’re going to be surprised by the new you.”

I closed my eyes. Naomi wasted no time. When the first sharp tug on my eyebrow hit, I imagined how it would feel walking hand in hand with Naomi across campus. How good it would feel to hold her. How good it would feel to kiss her lips and…

I flinched as another hair got plucked, gripping the chair.

“Relax,” she whispered. “I’m just shaping your brows up.”

She plucked the next hair with even greater authority, and then the next, and the next, until I lost track of the rhythm and surrendered to the sensations—pain, and then relief, and then pain again, until the pain became pleasure, became submission, became something like trust. I trusted Naomi. Or I wanted to. Or I had to, if I wanted her.

As she plucked away, I realized everyone would wonder about my newly shaped eyebrows. What would I tell my fellow students? Or holy shit, my father and mother? What could I say? Should I admit the truth? That I was doing this for a girl? I could hear the response, “What kind of guy lets a girl pluck his brows?” or “Why would you even let a girl do that to you?” I tried and failed to come up with a plausible explanation for my newfound feminine appearance. The answer, the only answer, was simple. “I’d do anything for Naomi.”

My feminization was slow, methodical, ritualistic. I lost all sense of time, focusing only on the sensation of Naomi’s hands on my skin, the way she fussed over every detail, turning my head this way and that. I surrendered to the transformation, finding an unexpected comfort in it. Though I was shedding my masculinity, I was gaining something—Naomi. Or perhaps she was gaining me. In the end, I realized it didn’t matter.

The process dragged on. Trying to distract myself from what I was becoming and the humiliation of it, I imagined what it would be like to make love to Naomi, and before I knew it, Naomi finished.

“Open and see the new you.” I opened my eyes. I hardly recognized myself. My face was a mask of cosmetics: red lips, smoky eyes. I looked like a girl ready to play. I was, in a word, pretty. I stared at the new me, and reality hit me like a slap. My days of hiding from the A-list crowd had ended. I would stand out now, draw eyes, turn heads, and I had climbed one rung closer to Naomi, my dream come true. But the question burned through my thoughts: How many more rungs remained on this ladder of shame?

Helen circled me like a predator, her eyes lingering on my glossy lips before trailing down to my exposed thighs. “Damn,” she said, running a finger along my jawline that made me flinch with shame. “Look how he trembles. This one’s practically begging to be turned into your little bimbo, product tester.”

Product tester?

“Naomi, you’ve outdone yourself. He’s prettier than the football captain’s girlfriend.”

Sasha said to me, shaking her head slowly. “Careful, boys are going to be lining up for you now. Hope you don’t have any latent homosexuality hiding somewhere.”

I looked at the new me in the mirror, the new girl-face, and wondered what it would feel like to have men wanting me. The attention that would come, the leers, maybe even the hands. I would be a target, something men hunted. The thought scared me, disgusted me, that looking like a girl, I would have no trouble getting men’s pants down. That I’d have no trouble producing three sketches for Naomi.

But….

But how far would I go? If that’s what she wanted? What had she said, “I want a man who would suck off the whole football team, to show his devotion to me.” The possibility that she could make me do that made my stomach flip with aversion. If something… happens… if I do it for Naomi, I’m not really gay, am I? Heat rushed to my face as I felt everyone’s eyes drop to my betraying erection. I shifted, trying to convince myself that what was on the horizon wasn’t what it was…. “I—that’s not—” I stammered, voice cracking. “If I do anything like that… And I’m not! It’d be for Naomi. Only her.”

Could I do it? Would I let men come on to me, for Naomi? The answer came quickly, if that’s what it took to have Naomi’s attention, to taste her lips, to lose myself inside her, I’d humiliate myself for her.

Emily cupped my chin, tilting my face up, and traced the edge of my lipstick with her thumb, not gently at all. She said, “Ahhh… Naomi, look how pretty he looks. He’s prettier than half the girls I know. Just imagine the look on their faces when they see him down on his knees, batting those lashes, begging for cock.”

“They’ll go crazy for you,” Sasha added, snickering. “You’ll open those pretty lips, and the jocks won’t even care you’re not a girl. Down there, they’ll just see a hot little slut desperate for cock. You’d probably suck better than their girlfriends, anyway.”

My face burned. I trembled. I tried to imagine it, my lips parting for a cock. Could I do it? I knew, in the back of my mind, I’d do that and more for Naomi. A hunger brewed inside me. Go ahead, Naomi, ask me to do it. Let me show you. Let me show you just how much I want you. The hunger for cock grew as I imagined myself making love to Naomi. Slowly, the fantasy filled my mind, flirting with the jocks at the party and making the girls who never knew I existed jealous. I pictured myself being picked up, maybe even leading some jock into the backyard as everyone in the party murmured about what they all knew was about to happen. The scenario seemed so absurd, impossible, but it lodged in my mind and wouldn’t leave.

I glanced up and caught Naomi’s satisfied smirk, Helen’s quirked eyebrow, and Sasha’s approving nod. They all knew, somehow, that I had already surrendered. The only surprise left was what they would do with me next.

Emily grabbed my left hand and stretched out my trembling fingers, inspecting each one with a slow, predatory satisfaction. “Let’s see… something slutty. Bubblegum pink?” She didn’t wait for a response. A bottle of polish materialized, almost blindingly pastel, and the chemical reek hit my nostrils like a slap. There would be no hiding the color—even from across a crowded room, everyone would see it.

“Imagine how pretty this will look,” Emily said, painting my first nail with quick, ruthless strokes. “Just picture it, Princess: these dainty pink fingers wrapped around a nice, thick cock. You’ll have the hottest hands on campus, guaranteed.”

Helen laughed, the sound sharp as broken glass. “He’ll make every guy desperate to see those nails stroking their shaft.”

I swallowed, heat flooding my face. “Hey, wait a minute.” I pulled my hand away. This was going further than I expected. How would I explain painted nails at school? At home.

Not deterred, she seized my hand. “You signed the contract and accepted the dare. You want to chicken out now, just say the word.”

Naomi added, “Leave now and no date. No pussy.”

I gave up. I’d do anything to please Naomi. Emily hummed as she painted my nails.

With my nails painted hot pink, sealing my fate as the slut every jock on the planet would want to taste. Naomi said, “Perfect. Stand.”

I did. There was no fight left in me. After a final once-over, Naomi took a phone from her bag and snapped a series of candid shots. “For posterity,” she said while her gaze focused on the altar of shame.

“Turn around.”

I obeyed.

“Girls look at it, now that’s a sexy ass,” Naomi said, jiggling it.

Sasha smacked my ass, “Look at her, clenching like a shy little virgin.” She smacked it again, “So, truth now, Princess is that ass virgin.”

I didn’t answer. How could I answer? If I said no, well, that would mean…. I’d thought about it. Should I tell them about the sex toys I’d experimented with? And if I said yes, would Naomi still want me? I opted for silence.

Emily took her turn and landed three sharp, biting cracks to my ass. “I think he enjoys getting spanked. How are you going to discipline this one?”

“Discipline? Wait, a second!” I said.

Naomi rubbed her chin while Helen, Sasha, and Emily took turns smacking my ass. Her emerald green eyes locked onto the throbbing flesh between my shaking thighs. “My. My. My. Yes, I believe he enjoys the spanking,” she said. “Perhaps, ladies, I need to use a different method to discipline my new slut.”

“Whoa! Hey. Who said anything about discipline?” I protested only because that was what was expected. I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Are you not willing to sacrifice for our relationship?” Naomi said.

“Yes. But…. Discipline? I mean….”

“Think of accepting my discipline as a trust-building exercise. Submitting means you trust me, and trust is the foundation of any strong relationship. Is it not?”

“Yes. I mean, yes. I do trust you. I do…. But I mean. Discipline?” What I realized was that no matter how much humiliation or pain these ladies put me through, I remained erect. What did that mean? Did I like the humiliation more than I liked Naomi?

“We can go over the means later. Of course, I will respect your limits, but discipline will be necessary if we are to have a thriving, rewarding relationship.” Naomi cradled my throbbing flesh in her palm and said, “From the way you’re reacting, I can only assume that discipline may be pleasurable for you, and I can promise you I can make it enjoyable. For now, agree that discipline will be necessary.”

“Okay.” What other answer was there? I was all in.

Naomi bobbed my throbbing flesh playfully in her hand, “You won’t last a minute out in the trenches with your cock breaking the plane of the skirt we planned for you.”

“Planned?” I tried to imagine what type of skirt would be so tight.

Sasha joined Naomi in the chin rubbing, staring at the head of my slick cock. “I don’t know, ladies. What shall we do?”

“Maybe this is a bad idea.” I offered.

Helen’s palm landed on my ass with a sharp clap. The impact was a raw sting, like being snapped with a towel in gym class. “No! A dare’s a dare. The rules couldn’t be clearer. You accepted it, so you must carry it out to the end.”

Naomi snapped her fingers, like the idea had just come to her. I glanced at the images of the guys on the altar of shame and had a premonition of what was about to happen. “I’ve got it.” She said.

Even the humiliation, the deliberate and methodical way they’d degraded me, felt good, and to be worthy of their games, their rituals, their attention: it was intoxicating. And it didn’t hurt that, as the hum of their voices swelled and faded around me, I could see the way they looked at me. Hungry, amused, slightly predatory. It made me want to give them more to look at. The shame I felt was real, but they laced it with something new. Something I didn’t have a word for. Maybe “wanted” was close. Maybe “claimed” was better.

I knew from the glances passing between them that the night wasn’t even close to over. They’d only finished the warm-up. The main event was still waiting in the wings. I wondered if, in the end, I would give up my desire to be with Naomi like a normal man and become just another sissy on the altar of shame, discovering that serving Naomi was the only reward I needed.


Chapter Fourteen

Naomi left me standing, my flesh throbbing painfully between my thighs, as she rummaged through her canvas bag. With theatrical slowness, she withdrew a pristine white box, her lips curving into a sadistic smile. “Got it!” she announced, triumph flashing in her eyes.

My breath hitched. What fresh torment awaited me now? God, I loved her—her triumphant gaze when she had me cornered, the mocking curl of her lip at my weakness. How would she make me prove my devotion this time? The line between demonstrating love and enduring punishment had blurred beyond recognition. Would I let her brand me? Shave my head? Crawl naked through the streets? There seemed to be no limit to what I’d endure for a single approving smile.

She offered me the white box like a priestess presenting a sacrifice to merciless gods. In that moment, I realized: Naomi and her friends weren’t playing games—they were sadists, and that only made me want her more.

Her thumb tore the seal, and when she lifted the lid, the object inside looked harmless at first—almost like a child’s toy: a soft pink oval of silicone with a slit in the center, cartoonishly like a pussy lip. “This’ll do it.”

I looked at the door, then at the altar of shame. How far would I go for her? I already knew the answer with all my heart: for her, I’d cross any line—even the one that makes a man a man.

Naomi placed the device in the middle of the coffee table and challenged me with a knowing smile, like a magician guarding her most incredible illusion and savoring secrets only she knew.

The tiny lock on the sadistic device meant someone would have the key. I assumed it wasn’t me. And then…. Then I’d be another…. I glanced at the altar of shame where men, men like me, proudly displayed their plight. Denied. Locked up tight until Naomi let me out. Could I do it? Against all reason, I reached out and picked it up.

Part of me longed to flee while another part—a part I barely recognized—urged me to stay, to see what lay behind this curtain I both dreaded and craved to have lifted. I picked it up, held it in the palm of my hand.

“I can’t.” I dropped it as if it burned me.

Naomi’s eyes narrowed into a cold, deadly stare, then she said, “So you don’t think your Goddess deserves the pleasure of disciplining her little stalker?” She circled me, her fingernails grazing my shoulder. “After all those filthy drawings you made without permission? After stealing what belongs to me—my privacy.”

She planted her feet, legs parted, hands on her hips. “On your knees,” she commanded, conviction dripping from every word. “Crawl to your Goddess and kiss the ground I walk on. Show me a pathetic worm like you deserves even a moment of my divine attention.”

I obeyed.

“Come closer, but do not touch.”

I slid forward until my face hovered inches from her glory.

“Closer.”

I crawled forward, knees scraping the floor with every inch, a torment of desire and humiliation.

“That’s close enough. Look at what could be yours.”

I couldn’t look up. But I felt her heat. I inhaled the scent of her arousal. I was so close that if I extended my tongue, I could slip it inside her and taste her glory. I wanted to taste her so badly I could hardly breathe. The idea of it sent a dangerous, dizzy rush through my veins: Naomi’s pussy on my tongue, hot and wet and perfect. I glanced down at my throbbing cock, so small, so inadequate. I’d never be man enough for her, but this was close.

I could taste the anticipation, thick in the air, building with each moment. The moment hung poised on the edge, trembling, waiting for the inevitable. “Look! Look at what you have only imagined up till now.”

I froze, afraid I might lose my mind.

“Look!”

Finally, I raised my head. No secrets, no mercy. Just bare, shaved flesh, perfectly smooth except for the thin, glistening slit that split her lips. Nothing coy or soft about it. She stared down at me, as if daring me to blink first, thighs flexed tight around my gaze. Naomi’s pussy wasn’t a secret anymore—it was a weapon, a trap: holy grail and the guillotine all at once.

My cock throbbed, desperate and stupid, eyes darting between her flesh and that pink silicone cage. The message was brutally clear: access only on her terms—my pleasure locked away until she decided.

I wanted to worship her, to lick her until my tongue went numb. But more than that, I wanted to lose myself in the shame, admit what I’d always been—a loser, a creep, a fucktoy at the feet of the girl who’d figured me out.

She smiled, one finger tracing the edge of her folds, “Is this not worth it?” never quite parting them—a promise withheld. Her nail gleamed as it circled her entrance, then retreated, leaving me starving for a glimpse she refused to grant. “Is being granted permission to enjoy the sweetness and glory between my thighs not worth a little pain?”

“Oh fuck. Please. I want you more than anything I’ve ever wanted.”

“Then, all I’m asking is a small sacrifice.” She grabbed me by the back of my head and pulled me in close, “Look at what could be yours. Breathe it in. Is this not the most beautiful sight in the world? And it could be yours.”

I glanced at the wall of shame, “How do I know? I mean, if I do what you say… I’ll… get my reward.”

She lifted my chin, “Show me your loyalty. Prove your devotion. Prove you love me, then we’ll see. Put it on and submit to my desires. Or leave.”

The pink device swung hypnotically between her fingers, “Choose this,” she whispered, “and tonight I’ll make you my pet—my beautiful, obedient little toy.” She leaned closer, her breath warm on my ear. “Or refuse, and crawl home alone. When you lie in bed, alone, desperately stroking yourself while imagining my body, remember I offered to make you mine—to own you, control you, reward you in ways you’ve only dreamed about. All for one... tiny... sacrifice.” Her fingernail traced a line down my cheek, her smile pure dominance.

Blood rushed in my ears. A cold wave of dread washed through me as my erection twitched traitorously. I’d fantasized about her for months—her touch, her approval, a night alone together—but this? The tiny lock gleamed under the light. One click and I’d surrender everything.

This was a dare that would change me forever. It thrilled—the idea of surrender, of proving myself worthy of her attention—but another voice screamed caution: Was I giving up too much, letting Naomi dictate the terms of my pleasure and control? Was I doing this for her or for myself?

My hand shook as I reached up and grabbed the device, weighing it like the question burning in my mind: Was Naomi worth this sacrifice? What if, after all this, I discovered I didn’t even like her afterward? Then what? Was I simply getting swept away by infatuation, a schoolboy’s crush? Was I about to trade away my freedom for a fleeting desire?

I looked up at her waiting eyes, the key now dangling sadistically from her fingers. Taunting me. Telling me, this was more than just devotion; it was about control—my willingness to accept suffering as part of her love. Tonight wasn’t about just proving my loyalty; it was a trial by fire. Could I survive it and enjoy it?

My breath caught—the choice was mine, but it felt like Naomi had already decided. She raised an eyebrow and pointed at my swollen, throbbing cock. “Put it on, or go home and never speak to me again. And no more videos or dirty pictures.”

“What comes next? I mean, what if I say no?”

“What comes next is up to you. Option one: crawl back to your pathetic life, stroking yourself to memories of what could’ve been. The ache will become unbearable—no second chances. I’ll relish knowing you’re at home, weeping, knowing you could have belonged to me if only you’d surrendered that fragile ego and accepted what you are: my property. Option two: you surrender. Think of chastity as a tender prison, a blessing proving your love and longing. Put it on, my dear, and once it’s on, you exist solely to be denied and locked away, as I will…” She spread her hands, “…constantly remind you that any pleasure you have will be under my control.”

“And each time you feel that ache, frustration mounting, you’ll face the truth: you’re caged because I cannot trust you to keep away from what I own. Your hands, your body, your urges-they’re mine. Let me take you to a world of pleasure and pain you won’t want to escape from. Those are your options: put it on and step into my world, Princess, or go home.”

My mouth went dry. Surrender entirely to Naomi’s appetite—my body, my orgasms, my identity—she could toy with me, rewrite me, and I could do nothing but obey. No hiding. No negotiating. No hope for private rebellion. I’d be her doll, her experiment, her entertainment. Feminized. Displayed. Locked up, pretty and pathetic, just to amuse her.

I shuddered under the weight of it. The need to be wanted—the way her attention scraped raw against my skin, humiliation blooming everywhere. I wanted to run. I wanted to kneel. I couldn’t imagine a more terrifying, addictive position.

“Choose. Now!” Naomi said. “Or leave.” She dangled the device in my face.

I took a deep breath and grabbed the device from Naomi’s hand; it felt heavy in my palm. My hands trembled. I gulped, swallowing the last of my resistance. “How do I put it on?”

Helen offered her smartphone: cartoon instructions for this miniature prison. I watched them five times, unable to believe this puny pink thimble would hold what throbbed between my legs.

I closed my eyes, drew a breath. The guide said to slide it on while limp, but humiliation had made me stubbornly hard. I wrestled trying to get the ring to slide over my balls for what felt like an eternity. Naomi squirted lubricant—kindness or cruelty, I couldn’t tell—and after three more excruciating minutes, the ring sat snugly around my testicles. Compression shot arousal up my spine; I stifled a groan. Then came the lips. Five agonizing minutes later, I clicked and handed Naomi the key.

With the ring clamped around my balls like a vise grip, sending waves of—Jesus Christ—I don’t even know what. Pain? Pleasure? Both? My skin felt electrified where plastic met flesh. I couldn’t stop squirming.

Every slight movement made me hyper-aware of my dick straining against its new plastic prison. The harder I got, the more it hurt, but the pain just made me harder. What the fuck was happening to me?

Naomi teased the key in front of my face; her smile was viciously sweet. “Good girl. Locked up nice and tight, just for me—my sissy.”

My mind raced with the thought of Naomi holding that tiny key, knowing she controlled when—if—I’d feel release again. My breath came in short gasps. I couldn’t focus on anything but the constant pressure, the weight between my legs, the way my cock pulsed helplessly against unyielding plastic. I realized she could keep me locked up and denied for an eternity if she so desired, and I was already losing my mind after three minutes. But God help me, some sick part of me was already addicted to this feeling—owned, controlled, desperate in a way I’d never felt before.

The words tumbled out: “Please, Mistress Naomi. I beg you to continue. I’ll be your good girl.” Shame burned my cheeks even as a twisted thrill flared inside. I watched my trapped manhood pulse against its pink prison, desperate for her approval.

Naomi slid the key into a necklace Sasha handed her and let it rest between her breasts. “That pathetic excuse for manhood belongs to me now, and I decide when to release you, or you learn to cum like the girl you were always meant to be—or not at all.”

My brain snagged on the phrase. Cum like a girl. Was that supposed to be a joke? Or was it some kind of twisted prophecy, a warning of how far I’d fallen? What did it even mean to cum like a girl?

“How long?” I whispered. My cock throbbed harder. How could I survive so long?

Helen studied the device. “Till you earn release, of course, silly. Or you learn how girls cum.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Was it about the noises, the writhing, the desperation, and surrender? Did Naomi expect me to fake it, moaning and pleading, putting on a humiliating show while they laughed? Or was it about not cumming at all—a slow, endless burn, all tease, no release, every climax replaced with shameful frustration?

I stood naked, face painted like a slut in heat, every part of me acutely aware of the new pink reality snug and pulsing between my thighs. The ring pressed in—an alien pressure, a constant reminder that the choice I’d made was final, at least for now. The lock: a shiny pinprick of light, a mirror for my surrender.

I couldn’t stop staring at the key swinging from Naomi’s necklace. How long? Till midnight? A day? A week? A month? “Or cum like a girl?” The words looped through my skull, absurd and inescapable. Could I make it? Would the ache just build and build every day until it replaced my own thoughts entirely?

I shifted. The cage pinched. That was the worst and the best part: every tiny movement sparked humiliation and arousal. I was throbbing and helpless, and they hadn’t even started the real torment yet. The girls eyed me, wine glasses in hand, and I knew I was the entertainment.

I pictured myself at work, in the grocery store, standing in line, or sitting in my car, pink and pathetic under my jeans, always wondering if Naomi would text me, whether I would get to beg for release, or just stew in my need.

I’d agreed. Naomi won. She could make me do anything, now.

Maybe that’s what scared me most.


Chapter Fifteen

Naomi’s eyes locked with mine, “You’re almost ready for your debut, slut,” she declared, her voice laced with casual cruelty.

Slut. The word lodged like grit in my gum line, echoing through my chest like a tuning fork struck against bone. A queen’s decree: final and absolute. I could still walk away—I think. But I’d forfeit my chance with her, but keep my dignity. Or submit completely. Around me, the other Truth or Dare dommes nodded, passing a freshly opened bottle of wine between them, their eyes gleaming with approval, waiting.

“Now for the finishing touches.” Naomi reached under the bed and pulled out a box with a flourish. She flipped the lid off and tossed pieces of a cheerleader uniform at my feet. They designed the top to demand attention: a snug, sleeveless garment emblazoned not with our school logo, but with a single word in bold letters—CUMSLUT. “By midnight, you will kneel before three men and sketch their cocks while they harden for you. Each sketch must bear their signature—proof of your complete surrender to me. This is what good girls do for their Mistress. Aren’t you a good girl?”

“Hold on. You can’t expect me to wear that all night.” My voice cracked, “And how am I going to get three guys to let me sketch their… You know junk? Looking like this, they’re going to expect something else?”

Emily leaned in, her glossy lips curling into a smile that made my stomach churn. “Once a dare is issued to a little sissy boy like you, there’s no backing out. Did you think we’d let you keep your pathetic male dignity?” Her manicured fingernail flicked the plastic cage imprisoning my manhood, sending a jolt of shame through my trembling body.

“Alright... Alright...” I swallowed hard.

“Wait,” Sasha interjected, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “How ’bout some boobies?” She rummaged under the bed, produced another box, and pulled out two silicone breasts that would give me at least a D-sized chest.

“No way. I’ll look like—”

“A slut,” Helen finished, her voice calm and measured. “Exactly. Do it and prove how much you want Naomi.”

I hesitated, then glanced at Naomi. “If I do this... I get, uh... rewarded. Right? I mean, you and me?”

Naomi’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. She stepped closer, her perfume enveloping me as her voice dropped low and unyielding. “You still don’t understand, do you? Serving me is the reward. The privilege is in surrendering to my will, Greg. Every moment you obey, every humiliation you endure, you give me the gift of your devotion. In return, you get to bask in my attention, my power, my amusement. And once you cum like a girl, you’ll never want out of that cage.”

I blinked. “What does that even mean? Cum like a girl?”

They laughed—a cold and ruthless ripple, as if I were the punchline to a joke I’d never get.

Naomi traced a finger along my jawline. I froze. Her touch was electric. I wondered if she could feel my heartbeat through her fingertip, the way it hammered, frantic with shame and hope.

Her grin widened, sadistic. “You’ll see soon enough, slut. You’ll cum so hard it almost hurts, not like a man. No, sissy, you’ll spasm and shudder and whimper, and it’ll be the most humiliating, delicious little orgasm you ever have. Barely a dribble.” She almost purred it: “A sissygasm.”

“What the fuck is that?”

Emily took a swallow of wine, watching me over the rim. “You really are clueless. God, this is going to be fun.”

Was I supposed to guess?

Naomi held my gaze, daring me to deny it. “Besides, there’s no greater reward than being useful to us, Greg. That’s the only prize you need. Now put the bra on and get those tits in there. The boys are waiting.”

“Oh, come on!” I protested weakly. “You can’t expect me to wear this stuff.”

Naomi’s eyes locked on mine, her tone commanding. “Put them on, Greg, if you want a chance with me. Don’t tell me you fear a little fabric?”

I fumbled behind my back to hook the lacey pink bra. Sasha’s smirk was predatory; I fumbled, got it wrong, tried again. My hands shook until it finally clicked. Then came the silicone breasts—absurdly full, round, heavier than I’d imagined. I stuffed them into the cups; the straps bit into my shoulders, pinching and shocking me with their weight. My chest jutted forward, grotesquely obscene. I tried to breathe normally, but every inhale pushed my new breasts forward as if on display. My nipples twitched against the silicone, aroused. My entire body felt exposed, engineered for humiliation.

Next, the panties: soft, delicate, violently pink. The room held its breath. I stepped into them, pulling the fabric up over my caged cock and balls, compressing them into a tight, humiliating bulge. Naomi had chosen them on purpose—they fit too well. I tugged them high on my hips; the elastic bit into my thighs. I could feel everything.

“Now get the top on, my dear little slut,” Naomi commanded, dangling the absurd garment from one of her crimson fingers like it was contaminated. It was for me. Her eyes narrowed.

I was trapped. I was dripping.

Leaning in, Naomi whispered near my ear, her perfume a heady, dark jasmine. “You thought the little red camera was your secret weapon, didn’t you? Recording your filthy videos, thinking I wouldn’t notice? Guess what: tonight, you’re the show. Every gaze will crawl over your body the way your lens crawled over mine. They’ll ogle your ass every time you bend. They’ll catalog every inch of you, maybe even sketch you stripped, just like you sketched me without permission. How’s that taste, Greg? Everyone staring, capturing your humiliation for their own stash?”

It throbbed. A sick, hot pulse inside the cage, swelling even as the plastic forced it down, made it smaller, weaker, pointless. Every breath I took intensified the ache. I pretended to ignore it. I couldn’t.

“They’ll whisper what they want to do to you. Many will take it a step further, and they won’t be blunt about it. They’ll ask to use your mouth. Your pussy. But you don’t have one, do you?”

The thought should have made my cock shrivel in terror. Instead, I grew harder, shamelessly, the plastic digging in. I was leaking.

She leaned into me, making my pulse quicken. “And the most appetizing part, princess? That cage will, over the weeks, begin to feel like home.”

Weeks?

“You’ll leak pathetic little drops while they circle you, their eyes stripping away what little dignity I’ve left you. Every man downstairs will want a taste of what I’ve given away.” Her crimson fingernail traced my jawline, tilting my face to hers.

Naomi held up the pink sweater, impossibly small and revealing. She tapped the words on the front that said, “CUMSLUT” in bold black letters. “With this across your chest, you won’t even have to ask. They’ll be lining up, hoping you pick them. Now put it on.”

I slid it over my head and over the huge fake breasts; the bra straps biting into my shoulders, digging lines into my skin. With the sweater on, I looked down, and the mountains of silicone jutted out, absurd and obscene, stretching the cropped top to its design limits. “CUMSLUT" warped grotesquely across my chest.

The skirt was an afterthought—so brief that when I tugged it on, it barely cleared the bottom of the cage, leaving my new “pussy lips” forever on the verge of exposure.

Naomi circled me twice, her bare feet silent on the floorboards; the others held their breath, awaiting her verdict. She tossed white knee-high socks at my feet, striped at the top and designed to hug my thighs. Then came simple white sneakers and finally, a platinum blonde wig, which she adjusted with practiced hands.

“Spin,” Naomi commanded.

I did.

Naomi ran two fingers up my thigh, pausing at the top of the cage like a queen inspecting her new pet. “Perfect,” she said, turning to the others for affirmation. “Isn’t she beautiful?”

Sasha wolf-whistled. Emily clapped with genuine delight. Helen simply nodded.

I stood there, a grotesque parody of femininity, my cock locked tightly in the sissy cage, borrowed tits and mini skirt transforming me into something both cartoonish and humiliatingly arousing. The more they looked, the more I felt exposed—not just physically, but down to my core. I had been peeled, layer by layer, until only this trembling, artificial thing remained.

I caught my reflection in the streaked closet mirror—a parody, barely human. The wig, the tits, the skirt riding up: a “sex object” built for humiliation. All for Naomi. My face burned. Three cocks to sketch. Could I actually do it? Did I even have a choice?


Chapter Sixteen

Naomi nodded approvingly at what I’d become, then raised her phone, clicking through two, three, four photos in rapid succession.

“Lift your skirt, show me that sissy clitty.”

I looked at the altar of shame. This was the crossroads. If I told her no, I might save some dignity. Maybe. But if I gave in to her will, I’d be admitting what was already leaking out of the tip of my cock. I needed her approval, her eyes on me. And there was no limit to what I’d do.

I lifted my skirt and dropped the delicate fabric, exposing my shame, posing as the fools had done before me. My chastity cage throbbed in slow, insistent pulses. Their laughter mingled with the camera’s sharp snaps, blurring everything into a queasy, narcotic haze. Aversion and desire warred within me, neither triumphing, both consuming.

I stared at my reflection in the wall mirror, confronting what I had become. The cheerleader uniform—a parody of school spirit—was nothing more than a sexual prop: heavy makeup, the bait, the short skirt, a humiliating flag of surrender. Between my legs, the device twitched; the bold word emblazoned across my chest might as well have been shouting to the world: “Come and get it, one and all.”

What was their endgame? Would they force me to parade around the house in this outfit, stopping every few feet to record me from all angles—just like I’d done to Naomi for three semesters? Would they zoom in on my exposed thighs, capture close-ups of my humiliated face, document my shame in high definition? Maybe they’d create their own private collection, watching me later for their amusement, or worse—broadcast my degradation to everyone who knew me. Poetic justice served in infamy.

Surely, Naomi didn’t expect me to sketch three cocks?

“Sit,” Naomi said, standing above me naked, hands on her hips.

I sat; the hem of the skirt rose exposing…. well, everything. Emily and Helen high-fived. Sasha offered me a solo cup of something. I was too nervous to notice. I took it and sipped because it was something to do with my hands.

“Smile,” said Emily. “You’re a cheerleader now.” She angled my chin and forced a smile onto my lips, the skin tight with makeup and awkwardness. The next photo caught me mid-laugh, a sound that wasn’t laughter at all, but the hollow cackle of someone who had nothing left to barter with.

Helen slipped out the door, calling back, “I’ll wait for you in the car.”

Naomi leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “You know why I picked you?”

The truth hung in the air. I shook my head. “Because I was dumb enough to show up?”

Naomi laughed, her eyes soaking in my expression. “When I first caught you filming me, I was furious. But then I saw that sketch—that filthy, detailed drawing of what you imagined was between my legs.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “That’s when I knew what you really were. I have a particular... hobby. I take guys like you, voyeurs, stalkers, the ones who think they’re in control—and I show them who they really are underneath.” She traced a fingernail along my cheek. “The moment I saw your pathetic little fantasy drawing, I knew exactly how pretty you’d look in pink.”

“Fuck. You set me up!”

“Set you up? Please. You were stalking me, making secret videos and… I bet you stroking that little dick of yours… Honey, you can lie to yourself, but not me. You’re enjoying this. Look me in the eye and tell me your cock isn’t straining against the plastic even now. Wondering what comes next.”

I hated to admit it, but she was right.

“I love turning a man into a woman. I’m all about power, punishment, and control. I strip men down, dress them up, or humiliate them for being men, and bend them to my will until I have broken the last trace of man. I love telling you what you are, and although you would never have admitted it, you love being molded, degraded, humiliated, and turned into my eroticized object of sexual delight. Doing it is fucking intoxicating, and you love it as much as I do. I will use you, train you, and reprogram you.”

Naomi dropped the gym bag with my clothes in it. Her voice softened, gaze steady. “Greg, I’m not forcing you. Consent matters. If you want out, grab your clothes and leave—no hard feelings. But if you stay, if you trust me, you might discover pleasures you never even dreamed of. Turn back now, and you’ll always wonder what could’ve happened. Stay, and you’ll taste the sweetness of every reward I’m willing to give. The choice is yours. If you do not wish this, pick up the bag and leave, or bow down and worship my feet.”

All doubt vanished. I slid to my knees, breath hitching as she extended one perfect foot toward me. Tentatively, I cradled her ankle, bringing her foot to my lips. Each kiss was reverent. My tongue traced circles along her instep, savoring the warmth and faint scent of her skin. My heart pounded with submission, awe, and desire.

“Good girl. You made the right choice. Stand and accept your next dare.”

I stood as Naomi leaned in, slid a finger inside her pussy, then offered that wet offering to my lips. My mouth closed around her. I drew her finger deeper, the taste of her arousal flooding me. She curled it to scrape my cheek. I shuddered, flinching between humiliation and electric thrill, and forced myself to breathe through my nose, letting her finger paint my lips with her essence.

Emily, back in her sundress, left.

“You have a talent for this. I’ll make a promise to you, complete your dare, and find me by midnight, and you can do any dirty, nasty thing you want to me.” She flicked her nail against the plastic bulge in my panties and then turned away, collecting her clothes and slipping into them.

“What if I’m late? Or I fail?”

Naomi dressed now, smiled, leaned in close, her voice low and commanding, and said, “Remember, Greg—you only get one shot. Midnight, in that uniform. Three sketches. Three signatures.” She handed me an address. “Don’t be late and don’t chicken out. If you want me, prove it. Show me your loyalty.”

“That’s twelve blocks away, on the other side of town? How am I supposed to get there?” I asked, but knew the answer.

Naomi tapped the word, CUMSLUT, “We have given you all the tools you need. Now,” Naomi said, her voice endearing and yet cruel, “let’s see how our new girl handles the crowd. You’ll figure it out. If you want your reward.”

She collected the bag with my clothes. “Downstairs,” Naomi said, “straight into the party. No covering up, no chickening out. If you want a shot with me, you’ll obey and prove you are worthy to belong to me.”

I glanced at the altar of shame. The word burned on my skin. The humiliation felt more universal now—there were others. More broken losers, more sissies. Just another addition to their collection. How many had worn this uniform, these panties, this cage? How many had kneeled just like I had, lips pressed to Naomi’s feet, tongue out, desperate for the taste of her?

I was just the latest plaything. The “Truth or Dare Dommes” didn’t just crush men—they mass-produced sissies. God, was I special? Or merely another number? Would I walk downstairs and see another one of me, already there, giggling and tarted up, waiting for his turn?

My cock throbbed in its plastic prison as dread and excitement roiled in my gut. I wanted to flee. I wanted to stay. I wanted to be their favorite. I wanted to vanish… and yet I had volunteered.

Naomi’s look softened, almost tender. “Make it by midnight, my sweet, and I will reward you.”

Her gaze dared me to refuse—but I couldn’t. She left me alone.

I couldn’t move. I just stood there, trembling, the plastic cage pulsing with every heartbeat, every echo of laughter and snapping photo still humming inside my skull. The cheer uniform stuck against my skin, sticky with the faint, shameful drip of arousal. My cheeks burned so hot I thought my foundation would melt. Maybe it already had.

I was humiliated. Owned. My hands shook. My throat clicked wetly. There was no way out. Naomi had my real clothes. My phone was gone. Slutty skirt, cage, sissy panties, and garish makeup were all that was left. The word CUMSLUT screamed off my chest. Panic ricocheted in my bones.

Three sketches. I had to find three random guys and make them drop their trousers, right there, for me to draw. Not just that: three signatures. Proof, like a twisted scavenger hunt. All before midnight. In the uniform. Walking into the crowd alone.

The next move was mine. Sink or swim. Obey, or be nothing.

Could I do it? Would I even make it out alive? I saw it in my mind: the stares, the pointing, the grins, and whispered jokes. The word CUMSLUT stretched across my chest, impossible to hide. When they saw my whore makeup, the slutty outfit, would they know? Would they see through the disguise and see what was underneath? A sissy? A guy forced into feminization, for love?

That was my consequence. Total exposure. All those videos I’d filmed, the secret crimes I thought would stay hidden… they came back to bite me. Hard.

Now I had to parade through them. Win their signatures. Not just one humiliating moment, but three different dares, three different people to sketch their cocks so they could sign each one. All on paper, all witnessed, like collecting evidence for my trial.

What if someone refused? What if they laughed me out of the room, or worse? What if Naomi and the others were watching the whole thing?

But there was no choice now. I was desperate. I’d do whatever it took.


Chapter Seventeen

I stared at my reflection. The person in the glass was a stranger—a platinum-wigged doll with lips painted so red it looked like punishment, lashes heavy enough to cast shadows that danced every time I blinked. The cheer uniform seemed to grip my chest with rubbery insistence, threatening to burst, and the skirt was a mockery—a flag announcing my humiliation. If humiliation had a uniform, this was it.

How was I supposed to walk downstairs like this? I wasn’t part of the guys’ circle, but everyone knew what happened to a helpless animal when the wolves got restless—new toy, dare, target. They’d circle, eyes hungry, waiting for me to break.

For Naomi. Why not? All I knew was I wanted her. Badly. It was a craving. A hunger so intense that it felt like gravity, pulling me toward whatever it took to win her love.

I loved Naomi. But how far was I willing to go? Stripped bare, humiliated for her? Hadn’t I humiliated her? I’d sketched her naked, sometimes filthier than naked, sketches stuffed in my backpack so nobody would see, not even her. I’d slipped between the trees to film her perfect ass, replaying it until I couldn’t stand it, jerking off in the dark, again and again. Was this really any different? By doing this, I was, in a sense, leveling the playing field. Making up to her for my indiscretions.

Time ticked on; the party below thundered. My instructions: descend the stairs, endure the gauntlet, sketch three cocks, collect their signatures, and present myself at midnight for my reward. The terror of discovery should have paralyzed me—but it did the opposite. I needed it. Resistance was empty. I belonged to them now.

I rehearsed my line in the mirror, “Hey, I’m working on a figure study for my art class.”

Inevitably, they’d smirk, “Sure, honey—if you help me get… proper lighting,” or “Show me how talented your mouth is first.” No matter the phrasing, the punchline was the same: hungry eyes, relentless pressure, my submission.

No pause, just a smirk: “Oh, sure, honey. But I’m sure you want it fully erect. I might need a little help with that.”

Or maybe: “I’m trying to capture realistic details for my portfolio. Would you be okay with modeling for me? I’m most interested in your penis.”

Dead on arrival. Way too formal.

What about, “So, uh, weird question—would you mind if I immortalized your junk in graphite for my art project?”

The answer would hit just as hard: “Sure, honey, I’ll let you demonstrate your artistic talent, but only if you show me how talented your mouth is first.”

It didn’t matter how I spun it—the result was the same every time. Open the door, dangle the bait, and they’d snap it up, grinning.

“Ever wanted to be a muse? Specifically, for your downstairs department?”

Instant offer: “I’m game, but only if you warm me up first—with your lips.”

Try again: “I’m looking for inspiration, and by inspiration I mean, would you let me draw your penis? For art.. Strictly art.”

The response: “I’ll let you draw it up close and personal, but only if you use those lips in addition to your pencil.”

One more: “How would you feel about your bits achieving artistic greatness? I promise I’ll use good lighting.”

It didn’t matter how carefully I chose my words—the punchlines always landed in the same place. Hungry eyes. Relentless pressure and me submitting sexually. If I wanted something, they’d make me pay for it, right down to the blush on my cheeks.

I stared at myself, replaying the dialogue in my mind, knowing that nothing I said could conceal how exposed I really was.

The longer I looked, the fiercer my desire. A taboo thrill awakened: the urge to descend, surrender to the Truth-or-Dare Dommes’ orchestrated degradation. I ached to be their bimbo, a walking wet dream—used, discarded, the vessel of their pleasure. No dinner, no talk of love—just raw humiliation. The fantasy bit into me until I moaned, smoothing the skirt, adjusting the wig, pulling my socks higher.

The rubbery squeak of my sneakers on the attic floor was my final drumroll. It was 10:12 p.m.—less than two hours to survive in this costume. My heart pounded so hard my fake breasts trembled beneath the tight top. The stairs creaked like a warning, each step echoing terror and exhilaration. Naomi’s words rang in my head: If you want me, prove it. I wanted her. And, strangely, I wanted this. On my own, I never would’ve forfeited my dignity like this—but her push made it thrilling, arousing.

At the bottom, I was fresh meat. My chest felt heavy, my chastity cage pinched beneath the skirt—an intimate betrayal of control I’d both surrendered and craved. Jocks circled like sharks, eyes lingering on my exposed thighs, the swell of my fake breasts. A current of energy ran beneath my humiliation—I was exactly where I belonged. Fear warred with anticipation: Should I flee or find my three willing models?

I stood frozen, the air thick with sweat, perfume, and primal need—each breath laced with their desperate craving and my own. And then it happened: I wasn’t invisible.

Jock’s eyes were glued to me. Like I was suddenly the only thing worth looking at. The air changed. No more laughter behind my back, no more pretending I didn’t exist—all the noise bent toward me now. Every guy in the room wanted a piece.

Then I saw them notice me. Two guys by the keg stopped talking, one nudging the other. A tall guy in a baseball cap whispered, and his friend turned, mouth agape. Across the room, a shirtless guy with a tribal tattoo licked his lips. Someone wolf-whistled. “Damn, who invited the cheerslut?” Laughter swarmed me like hungry hands.

It rocked me. Hard. The humiliation burned hotter, yes, but so did something else: power. Attention. Desire that felt like drowning in candy. Instead of prey, I was center stage, and their focus made my heart stutter, my cock throb helplessly inside its plastic prison.

I mattered. I was wanted.


Chapter Eighteen

The dude from the front door—the one who had earlier belted out “Dude Looks Like a Lady” with mocking precision—spotted me first. Why him? My stomach plummeted. Had I really convinced myself this was a good idea? The makeup, the dress, the wig, the schoolgirl stockings—all of it suddenly felt like a flimsy disguise that couldn’t possibly fool anyone. There was no way I’d pass convincingly enough to survive three hours dressed as a woman? How could I have even thought I could find three guys who would let me sketch their... parts? I didn’t even have a sketch pad. Or a pencil. How was I supposed to pull this off?

With my regular clothes long gone, I was stuck navigating this crowd in my revealing outfit, forced to do the one thing more terrifying than being here at all: walk the gauntlet of party-goers looking like exactly what I feared I looked like—a guy pretending, poorly, to be a woman.

I froze under Front Door Dude’s stare. When I’d first arrived, his face had been pure contempt. Now... something shifted. His eyes widened almost comically, and I swore I could see his pulse throb at his throat. He was looking at me with unmistakable interest. Could it be possible? Had I—Greg the invisible art major—somehow become worth noticing?

Naomi’s command hung around my neck like a collar, so I moved. I pushed my enhanced chest forward, gripped the hem of that sorry excuse for a skirt, desperate to maintain some shred of dignity while keeping my secret hidden. The weight of every stare burned against my skin. What was I going to do? I spotted the front door—my escape—and began navigating the crowded room toward it, each step a battle between haste and the need to remain inconspicuous.

Shame and arousal tangled in my head. Do I hide? Or arch my back? Show more skin? My cock strained painfully against its plastic prison as their eyes devoured me, each hungry stare sending jolts straight to my groin. I was getting wet—actually fucking wet—from being on display, from being seen as nothing but a sexual object. Their hunger made me feel naked even in clothes, exposed in ways I’d never imagined craving, and God help me, I wanted more of it, wanted their hands, their mouths, wanted to be passed between them like a party favor. God, do women feel like this all the time?

Every head turned. Hands brushed my hips, some bolder ones grazed my backside, making my cock throb helplessly, confined beneath the tight, pink chastity device, straining for freedom, mocking any claim I had to manhood. Each pulse reminded me I was no man tonight, just Naomi’s desperate, locked-up toy, aching for the eyes and hands of every leering frat boy. The humiliation burned hotter with every step, as my body betrayed me—craving not just Naomi’s approval, but the hungry attention of anyone who might notice the submissive, feminized slut I’d become, and worst of all—I was getting off on it.

Head down, I made it halfway to the door, and it hit me—the silence of the crowd. My entrance had shifted the whole house. Every eye, every word latched onto me. For a split second, I froze, startled by the realization: I belonged. No, I didn’t just belong—I was the show. The velvet curtain had lifted, and the spotlight was mine alone.

I should have bolted for the door. Disappeared into the shadows of the night. Forgotten Naomi cruel dare. But something in me refused to yield, some hard knot twisting inside—the real me, the one Naomi had dragged kicking and gasping into this outfit. What if I didn’t fight it? What if I leaned all the way in, let myself be tonight’s sensation, the thing everyone watched and craved?

That thought refused to let go. Had Naomi instinctively sensed my desires to be coveted, to be the headline, even if it meant humiliating myself? Knowing she’d engineered this most compromising of situations only made me want her even more. That she was enjoying herself, perhaps even aroused by her sadistic psychological torment, stirred something in me too. A sadist and a masochist—Naomi and I were a match made in heaven.

I wasn’t leaving. My painted lips parted in a smile as if I felt myself transform—no longer Greg the invisible, but the creature everyone desired. I stop mid-stride. Fear set in as I braced for the jeers, the awkward double-takes, the gut-punch of being instantly clocked as a dude in a skirt. Nothing happened. Not a hint of suspicion. They just devoured me with their eyes, not like a guy in drag, but like a real girl—a slutty, fuckable girl who existed only to be shown off and groped. My heart hammered against the plastic cage. No one knew. Not even a flicker of doubt in their faces. The air shivered. I was passing. Actually passing. And every second made me ache for more.

But something could still ruin me. One slip. One careless brush of the skirt, or the wrong bend, and the chastity cage hidden in my panties would show through for everyone to see.

That would be it—the end of the illusion. No matter how perfect the makeup or how slutty the stockings, no one would ever forget the freak in the pink plastic device.

Panic rose in my throat.

All eyes. All attention. All it would take was a single mistake, and suddenly I wasn’t a girl anymore—I was a joke.

Carefully, I made my way through the crowd, not even sure where I was going. I wanted only to let them see. Let them want. The next step would either break me or melt me, but I would do it anyway. Each touch, each hungry glance, each furtive lick of eager lips confirmed it: the spotlight didn’t just warm me, it incinerated the last scrap of masculinity I’d clung to.

A cluster of frat boys beckoned, voices thick with beer and innuendo. What next? How would I get my sketches done? Coy? Bold?

A guy in a sleeveless tank, golden skin, and a body like he lived at the gym, raised his cup in greeting. “Hey! Over here!”

Next to him, another muscle-bound guy, eyes locked on my chest—not subtle. I made my way toward them, still unsure of how to handle this.

Naomi’s face flickered in my mind like a ghost. Her command, once deafening, is now a distant hum under the roar of attention. Three sketches. Three guys. I’d sketch a hundred cocks if it meant these eyes stayed on me. The spotlight felt better than any drug—better than Naomi’s approval. I’d drop to my knees right here if that’s what it took to keep it. My body wasn’t mine anymore; it belonged to whoever wanted to look, to touch, to use.

I stopped before the bodybuilders and forced a grin.

“I’m Chase. He’s Bobby,” said the tank top guy, flexing his biceps for emphasis. “And you are?”

“I...” I didn’t have a name prepared. Shit.

“Cumslut, then,” Chase said, settling his hand on the small of my back, bold fingers flexing just above the curve of my backside. My body trembled—discovering how sweet it felt to be desired, to be seen. I didn’t pull away; I rolled my hip into his palm, giving him what he wanted. And I loved it. No, I craved it almost as I craved Naomi.

His grip tightened, possessive, and a new current rippled through the crowd. Every frustrated, sex-craved jock in the room sensed the shift. I stood there, frozen, but my desire wasn’t hiding—it pulsed within me, grim and greedy.

And out of nowhere, my voice emerged, breathy and unfamiliar: “Why just advertise when I can... deliver? The question isn’t if I’m a cumslut—it’s whose cum I’ll swallow first.” What the fuck did I just say? I just offered my mouth like an open invitation, and indeed, word of it would spread through the house like wildfire. I trailed my tongue slowly across my bottom lip, my heart hammering against my ribs. What had I become? Certainly not Greg. Not anymore.

Chase’s jaw dropped. His eyes burned with desire, his mind visibly spinning with what to say next. “Uh... Wow!”

I bit my lip and leaned in, my voice dropping to a dramatic whisper. “I just need one little favor. I’m working on an art project, and I need three models. You know—” I glanced down unmistakably at their crotches, “—for a study in male anatomy. The bigger the subject, the better the grade.”

Bobby pressed in, predatory. “Art? You here alone?” His gaze peeled me open and, God, I wanted that.

Chase squeezed my hip, claiming me. “You want to draw my body?”

I let my gaze roam down his chest, then lower—lingering on the bulge straining against his shorts. My tongue flicked out to wet my lips as heat pooled between my legs. “Only one body part interests me.” My pulse quickened, and to my horror and secret delight, I felt myself getting harder in my cage. The truth burned through me: I was doing it for Naomi, yes, but the thrill of being wanted—even by men—was intoxicating. I swallowed, nerves and shameful want warring in my throat as I realized I craved their eyes on me, their hunger, no matter how it twisted my sense of self.

Chase’s fingers dug in harder. The suddenness punched a gasp out of me, and for a second, I forgot a hundred restless college kids surrounded us. “So, let me understand this: you want me to be your subject? You want to draw my body?” He flexed his arm again, veins popping up like they were daring me to look, and he smiled, all teeth and swagger.

He caught my wrist, guided my hand to the bulge. “This what you want to draw?”

I nodded dumbly as Naomi’s praise echoed in my head: Good girl. My knees threatened to buckle as body and mind warred. Still, I managed a smile, meeting his eyes. I wanted him to see how much I needed this, and I touched it. The heat, the solidness, the barely restrained pulse behind the mesh of his gym shorts—it should have grossed me out or made me flinch, but it did the opposite. The contact zinged straight up my arm and behind my ribs, humming through me like a secret pact. I wasn’t just pretending anymore. The panties, the skirt, the wig, the cage grinding between my thighs—it all made sense now. I wanted to be wanted. I wanted to be the girl. The shame, the stares, the hungry attention—I fucking loved it, and I hated that I loved it.

“I’ll let you draw me,” Chase said with a smile, “but only if you show me how talented your mouth is first.”

Now what? Sketch and please Naomi, or run for the door and forget about all this? Naomi’s voice echoed, merciless yet amused: “You want a reward. Three sketches, signed by midnight.”

My options crystallized: bail and salvage my masculinity, or surrender completely and become their favorite plaything. The latter thought sent an unexpected thrill through me. I pictured myself on my knees, as Chase revealed himself, expecting me to perform like a Cumslut and opening my lips and allowing him to degrade me even as it thrilled me.

I’d become the party favor, and the thought shot straight to my groin. The chastity bit into me, a constant reminder of my predicament—that Naomi held the key, that she controlled when I could experience release. Just knowing she decided when I could feel pleasure made my head swim, my mouth going dry with want.

Was it Chase that aroused me? Or the act of humiliating myself for Naomi’s entertainment? The question burned hotter than desire trapped inside, as the desire trapped against unyielding plastic.

Whoever invented chastity must have been a sadistic genius: a device that turned desire into a greedy beast, where each moment of restraint stretched into an eternity of splendid suffering.

Was this what being owned felt like? To be remade into a thing that only existed for others’ amusement, helpless, anonymous, and desperate? A voice in my head said Yes, you want it; you want to be every swinging dick’s dirty little secret, faceless, slutty, and denied even my pleasure. Why that sounded appealing, even arousing, I’m not sure. Time stalled. The air thickened until I swore I could taste my nervousness.

It was suffocating. The taste sharp and electric, almost bitter—a mouthful of anticipation, humiliation, and cheap beer. I realized then that I had made a choice, maybe the only choice. It sealed my fate the second I started craving their approval, their hands, their hunger. Whatever came next, it wouldn’t be gentle.

Someone behind me whispered, “Let’s take her upstairs.”

In that instant, I knew: this was the real dare. Whatever happened next, I wouldn’t be Greg anymore. I would be their slut, their plaything, their cumslut.


Chapter Nineteen

Chase’s fingers flexed, grounding me. This was it. My moment. I felt twenty eyes burning into my skin, waiting for me to break or prove myself. Was I really going through with it? Did I even have a choice?

A sudden slip of doubt. Maybe it was all wrong. Maybe I should yank my arm free, wipe off the gloss, and walk out with what little dignity I had left. Instead, I shuddered, sick with anticipation and fear.

I could surrender. Or escape. But not both.

I had already decided, long ago, at the onset of Naomi’s Truth or Dare game, and I wasn’t going anywhere. I swallowed. The humiliation and lust twisted together into an arousing combination as my painted lips mouthed, “Let’s do it.”

Chase grabbed my ass with a casual arrogance, his gaze pinned me, hungry and expectant—a need so obvious it left no room for doubt. It hit me how much he wanted me, and the hot, splintered thrill of being desired knotted my stomach. When Chase lifted my skirt, giving everyone a shot at my ass. I wasn’t ashamed. Humiliated or shy. I relished the feeling of an entire room full of hungry, horny eyes devouring my exposed flesh. Naomi would approve, I suspected, and later tonight she’d make my humiliation worth something. At least I hoped.

Chase’s tongue skimmed over his lower lip, intentional and slow, and his eyes locked on my crimson lips, telling me what was expected: my lips wrapped around his cock.

This was it. I could feel it—the assurance that I was minutes away from my first sexual experience (unless you consider masturbating a sexual experience). My heart fluttered like a schoolgirl’s as the cruel contradiction of being desired as a woman, while what remained of my manhood strained uselessly against the chastity cage. A humiliating droplet of excitement escaped.

Bobby, who’d swept past me semester after semester, barely aware I was alive, now stared at me like I was the last oasis in a desert. I let Bobby and Chase think they owned me, but I was Naomi’s, and this was my offering to her. Bobby made his offer. The one I knew was coming. “Kill two birds with one stone, huh, cumslut?”

My insides knotted. I reminded myself that this was a role. A disguise, I’d chosen…. Or had Naomi chosen it for me? And that thought made it all the more arousing.

Bobby leaned into my ear and whispered, “Why stop at one when you could have both of us? Doll, I’ll make you so wet, you’ll beg me to fuck you against that wall….” He pointed to the far wall. “For everyone to see. You’ll be a star.”

Against the wall? For everyone to see? My restrained erection throbbed painfully against the pink plastic cage, each pulse threatening to crack it from the mounting pressure. The thought blazed through my mind—what if I surrendered completely to them all, one after another, bent over, exposed, and claimed? That thought sent an electric current through my body, causing me to buckle at the knees. The realization that this wasn’t just about pleasing Naomi anymore—some primal part of me craved this.

I couldn’t tear my eyes from the wall, my mind burning with the vision—my palms pressed white against its surface, fingernails clawing for purchase, Bobby’s sweat dripping onto my back as he slammed into me, the degrading pink plastic cage between my thighs swinging violently, slapping against my inner thighs with each brutal thrust. My trapped cock weeping, desperate, useless. The thought of my own fluids spattering the wall in front of everyone made my breath catch, my pulse hammer in my throat. Something feral twisted in my gut—shame and hunger colliding, sparking something that made me want to scream—as I realized I was starving for what should have disgusted me.

Chase removed his hand from my ass and traced his finger along the seam of my lips. He paused, eyes darkening, then claimed my mouth with a force that made my knees buckle. His tongue invaded, hot and insistent, tasting of beer and something primal that made my head swim. I’d never kissed a man before—never wanted to—yet my body betrayed me, melting against his chest as a moan escaped my throat. His stubble scraped my chin raw while his hand slid lower, inching toward the secret that would expose everything, and still I couldn’t pull away, couldn’t stop the electric current racing through me, couldn’t reconcile how wrong this should feel with how desperately right it did.

I grabbed his hand just below my belly button. Looked him in the eye, “My mouth is yours—that’s it. Nothing else.” I held his gaze, making sure my boundaries were unmistakable. My voice softened, “If you’re willing to take what I give you tonight—the heat of my lips, the promise of nothing beyond. I’ll do whatever you want with my mouth.”

Chase’s hand fought back against mine. He wanted to cop a feel. How do I stop it? Out of the blue, the answer hit me, “I’m on my period. First day. It’s... terrible.” I ran my tongue across my bottom lip. “But my mouth, my tongue, my throat—those are yours to claim. Maybe another time we can...”

Chase yanked his hand away. “Both of us. Right?”

I ran through the scenario, feeling the question hang between us, as vivid as anything I’d ever imagined, measuring the logistics of doing two at the same time, recalling those explicit videos I’d watched alone of women on their knees, pleasuring countless men. It hit me: this was no longer fantasy, but very, very real.

My response arose from somewhere deep within. It was a rejection, wrapped in a promise. I ran my fingers down Bobby’s muscular arm, “I want to give you both my full focus, and that’s not possible with a crowd.” I licked my lips sensually, wondering where all this was coming from. “I’m not saying no, honey—I just think tonight has plenty of hours left, and I want to give everyone my full attention.”

Bobby let go of me, “Fucking cock tease.” He spun on his heels and disappeared into the crowd.

Chase wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me into the kitchen. I stumbled slightly against him, catching my breath as we entered the room where three football players lounged against the counters. I recognized them instantly from one of Naomi’s portraits.

Naomi painted portraits for cash, and I mean paint in the old-fashioned sense: oil, canvas, the slow, obsessive ritual. It was her side hustle—the way she could roll into a frat or sorority house, pose the boys with their shirts off, the girls draped over each other, glossy-lipped and posed like pinups, and come away with tuition money. She painted bodies the way she painted faces: obsessively detailed. Never flinched from a flaw. That was her thing. If you wanted to see yourself, really see yourself, you let Naomi do your portrait.

They all turned to Chase, then their eyes flicked between him and me like spectators at a tennis match. My legs turned to jelly as Chase’s fingers hooked under the hem of my all-too-short skirt, tugging upward with casual entitlement. I desperately clutched the front of the fabric, as the battle to keep hidden what even Chase didn’t know about sent waves of contradictory heat through my body—shame and arousal mingling as I became an unwilling performer in my humiliation, hyperaware of every pair of eyes on me.

The entire kitchen went silent, the way it does in movies when the villain enters the room. The three football players, previously boisterous, settled instantly, eyes narrowing with predatory focus. Perhaps four feet separated us; the air felt thick with the kind of anticipation that precedes a bar brawl or an orgy. My skirt, exposing my ass, felt like it was on fire.

The linebacker—the one with the square jaw and a tattoo of a cross on his bicep, whose name I couldn’t recall—leaned forward, bracing his hands on the counter so his face was level with mine. He had the confidence that comes from knowing you could break anyone in the room over your knee if you wanted. “Pretty girl you got there, Chase,” he said. His voice was more of a growl than a statement, and every syllable vibrated straight through me. “She yours?”

It was the first time anyone had referred to me in the third person like that, as if I were some kind of pet. The possessive pronoun hit me harder than I expected. The word “yours” hung in the air, charged with something territorial and hot, as if my body was being auctioned off in real time and I liked it.

Chase’s hand tightened on my hip. I tried to pull the skirt down, desperately, but he yanked it back up, exposing my ass to the entire kitchen. Humiliation rippled through me as my thong and the pale curve of my flesh were on full display for an audience that could, and would, gossip about this for weeks.

“Yep,” Chase said, his voice casual, cocky. “What’s it to you, man?”

For a moment, nobody moved. The other two football players, both starters and both the type of men you’d see in a protein powder commercial, grinned at each other. One of them—the defensive lineman, with a shaved head and a gold chain—reached for a solo cup, then just as quickly put it down and leaned his whole body toward me. “She’s a looker. You going to share, or what?”

The linebacker’s eyes bored into me. I tried to look away, but the moment I did, he grinned wider, leaning even closer, until I could smell sweat and liquor rolling off him. He licked his bottom lip, slowly, letting the silence thicken, then said, “I’ve never seen you around before. You new on campus? Lots of cumsluts on campus, but none that advertise so outwardly.”

The words made my ears burn. Chase smacked my ass. “She’s mine tonight. You can have sloppy seconds. I’m headin’out back. Move it.”

“Yeah?”

The football players formed a gauntlet between the patio door and Chase and me.

Then the linebacker stepped forward and reached for the front of my skirt. My hands shot down to cover myself, but the linebacker intercepted them, “Keep those hands at your side, slut.”

He grabbed the front of my skirt, smiled at me, and inched the hem up an inch, exposing my thighs. He didn’t even ask permission—he just did it, as if I were a prop in a skit that everyone else had already rehearsed.

I wanted to protest. I wanted to say, “Let go of me,” or “Back the fuck off,” but my voice died in my throat. Instead, I just stood there, trembling, while the linebacker ran his free hand along the exposed skin of my thigh, stopping just before the plastic curve of the cage.

There was no point in resisting, not really; the cage left nothing to the imagination. If he wanted to, he could just lower the waistband of the thong and see the secret Naomi hid. My heart hammered. I tried to remember why I was doing this, but the why had dissolved into a toxic slurry of shame and excitement.

Naomi, I thought, this is for Naomi.

Chase watched me, pissed that his toy was slipping from his grasp. “She’s mine. Like I said, step aside now. I’ll leave her for you after I’m done with her.”

I couldn’t believe how much I relished the attention—my body betraying me with each heartbeat, the pink plastic cage straining against forbidden arousal as they treated me like some cheap sorority slut, not knowing the secret beneath my skirt was more shameful than anything they imagined.

The three football players burst out laughing. The defensive lineman took a step forward, emboldened. “I’ll bet she’s got a pretty sweet little snatch.”

The linebacker, his hand toying with the front of my skirt, looked me in the eye with a knowing smirk, “Yeah, let’s see the goods.”

The battle over my skirt escalated. The linebacker edged it higher. I tried to hold it down, feeling the air on my throbbing flesh, locked up tight.

My cheeks flushed with heat, and I tried to squirm away as the linebacker let the hem of my skirt go free. “Don’t worry,” he whispered, “we just want a peek. Give it to us, Chase, and we’ll let you do your thing with her. Otherwise, it’s a no-go.”

Chase stuttered out, “Come on, show ’em, honey, and let’s get to it.”

Fuck! What do I do?

One thing is for sure: I give them a peek at the goods, and it’s going to be one fucked up night for me. The three football players moved as one, a coordinated wall of expectation and threat. I knew, in that moment, that they wouldn’t take no for an answer. The game was over: it was time for the reveal, and I was the main event.

The linebacker leaned into me; his breath was hot, heavy; he was so close I could feel his stubble scraping my skin. He reached down and traced a finger along the edge of my thong, then tugged at the waistband. For a split second, I thought he would pull it down completely; instead, he let it snap back against my flesh, a playful little slap that made me shudder.

He whispered, “Naomi told us you’d be here, and we know your little secret. Get rid of Chase. Then we model for you.”

My heart stopped. My stomach lurched. I felt the world tilt, unbalanced.

The defensive lineman grinned at Chase. “You wanna take her out to the patio where the real fun happens, you gotta let her show us her snatch. Otherwise….”

Chase nodded, but didn’t answer. He turned to me, brushing my hair off my shoulder, and whispered in my ear: “Come on…. For me.”

My hands trembled as I felt the heat of their gaze bore into me. I could feel Naomi’s energy, like a psychic tether, daring me to take the next step. Maybe this was my destiny, to be publicly humiliated, to have my secret exposed for the entertainment of strangers. Perhaps that was the price of devotion, of submission. I closed my eyes, preparing for whatever came next.

I opened my eyes, trapped between humiliation and revelation. The linebacker’s fingers, sure and casual, found the edge of my thong and slid beneath. His knuckles brushed the bare, caged flesh, and I felt my knees threaten to buckle. I could hear my breath, shallow and ragged, as the other players leaned forward, hungry for the secret.

The linebacker’s words curled into my ear, his voice low and sharp—a threat barely contained. “We’ve got our reasons for wanting a slut like you. But Chase? He’s not ready for what we know, so lose him.”

Chase spun me around then, the shift sudden, squeezing me between his chest and the wall of the linebacker. I could smell the beer on his breath, feel the heat of it pulse against my neck. His fingers clamped down, so tight my skin prickled. “What’d you say to her?” His tone was all challenge, but when he turned back to me, he said, “Listen, just do it, babe. Show them what you’ve got.” Then, as if the words themselves were a secret, he slurred them close: “Then I’ll let you taste the best treat in the world.” He rutted his cock against my bare ass, so there would be no mistaking what treat he meant or what he expected.

I realized these football players knew exactly what they’d found. Only Chase wasn’t in on the secret, not yet, and if he guessed what I wore under my skirt—the locked plastic bulge I’d prayed would stay hidden—it’d be all over. They’d out me, laugh, show everyone. The idea of it left my hands shaking. I tried to steady myself, to act like I still had a choice, though it was apparent the game was no longer mine to play.

I jerked away from Chase, pressed myself into the linebacker’s grip, and let his thick bicep pin me right where I needed to be. I dropped my voice, making it a private confession for those who understood how wanting could destroy you. “You know?” I managed, all my defenses thinning with the words. “You know exactly what I am, and you don’t care?”

He answered with his teeth on my ear, the kiss more demanding than tender. “Yeah, sweetheart. Naomi said you’d be here, locked up good, waiting for us.” I felt his breath, humid and close. “Show Chase what you got. Do what we tell you, and you make it to Naomi by midnight. If you’re a good girl.”

The message landed like a verdict, or maybe a dare. The other dudes closed in, eager hands everywhere, not ridiculing but hungry. Their touch wasn’t disgust—it was appetite, and I could feel it, sharp with want.

No point in pretending, not now. The humiliation was thick in my throat, but the need was worse, and it burned straight through my shame. I gave up the last of my resistance, trembling as I pushed up the skirt and pinched down my panties, putting myself on display. Chase’s eyes went wide as I flashed him the proof: the straining pink, the gleaming plastic, and the denial that marked me worse than any rumor ever could. My face burned, my eyes watered, but under it all, my body buzzed, desperate for approval, desperate to be the freak, the sissy, the secret they craved.

Chase staggered back, voice raw: “Holy fuck! You’re a fucking dude.”

A deeper voice cut him off. “Beat it. And keep your mouth shut, or we’ll tell everyone that you were making out with a dude.”

Chase was already retreating, panic shaking out in his words. “I didn’t do anything. Fuck, I kissed you!” And then he was gone, the slam of the kitchen door the last word he had in this.

The door slammed, and for half a second, the only sound was my own harsh, panicked breathing, raw and high in my throat. I wanted to collapse, but the linebacker steadied me, a palm between my shoulder blades that said, No, not yet. The kitchen felt smaller now, tighter, filled with their presence and the weight of what I’d just revealed.

For a moment, no one spoke. They just watched. Not with disgust—with interest, like I was on display at a freak show and they’d all bought tickets. The skirt still bunched around my hips. My caged flesh exposed. They inspected me the way men inspect a car they’re planning to buy: serious, focused, excited. I felt myself flush, the humiliation so total I could barely breathe, and yet—I stood there, showing them everything.

Someone snorted. “Chase looked like he was gonna puke. Are we really going to do this?”

The linebacker’s tone left no room for argument. “Naomi was clear. If we want a taste of her, we gotta break in her new sissy.”

To me, he said, “You want us to keep your secret. You’re gonna work for it.”


Chapter Twenty

Left alone with three massive athletes, I swallowed hard, unsure whether to feel relieved or terrified. These guys were human mountains, their full attention now fixed on me. I couldn't speak. Couldn't breathe. My heart fluttered with a confusing mixture of fear and excitement.

Naomi had orchestrated this entire evening—testing my boundaries, measuring my devotion, forcing me to become her pretty little plaything. Their gazes pressed against my skin like unwanted hands, each lingering look a violation that somehow left me aching for more. I wanted to submit completely, to surrender my body as a canvas for Naomi's cruel pleasure.

The most unsettling part wasn't that Naomi had essentially pimped me out. It wasn't the way each humiliating act chipped away at my masculinity. After dropping to my knees for these three guys, neither my abandoned straightness nor my feminized appearance bothered me anymore. Not the makeup. Not the skirt. Not even my cock locked away in pink plastic. What truly disturbed me was how desperately I craved their attention, their demands. I wanted to know what a man's flesh would feel like against my tongue. I wanted to be good at it—a delicate doll in frilly skirts and high heels, crafted to please and obey, a pretty little cumslut utterly devoted to Naomi's whims.

I braced myself. Naomi was pulling the strings, and all of us—the football players and I—were merely puppets in her show.


Chapter Twenty-One

The linebacker said, “I’m Carter, you’re the one Naomi picked, for us, right?” His voice was almost kind, as if he understood I was already teetering on the edge, waiting for the final push.

Picked?

“I guess,” I said, my voice as tight as the cage squeezing my cock.

Carter looked me up and down, his gaze clinical, like he was measuring me for a collar. “You’re going to be a fun little toy for all of us, aren’t you?”

I sidestepped the question, “How do you guys know Naomi?”

Carter ran his tongue over his bottom lip. “So, uh, might as well shoot the shit for a minute before we... You know.” He paused, then continued, “After Naomi did that thing with our portrait, we all tried to get with her. But man, the way she shut us down—damn. Should’ve walked away right there, but that girl’s got this weird vibe, you feel me? Anyway, Naomi made it clear—anyone who wants to enter her bedroom must first prove their usefulness. She decides who’s worthy of her attention, and before we got any, we’d have to do her a favor.”

The offensive lineman said, “Like some kind of mafia don, says I’ll let you know when it’s time. That was like what, three months ago?”

The defensive lineman added, “She acted like she owned us. Damn, that Queen don’t play.”

Carter nodded, “She said, looking us up and down like she fucking owned us. ‘You can join me in my bed, but first you’ve got to prove yourself. I’ll call you boys when I need you. You get one chance.’”

The offensive lineman shook his massive head, “Every guy in this school has been trying to tap that ass of hers, and she offered it to us. But that we’d have to prove our loyalty.”

Carter looked at his buddies, a hint of disbelief in his eyes. “I’ve been, hell, we’ve all been waiting for our chance, and you’re it. Damn.” He turned back to me. “Are we really going through with this?”

I glanced at Carter; whatever the truth, it didn’t matter anymore. My job was to submit.

The three of them closed in, their bodies hemming me against the wall. Even though I was taller than the average girl, next to them I felt tiny, weightless, a toy waiting to be played with. My knees trembled, but the pressure from my imprisoned cock told me I was aroused. I felt the heat and hunger of their stares, and my face burned. But I didn’t look away. I wanted them to see me. I wanted to be the thing they all craved and none of them respected. I wanted to do it for Naomi.

Carter grinned and curled a finger under my chin. A sudden rush of vulnerability and submission hit me. His touch was firm, unmistakably possessive—a gesture that tilted my face up, stripping away any illusion of control. I was hyper-aware of how small and exposed I was compared to Carter’s size and confidence. The touch made me feel owned, not by Carter or the football players, but by Naomi. As each second passed, I felt more and more like a living toy at Naomi’s mercy—and I loved it. There’s a flash of humiliation, but beneath it, a pulse of arousal: being handled so easily, so publicly, ignited something deep and raw that I tried very hard not to admit.

Carter’s dominance cracked as he asked his buddies, “You really want to do this?” Carter’s voice was low, almost hesitant, the question hanging heavier between us than I expected. His muscular arm had the strength to crush, yet he kept it steady, betraying a flicker of uncertainty.

“Isn’t that what Naomi wants?” he added, frustration lacing his tone. His desire for her clear as he clenched his jaw. “It’s what she requires from us. To… Man, I want her bad. Really bad. Like, I can get any girl I want. But her. Fuck. I never thought I’d be here, having this conversation. About ready to let a dude suck me off.”

He shifted, clearly torn, his eyes flitting between me and the ground, almost as if he was trying to convince himself. “Then you sketch our junk afterward, right? And then… I guess we just… see where this goes.” His breath hitched, a mix of anticipation and reluctance, as if the idea of giving in to this was both intoxicating and disturbing.

Disappointment slid into me. I wanted him to take control. To tell me what to do.

“Man, I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair, his frustration palpable. “It’s what Naomi wants… and I want to please her more than anything.”

“You’re not the only one,” I said.

“But letting you… You know, it’s just… fuck. When she said a favor…. I didn’t think I’d be doing this.”

I nodded. “I think I know.” My voice came out as a whisper, but the words seemed to impress them.

The defensive lineman, a mountain of a man with a voice like gravel, snorted. “Can’t believe we’re gonna let a dude suck us off,” he said. The words hovered between us, equal parts challenge and curiosity. The others glanced at each other, then at me, weighing the situation competitively, as if even this was a game they intended to win.

“That’s not a dude, man,” the defensive lineman said, eyeing my chest with blunt appraisal. “Look at those. That’s a pair of tits.” He lifted my skirt with a single finger, spun me around, letting the fabric bunch around my waist as if I were a museum exhibit brought in for their inspection. “Never seen a guy with an ass like that either.”

The defensive lineman spun me around again, facing him. His lips created an appreciative smile, the whiteness of his teeth a stark contrast to his dark skin. “Grab it.”

Three pairs of gargantuan hands inspected my ass—some fingers tentative, others bold.

“I’d fuck it.” Carter smacked my ass playfully. “Look at that jiggle.”

My cheeks stung, but the humiliation was worse—the eerie delight of being manhandled, sized up like meat, groped and measured by hands the size of dinner plates. I heard laughter, taunting, barely above a growl, and then Carter’s cock pressed against me, thick and blunt. He dry humped me, much like Sasha had done just an hour ago.

I’d used toys before. Slick plastic. Cold silicone. The occasional rough experiment with fingers trembling in the dark. This was different—monstrously different. The heat and weight of his body, the promise of being used in front of the others—it made everything I’d done before feel safe, gentle, shamefully tame.

Could I take it? Could I take all three? My hole clenched with fear and need, slick and traitorous. They didn’t see a man here; not anymore. I was just an ass, a thing to be fucked. A trembling, blushing, dripping little toy, Naomi pointed in their direction. And I wanted it.

“Fuck a dude in his ass?”

“Hey man, I’d do anything to get into Naomi.” He punctuated his confession by grinding his erection against me, the rigid length pressing through his jeans and tracing a slow, deliberate path across the crack of my ass, leaving a trail of heat that made my breath catch.

Carter’s hands gripped my hips, pulling me into him. The longer this went on, the more I understood this was Naomi’s artistic creation—she’d positioned us all like pieces on her chessboard, these alpha males and me, her beta male, all here serving her, at her command.

I envisioned her watching from somewhere, smiling that knowing smile as these men who’d never take orders from anyone else obeyed her invisible strings. I wasn’t the only one being tested; these “kings” had become her willing pawns. The thought of her power made heat pool between my thighs—that she could orchestrate three strutting, macho guys to submit to her will. I wondered how far they’d go. Would they trade places with me if Naomi asked? I couldn’t picture them feminized, but would they sacrifice their machismo to have her?

Carter stopped humping me, spun me to face the others, presenting me like a prize. The others closed in, forming a tight wedge. The sensation of their bodies eclipsing everything else made my head spin. The offensive lineman drew his face in close, studying my lips like he was flirting with a new type of playbook. He let his tongue slide along his teeth, then ran a thumb along the corner of my mouth.

“You ever suck a cock before?” he whispered, barely audible over the music.

I shook my head, trembling. “No.”

“Good. That means you’ll try harder.” Carter said.

The offensive lineman lifted the front of my skirt, yanked the waistband down, exposing my secret as he studied my caged cock slick with precum.

The defensive lineman leaned in to get a better look. “Bro, I don’t care if there’s a dick and balls down there, that skirt’s painted on. And the lips? Fuck. It’s like Naomi built her own sex doll and then sent it to the party for us.” He reached out, not even bothering to ask, and let his hand float over my thigh, around my hips, and grabbed and squeezed my ass, as if he were testing the ripeness of fruit at a grocery store.

The offensive lineman, thick-necked and sweaty, shook his head. “Once this cumslut’s on his knees, nobody’s gonna care what’s between his legs. Least of all you.” He smacked my ass, his eyes gleaming, mean but not cruel; more like a dog that’s been told to heel but can’t wait to be let off the leash. He stepped forward, and I felt the solidity of his presence like a wall at my back.

My pulse pounded for Naomi. My cock ached for Naomi. And I know these three studs were aching as badly for her as I was. If I’d wanted an out, I could have run, but the thought of her orchestrating us kept my feet planted. I stood, trembling under their circling gazes, all of us like flies caught in her web. Even these straight men would cross lines for her approval—and God, the power of that made my skin flush hot. Their hesitation and arousal mingled in the air like sweat and beer fumes, but it was Naomi’s silent command that we all obeyed.

“Take the panties off,” one of them said, not sure who.

No, not now. I can’t let them see me like this. Keeping them on feels like I’m holding onto something—some shred of control, and the chastity device that I’d let myself be locked up in is too humiliating.

“Uh… They’re part of the outfit.”

Carter, who seemed to be the leader of the pack, said, “Naomi doesn’t want you hiding anything from us. She insisted on it.”

If Naomi wanted it, I wasn’t going to refuse then. I slipped the panties off, let them dangle in my hand.

Carter turned to the kitchen door, the only entrance, and locked it, then said, “Naomi wanted the skirt off, too.”

I obeyed far too easily. With my pink chastity device exposed and shining under the bright kitchen lights, the atmosphere thickened. “God damn, Naomi’s got you locked up tight,” Carter murmured, low and amused.

The defensive lineman whistled. “She even color-coordinated it. Princess pink.” He reached down and ran a finger along the plastic, and the touch sent a bolt of humiliation—and something else—through my core.

“You touched it, bro.” The offensive line man teased.

I felt so exposed, so raw, that I thought I might faint. The three of them closed in, forming a fortress of heat, brawn, and want.

The defensive lineman pulled his hand back quickly, wiping it on his jeans. “Look at it, dude,” he said, voice pitched higher than before. “Looks like a little pink pussy. That’s why I touched it. Thought it was something else at first.” His eyes darted to his teammates, seeking validation.

“Never seen one of these up close,” the offensive lineman commented, crouching down for a better look. He tapped the cage with a meaty finger.

The jolt was instant—a pulse of hot, helpless embarrassment, hum echoing in my caged cock and straight into my cheeks. I shuddered. The plastic twitched, betraying my arousal at the obscene pink on display for their mocking, greedy eyes. I throbbed, traitorous, desperate, leaking. Humiliation never felt so good.

“Bet it’s driving you nuts, isn’t it?” The laughter rippled through the group, and I wanted to curl away, but I didn’t. I leaned in, letting the shame curdle into a new courage. Maybe this was what Naomi wanted. Perhaps this was what I wanted, too.

Carter set both his hands on my shoulders—not hard, but with a steady, guiding pressure, like a coach helping a rookie onto the field for the first time. His grip sent a crackle up my neck to the base of my skull. He bent himself around me, a monolith of sweat and muscle, lowering his face until his breath was right against my ear, so close I could feel the shape of his lips as he spoke. “She told us not to be gentle.” The words came out in a low rumble, gentle enough to almost be soothing, but the way his hands tightened on my bare shoulders said otherwise. I flinched involuntarily at the contradiction.

He grinned then, and the smile was wide, white, and full of wolfish promise. “On your knees now. Time to earn the right to sketch our junk.” The phrase sent a contradictory rush through my stomach—a swoop of fear, humiliation, and arousal so potent that my knees buckled before he even pushed. The kitchen floor was cold, a gritty laminate that braced my shins and bit at my tights as I kneeled. Carter’s hands never left my shoulders, guiding me down, making sure my back was straight, my head high, as if there was a correct athletic posture for being debased.

“The sketch pad—where is it?” My voice cracked, scanning the room frantically. “I can’t—I need to draw them for her. That’s what Naomi wanted.” My fingers twitched, already imagining the charcoal against paper, desperate to transform this moment into something I could offer her, something that would make her eyes light up when she saw it.

Carter opened a kitchen drawer and dropped a sketch pad on the countertop, along with two charcoal pencils. “Alright, here’s the deal,” he said, his voice dropping to a growl as he leaned down. “You’re gonna get those pretty lips around each of our cocks first. Show us what that mouth can do before you even think about touching these pencils. Once you’ve properly... introduced yourself to all three of us, then you can start your little art project. Understand, princess?”

I nodded, my eyes watering with humiliation as my trapped cock strained painfully against its plastic prison. The thought of failing Naomi made my chest tighten more than the prospect of what these three athletes would do to me. Their judgment—their approval—suddenly felt like the only currency that mattered. If my oral skills didn’t satisfy them with what I did, they’d tell her. I’d be nothing in her eyes. I swallowed hard and looked up at them, silently begging them to use me well enough that I’d have something worthy to report back to her.


Chapter Twenty-Two

They closed in around me, a barricade of broad shoulders and denim-clad legs, pinning me in like an animal up for auction. My face aligned with their belt buckles—and the unmistakable bulges beneath them—while everything above towered in a blur of muscle and predatory grins. Carter released my shoulders only to cradle the back of my head, his fingers firmly controlling my movements. I had done nothing like this before, never considered it, but the fear of disappointing Naomi gnawed at me more than any grip my heterosexuality had on me. What if I choked? Do I lick it first? What if I was too rough?

Their dominance held a perverse comfort—almost fatherly in its control—even as my body responded with a shameful heat. I wanted to crawl out of my skin, disgusted by my response yet unable to deny it.

I closed my eyes. This was it.

I heard the sounds that would turn me into a cheap slut: zippers and snaps being undone, followed by the rustle of clothing being removed.

I squeezed my eyelids shut tighter, fearing that if I saw the flesh awaiting my mouth, I might enjoy it. When I opened them, I was staring at the flesh waiting for my mouth, and I hated to admit it, but I liked what I saw. I took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of sweat and adrenaline, mixed with the aroma of deodorant and testosterone. Then silence fell, as if the world held its breath for my descent into submission, where every ounce of heterosexuality and masculinity would be cast aside for their amusement and Naomi’s cruel pleasure.

Humiliation washed over me in waves. I couldn’t decide which stung more: kneeling to service three macho, straight guys, or that three hulking, bulletproof guys were allowing someone like me to do it. One thing was sure: Naomi was at the center of it all. She was the gravitational pull keeping us trapped in this wild orbit of her making.

I opened my eyes, and nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. In porn videos, they all looked big, but here? They’re massive, like they’ve stepped out of my wildest porn video and into reality. Each one hung differently, almost like trophies of masculinity. This wasn’t a fantasy anymore; it’s a living, breathing reality, and I couldn’t look away.

The offensive lineman’s was thick and veined, its head looking like it might explode from how hard he was; the defensive lineman’s was longer, dark as coffee, and hung heavy, even before it was fully erect; Carter’s, of course, was the most intimidating—broad and perfectly straight, already slick at the tip with anticipation. I never believed in stereotypes before, but here, right in my face, was proof that big black cock had meaning.

I should have been appalled that my body responded with desperate arousal, but did I want to preserve my dignity, or did I want to please Naomi?

I took a breath. Three cocks looming at eye-level, pointed toward my face like interrogation lamps.

What if I couldn’t make them cum? What if they did cum? Do I swallow? Do I let them paint my face? How do I leave then?

The humiliation was almost holy in its intensity, a blush so deep I could taste it, metallic and sharp. I stared straight ahead, at the offensive lineman’s cock, the closest to my mouth, twitching every time he exhaled. Sweat beaded on his thighs, and I could smell the edge of his body, something purely male.

Part of me hoped they’d laugh, call the whole thing off, tell Naomi I chickened out. But no one moved. They wanted me to see, to look. Carter let go of my skull. I turned, inspecting each cock as if they were pieces of art, not the instruments of my humiliation.

“My God, bro. Look at him, he can’t take his eyes off them,” the offensive lineman whispered.

“Of course not,” said Carter, “Naomi picked a real sissy.” There was almost admiration in his tone, as if I’d passed some invisible tryout just by kneeling and not fainting.

“Never sucked a cock before, huh?” the offensive lineman repeated, eyes fixed on my face.

I shook my head, but I could barely move. The plastic of the cage dug into my skin, already sticky with precum, and every pulse of humiliation made it worse. “No,” I said. My voice came out smaller than I’d intended, almost a whimper.

“That means you’re going to try even harder,” Carter said, and the other two snickered.

The defensive lineman leaned in, letting his cock brush the tip of my nose. “You nervous, princess?”

I opened my mouth, intending to say “no,” but nothing came out. I nodded instead, and the defensive lineman huffed a laugh, then reached down to stroke himself, slow and deliberate, while maintaining eye contact. “You gonna lick it, or what?” glancing sideways as if checking for permission.

“Not yet,” said Carter, his tone suddenly strict. “Naomi said to make the sissy earn it.”

They circled me, their cocks swinging close to my face. I could feel the heat radiating off their skin, my dick throbbed uselessly in its pink prison, straining against the plastic, so hard it hurt. I wondered what Naomi would say. “Good girl.”

What did they see in me? A guy in a skirt, on his knees, surrounded by black cock, blushing but not running away. Or did they see nothing but Naomi? The thought made the pressure in my groin even worse, and a fresh droplet of precum beaded and dribbled out, tickling my thighs.

I tried to focus beyond the haze of arousal and fear, remembering Naomi’s whisper: “This is what you want, even if you’re too scared to admit it.” I didn’t want to admit it, not to myself and especially not to these men, but as their cocks loomed closer, I couldn’t deny the compulsion to open up and do what whores do.

Was this about pleasing Naomi, or my private, humiliating desire finally realized? It didn’t matter; I was on my knees, surrounded, with only one direction to go.


Chapter Twenty-Three

The offensive lineman pressed his cock against my lips, not forcing, just letting it rest there, heavy and hot. He closed his eyes, leaning his head back as if visualizing something. Was he imagining that my lips were Naomi’s? I pictured her watching, judging my performance, and felt a desperate need to make this good for her. His hand was on the back of my head now, fingers splayed, not holding me, just a warning that at any moment, he could take control. I parted my lips enough to let the head slip inside, and he groaned, the sound resonating through my skull. The taste was musky, salty, and unmistakably male. I gagged slightly on the sensation, not the size, and the guys all laughed, their hands slapping each other’s backs. My cheeks burned with humiliation, but I didn’t pull away. If this is what would please Naomi, I’d swallow my pride along with everything else.

“Go easy, man, don’t break her first day out,” said the defensive lineman, but there was no genuine concern in his voice, only challenge.

“Shut up and let her work,” said Carter. He leaned down, his cock bobbing inches from my cheek, and whispered, “You’re doing good. Now impress us. Or we tell Naomi you were a bad girl.”

I sucked, tentatively at first, then with growing desperation as I imagined Naomi’s disappointed face if they told her I wasn’t good enough. What if I made it to her house by midnight, only to find her looking at me with disappointment? Shaking her head, “The boys said you were less than adequate. The boys told me you failed at being a cocksucker, the one thing every sissy should know how to do.”

I shut my eyes, swallowing shame and something darker, saltier, pushing my tongue out to trace the head, sucking it deeper, letting my lips slip lower and lower, until my nose was mashed against sweaty skin and the smell made my throat close. I coughed. Laughed at myself, silently. The boys whooped, delighted, as if they’d known all along I was built for this, a joke with a punchline. I fought down another gag.

The offensive lineman’s hips rolled forward with practiced confidence while the other cocks crowded my face, occasionally brushing my cheeks, leaving trails of wetness I didn’t wipe away. I hollowed my cheeks and worked my tongue frantically, determined to make them forget their mockery. My jaw ached, but I took him deeper, my eyes watering as I silently begged them to tell Naomi I was worth her time.

“You see that? She’s loving it,” the defensive lineman crooned, his cock rubbing against my ear as I sucked on Carter’s shaft, “Bet she’d let all of us in there at once if we asked.”

“Think Naomi would be jealous?” the defensive lineman joked, and the image of Naomi’s face, her smirk, her eyes watching me as I kneeled for these men, flashed through my mind. Would she be proud of me, or just amused?

“Bet Naomi wants to see it herself,” said Carter. “She gets off on this shit.” Cater pulled out his phone and pointed it at me, recording.

Carter held the camera a little low, angling it to frame all of us in the shot—the three cocks and my face. Nobody flinched at the evidence being collected. The sight of the phone made my humiliation pulse and sharpen until it felt more vivid than the act itself. I tried to look away, but Carter grabbed my chin and forced me to stare right into the phone’s dead glass eye, as if daring me to beg for more. I imagined Naomi, wherever she was, waiting for this video to arrive. I pictured her curled up in a bedroom, phone glowing, her own hand sliding between her thighs as she watched me. Her wicked smile widened as she reveled in my submission, using my shame to fuel her own arousal while I squirmed with humiliation.

The offensive lineman guided his cock deeper, and I could feel my gag reflex tense and pulse, but I didn’t back off. I wanted Naomi to see I could take it. My throat bulged, lips stretched tight, and I locked my eyes on the lens, letting Naomi see exactly how much I wanted her.

The other cocks pressed in, close, nudging and sliding wetly against my cheeks, leaving dripping streaks of arousal and pre-cum. I opened wider, desperate to please. By pleasing these jocks, I was pleasing Naomi. That’s what mattered. My jaw ached, but my mind was blank with submission. The noise from the kitchen faded, and the party sounds grew muffled as a hush fell over this little island of ritual. The air thickened with the salt of sweat and the ripe, living scent of their skin. I let the offensive lineman fuck my mouth, slow at first, but then with more confidence, until spit ran down my chin and collected between my fake tits.

By the time a full rotation went around, my limbs trembled, but I didn’t stop. I adjusted as best I could, tongue swirling and teeth hidden, trying to live up to what I thought Naomi would expect from me, her filthy, exacting expectations. By round two, my lipstick was smeared, the taste of flesh, salt, and dizziness blurred my vision, but the flavor of musk, brine, and sweat was so overwhelming that nothing else existed. It was, as Naomi had forecasted, a kind of transcendence—humiliation crushed into ecstasy, submission elevated to an art. The guys cheered, complimented my technique, and urged me on, as if I were a freshman quarterback thrown into the big game.

The defensive lineman, recovering from his initial shock, grabbed my hand and planted it on his cock, wanting me to stroke as I sucked the offensive lineman’s shaft. I complied, and for the first time, I noticed how my painted nails looked against his skin, my wrist delicate compared to the thickness of his shaft. I stroked, and I sucked, and I could feel the intensity in the surrounding circle change. The laughter softened, giving way to low, hungry groans. No one was making fun of me now; they were using me with single-minded purpose. What were they thinking, though? How badly they wanted Naomi, or how much they enjoyed my lips? My mouth? My throat? It occurred to me I wanted them to want me more than they wished for Naomi’s lips, so I doubled down on my efforts. Showed enthusiasm.

“Damn, she’s good,” Carter said, and for a moment I almost believed it myself—thought I was what they wanted me to be, a real girl, a real whore, a thing to be used and shared. The words stung, but the thrill underneath eclipsed everything else. The intensity, the heat, the rawness of it: I’d never known anything could feel like this.

At some point, I lost track of time, or perhaps I simply stopped caring. The three of them rotated, sometimes gently, occasionally roughly, always with a sense of relentless expectation. My jaw ached. My lips felt swollen, my makeup a disaster. I took them one by one, hoping that somewhere, Naomi was watching. That she was proud. That this performance—this act of complete submission—would earn her approval, or at the very least, her attention.

“Goddamn, look at her go.” The voices blended into a chorus of disbelief and delight. I took the next cock, the defensive lineman’s cock all the way down, let it fill my mouth until my nose pressed into the dense mat of his pubes, the heat of his body closing over my face like a mask. I gagged—and the sensation only made him shudder with pleasure, his hands tightened around my head. He groaned, the sound raw, and drove his hips deeper, spreading my lips wide enough that I could almost hear the smirk in Carter’s voice: “She can take it.”

I did. I took all of him, and when one pulled back, the next cock crowded in, eager and insistent, the tip smearing precum across my tongue and cheeks. I alternated between mouths and hands, working two at a time, sometimes all three, my mouth focused on the humiliation and service. At some point, I no longer cared about what Naomi wanted—the kitchen had grown silent except for the slap of skin against my lips, the guttural praise of the men, and my own slurping, desperate little moans, the suckling noises that echoed in my ears louder than any music outside. I lost count of how many times I switched from one cock to another, how often I flicked my tongue along the underside, teasing the slit, savoring the heat and the taste and the way each man responded differently, their bodies tensing or their voices going up an octave or two when I got it just right. There was no longer any question of whether I wanted this; it was a need, a compulsion, a role I’d been rehearsing without ever knowing it.

When the first cock erupted in my mouth, I’m pretty sure it was Carter. I gagged at the shock of it—thick, salty, rope after rope shooting across my tongue and the back of my throat. I tried to pull away, but Carter’s hand kept me in place, held fast by the nape of my neck, forcing me to swallow every drop. “That’s a good girl,” Carter said, his hand wrapped tight around my jaw. “That’s it. Swallow, just like Naomi wanted.”

There was pride in his voice, and it made me pulse with shame and an ugly, sick joy. The hot, bitter flood filled my mouth, spilled at the corners, and as I struggled to catch my breath, another cock shoved into the gap, using my mouth as if it belonged to them. The hum of voices above me had faded; all that remained was the hands, the cocks, the relentless forward motion, like I was being pulled into the undertow of something much bigger than myself.

Taking them deeper, more desperately, hungry for every grunt and gasp. I could feel my own hips moving, grinding against the air, looking for friction that wasn’t there, in time with the defensive lineman’s thrusts. The pressure in my caged cock had gone from painful to sublime, every pulse a reminder that pleasure was beyond my reach unless I took it like this, raw and unattainable—unless Naomi decided I’d earned it. The helplessness only intensified the urge, another layer of powerlessness that made everything brighter, sharper, more urgent. This wasn’t just a dare anymore or some fever-dream initiation; it was a ritual, and I was the offering, my pleasure denied and redirected in service of anyone strong enough to take it.

The next one shot his load, not sure who—slamming against the roof of my mouth, pooling in a bitter, burning flood, and filling me until I thought I’d choke on it. I swallowed as best I could, but the volume was overwhelming, thick and sour, and my lips slipped off the tip just long enough for a streak to splatter from my chin to my chest, hot and viscous, painting me with something closer to a badge than a stain. My tongue instinctively worked to clear my mouth before it spilled, wanting badly to impress them, to leave no doubt that I was as good at my new role in life: CUMSSLUT.

I’m pretty sure it was the defensive lineman who didn’t even apologize, didn’t acknowledge the mess he’d made—just let the last dribbles ooze from his cockhead while he gasped for air and muttered a single, almost reverent “damn.” I felt him step back, my mouth suddenly empty, and then the offensive lineman wrapped his hand around my head, twisting hard, pulling me up and forward, like I was a marionette whose only job was to perform for an audience.

“Keep going,” Carter ordered. “Don’t leave anyone out.” The implication was clear: I wouldn’t be done until all of them had used me, until all three had left their mark. But the third cock, offensive linemen’s, was already twitching and flushed, waiting with a kind of predatory patience as if he wanted to savor the finale. The tip smeared against my lips, and I parted them willingly, hungry for the last round, for the chance to prove I could take it without flinching. I sucked him in, tongue working the underside, and the offensive lineman’s hips rolled with a practiced, almost hypnotic rhythm. The other two watched, cocks still glistening, as if wanting to see whether I’d break under the pressure or live up to the fantasy they’d built around me.

I didn’t break. I took the offensive lineman’s cock as deep as I could, let him find the back of my throat, and felt my own eyes water with the effort. I could taste the salt of pre-cum, the traces of sweat and skin, and the shame of it made me want to open wider, to show them I was more than just a prop or a dare. My hands, slippery and shaky, cupped the base, and I bobbed up and down, each motion timed to the guttural encouragements from above. My makeup was wrecked. My chest heaved with every breath. My jaw ached so badly it felt like it might crack, but I didn’t let go.

When the offensive lineman came, it was less a climax than a detonation—he grabbed my head, held it immobile, and thrust so deep that for a second I thought I might actually black out. The first pulse hit the back of my throat, the rest spilling forward, running along my tongue and leaking out the corners of my mouth. He wanted it all inside, but there was no way, not at this angle, not with this much. The excess overflowed, dripping down onto my ruined blouse and soaking the makeshift bra beneath. He kept me there, breathing hard, his cock softening only when he’d wrung out the last drop.

Stunned and shaky, my face a masterpiece of their pleasure. My caged dick throbbed behind its plastic, aching from the denial, but the intensity of the scene overrode any coherent thought. I was empty, hollowed out, and somehow fuller than I’d ever felt—like they’d poured something into me that was heavier, deeper, than just the physical.

The offensive lineman wiped his cock and hands on a paper towel and laughed as he surveyed the scene. “Shit, she really did it. Naomi’s not gonna believe it unless we get more pics.”

“Not yet,” said Carter, voice thick with satisfaction. “She’s got one more job.” He stepped back, zipping up, and stared down at me with something like ownership in his gaze.

For a second, my brain refused to process anything. I’d just been used as a fleshlight by three guys I’d never met before tonight. What could they possibly want from me next?


Chapter Twenty-Four

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, as the guys dressed, then laughed at the futility—my palms were just as sticky as my face. Once dressed, Carter tapped out a text. I caught my reflection in a glass-fronted cabinet and winced. Lipstick smeared into crimson streaks across my cheeks, eyeshadow pooled in dark half-moons under my eyes, and my wig sat crooked, the victim of eager hands that had yanked it repeatedly. Greg was gone—somewhere else now. I wondered if, when all this was over, would I want Greg anymore, or would I want to stay a cumslut forever.

Through my smudged reflection, I studied them. Their cocky swagger had softened into dreamy satisfaction, muscles relaxed, and expressions smug as if waiting for Naomi to award them a trophy for their performance.

Carter grinned as he tucked in his T-shirt, “Naomi says you’re an artist, right? Said you could draw anything from memory.” His tone was taunting, but there was a real challenge in it—a dare to see how far I’d go.

I nodded as I slipped back into my thong and skirt. Carter tossed me a spiral-bound sketchbook, the kind with cheap, toothy pages. “Let’s see you draw what you just sucked. No cheating, no looking.” He handed me a charcoal pencil and pointed at the kitchen table. “Go on. Sit up and get to work. We’ll judge your accuracy. We wait for the next step.”

For a second, my brain refused to process the command. I’d just been used as a fleshlight by three guys I’d never met before tonight, and now they wanted me to immortalize their cocks in ink. Yet the logic—humiliation elevated to art, evidence that would linger long after the party. My face burned hot—not from shame, but from a taboo, addictive pride. This was what Naomi wanted: to see me debased, transformed, made part of their story.

Unsteady but determined, I sat at the battered kitchen table. The guys stood behind me, arms crossed, waiting. My hands didn’t shake when I started sketching, which surprised me. I focused on the details: the way Carter’s cock curved just slightly to the left, the mole at the base of the defensive lineman’s shaft, the thick ropey veins on the offensive lineman’s, each so distinct I could have drawn them blindfolded. I filled a page for each. I knew Carter’s name, so across the top of Carter’s sketch I wrote Carter.

I found out the defensive lineman was Jake and the offensive lineman was Marcus. I labeled each name above the sketch. When I finished, I laid them out on the table next to each other, daring anyone to find fault.

Silence followed. Jake whistled. “Not bad. You got my veins perfect.”

“I’m bigger, dude.” Marcus shot back. “She even got my size right. Damn.”

“Fuck off. No way. I’m thicker.” Jake retorted.

Carter picked up his portrait, glanced at it, and then at me. “Naomi’s gonna love these,” he said, and I could tell he meant it. He laid the sketchbook on the table, wiped his thumb down my cheek, and smiled.

Jake took a thick black marker from the kitchen drawer and signed his drawing with the chunky, blocky letters of a high school bully. Carter used a fine-tipped pen and added a flourish beneath his name, then traced an arrow directly to the veiny crown of his charcoal likeness, labeling it “THE LEGEND.” Marcus, not to be outdone, scrawled “BIG WHEELS” in huge, looping script across the shaft of his own portrait; he even drew two lopsided circles at the base, giggled, and colored them in. It was a contest of signatures, of ownership, the three of them making their individual marks on the evidence of my submission.

I sat, dazed by the aftershock, ruined makeup burning on my skin, when a bang nearly jarred its hinges. Sasha barreled in, arms full—a battered makeup case in one hand, a bulging bag in the other. She took it all in with a single sweep of her gaze: the football players riding high on their win, and me, a wrecked masterpiece in mascara streaks and trembling limbs. If Sasha was shocked, she didn’t show it; she’d seen train wrecks before. She just set her things down with a practiced clatter, not even blinking, as if chaos in the air was as natural as breathing.

“Jesus Christ, you look like the world’s saddest glory-hole,” Sasha said, her eyes glittering with cruel delight as she inspected me like a prized pet who’d performed a new trick. “Look at Naomi’s little cumslut, all used up and still standing. That’s my girl.” She reached out and patted my cheek, smearing the mess further. “Gentlemen, I need to borrow your new toy for a touch-up. Can’t have her representing us looking like a discount glory hole, can we?”

Carter’s eyes flicked to the phone in Sasha’s hand, then back to me. He gave a little bow, all mock chivalry, but his voice dropped to something more insistent. “She’s all yours. Just make sure Naomi knows who delivered the goods. I expect my reward from her later.”

“That’s up to Naomi, not you,” Sasha snapped, yanking me to my feet, “So you guys scam, what this bitch needs is a total reset, not just a touch-up.” She surveyed the damage. She reached for a makeup wipe, then paused.

Sasha leaned in her breath warm against my ear. “Maybe we should let you do your next test looking like this, let the boys see you like this. It’s honest. No filters, no pretty-girl bullshit. This is you now, Gigi.” There was a thin, cruel pleasure in her tone—the power of knowing I needed her to make me presentable, and the power of choosing not to. My stomach flipped at the name—Gigi—I found myself pathetically grateful. At least it wasn’t Cumslut anymore. Gigi sounded almost... cute, like someone who might be worth looking at, even if just to laugh at.

Carter, Jake, and Marcus filed out the door, as Sasha said, “Let’s get you fixed up, gotta look pretty for round two.”

“Next round?” I said. I checked the time. I had about an hour and a half left. “But I have to get—”

Sasha snorted. “Babe, round one was just the warm-up. You think Naomi’s going to waste an ass like yours on a couple of sketches and a hallway blowjob? No, no, no. She’s got plans.” Her lips curled in a wolfish smile as she dug through the battered makeup kit, coming up with a hard-edged wedge sponge, foundation, eyeliner, and shadow, and a fresh tube of lipstick—something glossy and pink, probably designed to make my mouth look even more obscene.

She gripped my chin and tilted my face into the harsh kitchen light. The humiliation should have made me shrink, but all I felt was that strange pulse of excitement—if this was what Naomi wanted, I’d do it, no matter how bad it burned.

“You’ve been a good girl.” Then, methodically, Sasha straightened the wig, then yanked it off entirely and repositioned it. “There.”

She wiped my face clean, the makeup wipe coming away with streaks of dried white crust from my chin and cheeks, tacky strands from my eyebrows, and salty residue flakes around my lips and nostrils—evidence of three separate men’s enthusiasm, each layer telling its own humiliating story.

Pinching my chin, she applied fresh foundation, “You know what I love about you, Gigi? You just surrender to becoming a pretty little doll. Most boys would cry about losing their manhood. But look at you—sitting so still while I paint you back into the perfect bimbo. Hell, you got more cum on you than makeup.”

Sasha continued her ceremonial degradation, and the guys returned to add commentary.

“She is one good slut,” Carter said.

Sasha continued with her work as Marcus said, “Make sure you use waterproof mascara this time she cries whenever she gets face fucked.”

Laughter filled the room. The humiliation of it strangely affected me, as I couldn’t get my mind away from how good it felt to have the plastic of the chastity device smash the arousal that hit me.

Jake added as Sasha put on my lipstick, “Give her some extra lipstick, that mouth is the best part of our little slut.”

When Sasha finished, she ordered me to stand. “Strip. Those clothes are a mess.” I obeyed—what choice did I have? Standing there, stripped to nothing except my chastity cage, twitching, a humiliating gloss leaking out, telling on me in ways I wished it wouldn’t. It was wrong, this heat, but it was there just the same. I reflexively reached to cover myself, but she batted my hand away.

Out of the bag, she produced a neon pink thong, translucent, and cut high enough to expose the outline of the shimmery silicone device caging my cock. She pulled a new skirt from her tote: a pink micro-mini, barely more than a napkin, which she zipped and buttoned so tight it felt like a tourniquet. Then, with a flourish, she produced a pair of 6-inch platform heels, the kind that require a pole and an indemnity waiver, and set them at my feet.

“You’re gonna walk the gauntlet tonight, babe,” Sasha said. “Every eye in the place on you. That’s what she wants. That’s what you want, whether or not you admit it.”

She forced my feet into the shoes, then helped me wobble to my feet. The world shifted—six inches higher and infinitely less stable. Walking in these heels would be a performance unto itself—one I’d have to master in front of an audience of hundreds, all eager to see me stumble.

She leaned in, nose-to-nose, her own breath sweet with alcohol and aggression. “Smile, Gigi. It’s your big debut.”

She spun me around, made a show of presenting me: she had me twirl and blow kisses; it was pure theater, and I played my part, each humiliation a rehearsal for the main event.

Carter clapped. “Outstanding. Naomi’s gonna go apeshit.”

Jake and Marcus bickered about who got to escort me to the next phase, finally settling on taking an arm each, as if chaperoning a homecoming queen. Sasha snapped a few pics on her phone and called Naomi. “Honestly, Naomi, we’ve never had one take to being our little cumdump so fast. You picked a good one. I had to use three wipes just to clean off all the jizz for round two.”

Carter raised a finger, showing he wanted a word with Naomi. Sasha handed him the phone.

Carter said, “We broke her in, but I left a little for you. She’s ripe for anything now. The boys and I are wondering when we’ll get our reward. You know, you promised. This was no easy….”

Carter listened for a moment. “Yeah, Naomi, that was one great blowjob….”

He listened for another minute. “Yes. Ma’am.” And handed the phone back to Sasha.

Sasha nodded, hung up, and rounded up Carter, Jake, and Marcus aside for a hushed briefing.

Their eyes assessed me—waiting for me to crack, confess, or run. But I held my ground. My body thrummed with a sick, needy anticipation. Then the briefing was over, and Sasha snapped another picture of me, every inch of me engineered for ridicule and display, the little whorish skirt, the wobble in my knees, the bimbo mask painted on my face that didn’t belong to me anymore.

Every detail felt like Naomi had chosen it for maximum exposure. The shoes made my calves quiver, and my balance teeter; my lips were painted crimson, like a neon sign—OPEN FOR BUSINESS.

Carter hooked an arm around my waist and paraded me to the door. Jake and Marcus placed lewd bets on how many steps until I face-planted. Sasha followed, grinning, the sketches under her right arm, evidence for Naomi. My makeup was flawless again, but there was no way to wipe away the humiliation underneath. Not when I could still taste them, still feel the heat in my thighs, still hear the echo of their laughter. Naomi wanted me to break. I wanted to see how far I could go.

Was there a limit? There probably should have been. But who was I kidding—I’d already let Naomi dress me up, parade me around with my ass on full display, and there was no going back. If Naomi wanted to break me, she’d have to try harder. The shame made my skin prickle, my pulse raced in my throat. I was nothing but Naomi’s toy now. A canvas for her sadistic mind. My mouth tasted like lipstick and humiliation.

What if there was no finish line? What if, for Naomi, the whole point was to see how much I’d take before I actually broke?

I heard my voice, dim and girlish, echoing in my head. What was I now? A man pretending to be a woman? Not even close. Tomorrow I’d wake up, and I suspected that when I went to class, went about my life, I’d be a sissy slut pretending to be a man.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Carter steered me toward the center of the room, each footstep echoing my inner fracture—Greg slipping away, Gigi pushing forward. The house around us fell eerily silent, as if waiting for the ceremony to begin.

At the far wall, Chase leaned against the drywall, posture tense, eyes fixed on me, and Carter’s possessive arm looped around my waist. His jaw clenched until I could almost hear bone grinding. The aluminum can in his fist crumpled with every heartbeat—an accusing crush of metal that sounded like the shattering of my old self.

Carter let out a sharp whistle, hooked two fingers in his mouth, and the crowd hushed. He snatched a red Solo cup from a nearby teammate and raised it high. “Ladies and gentlemen,” he boomed, “a toast to Gigi for showing some real school spirit! She’s promised to get on her knees for the football team after every win. To new traditions—and fresh meat!” His hand patted my ass, and the room exploded.

The roar hammered me: stomps and howls collided with my racing pulse. Dozens of unfamiliar faces glowed with predatory delight as testosterone-charged alpha males ogled me. I was their spectacle, the prize, and a twisted thrill rippled through me even as shame knotted my gut. “Better fetch some knee pads, princess,” someone jeered. “You’re gonna need ’em.”

Every stare undressed me, laid bare the raw divide between Greg, who would never have dreamed of this, and Gigi, aching to perform. My cheeks burned; the humiliation pressed inward, tightening its cage around me—and yet I felt myself stretching, growing oddly eager.

A phone camera flashed. Someone hollered, “Get that on Snapchat!” I tried to recoil, but Carter’s grip anchored me center stage.

Should I feel shame? I did. But beneath it lived a spark: I was the event. The toy. The slut everyone wanted, the sissy Naomi wanted, and I’ll be damned if I didn’t want it too. Not as Greg pretending to be a girl, but as Gigi, the slut. The life of the party.

Carter’s voice cut through the bluster: “And to the thirstiest little cocksucker in the house! Gigi just swallowed a barrel of cum. Who wants seconds?” His fingers bit into my cheek through the skirt.

Seconds?

We plowed into the next room: “Meet Gigi—the prettiest little cumslut here! Round of applause for her spunk!”

Someone in the crowd yelled, “Hey, Carter. Her spunk for taking your spunk!”

“Yeah!” The room roared in laughter.

“Come on, Gigi! Show us what you got!”

Carter spun me around, letting the crowd admire my curves.

“Peek a boo, baby—look at that cute little ass!” The crowd’s taunts rolled over me: “Don’t be shy—flash us!” “I bet she lives to serve!” “Next in line?” Fists thumped tables.

I snapped my head toward the exit. Part of me—Greg—cried to flee. But what if Carter tattled to Naomi and branded me weak? Displeasing Naomi caused my stomach to clench. Naomi’s approval had become my lifeline. Losing it would kill me. I’d endure a thousand more degradations just for her smile.

Hands shaking, I gripped the hem of my skirt, holding the front down with one hand, preserving my secret, as inch by inch, I dragged the back higher, gooseflesh trailing in its wake. The room got drunk on my ass. Though my knees trembled, I felt the heat pool beneath my chastity cage. Maybe I’d collapse. Perhaps I wanted to.

In the next room, they circled me like scavengers. “Arch your back more!” someone demanded. “Bet I could bounce a quarter off that ass.” “Filthy little slut,” they jeered.

Each barb stung, but laced with it was a perverse pride—I was Gigi, exposed and claimed.

On the way upstairs, a hand slapped my exposed cheek, leaving a red print. I gasped. My fingers dug into the front of the skirt, straining to preserve my secret, so hard my knuckles whitened. Beer, sweat, weed, and adrenaline mixed in my nostrils. I felt like dying—and yet somehow felt more alive than I ever had.

Cameras clicked. Shouts called for wiggling, for spinning. Through the haze, I obeyed. I let them record, devour every angle. Because letting them see me meant pleasing Naomi, failing would be unthinkable. I tasted power as the chants swelled: “Nice ass!”

They funneled me through every crowded room—five teammates playing games in the bedroom, girls filming near the window—and back again to the main floor. At the front door, Carter whistled. “She’s heading out, but she’ll be back, right, Gigi? Tell them how much you need more cock.”

He yanked me close. “Louder. Or I tell Naomi you balked.”

I choked on the words. Faces blurred into a single demand. I whispered, “I’ll be back…”

Carter smacked my ass. “Louder. So everyone hears.”

I hollered, “I’ll be back, guys…. FOR MORE…COCK!”

The crowd roared. “Gigi! Gigi! Gigi!”

In that blaze, I saw Naomi’s approving smile. I’d surrender my dignity, my old self, whatever it took to earn her approval: Cheerleader, cumdump, public spectacle—anything for her pleasure.

As Carter ushered me out, Marcus slipped the sketchbook into my hand. “Your homework,” he whispered, stubble grazing my jaw. “Hope you did your best. Naomi’s waiting. Walk.”

I stepped into the night air, clutching that book like a lifeline. Greg had fractured. Gigi was whole. And I wasn’t sure which one would answer Naomi’s next command.


Chapter Twenty-Six

At the curb, Sasha handed me my phone. The blue glow of the Maps app caught on her smirk as she tapped out walking directions to 1721 Sycamore. Naomi’s townhouse gleamed on the screen—a mocking red pin eleven blocks away. The time read 11:18. Forty-two minutes to walk eleven blocks. What prize awaited me? I imagined her ripe, pomegranate-red lips, her gravity-defying breasts—would she let me bury my face in them and let me worship every inch? And the reward of rewards, would she let me inside her?

I traced the highlighted route on my phone, my stomach clenched at thoughts of walking down fraternity row and Henderson Street’s spilling bars where weekend revelers hunted fresh meat, like me.

I glanced down at my outfit—a neon pink miniskirt barely covering my ass, a sheer crop top stretching over my oversized fake chest, and six-inch platforms, which would announce my arrival half a block away—and realized I’d never slip through that gauntlet unnoticed. Every step would advertise me like a siren, my body on display. Would this be my last round of embarrassment, or did Naomi have more planned for me? What else could there be?

Sasha slid into her waiting car and drove off.

“Why can’t I ride with you?” I called after her. But she was gone.

Alone, I felt every humiliating act of the night weigh on me. Midnight loomed like a guillotine; I had to reach Naomi’s door before it fell or face unknown consequences. No retreat. Not tonight.

A strange thrill pulsed between my legs as I turned onto Henderson Street. The city lights blurred as I started my final journey.

Block one was agony. My platforms forced an exaggerated gait. A slow-rolling car of guys shouted, “Work it, princess!” Their crude cheers spiked something hot in me, shame transforming into a potent drug. Across the street, frat boys leaned over a railing, red cups raised. “Show us what’s under that skirt!” “Bet that ass needs a real man!” I arched my back, skirt hiking up. Glossy lips trembling, I cooed, “I just love when big, strong men notice little ol’ me.” Whistles erupted, igniting a thrill I couldn’t deny.

Minute by minute, block by block, my urgency to reach Naomi tangled with my lust for attention. I slowed to a crawl for each jeer, stopping to pose whenever a phone lifted to snap a photo. By the fifth block, my heart pounded not from the looming deadline, but from perverse pride and a humiliating arousal. With each step, my denied flesh strained uselessly against its confines as strangers’ eyes raked over me, each glance, each catcall, each request for a photo amplifying the sweet torture of being owned, controlled, and noticed.

At block seven, a cluster of guys against a brick wall jeered, “Where’re you off to, Barbie?” Beer sloshed from one cup. Another whistled through his fingers. My cheeks burned as I pivoted slowly, teasing the hem of my skirt higher. My pulse pounded in my ears. After the guys and I got our fill, I forced myself forward.

Sorority sisters linked arms at block nine, flawless predators. “Is slut-walk a sport now?” one sneered. “Kudos,” their mocking applause tightening a coil in my gut. I counted pavement cracks, eyes fixed on the final stretch, my thoughts focused on the promise of Naomi’s approval.

Men’s voices cut through the air: “You out shopping for more cock?” “Need a ride, gorgeous? We’ll make it worth your while!” “How much for a private show, cutie?” I wanted to die, vanish into the sidewalk. But I smiled—a sick, proud grin. “Give us a twirl, bitch!”

I spun, slower each time, lifting my skirt to show off my ass, the breeze slick against my bare thighs. Phones snapped. “Jesus, look at that ass.” The words passed around their group like a secret handshake. My body trembled—not with fear, or even humiliation, but with a twisted satisfaction. This was what Naomi wanted. This was what I was becoming.

On the last block, two drunk guys sidled up: “Don’t trip in those heels… or do. We need our entertainment.” Another slurred, “Who let the party favor out unsupervised?”

At last, I stood before 1721 Sycamore. The brass numbers gleamed like gold. Sweat and shame slicked my skin, mascara stinging my eyes. Clutching my sketchbook against my heaving chest, I pressed the doorbell. I checked the time: 12:45. Where had the time gone?

The door creaked open. Naomi’s silhouette, full of confidence, with those green eyes of hers shining like freshly cut glass, looked me up and down, every inch of me, from my pink platform heels to my trembling lips. She didn’t smile—not at first. She just sucked the silence between us dry.

“You’re late,” she said, voice cold as a slap. Like a dark sorceress, dressed in a leather corset, leather skirt, the leather promising both pleasure and submission. The riding crop tapped rhythmically against her thigh-high leather boots as she leaned against the doorframe. “Do you know what that means, Gigi?”

I tried to answer, but my mouth only opened and closed soundlessly.

“It means,” she continued, her voice dropping to that commanding tone that made my cage tighten painfully, “your pathetic little clitty stays locked up.”


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Naomi fumbled under my skirt and thong, wrapped her fingers around my caged cock, and pulled me inside like a dog on a leash. The hard plastic dug into my flesh as she tugged, sending shockwaves of pain and humiliation through me. I stumbled forward helplessly, my manhood literally reduced to nothing but a handle for her to lead me by.

The door clicked shut. Naomi circled me several times. Her finger traced my jaw, slid over my lips, then made a slow, teasing journey down to my crotch. She kneeled, lifting my skirt, “Hold it up.”

I drank in the sight of Naomi’s breasts, lush and full, pressed high and cinched tight by the unforgiving leather of her corset, longing to burst free. My flesh strained to swell. She yanked my thong down to my ankles, “Get them off.”

I stepped out of them.

With a smirk, she slid a finger under the silver chain at her throat and drew it upward. There, nestled between her breasts, gleamed the tiny brass key I’d agonized over all night. It swung free—a pendulum of exquisite torture.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed. My eyes never leave the chastity key. Was mercy on the horizon, or was she mocking me? All I could do was stare, aching and helpless, while she reveled in her dominance.

“Spread them further.”

I obeyed.

She stood and aligned the riding crop. I knew what was coming. In a well-placed snap, she smacked my chastity cage. I winced—pain and humiliation and something stranger—arousal. “Oh, fuck…. What was that for?” My eyes refused to leave the key resting on the soft flesh of her chest.

“Bad girls are late.” Another flick of the crop caused my cock to twitch helplessly. “Good girls know punctuality matters. When you have proven you’re a good girl, rewards will follow.”

She flicked it again and again as the key mocked me, resting on flesh I’d die to touch, reminding me how completely I’d surrendered my masculinity: locked in a cage, stuffed into skirts, paraded through public streets, forced to serve men—and now punished for tardiness.

My voice cracked. “Please, Naomi. You promised me. A reward—you said—” I swallowed hard, soaking in her gorgeous body, so sexy, wrapped in leather. My eyes darted between her face and the key. “I…. I did things with guys. I… I… If anyone finds out that it was me at the party. How am I supposed to show my face on campus?” It hit me as the night replayed in my mind, the feminization, the parading through the party….

How I got on my knees and… Holy fuck, does this mean I’m gay?

Despite the sting of shame from the evening and the pain from her smacks, my skin pressed against the plastic as I thought about how much humiliation I’d face on campus if anyone found out what I’d done.

“Naomi! Please! I beg you! All I’ve done for you. Haven’t I proven myself? Everything I’ve done. I was a little late, so what?” My hands gestured at my outfit. “I walked through the streets in this getup. People stared. Do you know how embarrassing that was? Please. Don’t I deserve something?”

Naomi tapped the riding crop against my ass as she contemplated my demands. After a couple of excruciating minutes of thought, she laughed, picked up the thong lying on the floor, and smothered my face in the sticky crotch: care of my precum. “Reward? You feel that sticky stuff. Inhale your arousal. Taste it. Your reward for the night: being granted the privilege of being a pathetic little bimbo for me. You’ve been leaking in that pretty cage all night.”

I realized with a flush of shame that she was right.

“Is that not reward enough? All I’ve done for you, and you question me? Isn’t my presence reward enough? Perhaps I have not chosen wisely. Maybe I need to find another sissy. I thought we had something special. I thought you’d be a keeper.”

“No! I’m sorry.”

“Good. “

She traced the riding crop sensually over the chastity cage.

“Beg for more. Show me you understand.”

“Mistress, please punish more for doubting you.”

The riding crop sang against the molded plastics. After half a minute, she stopped and said, “You’re shaking. Do you want me to continue? Tell me how much you need it and list your failures.”

“What? Failures? I did everything you asked!”

Another well-placed strike reverberated through the plastic, sending sharp vibrations crawling backward toward my hips, up my spine. “We will continue, all night if necessary, until you obey and list your failures. Convince me you deserve my punishment.”

“I was late. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Ten more rapid-fire strikes teach me a lesson. Never be late. I bent over, my cock aching.

“Stand up! Legs apart.”

I obeyed. Then she paused again. I wanted this over with. I answered without thinking. “I was ungrateful, Mistress. For your attention, and not showing enough appreciation.”

“And?”

I braced myself for what I knew was coming. “I deserve punishment.”

My eyes never left the key. I clutched the sketchbook like a confession. After what felt like an eternity, Naomi quit, having atoned for all my misdeeds.

Her gaze flicked to my sketchbook, where I’d drawn Carter’s, Marcus’s, and Jake’s cocks. A smile curved her lips. She snapped her fingers, “Let me see,”

Hands shaking, I surrendered the book. Naomi opened it and studied each drawing, her gaze lingering. When she finally looked up, a glint of satisfaction shone in her eyes. She nodded, “Perfect.”

Then, unexpectedly, she pulled me into her arms, pressing my face against her leather corset. I didn’t resist. Her breasts formed a wall of heat against my cheek, soft yet merciless. I was acutely aware of everything: the bone ridges digging into my cheek, the faint squeak as Naomi tightened her hold, a jab of metal—the key—and the almost cruel bite of my cage. The key was a cold temptation against my skin, marking me with her power. The process finished, Naomi now ruled over me. Branded, denied, shackled, and girlish, and nothing but hers. My stomach flipped. I wanted to disappear, to cry, to whimper and beg, yet to my horror, mostly I just wanted her. No matter the cost. “Good girl, Gigi,” she kissed the top of my head, tenderly, and whispered, “You did so well.”

I melted into her embrace, even as the sting of her punishment still burned.

She released me, leaned in, brushing my ear, “I’m going to fuck one of these specimens, one of these Friday nights. It might take a few to get our schedules lined up, but you get to choose which one you will make love to me. Carter, Marcus, or Jake. Your next assignment is to select the man who’ll make me cum in front of you.” My mind wrapped around her words, thick with rejection and ridicule. “Which man do you want me to beg for, my poor little sissy cuckold?”

She opened the sketchbook to the drawing I made of Carter, “Christ,” she muttered, wide-eyed, tracing the first drawing with her fingernail. “Carter’s got that perfect upward arc.” Her eyes narrowed appreciatively. “Hits the sweet spot every time. Makes a girl’s toes curl when she’s on her back. I like it. It’ll make me feel so good. What do you think, Gigi? Should I invite him over?”

I stammered, “I…. I’m not sure how to answer that question.”

“Think back to…. your experience. Imagine me riding him, based on your first-hand knowledge, would Carter give me the pleasure I deserve?”

Carter’s weight lingered on my tongue like a ghost as I pictured Naomi arching beneath him, her green eyes rolling back, her red lips parting in genuine pleasure. My cage tightened painfully. I wondered what kind of man gets hard imagining the love of his life being satisfied by another man? A man that he’d serviced? What kind of man does that? Kneels, dressed in pink, to sketch and service cocks for his woman?

I tell myself it’s time to take back some control and demand what I earned, not quivering for approval. But all I got out was a stammer, “I…. Naomi….”

“That’s okay, think about it for a few minutes, dear. While I examine your other drawings.”

Her nail traced Jake’s sketch. “Look at how thick his base is compared to yours. How about Jake? Would your Mistress enjoy what he offers?”

I recalled Jake’s girth in my palm, how it stretched my fingers more than Carter’s cock did. I imagined Naomi riding Jake, and oddly, my cock strained the plastic; shame and arousal merged into a single, confused desire.

“Well?”

“I….”

She turned to the last page and let the silence hang. “Marcus could split someone in half with this. But it’s not as long as the others. I have a requirement, eight inches or more. He looks a little shy of that. What do you think?” Her smile was ruthless. “Still, though, it makes your pathetic little caged nub look even more useless by comparison, doesn’t it, Gigi?”

Embarrassment flooded me as I realized I’d never measure up. Still, my fucking cock throbbed uselessly, caged and exposed. I tried not to whimper—and failed.

“Choose!”

My knees nearly buckled at the blunt dishonor of having to choose a guy to make love to the woman I wanted more than even my straightness. What kind of reward was this? To pick? Strangely, my cock continued to betray me and strained helplessly, growing hotter and stickier by the second. Naomi watched the tremor in my thighs, smirked when my sissy clitty twitched, and let the silence stretch.

“I’m not picking!”

“Strip. I want you naked. Since you can’t pick, maybe more punishment is due.”

I obeyed. What else was there for me?

The riding crop attacked my flesh again. Each flick made me flinch toward her. Tap. Tap. The ring of the chastity cage bit into my swelling flesh. Tap. Tap. Tap.

She paused, traced the cage with the riding crop, letting the threat of more pain linger. “Pick, Gigi. Choose. That’s what you’re here for. You know you want to watch. You want to watch me with someone who will make my toes curl. You want to see me beg.” I couldn’t see Naomi beg for anything or anyone. “Which one, Gigi? Carter, Marcus, or Jake? Who gets my body? Who gets to ruin me while you watch?”

“How am I supposed to choose?”

Tap. Tap. Tap. The rhythm matched my pulse, each smack painful and arousing. “Choose! Or I choose, and you don’t get to watch.”

Images flashed—the sketches, football gods, cocks, Naomi writhing under a real cock as my cock continued to betray my need for Naomi and pulsed uselessly inside its hot, pink prison. I was nothing next to them, and that was precisely the point.

“Why do I have to pick? I don’t know.”

Her grin widened, merciless. She leaned in, lips grazing my cheek. “You pick because I want you complicit in your humiliation. When I’m getting fucked, you’ll know it was your choice—and you’ll thank me for the torture.”

My cheeks burned with shame and desire. I stood frozen, naked, cock bobbing traitorously. “I can’t. I don’t know who to choose.”

Nomi circled, slow, savoring the moment. “Yes, you can. Imagine it. Imagine sitting near my bed. Imagine his cock in me. Which one, based on your experience with them, would give me the most pleasure?”

“I can’t.”

“Need to review your sketches again?” She tapped the sketchbook against my stomach, gentle as a warning shot. “Carter, Jake, or Marcus. Only one gets to wreck me, Gigi. Make the call.”

I gazed at the pink prison twitching. What madness was this?

Naomi’s voice dropped to a dare: “Pick. Or I’ll do it for you, and I guarantee it’ll be worse. You won’t be there.”

The pressure built in my skull, chest, and, of course, between my thighs. I blurted, barely above a whisper: “Carter.” The name just spilled out. I hated myself for it immediately.

She snapped her fingers, bright and sharp. “Good little sissy bitch. Carter, it is.”

My knees nearly buckled. What had I done? “I get to watch, Mistress?”

“Of course. Just a warning, if Carter doesn’t impress me in my bedroom, the punishment you just endured will pale compared to what you’ll receive if I’m disappointed by Carter’s performance.”

My face burned, my knees pressed together as the memory of his taste and heat flooded me. He would be good for her. I tried to speak, but the words stuck.

Naomi smacked the end of the sketchbook against my aching balls. “Well? Will Carter please me, or should I send you out looking for a man worth my time?”

I squeezed my eyes shut, let the humiliation take hold. My voice came out so thin it barely sounded human. “Carter was… better than I expected. He made me… he made everything feel intense. It was… hot.”

Naomi flashed teeth, pure predator. “Are you sure, Carter’s the one?” She smacked the sketchbook across my backside. “Jake, well, looked like he had potential?”

I flinched. “Carter. I’m sure. It was… overwhelming.”

“Good. Be certain. Choose wrong, and the blame falls on you. On a scale of one to ten, Gigi. Rate them. For me.”

I looked at my twitching pink nub. “Carter. Ten. Jake? Nine.” My throat closed around the last word. “I barely remember Marcus. Maybe a seven?”

“Carter, it is then. I’ll invite Carter over and let you know what Friday night to be back here.”

“One last bit before I release you for the evening. You have two tasks, sissy. First one: Create a TikTok account—username campusslut—tag our school. Every night, practice deep-throating. Buy a dildo, at least eight inches, because that is the minimum size I’ll let inside me. Practice till you can take it all the way down.”

She let that sink in. “After you’ve perfected your makeup, of course. Make sure you can make yourself pretty. Film every session. No editing. I want your most girly, submissive self on display, sucking cock like your life depends on it.”

My heart hammered.

“The second assignment: Each evening after practice, film a detailed report on what went wrong and how you’d improve with a real man. Share blowjob tips or tricks you uncover. And Gigi,” she added softly, chillingly, “I expect perfection. That’s it for the night. Your clothes are in the bathroom. Clean up. Uber’s on the way. Don’t keep him.”

She guided me to the bathroom, then left, leaving her commands echoing in my head. I showered. Dressed in my jeans and a T-shirt, they felt wrong—too loose, too dull, like a costume I’d outgrown.

In the Uber, I kept my eyes down, not from shame, but fear: that the driver might see the truth. Beneath Greg’s clothes, my body trembled, raw and exposed, the humiliation crowding out every other thought. I hated what I wanted.

And what I wanted was exactly what she wanted for me. And so I remained: locked, twitching, and longing every moment for a taste of what I suspected I’d never have.


Chapter Twenty-Eight

Monday morning arrived with the harsh buzz of my alarm. I got up, showered, and dressed for a day of class, wondering what awaited me. Would everyone know who Gigi, the #campusslut, was?

My first class, after my wild weekend, was History with Professor Horatio. The only seat left was one in the middle. I slid into the seat, waiting for Horatio, a balding man with those stupid elbow patches on his tweed jacket.

Around me, everywhere, the hum of excitement was unmistakable. Everyone, girls, boys, geeks, jocks, everyone was hunched over their phone screens, scrolling through my TikTok videos and videos taken from the night at the frat party.

Two cheerleaders in the front row kept turning back, their ponytails swinging with each glance. Then the blonde’s nails clicked on her screen as she zoomed in on something, nudging her brunette friend. “Is she here? I’ve never seen her in class or on campus. Does she even go to class?”

Off to my right, whispers, “How could she show her face in school after sucking off the entire house?”

“I heard she begged for more, but there was no one left to suck off.”

“I heard some frat guys are making T-shirts. ‘I Survived Gigi’s Gauntlet.’”

“Next party, they’re calling it the Gigi Challenge—no one thinks anyone else can top what she did.”

The lanky geek with tortoise-shell glasses, right in front of me, paused a video of me—Gigi—in that outrageous cheerleader outfit, with me showing off my ass to a room full of cheers. My glossy lips parted in a smile. I was enjoying myself.

Geek one whispered to geek two, his voice cracking with a mix of awe and envy, fingers trembling slightly as he adjusted his glasses. “I heard she didn’t stop until every guy in the house got a turn.” Geek two leaned into the phone screen, playing my video, breath quickening, a thin sheen of sweat forming above his lip as he stared at the screen with the desperate hunger of someone who’d only ever experienced intimacy through pixels.

I turned toward the window and overheard a group of guys murmuring, “Deep throat queen,” followed by snickers.

“She’s already got over five thousand followers in one weekend,” a girl announced to her friend with a mixture of envy and admiration in her voice. “There’s a video of her sucking off Carter and a couple of other football players on Discord.”

Two female students nearby compared notes on my outfit choices. “The top was…. holy fuck can you imagine walking through a party with that on? Takes some guts.” One insisted.

The other girl snorted. “If I wore that, I’d drop out of school. They say she’ll be at the party again this weekend.” She turned, openly scanning the lecture hall, as if she expected Gigi to burst into the lecture hall, yelling “Blowjobs for all!”

I slouched, praying the floor would swallow me. I couldn’t even look up. My cheeks blazed, the heat of every phone screen burning the back of my neck, the back of my thighs, everywhere.

Off to my right, “After the party, she created this TikTok account and holy fuck, she filmed herself deep throating an eight-inch dildo?”

I was everywhere. Notifications rippled through the classroom as group chats lit up with fresh memes of my weekend antics. I sank lower in my seat, wishing I could disappear.

“I’d never do that in public,” one girl muttered from behind me, her tone betraying both judgment and fascination. “They’re saying she set a campus record—like, thirty guys in one night.”

How could I ever live if anyone found out I was Gigi? The attention was mortifying, but something was intoxicating about it, too. For better or worse, I wasn’t invisible anymore, at least as Gigi.

I shifted in my seat; every slight movement reminded me Naomi had locked me in chastity, the plastic digging into my tender flesh. The pink, lacey bra under my shirt bit into my ribs, straps cutting red lines across my shoulders as I worried someone might see the faint lines of the bra. The silicone grips of my thigh-high stockings squeezed my thighs. A warm droplet of arousal escaped, soaking into the pink satin panties that matched my bra—another one of Naomi’s daily requirements. Each sensation—the weight of the cage, the fabric’s tender touch, the constant meddlesome pressure—branded me as hers, and the dizzying whispers about my weekend performance made things worse.

I try to adjust the pinching cage, then I see it. It wasn’t a droplet; it was a river of precum, and it left a large dark stain. Evidence of my arousal. The shame of sitting here, surrounded by literally the whole class, talking about Gigi only intensifies the arousal.

I had to escape. I rose, but when Professor Horatio entered, I sat back down, not wanting to attract attention. Horatio stood behind the podium and opened his book. “Let’s see where we left off? The root causes of World War II?”

Usually, everyone stopped what they were doing, but today the classroom buzzed not with the causes of World War II, but with my weekend.

“Okay! If there are any lingering aftereffects from this weekend…. Uh merrymakings. Leave them at the door. Cell phones off.”

The room went silent except for Professor Horatio’s lecture. I didn’t hear a word of it, all I wondered was how the hell am I going to hide the evidence of my arousal? My head spun with a mix of humiliation and arousal, making it hard to focus—I feel faint, as if I might pass out if I don’t escape immediately.

“Greg!”

I looked up, and all fifty-or-so students in the class scrutinized me.

“Greg, are you okay?”

I froze.

“Quit fidgeting. You’re disrupting my class. Either excuse yourself or sit quietly.”

I untucked my shirt with trembling fingers and pressed it against the stain, then froze halfway out of my seat—leaving now would only confirm I was hiding something, but staying meant risking exposure. For an excruciating few seconds, I hovered there, trapped between choices, before my burning shame won out and I blundered toward the door, Professor Horatio’s voice fading behind me as I fled to the restroom.


Chapter Twenty-Nine

I stood before the mirror in the men’s restroom, adjusting the bra straps digging into my shoulders, then froze at the creaking door. My reflection stared back at me—eyes wide, lips parted in terror. No footsteps followed. The silence stretched unbearably, twisting my gut. My fingers trembled as they returned to the straps. I leaned toward the door, straining for voices, secretly wishing someone would burst in, catch me fussing with my bra somewhere a man shouldn’t be fussing with a bra, and force me to do another humiliating act. A shudder rippled through me as I waited.

I slipped into one of the three graffiti-scarred stalls, its walls deep with lewd sketches. Across the door, in bold letters, another tribute to my exploits: “Gigi’s mouth: open 24/7, no reservations needed. Any cock, any time—Gigi never says no.”

I dropped my stained jeans, revealing pink satin panties wet with arousal. Trying to wipe the precum away only spread it and produced more. I stared at the evidence, guilty thrill pulsing through me as I wondered why having my name immortalized on a bathroom stall aroused me so. On impulse, I scrawled my phone number beneath the graffiti.

I slid back into my jeans, now humiliatingly wet, and tucked wadded toilet paper between panties and chastity cage, praying for dryness. Shirt untucked, I stepped out of the stall just as the bathroom door burst open. Three guys flooded in jeers and laughter crashing over me.

They were familiar faces: one wore a battered school football jersey with Carter’s number; another had the square jaw and buzz cut of an ROTC major; the third—the Ringleader—was skinny, wild-eyed.

“Bro, you saw her, right? The bitch in the dress—the one wearing that shirt that said ‘CUMSLUT'?” Jersey guy yelled, rushing to the urinal, unzipping on the fly. I froze, caught between ducking away and leaning in for a peek. Not for me, I told myself as my eyes stretched for a glimpse. Remembering where I was, I turned away in shame, then back again—a nauseating pendulum of disgust and desire. Part of me wanted to disappear, to run—but my gaze betrayed me as I wondered if he’d be suitable for Naomi, hating myself for the thought even as it formed.

Buzz cut snorted. “You mean the bimbo with the giant lips? She sucked off half the house—and I heard she begged for more.”

The Ringleader grinned like he’d just pissed on the moon. “She didn’t just suck, man—she went full throat goat,” his voice bouncing off the cinderblock walls. “Carter’s posted the video on TikTok; it’s already blowing up on TikTok. You gotta see how she chokes on his cock—it’s fucking art. She’s got her own TikTok channel, too, practices with a dildo, then rates her performance. Posted her first vid on Saturday, and she’s already at ten thousand followers.”

He zipped up and whipped out his phone. The other two finished, shook themselves off, and huddled around the screen.

“Carter said she gave him the best head he’s ever had. Said this bitch’s gag reflex is nonexistent,” the Ringleader boasted. The hum of urinals and the stale tang of disinfectant faded under a tense silence. I heard it: a wet, rhythmic slurp, punctuated by a desperate gag and a high, trilling laugh. It was me.

They watched in a silence so complete it felt reverent. In their faces I saw pure, carnal lust—their desire to use my mouth. The video looped, and the Ringleader cranked up the volume. Gigi’s voice—my voice, painted over with that forced feminine affect—wailed, “Is this how you want your little girl, sir? On her knees for you, gagging on you?”

Did I say that? I wasn’t ashamed. In fact, I felt a twisted satisfaction as the guys lost it.

“Dude, I can’t,” Football jersey gasped, wiping his nose on his sleeve. “She’s a fucking legend. How do you even train for that shit?”

Buzz cut, still hunched, managed, “My girlfriend couldn’t even lick my cock without whining. This bitch? She should teach a class.”

“Hey, dude, check this out.” They turned to me. I bent forward and watched Gigi, me, feminized, giving head to three football players. Their laughter spiked, cold and sharp—like a knife pressed flat against my throat.

My eyes darted to a crack in the tile, then a sticky patch on the floor—anywhere but the phone. I didn’t look, but heard every wet, obscene gulp, that high-pitched gasp, that little moan of pleasure, as under my jeans, the pink satin pulsed with heat. Every slight movement made the cage bite deeper, sending sharp jolts of shame and excitement through me.

The Ringleader zoomed in on a freeze-frame: my mouth, slick and shameless, stretched wide around Carter’s cock. They fell against each other, laughing so hard they nearly fell over.

Ringleader shoved the phone in my face, jiggling it until the image blurred. “Bro, look at it! She’s got her tongue out and everything. Fucking textbook. If there’s a ‘Best of’ compilation, this shit makes the cut.”

Buzz cut howled, “Holy fuck, look at slutty makeup—all done up with that look. That looks like—” He trailed off, and the only sound was the sound of my mouth slurping on cock.

I finished his sentence for him. “She looks like she’s begging for a facial.”

Buzz cut turned to me, “Yeah. The bitch wants a Bukkake party.”

Ringleader zoomed in even closer, “Is that a fucking cheer uniform or what? You can see her desperate little asshole when she bends over.” He thrust the phone at me, waiting. I kept my head down, face burning, pulse thundering in my throat, while something else inside me wanted to reveal, “That’s me. I did that. Want to try out my technique? Line ’em up, boys.”

Jersey guy could barely speak—just a gurgling noise at first, then: “She’s not just a slut, she’s, like…the slut.”

“I swear to God, she’s in love with dick. After Carter came, watch.” He fast-forwarded the video. “Watch. Look at her go. She fucking sucked the tap dry. Look at her tongue work that cock. She’s a legend.”

Their laughter ricocheted off the walls like bullets. I pressed my back to the cold metal stall door, frozen.

“You see how she took Carter’s load? Fucking swallowed it like a milkshake.”

“Carter said she begged for more,” Ringleader added, “Literally on her knees, asking if anyone else wanted a turn.” Ringleader flicked his thumb frantically. “Oh shit, here’s another one—this one’s from her TikTok. Posted Sunday night.”

My tinny voice—higher, breathier, almost unrecognizable—spilled from the speaker. “Who wants to help Gigi practice her deep throat skills? I need to beat my personal record!”

My stomach knotted. The cage dug in. My panties soaked so fast the paper wad was useless against the steady stream of precum.

“Dude, I heard she was still at it at three in the morning,” Jersey guy said, running his hand through his hair. “Man, I told you we should’ve gone to that party.”

“Who is this Gigi, anyway?” I blurted out, surprised by my voice.

Three heads swiveled in unison. Ringleader’s eyes narrowed, “Everyone knows Gigi. She’s the campus THROAT GOAT. Chick’s got her own fan club.”

He thrust the phone in my face again. The screen showed me—Gigi—kneeling in the frat house’s kitchen, surrounded by Carter, Marcus, and Jake, slapping their cocks across my face.

I pointed. “Her number’s on the stall, over there.” The cage dug deeper, my erection straining as hope flared that one of them might call. I shifted; the cage pinched harder.

“No shit! You okay, bro?” the Ringleader asked, a slow, predatory smile spread across his face. “You seem a little… worked up.”

Something snapped inside me. I couldn’t take any more. I bolted for the door, yanked it open, and nearly tripped as I raced down the hallway—jeans chafing, cage jabbing, tears blurring my vision as I wove through crowds of students, ignoring their startled looks and confused murmurs.

I didn’t stop until I reached the art building on the far side of campus. Ducking into an empty studio, I collapsed against the wall, gasping for breath. My phone buzzed in my pocket—a text from Naomi.

“Heard you’re making quite an impression today. Keep it up. I’m proud of my little slut. New assignment: make another TikTok tonight. Something to really get them talking.”

I stared at the screen, chest heaving. The bathroom humiliation should have crushed me. Instead, I felt that familiar, shameful heat building again, my cock straining uselessly against its pink prison.

My fingers shook as I typed a reply: “Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter Thirty

The first week dragged on, each humiliating sissy assignment. Everyone noticed my distraction as Naomi’s sissy assignments wound around my neck like a noose. I couldn’t focus in class, and under her relentless pressure, I even ruined a top client’s hair. I jumped when my phone vibrated, fearing an even more humiliating task awaited. The slightest brush against my jeans sent shivers up my spine. Naomi stalked me with her virtual leash, jerking me at random for selfies, video calls, and “Confessional Reports.” The more I complied, the more she demanded. The more she demanded, the more I wanted to submit. Every time I said, “Yes, Mistress,” it was like a knife peeled another layer of my masculinity away.

On Friday morning, after a week of chastity and never-ending virtual edging, a spark of hope flickered as I finished up English Comp. Naomi knew when I was in class, when I left, and when I worked, and took advantage of every spare moment. When my phone lit up, it wasn’t another order or sissy task—just two words: “Need release!”

My throat tightened. My cock throbbed, a match poised to strike, but forever denied spark by its plastic prison. She knew exactly how I felt. A photo appeared: Naomi seated on a black throne, legs crossed, exuding power like a true Queen.

She texted again, “Need release! Now!”

Did I ever. I replied instantly, “Yes, Mistress. I’m ready to explode.”

Five minutes later, another image: Naomi still on the throne, leather pencil skirt hitched up to reveal perfect thighs in black lace panties, legs parted in a silent command. My mind went blank. My mouth went dry. I could see the outline of her sex through the black lace—a shadowed promise that made my cock strain painfully against its plastic prison like a dam straining to burst, but never allowed to break. My mouth went dry. My palms dampened with sweat. Seven days of denial crashed through me like a fever, leaving me dizzy, desperate, my entire body vibrating with a need so primal it bordered on panic, a calculated cruelty—showing me exactly what I couldn’t have. Torture, pure, plain, and simple.

“You know the statue in front of the admin building. The one with the fountain, of Athena, Goddess of wisdom and warfare?”

Of course I did. Athena, like Naomi, towers over all. An owl on her shoulder seems to ask: Are you paying attention? Will you fight for me—or humiliate yourself? Nothing escapes Athena’s gaze, nothing escapes Naomi’s. Both radiate power: what will you become under their watch? I wondered what I’d become under Naomi’s? How far will I go?

“I do.”

My phone chimed again after the longest five minutes of my life. “Kneel before the statue within the hour and record yourself saying, ‘I’m Naomi’s caged little slut, and I’ll do anything for her.’ Send it to me. When I receive it, I’ll tell you where you can get your reward.”

My heart hammered against my ribs as I shouldered through the crowd, mumbling half-apologies while sweat beaded at my temples. Each step, my mind raced with visions of Naomi waiting, the key dangling between her breasts. The plastic bit into me sweetly, as I imagined her unlocking me—her smile at my desperation. How would my release come? With her hands? Her mouth. Or would she let me inside her? The thought alone brought me to the brink of an orgasm, as a professor’s briefcase smacked me dead center in the groin; I barely registered the pain. The campus stretched before me like a gauntlet, each face I passed a potential witness to my coming humiliation, each step bringing me closer to the promise of relief that throbbed against plastic.

I gasped for air when I reached the statue, the fountains’ mist cooling my face. Kneeling before Athena, keeping my voice low but loud enough for Naomi to hear my statement. Students strolled past. Teachers too. I worried someone would stop, ask what I was doing, but no one seemed to care, busy with their lives. I struggled to keep the phone steady, capturing my submission for Naomi’s viewing.

Ten minutes later, my phone buzzed again. Now I had to sprint to the Gothic Theatre, where Sasha was directing Hamlet and Emily had a minor role. Sasha stood like a sentinel at the door. She unlocked it, held it open, and said, “Your Queen awaits.” Inside the door clicked. On stage, Naomi reigned from the Queen’s throne, legs splayed over the armrests.

She shouted from the stage. “Crawl to me and claim your reward.”

I dropped to my hands and knees, my mind burning knowing that anyone could walk in and see me like this—a grown man crawling across dirty floorboards. Each inch forward scraped my palms and sent jolts through the plastic cage that had become my constant torment. Yet even this humiliation felt like a gift if it meant she might finally free me from my week of desperate, throbbing confinement. What would she demand before mercy? How much further could she push me? I didn’t care—I’d do anything.

At her feet, staring at those parted thighs, my cock felt like a violin string about to snap. I prostrated myself, voice ragged, “Thank you, Mistress. I don’t think I could go another day. Thank you! I’m dying. Everything aches. I’ll do anything, anything at all if you just…. God, I need this so badly. I can’t think straight anymore. I had to cancel all my hair appointments for the week. I can’t do hair. I can’t draw.”

Naomi traced her perfectly manicured fingernail, like a claw, along her neck, drawing my desperate gaze to the empty hollow where the necklace should be, holding the brass key that unlocks my cock. She smiled, perfect white teeth gleaming, and laughed—a cruel laugh. A mocking laugh. “Oh my. I forgot your key.”

“What?!?”

“Oh my. After the wonderful video you sent me. I guess the only pleasure we’re unlocking today is mine. You don’t mind, do you?”

I said nothing. What could I say? My pulse thundered in my ears, while my imprisoned cock fought against its plastic restraint, each futile twitch sending waves of need and denial through my body. I was a prisoner begging for mercy from a sadistic warden who had just thrown away the key to my cell.

She gestured to her thighs. “Open that pretty little mouth of yours. No sense in wasting the moment.”

I knew what she expected of me. I inched forward, knees scraping the floor, the ache between my legs, like a storm cloud swollen with rain, forbidden to release its burden. Her heat wrapped around me like a vise, the lace teased my nose, my mouth watering uncontrollably.

“Take them off,” Naomi commanded.

Without using my hands—I knew better—I hooked my teeth under the lace and slid it aside, then kissed her tattoo that spelled “OBEY.”

“Slow. Don’t rush.”

I dove in, unsure of what to do, striving for her most sensitive spots. She guided with candid commands. “Oh fuck. That’s it. Use your tongue. Oh…. No little to the right. There. Right there. Worship me. Oh, fuck yeah.”

She fisted my hair, steering my head as she pleased. Left. Right. Up. Down as it pleased her. I was her toy. When I tried to catch my breath or rest my tongue or jaw, she clamped my head tighter and said. “You will eat pussy until your jaw aches, and you’ll thank me for the privilege.”

Her taste—sharp, intimate—flooded me. She moaned. Ground her hips into my face and mouth, a wild, greedy act. Her taste flooded me. It coated my tongue and lips. I worked her clit, spiraling licks as she demanded, rougher when she asked, or pressing my tongue flat when required. My reward was a simple statement, “Don’t you dare stop.”

Time lost meaning. Her thighs clamped my head, her wetness glazing my tongue and lips. At some point, I forgot about my need and only wanted one thing—to please her. I wanted to drown in her to please her. One thing was for sure: there was no confusion about who was in charge. I couldn’t breathe unless she let me. Couldn’t move. Couldn’t think.

“That’s it,” she hissed. “Right there.”

When her moans crescendoed, she erupted, shuddering, grinding so hard I could barely breathe. I kept licking, frantic, afraid to stop, desperate for her approval, for another drop of her.

“Don’t spill a drop,” she hissed. “You like that taste, don’t you? You could live on it.”

I could. I wanted to. It was the only thing that made sense.

When her grip finally loosened, she stood. She was slick with sweat. I was slick with her. My jaw was numb. My tongue burned. I’d spent myself on her pleasure, and she positively glowed above me, savoring the totality of my surrender.

Naomi pulled her skirt back over her thighs and stood—not a trace of shame, not even a hint of self-consciousness. Just that ferocious, queenly confidence, the sense that my devotion was her birthright, and I’d only just earned it. She didn’t look at me as she straightened her skirt, adjusted her panties, smoothed her hair; I was beneath her attention now, used up and left kneeling.

Naomi said, low but deadly clear. “From this point forward, when I call, I expect instant service.”

She strode off, heels clicking, her scent lingering like a brand, leaving me breathless, humiliated, and desperate to serve. I would have crawled after her. That was my role now: always ready, always waiting, living for the next chance to worship her.


Chapter Thirty-One

Week two of my chastity came and went. Naomi gave me zero time to forget my role. Every day, she cooked up a fresh experiment, another way to turn up my humiliation another notch.

I begged her to let me free. “Just let me cum one time,” I pleaded—over fifty times that Saturday after the theater episode. “Remember how I made you bite your lip on stage? How you had to stuff your fist in your mouth so no one would hear?” My voice cracked with desperation. “You said it was the best orgasm of your life. Just let me cum one time.”

By nightfall, she relented: I needed relief and offered a solution. Not what I thought it would be. I was to ride a dildo for at least half an hour every night. “Priming the pump,” she called it. Her goal became my goal: “Cum like a girl.”

I probably should have guessed what she meant. But I didn’t. I thought she was making fun of me—a joke. That Saturday night, I got dolled up as she required and, of course, recording everything, it hit me: she was dead serious.

After making my #campusslut video, which left me horny and on edge, she made me lube up the long, thick monstrosity of a dildo, squat over it, and bounce. Not teasing. Not slow. All the way down until I whimpered, then all the way up again. Over and over. No hands on my cock, not even by accident. Just grinding, grinding, grinding, eight inches of hard silicone, slipping in and out, fucking myself stupid. My thighs burned. My whole body shook. My cock drooled, locked up tight in this weird, submissive way. There was no friction, just emptiness and heat and the insistent slick-stretch inside.

I kept thinking: any second, I’ll go over the edge—cum hard, helpless, ruined. But it never came. Not the first night. Nor the second day, or third. I couldn’t. The arousal kept ratcheting higher. I blushed, whined, begged. Each night, I filmed my efforts and sent them to her. The next day, during our “sessions,” I complained about how frustrated I was.

She’d smile when I hovered over the silicone cock. “How am I supposed to cum, like this?”

“Better figure it out; the only way you’ll cum is like a girl. Now, get busy.”

Every night, like clockwork, she made me try again. My climax hovered, unreachable—a torture that felt like worship. I was desperate for it, almost sobbing. But my body refused.

To make my suffering worse was all the intense service kneeling between her thighs. No warning. Never the same time of day. She’d text: “Bathroom. Third floor. Now.” Sometimes the message would just be a peach emoji or a cat face, and I’d know what was coming. I couldn’t tell if being so totally at her mercy was arousing or humiliating.

I’d scramble, drop, and worship her flesh. The location was different every time. She’d be there waiting, eyes cool and predatory. The position changed. One thing never changed: I was always in a submissive, humiliating position.

When I arrived, there was no chat. I’d kneel between her spread legs, the air heavy with her perfume and slick heat, and the world shrank to nothing but the task ahead. I loved her pussy. In those moments, my job—the only thing that mattered—was to worship her cunt.

Then, out of the blue, she added a new twist to our sessions; she had a strap-on fastened around her gorgeous hips. “Practice makes perfect, slut,” she’d say, voice dropping an octave. “Open wider. Show me how deep you can take it.” Her fingers would thread through my hair, gripping tight at the roots. “Don’t stop until you’re drooling. I want a mess.” She’d tilt my chin up roughly. “Look at me with those desperate eyes.” When I gagged, she’d push deeper. “If you choke, you keep going. No excuses.” Her smile would turn cruel, satisfied. “Imagine if everyone could see you now.” And I’d work harder, earning every inch, desperate for her approval.

I became obsessed. She’d pull me in by the hair, grinding herself on my face. Sometimes for an hour, sometimes until my jaw went numb. Her thighs clamped like a vise, crushing me, and she’d call me names until I got it right. Sometimes she’d grab her phone and film me sucking her ‘cock.’ Just for the hell of it. “You’re drooling, bitch,” she’d say, her cock buried in my throat, voice ragged from sadistic thrusts. “You love this more than I do.”

There’s something that happens when I’m down there. Whether I’m sucking her cock, or eating her pussy. Time and self dissolve. Everything blurs except my need to please her, her scent, her taste, her pleasure. Sometimes humiliation peels my brain open—the knowledge that I’m groveling, on my knees, caged and so helpless it hurts, and she knows it. She teases. She laughs.

Worshipping her—the ritual of pressing my tongue against her flesh, inhaling her like incense, coaxing every tremor and shudder from her body, or deep throating her cock, while she hammered her hips forward, was pure bliss.

Whether I ate her pussy or sucked her ‘cock’, I forgot how desperate I was for relief. Almost. But never entirely, because at the height of it, Naomi would remember to remind me.

Naomi was relentless. She forced me to describe every detail of our encounter at night after our sessions. “Tell me what you loved about today’s session.”

I’d describe how her folds felt like velvet against my tongue, how her wetness coated my chin in slick heat, how her clit swelled and pulsed when I got it right. Or how it felt to be face-fucked by her cock. Naomi made me tell her everything. “Describe it,” she demanded. “How did it feel?”

“It was... God, it was intense,” I stammered. “You just stood over me with your legs apart, and that cock—it looked so real bobbing from your hips. I didn’t care that it was silicone. It was yours, and I... I needed it.”

“What else?” she pressed, her eyes narrowing in the video chat.

“I wanted to show you how deep I could take it,” I continued, my voice cracking. “How far I’d go. I was on my knees, mouth open, eyes already watering before you even touched me. I could taste the latex mixing with your skin, and your sweat dripped from your thigh onto my face.”

She smiled. “And then what did I do?”

“You grabbed my jaw,” I whispered. “Lined yourself up and pushed—slow at first, making me feel every inch. Then you got rougher, just... taking what you wanted. Fucking my throat until I thought I might actually choke.”

I gagged, and she laughed. “You look so pretty sucking my cock,” she said, voice low, mocking, every word a leash around my neck. “You were a mess, a whore, my whore.”

Nothing else mattered. I craved it. Worshipped it. Worshipped her.

With each detail I shared, my need throbbed painfully in its cage. “Tell me more,” she’d command when I caught my breath. I’d continue—my voice growing hoarse as I recalled how she tasted like salt and musk and something uniquely her—until my description of her pleasure became its own form of torture, each word drawing me closer to an edge I wasn’t allowed to cross.

I craved the ritual, the rules, the hierarchy. I wanted it so badly it was like a physical ache. I wanted to be summoned, exposed, and used.

Here’s the fucked up part: I loved the way Naomi mocked me. The way she’d put her weight on top of my head while I lapped at her, pinning me, making it impossible to escape. I’d get so lost in the humiliation and craving, I’d forget the rest of the world. It was heaven.

I couldn’t stop thinking about her pussy or her cock. The flash of pink beneath the hem of her skirt, her scent on my fingers, the sound of her moan. Each time I finished, spent and trembling, I’d replay the details obsessively in my mind. The taste, the way she shivered. I could have written a doctoral thesis on the subject if I’d had the brains for it. I thought about it while standing in line for Starbucks. I thought about it when I put on my wig or popped open my foundation. I even thought about it in the shower, tracing my tongue through the air and hoping she wouldn’t demand another “taste test” the minute I stepped out.

But she did.

Naomi was always in control. If she wanted to be worshipped before breakfast, I was there. If she wanted me to film three TikToks, then drag me to her room and ride my face until she shook with pleasure, I obeyed. I’d stagger out afterwards, dazed and aching.

And every night, I made a TikTok video for # campusslut’s feed. Of course, she had me practice makeup every day. Sometimes, she made me redo my makeup ten times. My shame was her fuel. Not just quick slaps of concealer or mascara. Real beauty-influencer shit. Naomi wove it into the routine: “You’re not eating until I see a clean cat-eye. If you mess up, start again.”

Night after night, I stared at my reflection, learning to contour, overdraw lips, and glue on lashes until Greg’s face vanished and Gigi’s stared back. I dreamed about eyebrows and highlighter. I lived for Naomi’s inspection, her lazy nod of approval.

Those #campusslut videos were humiliating, brain-melting nonsense: me sucking a dildo, critiquing my performance afterward. But everyone loved them. Girls. Guys.

And so that second week cycled. Makeup, videos, humiliating tasks, and worship. I stopped asking myself if I wanted out. I never wanted out.

Late at night, alone in my bed, I’d scroll through the previous day’s TikTok videos. Gigi, #campusslut had become infamous. Everyone wanted to know when they’d see me again. I wanted to know when I’d get to go out in public again as Gigi. But it wasn’t my call, it was Naomi’s. When I asked Naomi, she’d said, “Carter and I are still trying to get our schedules to align. Maybe Friday night. In the meantime, keep posting your videos, keep priming the pump.”


Chapter Thirty-Two

Every night, I rode that dildo and made a #campusslut video. It had become my routine, as ordinary as brushing my teeth, except it was anything but ordinary. Chastity burned between my legs, and my thighs trembled, but I did it. I had to. I bounced, I moaned, I saddled on that monstrosity and rode it until my cock and sissy hole ached. My cock languished for release, my flesh became a loaded gun with the safety on, the trigger aching for release. When I complained, she repeated, “Keep priming the pump.”

As the third week racked up humiliating tasks and assignments, I was practically insane with need, every cell wired for her approval, my body aching, desperate, almost sick with the craving. I lost track of everything but routine—a ritual of punishment, makeup, and humiliation so intense it bled into every hour. She wanted to see how far I would go, how badly I needed to serve, to submit, to be split open and fucked by her or whoever she deemed worthy of my ass and stripped of everything except my hunger for her pussy or her ‘cock.’

I forgot what it was like to have an orgasm. All I had was the cage, the ache, and the nightly ritual of ‘priming the pump’ that left me trembling on the edge, never allowed to cross over. Every evening: #campusslut performed, the same setup, the same monstrous dildo gleaming slippery with the spit care of my painted lips.

Naomi would make me walk around at night, critiquing my “presentation” in public, texting snide comments about my walk, my voice, and about being “convincing enough.” Fix it. Redo. Start over. Sometimes she’d make practice pickup lines to strangers at night in public, in my “cute voice,” until I went blank with shame.

After walking the streets, she’d make me mount my plastic cock, legs spread, skirt hiked up, face painted and perfect on camera. I was supposed to ride it hard, fuck myself to the edge, and hold it there until I whimpered or cried. “You don’t get to cum like a guy anymore, princess,” Naomi said on our nightly video chat, voice cold and elegant. “You’re Gigi now. Girls don’t get to finish unless they earn it. Show me. Grind for me. Show me how bad you need it.”

I did. Each bounce made me wetter, shame slicking the pink plastic, while my ass stretched, sweat dripping from my brow, foundation stinging my eyes. No matter how frantic I got, no matter how I humped and sobbed, the cage stole every bit of friction. My cock swelled, drooled, purple and feverish, but I couldn’t even touch it. I gripped the edge of the desk and let the dildo impale me again and again. Sometimes I got so desperate I’d squat until my thighs gave out, shaking, sobbing, mascara running. I lived for her feedback. “You’re so close,” she’d say, as she watched over our video chat. “Push harder, slut. Make me proud.”

That was only the start. She tripled the frequency of our special sessions. Three times a day, sometimes four: wild texts, teasing memes, and “peach” or “cat” emojis that made my heart hammer with dread and anticipation. Library, bathroom, empty stairwell, back at the theatre many times—the location didn’t matter. She’d be waiting, skirt already hitched up, panties pulled aside or gone altogether, eyes dark and unreadable. The moment I dropped to my knees, time stopped. Naomi’s thighs locked around my head, and I was nothing but lips, tongue, and need, serving her pussy with single-minded worship. I lapped at her like it was my last meal. I memorized every fold, every shiver, every filthy word she spat down at me. My chin and nose dripped with her slick perfume, and her taste flooded my senses. Sometimes she came quietly, trembling; sometimes she screamed and yanked my hair, grinding my face until I thought I’d suffocate. I fucking loved it. Then it came.

After three weeks of torture, Thursday night’s text offered a glimmer of hope: “Friday night. Gigi returns! You. Me. Carter.”

I read the text three times. The words scrambled my mind. Gigi returns. You. Me. Carter.

I almost dropped my phone. My hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

Three weeks ago, even imagining myself in lipstick and lashes out in public felt like a death sentence. Now, after everything she’d done to me, public outings weren’t punishment—they were proof I was passable as a woman. A slut. Everyone’s toy. It was more than a dare. It was my life, now. I craved it, maybe more than anything except her. All I wanted was to show her how devoted I’d become, how low I could bow, how humiliated I’d let her make me if it meant even a minute more kneeling between her thighs.

Carter. She put his name last, like a footnote, like an aftershock. I couldn’t process it. I told myself Naomi wouldn’t share me. She wasn’t the type. I was a plaything, but I was her plaything. Or maybe I was wrong. Maybe nothing was about me at all; maybe Carter was the main event, and I was just the evidence. The proof that she could take an alpha male, like Carter, break him, and make him beg to let him fuck her in front of an audience.

I couldn’t breathe. My cock throbbed in the cage so hard it almost hurt. What was going to happen? Would Carter want to fuck me? Was Naomi going to make me get on all fours and present myself? Would she hold my head down and use my mouth while he used my ass? Would she laugh, taunt him to go harder, call me names? Or maybe they’d both ignore me completely, and I’d sit there, made up like a slut, desperate. Watching. Suffering. Watching what real men do to women.

I imagined myself caught between them: Naomi with her jaw set, eyes cold and triumphant, Carter looming over me with his hands gripping my hips as he pushed inside. I wanted to say I was terrified, that I felt humiliated at the thought—but the humiliation only made my body shudder harder. I wanted it. I wanted both of them. I wanted to be used, transformed, put through some ordeal that would leave me raw and sobbing and absolutely nothing except desperate to serve.

I paused in front of my mirror and imagined how I’d look: heavy eyeshadow, the same shade as Naomi’s, falsies so big they caused my back to ache. I’d powder my cheeks, fix my foundation just right, paint my lips blowjob red. When I walk out of my apartment tomorrow night, it won’t be Greg. It’d be Gigi. A slut, desperate for approval, ready to be paraded, degraded, and shown off. I wanted it so bad my knees almost buckled. I’d do anything Naomi asked. Anything.

When Friday night arrived, I’d be ready. Gigi would go wherever Naomi pointed her, open to anything, eyes wide, mouth open, ready to make both of them proud.


Chapter Thirty-Three

The tension in my mind cracked like static. Friday night! Not just any Friday night. Not like the last two, spent at home filming videos for #campusslut’s TikTok channel. This was real. No more virtual bullshit. It was Gigi’s night to shine.

I sat behind my makeshift makeup table, staring at the finished product. It took three attempts to get just the right look for her: candy-coated sin smeared with innocence melting into a whore intention: eyes rimmed with smudged black liner that made them look freshly fucked, cheeks that screamed “just been spanked,” and lips done to pornstar proportions, that practically begged to be ruined. The platinum blonde wig with its high pigtails bounced with each movement, the pink ribbons tied around each one, completing the look of a schoolgirl whose innocence was about to be corrupted. As I studied my appearance, I should have been nervous about being seen in public dressed like a slut, or a bimbo, or disgusted, or worried about what a freak I was rapidly turning into. But I wasn’t concerned in the least. Not even close. Being Gigi meant freedom, even if my cock remained locked up tight.

I dressed as instructed: a baby pink pleated skirt, flaring out like a ballerina’s tutu but barely covering what mattered, paired with pristine white thigh-highs, each topped with a delicate satin bow that whispered “virgin” while the height screamed “take me.” The tight pink crop top exposed my stomach. On my feet: glossy black Mary Janes with a strap that pinched across the top, shoes meant for a Catholic schoolgirl who’d never been kissed. The final touch clasped around my throat: a pink velvet choker, its silver bell dangling between my collarbones, engraved with a single damning word: “Slut.”

The last and most inescapable part of the look sat tight and unyielding beneath the skirt: the pink silicone cage, locked in place for three weeks now, making every minute a reminder that I belonged to Naomi. My first task: return to Phi Gamma Rho and mingle with #campuslsut’s TikTok fans.

Climbing the steps to the Phi Gamma Rho felt like running a gauntlet. The thin strip of the pink thong Naomi had chosen cut into me, the lace edges biting into my hips, the back riding up between my cheeks with every step. God—even the fucking air could set me off now, and right on cue, as if the universe understood my humiliation was the name of the game, a cool breeze found its way under my mini skirt. I thought I might actually cum right there from nothing but the cool finger of the breeze grazing my aching flesh.

On the porch, the thumping party inside crashed against the front door. Hands on my hips, I inhaled and reminded myself I was Gigi. I was a TikTok celebrity, recognized beyond anything I could imagine. I rolled back my shoulders.

And to myself I said, “Chin up. Smile. You’re not Greg anymore. You’re Gigi—#campusslut. Ten thousand followers. The pretty little slut that everyone wants to see beg.”

I grabbed the door handle, stuck my chest out, letting my fake tits lead me, and turned the handle. As I entered, I whispered, “Play your part, Greg. Smile sweetly. Make Naomi proud-show them all how much you love being Gigi.”

I stepped through the doorway, and the room transformed: the music thumped like sex, voices surged, and suddenly every eye locked onto me. Not Greg. Not the ghost who’d haunted the school’s halls during the week. No, I was far from being the invisible man. I was Gigi—the walking, talking, thigh-flashing punchline from TikTok and every meme, video, and group chat for the last three weeks. The instant recognition, the hunger in their stares, the way phones emerged from pockets like weapons—it all crashed over me, a tidal wave of attention that left me dizzy.

Someone whistled. “No fucking way, it’s her. It’s the throat goat!”

“Yo, Gigi! Here to break your record tonight?” shouted a guy from the beer Pong table, and before I could steady myself, I was surrounded by the scent of cheap vodka, sweat, and the predatory electricity of a frat house hungry for fresh meat.

They pressed close—grabbing, groping, trying to stake a claim on my body.

“I saw your video, princess.” A guy in a backward cap grinned, eyes fixed on my mouth. “Can you really take eight inches without gagging? Wanna take something hot and throbbing?”

Another voice, deeper, meaner: “Bet you can take more than that, right? You want to practice on something real?” They all laughed, the sound bouncing off the walls and floor.

I moved through the crowd toward the stairs and the attic, where round two of Truth or Dare would take place. I wondered what Naomi had in store for me. As thoughts raced through my mind, I hoped it was naughty, taboo, and very dirty.

A guy I recognized from History leaned in, his palm sliding over the curve of my ass as if he owned it. His touch sent a jolt through my body, making my knees buckle slightly, an involuntary response that horrified and thrilled me. “Hey Gigi, how about doing a live video? I’ll volunteer my cock.” His breath was hot against my ear, fingers digging into flesh. “I’ll rate you five stars if you go balls deep.”

His friend snorted, hooting, “She’s not gonna say no, man, that’s her brand.” Their eyes traced the hollow of my throat, the choker, the message on my neck, the trembling curve of my lip gloss. “Hey, guys! Check it out! It’s the girl from the TikTok videos.”

I forced myself to keep my hips steady, to walk like I owned the room, making every step a performance.

“Gigi! Give us a spin, let’s see that skirt work!”

I spun—ass out, fingers twirling the hem—and the room erupted in applause and lewd howls. Phones flashed like strobe lights, capturing every inch of exposed skin for tomorrow’s stories.

A cluster of girls by the makeshift bar narrowed their eyes, but even they couldn’t look away. One of them, platinum hair and glitter shadow, cupped her hands around her mouth and shouted, “How many guys you gonna deep throat tonight?” The laughter was harsh, but the envy was apparent; I saw it in the way her eyes looked at me.

I didn’t dare slow down. Every step, every catcall of “Hey, Gigi, wanna practice on me?” was another test I couldn’t afford to fail.

I took the first step up, blood pumping wild in my caged flesh. The hallway above echoed with rowdy voices. There was no way out. Naomi wanted me exposed. Owned.

Up the narrow stairs, each heel-click echoing like a gunshot, my exposed ass drawing whistles from below. I felt my fan’s eyes crawling up my thighs, heard someone mutter “damn” as I deliberately slowed my climb. The humiliation burned deliciously; I hated myself for loving it. So, I climbed, skirt swishing, to whatever humiliating fate waited, and I knew the night would start with a flourish and end with a bang.

The only question: who was getting banged tonight?

Carter? Naomi? Me? or a combination of all three?


Chapter Thirty-Four

Everyone from that first night gathered in the attic. Emily sat on the floor, legs folded to reveal long, slender limbs; Sasha sprawled like a lioness, a cigarette dangling from her lips; Helen, in a tailored black jumpsuit, her bare feet tucked beneath her. Naomi sat dead center, wearing a tight leather corset that held her breasts firm, thigh-high boots encasing her legs, and the key to my chastity cage twinkling in the valley of her cleavage.

My eyes drifted to the altar of shame—a vulgar shrine where marker scrawls, crimson lip prints, and frantic testimonials from every sissy Naomi and the Truth or Dare clan humiliated before me covered its walls. I froze at a fresh image showing me on my knees, my lips wrapped around Naomi’s silicone cock. In the image, I wasn’t Gigi, just plain old Greg; anyone making their way up to the attic could tell it was me.

Even from across the room, I could tell I was enjoying myself at having the black silicone cock stretching my lips. I slipped back into that moment: I remembered how my jaw ached, the crushing shame. Naomi leaned against the bathroom sink, hands fisted in my hair, steering me back and forth on the plastic shaft. Her laugh ricocheted off the tiles and metal stall doors. “Good girl—let’s see how much you can take tonight. I want you drooling.” She thrust deeper, the plastic head slamming into my tongue, driving into the back of my throat. Her strapon gleamed with spit while my pink, swollen lips stretched in perfect surrender.

Anyone could have walked in and instantly known who was in charge. There had been a security camera in the hallway outside that third-floor women’s restroom. I remembered its blinking red light, and there had been no doubt in my mind it had caught me sneaking in and out—thighs shaking, face wet and pathetic. I loved it.

Under that image, someone wrote: “This happens when you belong to Naomi: no secrets, no shame.” Five other photos ringed the shrine—freeze-frames Naomi had grabbed from our nightly video chats. One showed Gigi sucking a dildo for a #campusslut clip, captioned “Campus cocksucker. Too desperate to care who sees.” Another captured Gigi riding a dildo; desperation for a sissygasm on my face. The caption read: “Locked up and leaking for Mistress.”

There was a blank space above a caption that read: GIGI’S SISSY AUCTION.

Before I could piece together what the caption meant for my night, the chatter died, and the Truth or Dare crew spotted me. I hesitated, arms hugging my midsection, eyes fixed on the floor. Naomi waited a couple of beats, then curled a finger in a come-hither so subtle I almost missed it.

I crossed the room in rehearsed, feminine steps. The choker bit into my throat; the skirt threatened betrayal. Sasha snorted: “Cute—she’s even got the walk down.” Naomi watched me like a cat stalking prey, her gaze unwavering.

Emily patted the floor beside her. “Over here, Gigi,” the name sent a tremor through me. Gigi—too sweet, too girly, but infinitely better than Greg. Like a collar I craved forever.

I sat, the cage biting viciously into my balls, sending a jolt up my spine; the thong rode higher between my cheeks with every shift.

Helen shattered the silence. “Someone dressed to impress tonight,” she drawled, sipping wine. “Choker matches the look—planned or mandatory?” She glanced at Naomi, who nodded in triumph.

“Naomi required this dress code,” I mumbled, eyes darting to her, desperate for approval.

Emily leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “You look like such a little slut,” she purred. “All dolled up, screaming fuck-me—ready to be passed around, or just here to tease?” Emily glanced at the altar of shame. I swear her eyes locked on the blank space above GIGI’S SISSY AUCTION.

I glanced at Naomi. She licked her lips, grinned slowly and wickedly. Her dominance wrapped around my throat like a collar I couldn’t see but instantly felt.

I tried to signal her, catch her gaze, hoping she’d read my mind: Sissy auction? What happened to the scene you promised? You said it would be you, me, Carter—a scene I could survive, maybe even crave. This looked public. Ruthless. Like a circus.

Naomi didn’t blink. She let the silence stretch. “What’s the matter, Gigi? Cat got your tongue?” Her voice sang with cruelty, the way only she could. Her hand dipped between her breasts just to tap the key. A silent reminder: I belonged to her now. I’d agreed to all of this. Even this.

Naomi said, “Whatever gets everyone hot, Gigi. You remember the rules. You’ll show off. You’ll beg. And you’ll love it.”

Naomi shifted; leather creaked. “Spin for us,” she ordered. I stood and turned slowly while her eyes raked from skirt to wig to choker. When I faced her, she finally smiled. “Perfect,” she said, dismissing me with a wave. “Sit.”

I sat, but every eye stayed locked on me.

Sasha flicked ash into a Diet Coke can. “How’s the clit cage, babe? Still locked up?” Her tone sliced through me.

I felt heat rush to my cheeks. “Yes.”

Emily grinned. “How long now?”

“Three weeks,” I whispered, too scared to meet Naomi’s eyes. The cage constricted as I flushed scarlet.

Naomi leaned forward. “He’s gotten so much better at using his pretty mouth. I hate when he strays from his rightful place between my thighs.”

Everyone laughed.

Helen smirked. “Can I borrow him? His tongue really that talented? Come on, Naomi.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Naomi breathed. “He worships me as if nothing else matters.”

I kept my head down. “Nothing does.”

Helen’s eyes gleamed. “Holy fuck, you got this one trained. We’ll need a custody agreement, Naomi. Speaking of which, Gigi, we’ve been admiring your…viral fame. Proud of the impression you’ve made?” She flashed her phone: a TikTok still of me, smiling as I engulfed a black dildo, captioned “#CampusSlut.”

Naomi added, “He’s become an A+ cocksucker, too.” She cocked her head toward the altar of shame and the evidence. “Damn good with my strapon. Like a pro.”

I wanted to disappear, yet a flicker of pride swelled inside me at Gigi’s notoriety.

Naomi nodded to Sasha and Emily. “Shall we start the game?”

Sasha stubbed out her cigarette. “I’ll start.”

Emily snapped her fingers. “Let’s go, girls.”

The circle tightened, truth’s spinning out like a spider’s web. The cage pulsed as I tried to imagine what a sissy auction meant.

This belonged to me now: the spotlight, the target, owned by a woman whose eyes never left mine, even as she laughed. I sat in my pink outfit, exposed, waiting for what was coming next.


Chapter Thirty-Five

There was no pretense of random selection or spinning an empty bottle. I was the center of attention, and it seemed the plan was simple: humiliate me with a never-ending saga of Truths and Dares.

“Stand up.”

My body froze. There was no dare, no challenge, just the expectation of obedience. My hands shook, my arms tensed so tight I thought they’d snap. Still, I rose.

Silence enveloped the room. Even Sasha, always primed with some barbed commentary, stayed quiet. Naomi produced a tube of whore red lipstick—exactly my shade—and uncapped it with slow, theatrical deliberation.

Naomi hovered the tip above my navel, then pressed down. The chill felt ticklish and invasive as the first straight, decisive line dragged across my skin.

“Hold still,” Naomi ordered, her other hand bracing my hip. Letter by letter, Naomi wrote her message to the world, pausing occasionally to blow on the wet lipstick. Her warm breath sent jolts of sensation through me. The humiliation stung so sharply I thought I might collapse. I imagined the words burning into my flesh, felt the stare of every eye in the attic, the weight of the phrase, whatever it was, would be so public, so unalterable. When she finished, Naomi stepped back, surveyed her work, and snapped the cap shut with a satisfied click. She crossed her arms.

“What do you say?” she prompted, her voice gentle but edged with steel.

I didn’t dare look without permission. “Thank you for marking me, Mistress,” I whispered, voice thin and reedy.

Naomi smiled—just a flicker—her thumb lingered against my cheek, stroking once before letting go. The room exhaled, a collective sigh of delight and disbelief.

“Can I look, Mistress?”

“Of course.”

I lowered my gaze and traced my fingers over the scarlet letters: “Frat Slut—Open For Business.”

Helen raised her glass in a silent toast. “Fabulous,” she said.

Sasha craned her neck to get a better view. “Bet she’s the only one in class with that written across her stomach,” she cackled, but her tone was less mean than before—almost impressed.

Emily clapped again, softer this time. “Well done, Gigi,” she said.

Naomi leaned back, her work done. “Sit,” she ordered, and I did, knees together, hands folded, the phrase still searing along my belly.

The circle was set. I was theirs, for however long they wanted me. And everyone in the attic knew it.

The phrase burned in my mind. “Frat Slut: Open For Business.” Five words. It didn’t matter that my body was trembling, or the way the lipstick smeared a little where the “u” in Slut dipped too deep. There was no doubt in my mind that Naomi had branded me for a reason, but what was her endgame?

Naomi had promised a night with her, Carter, and me. So what’s this, and if she’d changed her mind, what was her plan? I wanted to cover my stomach, to hide the words—not because I hated them, but because I couldn’t stop imagining what it meant. Dizzy shame, heat, pride, and more shame flooded my mind as I ran through scenarios. Each taboo fantasy brought arousal that should have been fear after all I’d been branded: “Frat Slut: Open For Business.”

What did it mean?

Was it for them?

For Naomi?

Or me?


Chapter Thirty-Six

The game went on, mostly truths. I learned more about Naomi and enough about Sasha’s sexual conquests to last a lifetime. So far, the bottle had spared me, and I kept my gaze on the floor, knowing that the hammer would drop soon.

I tried to keep my eyes on the floor, but every few seconds, I recoiled at the altar of shame and the space above the caption: GIGI’S SISSY AUCTION. The girls were all in rare form tonight, Naomi dreamy in her queen’s pose, Sasha sprawled with pointed indifference, and Emily perched between them, butter-wouldn’t-melt in her mouth but with the devil’s own spark in her eye. They dissected each other’s secrets with surgical precision—Helen’s darkroom disaster, Sasha’s bar conquest, Emily’s absolute lack of musical taste—while I tried to fade into the background, praying the bottle would spare me one more round.

The room fell silent as the coke bottle’s neck wobbled, slowed, and pointed at me like a judge’s gavel.

Naomi fixed her gaze on me, letting it stretch taut before shattering it with a slow, deliberate motion. She rose, extended her arms, and curled a finger at me. “Up,” she said.

I scrambled to comply.

“Truth or dare, Gigi?” Emily’s voice danced; her lips barely parted, yet the question cut like a scalpel. Tonight I’m “Gigi” and nothing else.

“Truth,” I croaked, already hating myself for it.

Emily’s face transformed from predatory to sadistic. “If you had to pick—absolutely had to—would you rather be a cheerleader for the football team, or their after-game entertainment?” She paused. Drawing the suspense out. “On your knees,” she clarified, in case the room had missed the unspoken punchline.

A hush. Sasha snorted. Helen’s lips twitched in a way that meant she was actively restraining laughter. I felt every eye on me, the air thick with expectation.

I opened my mouth. Nothing. Suddenly, my brain was a slot machine, spinning images that should have been mortifying, but lined up in dizzying, taboo clarity.

I thought about last week’s game. The cheerleaders—ponytails high, skirts swirling as they sprinted along the sidelines, voices hoarse from screaming. I remembered how the girls giggled and blushed in front of the entire stadium. I pictured myself in that uniform: pleated skirt, bloomers, midriff bare and painted with the team’s logo. Was it more humiliating to be on display in front of thousands, every male gaze stuck to my thighs, or to be on my knees in the locker room after the game, serving as the team’s reward for a win? Which was more degrading: being a performative sex toy in public, or a literal one in private?

The question was supposed to fluster me, but really it was a cunning deception. I’d fantasized about both. A lot. The difference was that Naomi now knew I had. And she was waiting for my answer.

I made myself laugh. “Can I do both?” I said, trying for a sarcastic tone, but it came out desperate. “Like, cheer during the game, and then… after?”

Emily grinned wickedly. “Ambitious.”

Naomi’s hand found mine. Her palm was warm, her grip patient, almost encouraging. She squeezed once, just enough to remind me of my place and where my motivations lived.

Sasha leaned in, predatory. “I vote we let Gigi live her dreams. Uniform and all. We could do up her hair with those giant bows—”

“—and the pom-poms,” Helen added, voice flat. “Don’t forget the pom-poms.”

The room dissolved into laughter, but I couldn’t look away from Naomi. She was studying me like a challenging painting, her head tilted, her smile evasive. I wanted so badly to know if I’d pleased her, if the version of myself I’d just put out there—half-pathetic, half-hungry—was the one she wanted to see.

“Good answer, Gigi,” she said, as the rest of the room faded out.

The game lurched on, but nothing that came after felt real. I floated through the rest of the round, my body a collection of nervous tics and stuttering responses. I’d rehearsed half a dozen scenarios of being paraded before the football team—skirt riding up, lipstick smeared, dignity in ruins. In every one, Naomi was there: watching, judging, orchestrating my exposure.

Out of nowhere, Naomi said, “Now,” her voice magnified by the silence, “we move on to the auction portion of our evening.”

“Auction?” I said.

My mind strained to picture what a sissy auction was, even as I felt my pulse quicken. I wanted to run, to tear off this costume and reclaim what they left of my dignity; another part, growing stronger by the second, wanted to surrender completely. I stood frozen between these opposing forces, my body hot with shame yet electric with anticipation, disgusted by my arousal yet unable to deny it.


Chapter Thirty-Seven

Without a word of explanation, she guided me down the stairs into the main room. In the main room, bodies were everywhere, a sea of frat boys and sorority girls squeezed shoulder to shoulder, drinks sloshing. Cigarette smoke, sweat, perfume, and a low electric hum of anticipation wound around the room like a noose. Every head turned when they saw me, and the blast of arousal and terror almost left me weak-kneed. Here was the real audience. My judges. Their eyes flashed first with confusion, then glee.

Naomi raised a hand for silence. You could have heard a pin drop. She spun me around as dozens and dozens of sex-starved eyes trained on me; nearly as many phones snapped, hunting for upskirt angles. Naomi’s hand brushed my bare arm one last time, then released me.

Just ahead was the auction platform. I understood what a SISSY AUCTION entailed. Behind the platform, a sign in neon-pink glitter: “Fresh Meat: Sissy Auction Tonight ONLY!!!” My face burned at the word. Fresh. Meat. That was me.

“For your entertainment tonight. The infamous. Gigi. You might know her as CampusSlut,” she announced.

Naomi grabbed my hand, lifted it above my head, and led me toward the auction platform. The scarlet letters on my stomach: FRATSLUT OPEN FOR BUSINESS burned.

Cheers filled the room. Phones snapped photos. I was officially on parade. Catcalls drowned out the thudding bass. “Shake it, Gigi!” “Turn around! Show us you’re a real slut!” I flinched. Naomi guided me through a twirl, hips twisting, skirt fluttering indecently high. Heat crawled up my neck. I wanted to vanish, but their attention was a narcotic, and I needed another hit.

The crowd pressed closer as Naomi guided me toward the auction platform. The girl nearest the stage held out her hand, all lacquered nails and evil grin: “Let’s see what you’ve got, honey.” She pinched my ass hard enough to sting. The guys roared, jostling for position, eyes glued to me.

The humiliation wasn’t punishment. It was an invitation. I let them stare. I needed them to. Like a model, she guided me up on the stage.

“Gigi has agreed to a limited-time rental. Everything’s on the table for the highest bidder.”

She smiled at me and said, “Have a good evening,” then strode out into the night, never glancing back.

Her words snapped tight around me like an invisible collar and leash. What had I done wrong? Was she leaving? Despite the humiliation of my predicament, all I could think about was her and Carter making love without me. My knees trembled. Emily, the drama queen, jabbed Sasha’s ribs and whispered something that set them both giggling. One of the football players on the couch nudged his buddy and pointed in my direction.

Sasha announced: “Place your bids for a night with #Campuslut, the infamous Gigi.”

My legs wobbled, a deliberately precarious effect. The room’s energy spiked in an instant—circles formed, guys elbowed for position, girls snorted and snapped photos—and there I stood, the world’s saddest, pinkest scarecrow.

Sasha stepped forward, eyes sweeping the crowd until the chatter died. “Ladies and gentlemen,” she intoned theatrically, “thought you’d seen it all tonight? Think again. True transformation,” she let the words linger, “requires an audience—a stage. And tonight, our beautiful slut gets both.”

Whoops rippled through the room. My heart pounded, and my cheeks burned as every eye licked me from head to toe. Yet beneath my skirt, my cock throbbed painfully, the plastic shell offering the only barrier between control and chaos.

“Feast your eyes and ready your bids,” Sasha shouted. “Tonight only, you can own a moment of Gigi’s obedience. She’s not here just to be seen—she’s here to be claimed, paraded, used. Think of her videos! Imagine her lips around…. Around your cock! Gigi answered your requests and has volunteered to be the winning bidder’s property this evening. Let the auction begin!”

Laughter, groans, a cheer: the room erupted. I swayed on the crate, cold and exposed, every inch of me a beacon for their amusement. I stared at the floor, fighting nausea as dozens of phones recorded my public unraveling.

Sasha raised her hands, demanding silence. “Who’ll start the bidding on this fine piece of ass? Turn around, dear, and show everyone that perfect rear.”

I pivoted slowly, satin thong digging between my cheeks, skin prickling as all eyes devoured me. Two guys in the front row nudged each other, tongues flicking wetly at their lips.

“Bidding starts at five bucks.” She scanned the crowd, egging them on for more dares.

“Five bucks?” I whispered. I almost faded into the background—just an object everyone craved but glowing under their hungry stares.

I hated that Naomi had abandoned me, leaving me to face this alone while she spent her night with Carter. Yet each new bid sent electric currents through my body, my cage tightening around my swelling shame. Sasha stalked around me like a predator, her manicured nails occasionally grazing my exposed skin as she worked the crowd into a frenzy, commanding me to “arch your back more” and “give them a twirl.”

“Five.” A guy in a beanie, voice cracking.

“Ten,” a girl screamed—laughter rising at the absurdity.

“Fifteen,” a guy with a square jaw, confidence oozing from each syllable. I twirled. The crowd roared.

“Twenty.”

Sasha held up a finger for quiet. “Remember, all proceeds go to the Phi Gamma Rho Fun Fund—beer, condoms, and more little sluts like Gigi for future events.” She winked at me. “If she’s good enough tonight, maybe we’ll bring her back. Isn’t that right, Gigi?”

I nodded—my only option.

A wolf-whistle.

A chorus of laughter.

“Louder,” Sasha urged. “Let them hear you.”

I swallowed, forced the words through dry lips. “If I’m good enough, you’ll… bring me back.”

The crowd ate it up. Their phones, hands, eyes—all fixated on me. Another bid rang out: “Thirty!”

“Thirty-five,” shouted a girl. “I want her to clean my apartment. Naked.”

The bids climbed higher, and with each new number, I felt my true self—Greg—recede further into shadow while Gigi emerged triumphant. My cage tightened with each pulse of shame, but my phone buzzed in my purse—another TikTok notification. My last video as #CampusSlut had broken 50K views. The thrill of being seen, of being wanted, of being Gigi, was worth every moment of this twisted coronation.

Sasha swept her hand through the air like a ringmaster. “Forty—anyone? Do I hear forty-five?”

“Forty-five!”

She drove the bids higher with sexual innuendos. “No tongue unless you double your bid”—still wearing her ringmaster’s mask. Meanwhile, a punk-haired girl demanded a kiss blown for her camera.

“Fifty.”

Two frat guys sandwiched me for a selfie, their awkward hands grazing my hips.

“Fifty-one.”

A bespectacled girl dared me to kneel and recite an obscene tongue-twister.

I kneeled.

The crowd cheered.

I said, “Sloppy sluts suck seven sweaty cocks, swallowing sticky streams silently.”

“Sixty.”

Each new humiliation amplified the cage’s grip, fueling a frantic, helpless arousal.

Sasha raised her hand. “Before our final bidding round, a special treat.” She jabbed at the Bluetooth speaker; a pulsing electronic beat filled the house. She pressed a karaoke mic into my trembling hand and leaned in, lips grazing my ear.

Microphone gripped in white-knuckled hands, I stood before my captors.

I took a shaky breath, feeling the bass throb under my feet. “Hi, everyone,” my voice quivering just enough to sound desperate. “I’m Gigi—your sweet little Campus slut—”

The crowd cheered. “We love you!”

“I’m on display tonight. I’m here for your pleasure, ready to obey every nasty command. Who wants to see just how far I’ll go? Who’s bold enough to own me, to make me beg, to have every inch of me begging at your feet?” I let my tongue flick over my lips, heat building in my cheeks. “You get to decide how I’m used. Make it worth my shame—show me how much you want your own personal slut.”

The crowd erupted—cheers, whistles, fists pumping. A chant rose: “Gi-gi! Gi-gi!”

Sasha spun me around. I stood alone atop the platform of disgrace, weightless for a moment, shame transmuted into an odd blend of pride and surrender.

The final bids flew in until Emily’s hand shot up. “Five hundred dollars!” She proclaimed, silencing the room. My stomach knotted as she rose from the couch, her smile unreadable.

“We have a winner,” Sasha announced. “Emily—step up and claim your prize.”

Emily approached, Sasha on my left, linking arms, Helen on my right, slipping her arm possessively around my waist. “Time to parade the trophy,” Emily said.

They led me through the living room. A reverent hush fell, not quite respectful but heavy with anticipation. Letterman-jacketed guys gaped at my skirt and bare thighs. Their stares struck me like bullets—admiration, disgust, desire. Sasha gave my ass an approving pat; Helen whispered, “Hold your head high, Gigi. You’re campus royalty now.” Emily giggled and blew a kiss at a table of frat boys, who stared dumbstruck.

I felt it—that hush, the spotlight. I was on display. The exit ahead of me, the rustle of my skirt behind me, Sasha’s hand glued to the small of my back, Emily and Helen flanking me like handlers leading the prize exhibit. The guys gawked unfiltered, their stares ravenous and blunt: my legs, my innocent-looking Mary Janes, the blowjob red lips. I could feel myself harden behind the cage like a starving caged animal pacing, every gaze tossing raw meat just out of the beast’s reach. Maybe that was the dare. Perhaps that was the secret I was supposed to figure out. It wasn’t the clothes. It was this: the wanting, the shame, the need.

A whoop from behind me as I exited the frat house: “Gigi, Gigi, Gigi!”

I wondered if Naomi was watching, and, when she heard about what happened, whether she’d be proud of her creation or already scheming the next humiliation. I wanted to find her. I wanted to surrender. But Naomi was nowhere. I craved her gaze the most. I wondered: what kinky scene was she planning for me next?

On the porch, the chilly evening air bit at my bare skin. At the curb, a matte-black SUV idled, its exhaust forming tendrils in the yellow glow of the streetlamp. Sasha and Helen led me down the steps. The back door opened. Sasha and Helen bundled me inside, Emily slipped in last, and clicked the lock.

“Naomi’s so proud. Most can’t survive the first dare, but you… You’re something else,” Emily murmured.

Helen nodded. “A fucking celebrity! Holy crap. I never would have imagined one of Naomi’s sissies would get more popular than her. The campus will buzz about you forever.”

Sasha toyed with my choker’s tag. “But you know whose girl you are, right?” Her voice cut sharply, though her eyes were warm.

“Naomi’s,” I answered without hesitation.

She smiled. “Good. She’s waiting.”

The ten-minute ride stretched into an eternity of praise, teasing touches, and whispered reminders of my new identity.


Chapter Thirty-Eight

At Naomi’s brick townhouse, Helen led me up the steps. Sasha rang the bell; Naomi appeared instantly as if she’d been waiting. The foyer was precisely as I remembered. Naomi stood with arms crossed, her green eyes glowing with sensuality. She soaked me in—from the wig to the still-warm letters on my stomach, down to my innocent-looking Mary Janes—she nodded and stepped aside.

“Come in, Gigi,” a voice smooth as velvet. “Your reward is waiting.”

Helen, Sasha, and Emily turned and left in the black SUV. Inside, silence cloaked us. Naomi closed the door with a decisive click. “Well done, Gigi,” Naomi whispered, voice low. “You’ve made me very proud.”

My legs threatened to give out, but I stayed upright as she closed the distance, brushing my ear with her lips. “You’re mine now, in every way,” she murmured. “Never forget it.”

Her hand slipped under my skirt, long, sharp fingernails skating over the hard, unyielding line of my chastity cage. Three weeks locked up, every nerve starved, and now the pressure surged up my spine in sharp, piercing spikes—rising and then slamming helplessly against the solid, merciless wall of plastic. I jerked, hips bucking uncontrollably, desperate for tension and the promise of relief. Tonight. Tonight, she had to unlock me. It had to be forthwith—I couldn’t take another second.

When she finally pulled away, her gaze locked on mine. “Come upstairs, I have a surprise for you.”

My heart pounded as I followed Naomi up the stairs, eyes glued to the twisted perfection of her ass. The climb upstairs, to a secret place I’d never been, was endless, watching her hips roll.

At the landing on the third floor, she turned. I bit down on my lip, feeling desperate and hungry. Was this it? In moments, would I be inside her, not like a sissy, but like a man? Would Naomi's weeks of edging and denial finally bring Naomi’s skin against mine? How did Carter fit in on all this? It didn’t matter; I earned a reward. I’d demand it. But as soon as the thought found purchase in my mind, I knew I wasn’t demanding anything.

The pressure between my legs doubled, aching, razor-sharp, hot pulses. I pictured myself, free at last and unable to last, barely even capable of pleasing her before humiliating myself. No! I’d control myself. I’d hold back until I’d pleased her. I had to show my worth. I had to prove myself.

Naomi stopped at a door along the third-floor hall, the door itself like Naomi’s attire, cloaked in black leather. A sign above it stated simply “Naomi’s playroom.” She opened it with a theatrical sweep, stepping aside, raising one sculpted eyebrow. Her red-tipped fingers traced the chain at her throat, the gesture intentional as her finger lingered on the brass key that glinted between the curves of her breasts.

“Inside,” she said.

I stepped inside.

The room was a monastery of female dominance, its atmosphere thick with the scent of leather and authority, every surface designed to remind guests who the goddess was. A massive bed with deep burgundy satin sheets beneath an overhead mirror. Mirrors lined every wall, slicing darkness into distorted angles. In one corner, a chrome rack held leather, latex, PVC, and Naomi’s trophies: phallus-shaped toys, leather restraints, and instruments of dominance posed in precise rows, awaiting use.

I froze at the threshold. Naomi crossed the colossal chamber and sat on the edge of the bed, arms folded. My thighs shook. The chastity cage throbbed, and the waistband of my panties dug in, reminding me I was a sissy—nothing more, nothing less.

Naomi’s hand patted the silk sheets. “Come here, Gigi.”

My legs carried me before I even decided to move. The bed seemed to pull me in, and I sat, fingers scrambling to pull the hem of my skirt back down my thighs. The hemline just rode up higher, baring more and more, the thong beneath slicing deeper, a pink line drawing a sensual ache between my cheeks. Naomi picked up a riding crop from the bed, barely glancing at me as she flexed it, slow and deliberate, the leather bending until I was sure it would snap. I squirmed, helpless, clutching at the skirt.

Silence, and tension, and the sense that if I moved, the whole room would shatter. I counted my breaths, tried to stop my hands from shaking. Naomi let the pressure mount, her calculated silence making it feel like something alive, pressing in on both of us.

“Three weeks locked up,” she tsked. “Are you even thinking straight anymore?”

I shook my head. “No, Mistress.” I swallowed, clenching the sheets with both hands, like I might fall off the bed if I let go. “I’ve—I’ve done everything you asked. Everything,” I did my best to sound tough. “I’ve worn what you wanted, let you lock me up, I—I let you parade me in front of everyone. I made those videos.”

Naomi turned my chin toward her with the riding crop. “You mean the ones that made you popular?” Letting the accusation hang in the air like a dare. “Don’t get all shy on me now, Gigi. You love every one of your…. how many thousands of followers?”

“I think…. Ten thousand at last count.”

Naomi shook her head, “All those comments, the likes, the reposts—you ate it up. Tell the truth. You love it.”

I swallowed, pulse jumping in my throat, shame burning so hot it went past embarrassment and into something weird and wild. I remembered every moment that my phone’s camera pointed at me, doing what my fans and Naomi expected of #campusslut

Naomi leaned in, voice dropping. “Lie to me again, and I’ll make you beg for honesty.” Her fingers found the edge of my panties. I shuddered. She hooked them, just enough to snap the band against my skin, a silent, surgical reminder of what I was, what she was making me.

“Look at yourself,” Naomi whispered.

I looked. My reflection screamed back from every angle. The wig, the glossy lips, the oversized lashes blinking in confusion. The pretty skirt that hid nothing, not from Naomi, not from the mirrors, I was a show, and the world was watching.

Naomi smiled, “You love the attention. You want more of it. All of this—the costume, the cage, the humiliation—it’s what you crave. You get off on being looked at. You want everyone to see what a desperate little sissy you’ve become.”

I shook my head, but some part of me twisted with the rush of it. I didn’t want to want it. That didn’t matter. I couldn’t deny how my flesh smashed against the cage, throbbing just from her voice in my ear.

Naomi pulled me closer, her grip absolute. “You’re the sluttiest girl on campus. Campusslut! And I made you! Say it. Admit what you are.”

My mouth went dry. I tried to look away, but Naomi steered my focus with nothing but the tip of her riding crop, turning my face back to hers.

“Say it,” she repeated. “Say you love being exposed. Say you love being an object for me. Say it was me who made you!”

“I… I love it. I love being your sissy, and you made me.”

She grinned at the victory. “Good girl. Don’t ever lie to me again.” She pressed the crop beneath my chin, easy, just enough that I felt the warning in every nerve. “You exist for this. For me. For my pleasure. Understand?”

I nodded. No hesitation.

Naomi’s eyes glittered, all hunger now. “Then show me how much you want it,” she whispered. “Tonight, you submit.”

I trailed off. The shame ran up my face, burning. I couldn’t look at her, so I stared at the mirror. My reflection, split and multiplied a thousand times.

My voice shook. “Can I—can I have it tonight?”

“Have what, Princess?”

“You know. Please. I want—” The words caught in my throat. I swallowed hard.

“No. I don’t know, Princess. Communication is important. Please tell me what it is you want, so I can properly reward you.”

“I want to… You know…. Do it… like normal. Like a man and a—” I couldn’t even say it. My voice cracked on the last word, high-pitched and breaking, nothing like the man I was trying to claim I still was.

Naomi’s smile was slow, patient. She leaned in, her breath warm against my ear. “So you want to have sex like a man and a woman, Gigi,” she whispered, then pulled back just enough to let me see her eyes—green and glittering with something that made my stomach drop.

“Yes! I think I earned it.”

“I agree. You have, and you shall, before the night’s over, have sex like a man and woman do.” She fell into thought for a moment, then those green eyes lit up as she looked me in the eye,

“Please. I need it. I need you. I did everything. You said if I proved myself…”

She leaned in, green eyes bright with cruelty and promise. “What makes you think you’re a man anymore, Gigi? What do you even think you deserve?”

My mouth opened, but nothing came. I didn’t know. I really didn’t know.

She smiled. It was not the gentle smile. It was pure satisfaction, hard-edged and hungry. “Good.” She leaned back, crossing one leg over the other, the leather emitting black fire. “And so we are clear about our relationship. I determine what you deserve. I determine what reward you have earned. Before the night is over, you will continue down the path of femininity. I have—”

The door shuddered with three deliberate knocks that cut through her words like scissors through silk. She let her sentence die, unfinished. The smile that spread across her face wasn’t playful or teasing—it was the smile of someone who’d set a perfect trap and was watching it spring shut. Whatever waited on the other side, I suspected, would change me forever.


Chapter Thirty-Nine

Carter stood naked in the doorway, shoulders hunched as though he could make himself smaller. “I left my clothes downstairs,” he said, eyes seeking Naomi’s approval, “as you asked. Hope you’re enjoying the view.”

Naomi let the silence linger.

“Guess this is what you wanted?”

She watched, relishing Carter’s unease, the biggest, toughest guy on campus, stammering for her approval.

“You going to make me stand here all night? Let’s get to it.”

I watched, fascinated by her power: the roar of the crowd, the cheers on the field, even his celebrated muscles—nothing mattered. Carter fidgeted, massive muscles tense, eyes fixed on the riding crop in Naomi’s hand, wondering, like me, if tonight had been a mistake.

Naomi crossed her legs; the leather of her thigh-high boots creaked. Her emerald eyes roamed Carter’s body like a queen surveying a shaky subject awaiting judgment, mentally cataloging every flaw that would require correction. No smile, not a twitch—just the promise that any pleasure he received would follow unconditional surrender.

“Good boy,” she said, the words dropping like stones.

“Boy? I ain’t no boy!”

“Tonight you are. Or you can leave.”

Carter didn’t answer verbally. His shoulders slumped. His Adam’s apple bobbed, and those confident linebacker eyes darted between Naomi’s face and the floor, filled with equal parts shame and longing. I recognized that look: pride wrestling with desire and lust.

“Good, we understand each other. You’re going to kneel. There.” She jabbed the riding crop at the floor without looking. “And beg me to grant you permission to enter.”

“What the fuck?”

Naomi turned to me, eyes narrowed, lips curling into that private, predatory little smile she used whenever she wanted to make someone squirm. She didn’t deign to answer Carter. Didn’t even look at him. He was there, hulking and exposed, and yet somehow already invisible.

“Gigi,” as if Carter’s whimper hadn’t reached her at all. “We’re going to reduce him to our toy tonight. I want you to watch as I strip him of every scrap of dignity.” The words had a ceremonial weight. I could almost see Carter’s pride peeling away with every phrase. “My goal? By the end of tonight, he’ll be nothing. Not even a man. Just a thing. Our toy.”

Flawless. Ruthless. I watched her boots cross at the knees, the black leather shining. Naomi made a temple of her own body. The room vibrated with her authority, the air thick and charged. I heard Carter’s breath hitch, a raw animal sound. He dropped his gaze, no longer even pretending to rebel. The display was total: physical power brought to heel.

Naomi never raised her voice. Didn’t have to. “Did you hear me, Carter?” Her tone was velvet, wrapped in steel. “Kneel. Beg like your worth depends on it.” She let the silence stretch. My cheeks flushed. Even my own muscles tightened, aching for her verdict. I felt drunk on her cruelty, hungry to see Carter’s dignity collapse.

I understood it, then—the thrill of humiliation as ritual, as transformation.

“Kneel.”

Carter looked around as if to ensure no one was watching what he was about to do. Satisfied there were no witnesses, he dropped to his knees with a heavy, single thud. “Okay, I’ll play along. Naomi, may I enter?” His tone was sarcastic.

She leaned forward, voice a whisper that filled the room: “Convince me why I should let you across my threshold. Beg for the privilege of pleasing us girls…”

The words landed: us girls. Did it mean what I thought it meant? That she had included me? I blinked. I tried not to show any reaction, but it hit me right in the solar plexus. Us. Not Naomi and Carter, and me off to the side, as the casual observer. It dawned on me that deep down I’d always belonged on her side of the line, a woman. Maybe with Naomi, I’d not always be looking up at men, like Carter, but sometimes, when she allowed it, looking down on them. The heat of it stung my cheeks. The phrase rolled over me again and again: us girls. My brain scrambled to construct the new hierarchy: Carter, kneeling. Naomi, ruling in leather. And me, not the casual observer, not passive, but something communal. Pack dynamics. I wanted to make her proud. I wanted him to kneel for me, too.

“…and make it good enough that I don’t send you back downstairs—with that fucking pathetic cock caged like Gigi’s.” She turned her gaze on me. “Lift the skirt and show Carter—”

“I’ve seen it.” Carter interrupted. I could see him working up words of defiance. “No fucking way, cunt. I can get pussy anywhere. Any time. Any place. Think I’m going to lock my cock up just to get inside you? Fuck no. I’m outta here.” But he didn’t stand. Nor did he leave.

Naomi didn’t flinch. She simply looked at him, her flawless blood-red lips unmoving, her eyes cold as polished obsidian—the same expression she might wear examining a disobedient pet who’d forgotten its training and needed to be reminded of its place beneath her heel as her gaze traveled over his naked body with the clinical detachment of someone appraising livestock at auction, lingering deliberately on his cock. She paused, one perfectly manicured eyebrow arching slightly—the only acknowledgment that his pathetic rebellion even registered in her world of absolute control. The power imbalance was palpable—Naomi fully clothed in black leather, Carter stripped bare, reduced to flesh awaiting judgment from its rightful owner.

“Fine. Goodbye.”

Carter blinked. Fidgeted. “I can get laid whenever I want.”

“Not by us. Unless you beg.”

“Us?” Carter’s eyes roamed my body. There was no disapproval in his expression. “You think I’m going to beg? Not happening. I don’t need this, shit.”

Naomi smiled as Carter’s cock twitched, blood visibly rushing to fill it despite his protests. Her eyes tracked the transformation—from soft vulnerability to straining defiance—with the practiced assessment of a connoisseur. One corner of her perfect mouth curled higher as it reached half-mast. “I think you do,” she said, her voice dropping an octave as she leaned forward slightly. “Your body’s already confessing what your mouth won’t. You need my dominance so bad you’re going to beg for it.”

Carter cupped his cock, fingers pressing hard against the base, fighting the swelling he couldn’t control. His jaw clenched as he stared at the ceiling. I could see the desperation, trying to think about anything—football plays, cold showers, his grandmother—while his powerful body betrayed him with every heartbeat. Goosebumps prickled across his skin as blood rushed exactly where he didn’t want it to go, his humiliation compounding under Naomi’s leather-clad scrutiny.

“Okay. Your loss.”

His body betrayed his words, though, as the fight, whatever spark he tried to summon, guttered out. His chest seemed to shrink, deflating under her gaze. I felt it in my own bones: there was no room in this ritual for defiance, not even a flicker. Naomi’s silence told him he’d lost. I watched him swallow, voice catching.

“Fine, whatever. Suppose that’s what you want. I’ll play along.”

Naomi held up her palm, “I prefer Mistress attached to anything you say to me.”

Carter hung his head, still trying to control the erection. “Okay. Whatever. Mistress then.” He said, as he stared at the riding crop now. “What are you going to do if I don’t? Spank me?”

“Yes.”

Carter hung his head. Naomi’s control had become absolute in the space of ten minutes.

“Show him, Gigi, what awaits at the end of the night.” Naomi didn’t even raise her voice. “Obey.”

My hands trembled as I raised my skirt, lowered the skimpy pink thong, and stepped out of it. The cold air bit my thighs. Carter’s eyes flicked to the glossy pink chastity cage binding my flesh; he flinched as though it physically pained him. In that moment, he realized that failure meant the same fate.

His machismo wavered as the wall of resistance crumbled, “Please, Naomi—I need this, let me show you true pleasure. I want to serve you. I want to make you feel everything. I want to taste you until you can’t say my name, make you cum so hard it hurts.” His voice cracked, “I’ll do anything. I’ll beg, I’ll crawl, I’ll worship every inch of you, I’ll stay hard for days just thinking about it.”

Then, a flash of the old Carter, proudly, he let go of his legendary cock; it shot up, rock hard. “Look at this big black cock. I could stretch you so good you’d feel me for days. I’ll make you cum—over and over till you’re shaking, begging me to stop. But I won’t stop, not till you’re hoarse from screaming my name. And I won’t cum—not once—till you’re begging me to. Till you need it.”

The tension was thick. Control. Submission. Lust. It was all there, thrumming between them, a current I couldn’t look away from. The way Naomi’s eyes glittered, savoring every word. Carter’s need hanging in the air: raw, dripping, almost fragrant.

Naomi nodded. “Okay. You have earned the right to enter.” She beckoned him with a flick of the crop. “Sit,” she said. “On the edge, there.”


Chapter Forty

Carter strode to the bed, thighs flexing, his erect cock swaying. He dropped onto the mattress, legs spread wide, hands braced behind him, chin lifted defiantly—clinging tightly to the remnants of his masculinity.

Naomi crooked a finger at me. My Mary Janes clicked nervously against the floor as I shifted anxiously. The leather cuffs on the St. Andrew’s cross seemed to leer menacingly. I felt bare, exposed under her scrutiny, surrounded by an array of floggers and crops.

Naomi’s lips curled into a cruel smile as she gestured toward me with her crop. “Carter, you remember my little sissy slut Gigi, don’t you? Of course, you do. Tonight, you exist solely for us. Tonight is your trial by fire. Please us and I might ask you back for more. Disappoint me…. Us… And—”

Naomi’s gaze fixed on the wall adorned with instruments of discipline.

“Fuck. Had no complaints.”

“I’m not like other girls. I’m much more demanding. Are you up for it? For the challenge? Are you willing to sacrifice and make both our toes curl to get a call back?”

“Like I said, you’re going to be begging me to come back.”

Naomi smiled, a smile that hid a secret. “Okay.” She traced idle patterns on her thigh as she studied Carter’s body. Turning to me as if Carter didn’t exist, “Men are pitiful, Gigi. Look at him—all that muscle, that swagger, reduced to trembling at my feet. They think they want to pillage a woman’s body, but deep down, every man craves a woman’s collar around his throat. That’s real power—when they willingly surrender everything they are. Tonight, you learn how to make a man melt. How to make a man submit. Tonight, I’m preparing you to select the right ones, the ones who’ll break beautifully. Those who’ll lock away their cocks to show their devotion.” She gestured to the bed with her crop. “Carter, on your stomach.”

He hesitated only a moment before complying. His massive frame made the mattress dip as he stretched out. The sheets—slick satin in deep burgundy—whispered beneath his weight. It surprised me how quickly obedience had taken over.

“Start with his shoulders. Massage slowly, deliberately—feel for the spots that make him twitch. Learn his weaknesses. When you handle men correctly, they’ll beg to be yours before you’ve even touched where they want you most.”

I climbed onto the bed, straddling Carter’s massive back. The cage pressed against his spine—a public humiliation between us. My hands, practiced at styling hair, now kneaded his shoulders and back. As my fingers dug into his hot skin, something feminine stirred inside me—a part that was growing stronger each moment under Naomi’s control. I leaned forward, letting my weight settle, trying to move like I imagined a woman would, my body forgetting my masculinity.

Naomi leaned forward, “Don’t just use your hands, Gigi. Lean in. Remember, you’re not a man anymore—you’re a woman. Move like one. Use your body.”

My chest brushed Carter’s back. A bead of precum leaked from my cage onto his skin. He flinched but stayed still, eyes on Naomi. I leaned in, letting my silicone breasts brush against Carter’s back as I pressed into his muscles. The innocent blonde ponytails of my wig grazed his shoulders; the warmth of his body felt good on my caged cock. I worked down his spine, my thumbs tracing the ridges of his vertebrae. I worked my way back up to Carter’s neck as his breathing deepened.

“Good girl,” Naomi said. Just those two words were a reward more generous than any physical touch.

I let my hands travel lower now, across Carter’s lower back, then up to his neck.

“Gigi, use your mouth.”

Rain tapped at the windows. My cage pulsed with an ache. I fought the urge to grind against him, focusing instead on pleasing him, proving my devotion to Naomi. I bent forward, letting my lips brush Carter’s shoulder. I kissed the spot softly, then again, tasting pure sweat, the salt, and the heat of him—a flavor I’d never imagined craving but now needed.

The cage hurt now—each throb against the plastic a fresh reminder of my locked, useless arousal. I continued to resist the impulse to grind against Carter’s back. Instead, I focused on pleasing him, on showing Naomi my dedication to my new role.

“Good, Gigi,” Naomi crooned. “You see how much he likes that? Men are simple. Show them you’re hungry and they melt.” She spider-walked her hand down Carter’s spine, then smacked his ass. “Carter, time to turn over.”

I slid away as he flipped onto his back with a grunt. There it was—his erect cock, thick and proud, a bead of fluid at the tip. I could barely remember what it felt like having an erection—the feeling of blood rushing, the heaviness, the urgency. Now all I had was the constant ache of denial; the plastic prison had reshaped my reality.

“What I want you to learn out of all this: take your time with men. Make them beg,” Naomi instructed, her voice honey-smooth. “Tease him. Edge him. Get close. Brush it. But never touch it until he begs for it.”

“What kind of sick bitch are you?”

Naomi ignored the comment, accepting it as part of the process.

I traced the curve of his inner hips, brushing his cock, slipping down his massive thighs, squeezing, kneading. When I touched his cock, it was calculated dominance—the back of my hand barely grazing his shaft, then withdrawing just as his breath caught. I watched his muscles tense, desperate for more contact that I wouldn’t grant. My fingertips hovered millimeters from his skin, close enough that he could feel their heat but not their touch, a denial that made him twitch and strain toward me, powerless against the pleasure I controlled completely.

“Not until Mistress says,” I whispered, watching his face contort with the sweet agony of being so close yet completely at our mercy.

Naomi clapped. “Good girl. Oh, my, you are a natural!”

Carter’s muscles tensed and released in waves beneath my touch. His jaw clenched, then slackened as a groan caught in his throat. His cock twitched and strained upward, a clear bead forming at the tip that he couldn’t control. His stomach muscles contracted with each deliberate inch I edged him, grazing it, but never giving him pleasure. A brush, a temptation of a touch, then pulling away from where he desperately wanted to be touched.

The feeling of power—the power of submission ignited something wild in me. I nuzzled against his neck, lips brushing his hot, sweaty skin. The cage pulsed again, and a thin line of wetness oozed onto his flesh, heat flooding through my core. Thank you, Naomi, I thought, for showing me this side of myself. My body was changing—responding differently now, finding pleasure in new places, new ways. What else would she reveal in me? How far would we go together, now that she’d unlocked this door?

Carter made a sound—a soft, involuntary whine. Naomi laughed, delighted.

Naomi’s breath was hot against my ear. “Look at him. Stripped of his precious masculinity. That’s what they all secretly crave—to be owned, controlled, reduced to nothing but their basest desires.” Her teeth caught my earlobe, the sharp pain making me gasp. “Now show him what good pets receive. Touch him like you own every inch of that pathetic cock. Make him whimper. Make him understand that his only worth is in how well he serves us.”

I obeyed. I let my hands roam his thighs, massaging up and down, then back up to his chest, then down again, always careful to avoid his crotch. I could feel the heat radiating outward. Throbbing. I wanted to touch it—wanted to show Naomi how eager I was to serve—but I didn’t dare until she gave the word.

Carter’s hands were trembling now. He shifted on the bed, hips rolling forward, seeking friction, which I denied. I watched his head tilt back just slightly, exposing the column of his throat. A surrender.

I nipped at his ear, just once. He flinched but didn’t recoil. Naomi’s hands stroked my sides, her nails digging in lightly.

“Tell him you’re fucking starving for that cock,” Naomi hissed against my ear, her breath hot and damp. “Make him believe it.”

Carter’s cock twitched, and he grunted, more animal than human, but the sound carried something else—vulnerability, a hint of need. A need I understood all too well.

“Tell him what you want,” Naomi commanded.

I hesitated, “I want to make you feel good,” I whispered, surprised by how much I meant it. “I want to taste you. Please let me.”

“Not tonight! Princess.”

The words thundered. Final. I flinched. Even Carter did, his whole body shivering from her rejection. The heat between my thighs, the ache in my caged cock, all of it pooling behind Naomi’s demands. I’d never felt so hungry, so hollow, so desperate for a single yes.

She circled the bed, hips swaying, crop dragging along Carter’s thigh. Her eyes flicked from him to me. Smirked. “Tonight, you serve us. You serve Gigi. That’s your only job. You don’t get to cum. You don’t get to decide. You don’t even get to hope for it unless we say so.”

My throat closed. The humiliation tasted sweet. I glanced down at Carter’s cock, angry and straining, leaking for us. It was… intoxicating.

Naomi snapped her fingers. “On your knees, Carter.” She pointed with her riding crop to a spot next to the bed. “Beg her. Prove you deserve to be inside her. If you’re lucky, you’ll get her scent on your skin—and nothing else.”

Carter pushed up, almost mechanically. Muscle, raw and trembling, all his bravado stripped away. He was ready to beg, I could see it. Needed it.

My voice felt odd in my mouth, but I made myself say it. “On your knees, Carter.”

I shimmied to the edge of the bed, hung my legs over, and spread them, slow, deliberate, as if I’d rehearsed how a woman would do it. I sat at the edge of the bed, feeling the pulse between my legs. I wanted him to see: this was what he needed to worship now.

Carter rose, but remained on the bed. “This wasn’t the deal. You said—”

Naomi responded, “You get what I give you.” Naomi slid behind me, hands on my shoulders, grounding me. “Tell him to kneel before you, Gigi. Don’t make him guess. Spell it out, make him ache for it.”

I pointed between my legs, my cock straining against the cage. “Kneel. Here. Beg for your release.”

It was so humiliating, so shameless, but I wanted it—I wanted to crush him under my need, make Naomi proud. I let the words tumble out, half-choked and then loud, so there was no way to hide how much I longed for it.

Carter dropped to his knees with a heavy thud, positioning himself between my thighs. His jaw clenched, eyes flicking from me to Naomi. “Fine,” he muttered, voice rough with frustration and arousal. “I’ll do whatever kinky shit you want.” He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing. “But this better end with me buried inside you, Naomi. I’m not doing this kinky shit for nothing.”

Naomi ignored Carter and said to me. “Tell him what you want.”

“I want to ride you, Carter. That’s what I want.” My body shook, but I couldn’t stop. “I want to use your cock. I want to grind on it until I cum. Until I can’t even breathe. I want you to lie there, helpless, and let me feel every inch of you inside me.”

I didn’t recognize my voice. I sounded greedy. Ruthless. Soaked in need. In truth, I was. I’d gone three weeks without an orgasm, priming the pump, as Naomi described it, and I needed it.

Naomi laughed, delighted. “See? That’s how it’s done. Make him beg, Gigi. Make him know his only worth is how well he serves our pleasure. Back on the bed, Carter. Spread eagle.”

Carter’s jaw clenched as he climbed onto the bed, each movement deliberate. He lay back, spreading his limbs as instructed, but his eyes remained hard, challenging. “Happy now?” he muttered, his compliance a thin veneer over the rebellion simmering beneath. His cock betrayed him, twitching eagerly despite the defiance in his voice.

I crawled over him, straddling his lap, pinning his hips under my thighs. Precum dripped from my cage, leaking out between us. I pressed down, grinding, shuddering from the denial and the rush of knowing I was in control.


Chapter Forty-One

Naomi smiled. “Now, Carter, my little Gigi needs her reward.”

He shifted, looking at me. Then, at Naomi, confusion mixed with a desperate pleading. “I came for you, Naomi. I want you.”

Naomi held his gaze, pinning him mentally, and said, “You’ll get what I give you, when and if I give it to you.”

Another shift of power as his eyes filled with shame, anger, and something hungry, too. He didn’t speak, but his cock twitched again, harder this time, a bead of pre-cum forming at the tip.

Naomi took his chin in one hand, turning his head toward me. “Kiss her,” she said, the order tolerating no refusal.

Carter looked like he’d choke, but Naomi held him firm. I leaned in, eyes closed, lips pursed. He hesitated, but Naomi’s grip was unyielding.

“Okay. But I’m doing this for you, Naomi. Don’t expect me to enjoy it or anything.” Then to me, “Let’s just get this over with.”

Our mouths met. The first touch was awkward, too hard, but Naomi steered him, made him open to me. Our tongues brushed, just a flash, then parted. The taste was sharp, human. I melted into it, desperate for more, even as the shame of it burned me alive.

“Good,” Naomi purred. She released his chin, then slid her hands down my arms to rest on my hips. “Now, Gigi. Show him how good you can be with your hands. But tease him. That is the secret to turning a man to putty. You’ll need to learn this skill if you are to be my gatekeeper. My warm-up toy. I want a man ready for me, so…. Tease him till he begs for release.”

I let my right hand slide up, palm flat against his abs. The heat there was staggering. I traced the ridges, then let my fingers move lower, just above his throbbing cock. Carter’s breath hitched. His hips and back arched upward seeking tension, “Fuck! Please! Just fucking touch it. I can’t take any more.”

“See, Gigi. Look at him.”

His cock was straining now, a thick, impossible monument.

Naomi said, “You control his fate now. With just the promise of your touch.”

In that moment, Naomi’s lesson crystallized—this powerful man was putty in my hands, desperate for whatever scraps of pleasure I might give. I was submitting to Naomi, yes, but Carter was submitting to me.

“Quit teasing. God, I need you—need anything. Just…. Please.”

“Who do you need, Carter? Me? Or Gigi.”

“Anything—Your hand. Gigi’s Mouth. Anything.”

“Touch it,” Naomi murmured.

I hesitated, then obeyed, fingers wrapping around the length. Carter groaned—no attempt to hide it. I stroked, slow at first, then faster, feeling the power in my palm and the vulnerability of being watched.

The cage throbbed, an agony so sharp I almost cried out. Naomi’s hand slid under my skirt, cupping my exposed chastity cage, fingers pressing against the locked flesh.

“See how desperate you are?” Every syllable is a noose tightening. “See how much you want his flesh?”

Naomi’s eyes softened as she smiled at me—not her usual predatory grin, but something almost tender. “Now,” she said, her fingers trailing along my jawline, “my dear little Princess, are you ready? Because what we’re about to do with Carter will change everything you thought you knew about pleasure and power.”

That word—we—struck a chord, deep inside me. Did it imply what I think it did? That I’m not just her toy, but her partner in crime? That I’d play a role?

Carter laughed and shook his head, grabbed his cock, shook it with pride, “Doll, you ain’t ready for this. When I’m done with you, you’re gonna need a wheelchair to leave this room.”

Naomi grinned, nodded sarcastically, the gleam in her eyes seemed to say, “whatever you think is about to happen to Carter, isn’t what’s about to happen.”

I knew her well enough to know she was planning something. But what?

I glanced at Carter sprawled across the bed—legs splayed, one arm tucked behind his head, like he was king of the world. His thick shaft stood at attention, confident in its ability to make women beg.

Naomi inched her blouse off. With her blouse lying on the floor in a bunch, she turned to Carter. Her lace bra clung to her, nipples pressing visibly against the sheer fabric. We both stared, aching to touch but unable to. Then she eased the straps over her shoulders, letting the bra slip away. My pink cage quivered, and Carter’s cock jerked—both of us ensnared by her spell.

Naked from the waist up, Naomi left me slack-jawed. My first thought wasn’t imagining my face buried between her breasts. No—it was picturing Carter inside the woman of my dreams—the woman I’d humiliated myself for three weeks to please. And I’d picked him. It could have been me! How could I have been so foolish?

My raw, aching, deprived flesh throbbed under the pink plastic as the truth crystallized: I didn’t just want to watch, no, that was the least of my debauchery. I not only wanted to witness Naomi getting pounded, but I also wanted to be made to feel inferior and put in my rightful place. At her feet, kneeling beside the bed, pathetic and deprived, grateful for whatever scraps of attention she might grant.

My insides clenched as I envisioned Carter’s length buried deep in Naomi, stretching and filling her until her toes curled, until she cursed God’s name in ecstasy. And after he finished, I was on my knees, licking every drop from her sweat-dampened folds—proud to serve as the cleanup crew, to prove my devotion by swallowing their shared pleasure.

Naomi cupped her perfect breasts, rolling her nipples between her fingers in a slow, punishing tease, an act meant to entice, to lure, and demand our complete surrender. Then Naomi did something totally unexpected; she reached behind the bedpost and pulled out a leather restraint, her movements fluid and practiced.

She produced three more restraints from each corner of the bed, her movements precise and practiced. The last leather restraint she dangled from her crimson fingertip, letting it swing like a hypnotist’s watch in front of Carter’s face. Her eyes locked with mine as her lips curled into that smile—the one that made my cock strain against its prison.

The multiple-choice question that hung in the air: A: Naomi was to be bound. B: Me. C: Carter.

Only Naomi knew the answer.


Chapter Forty-Two

Carter reached for one of the leather restraints, his eyes fixed on Naomi’s curves. “Damn, babe,” he said with a cocky grin, “if you need to be tied down, I’m your man.” The possibility that it might mean those restraints were for him never crossed my mind.

Ignoring Carter, she said to me, “Princess, get him all locked up tight. Make sure he can’t move.”

“Me? What the—” Carter said, shaking his head. “No way.”

“My dear football star—being restrained will heighten our pleasure. Yours…. not so sure about. Really, doesn’t matter.”

There it was again… Our.

Carter shook his head, holding his palms up, “No way. That’s too kinky for me.”

Naomi shrugged her shoulders, “Fine. If you’d rather miss out…” she cupped her breasts. “…then please leave.”

“Damn. Your loss.” He slid to the edge of the bed, feet on the floor. He seemed poised to leave. He glanced at the door.

Naomi slid in front of Carter, her gorgeous breasts mere inches from his face. “These could be yours tonight.” With her fingers, she showed how small the sacrifice would be, “If only you were to make a little sacrifice.”

Carter tapped his feet anxiously on the floor. His eyes flicked between the door and Naomi, teasing her breast in front of his face. I have to say there’s nothing more arousing than a woman touching herself for you.

He forced a laugh. “Tying me up, ain’t happenin’ No way. Nope, not happening. I’m not into that kinky shit—unless it’s me tying you up.”

Naomi teased her leather skirt off, with the calculated slowness of a stripper; each excruciating inch revealed a silent demand for his surrender.

“No fucking way! That wasn’t the deal. You said if I let your little sissy suck my cock, I’d get a night with you that you’d never forget.” Carter seemed to try his best to talk himself out of letting Naomi tie him down.

Naomi planted her hands on her hips, the see-through black lace of her panties concealing nothing. “And I shall fulfill my promise. You will not forget this night if you submit. I promise you it will be a night you have never experienced.” She glanced at the door. “Or you leave, wondering what you missed.”

“So… Listen….” Carter’s gaze dropped to the floor, his jaw clenched as if deep in thought. I could almost see the wheels turning in his mind. I could see the conflict in him. His face and posture said it all: Look up and you’ll be spread-eagled on the bed.

He babbled on, “Sweetheart, listen, cut this shit, this dominance shit out, or I’m heading for the door. Your loss. Just cut this kinky shit out and let me do what I do with the ladies, I swear to you, you’ll be screaming to Jesus. Let me fuck you. None of this crap. Let me…. If you don’t back down, I’m outta here.”

“Go then.” Naomi pointed at the door. Naomi slipped out of her panties. She stood, hands on her hips, tempting Carter to look.

Carter didn’t move an inch, nor did he look up at the incredible sight between her thighs just inches from his face.

“What’s the matter, tough guy. Look at what could be yours, you know you want to.”

He couldn’t look up, “No way you’re tying me up,” he said, his voice cracking. He cleared his throat, not daring to look up. “I need my hands free.” His fingers clenched the bedspread. “Shit, Naomi—I already crossed a line letting a guy suck me off. Ask any girl on campus who’s had this ride. You’ll never forget it. It’s my way or the highway.”

“Then look at what you’ll miss,” she murmured. He shook his head, refusing her gaze.

Naomi reached out, lifting his chin. He shut his eyes as if the sight between her thighs would turn him to salt. “You can’t resist me forever,” she whispered. “Give in. Let us show you the pleasure of submission.”

He struggled under her touch. “Fuck…”

Her eyes gleamed. “Just lie back…”

At last, Carter opened his eyes. “Holy fuck.” I recognized that look—mesmerized, under her spell.

“Holy fuck indeed,” Naomi smiled. “Divine.”

Naomi’s eyes sparkled like a lioness marking her prey. “Just lie back and let me give you a night you’ll never forget. You know you want to.”

Naomi looked at me and pointed to the restraints. “Secure him. His wrists and ankles spread so wide that his muscles burn. I want him completely immobilized, helpless, ours to use.”

I grabbed the first restraint, wondering if Carter would surrender to my task, fight back, or simply bolt for the door.


Chapter Forty- Three

I got Carter’s wrist secured as Naomi traced a finger along his shaft, her touch slick. Looking at me, she said, “How’d you like to ride it?”

Carter’s breath caught as I cinched his ankles. I realized what she’d said. “Entirely ours.” And what else had she said? I’m sure I heard it right. “How’d you like to ride it?”

Our eyes locked. Mine showed the question burning in my mind. “Did I hear you right?”

Naomi smiled. “Yes, Princess, that’s what I said.” Naomi tipped his chin up and said to him. “We’re going to strip away every pathetic illusion of your masculinity until you’re nothing more than our toy. Your safe word is ‘I’m a cupcake.’ Use it, and you cower home too weak to serve real women. Or stay silent and discover what it means to belong to us.”

My mind couldn’t wrap around what was happening. She’d said. I’m sure of it, “We’re.” And “Us.” And “real women.”

With deliberate slowness, Naomi brushed her nipple across his lips before pulling away. “Tonight, you please us both.” Naomi winked at me. “I think you’ve primed your pump enough, Princess. Tonight you shall enjoy yourself. For your devotion, tonight, I reward you with Carter’s cock.”

I cocked my head. Naomi smiled. I hiked up my skirt and positioned myself above Carter’s shaft, my body trembling with anticipation. This wasn’t Greg seeking dominance—this was Gigi, desperate to be filled, to feel that exquisite pressure against her prostate that would make her whimper and shake like the true sissy she was.

Carter’s eyes went wide as I pinned his hips with my knees. There was a second where he tried to buck, to take back just a fraction of control—but the restraints and my weight cut him off, dead and final. Carter was exposed, hard and helpless, and I sat there relishing the power shift. His cock strained up, almost frantic, and for a moment I just hovered, letting him feel that raw, merciless tease.

He made a guttural sound. Half plea, half disbelief. Naomi was grinning above him, her gaze flicking from my face to Carter’s, drinking in every flinch, every loss of dignity. The embarrassment hit him like a wave: not just the helplessness, but that he was being used, not so much by Naomi, as he expected, but by the pathetic sissy she’d brought in as her toy.

He squirmed one last time. I bit my lip for effect, grinding just barely against him, never letting him inside. Not until Naomi nodded.

Naomi said to Carter, “You’re not here tonight for your pleasure—you’re for hers. For mine. Carter, you’re here to make both of us happy. That’s all you are. My little Princess needs her relief. She’s going to ride you until she pops.”

Carter strained against the restraints. Sweat beaded at his temples, his breath coming faster. The humiliation, the desperate need—they twisted together, making his cock jump wildly, helpless against the rules Naomi wrote.

I rocked my hips, slow, careful, deliberate. The tip rubbing between my cheeks, not giving him the satisfaction of letting him inside. Just yet, I wanted Carter to beg. I wanted him to break. I wanted to see a man reduced to nothing like Naomi had done to me.

Naomi smiled at me, then settled in over Carter’s face for a moment, hovering just out of reach of his outstretched tongue. She winked, lowered her hips, and said, “Get that tongue busy, slave.”

I watched Naomi’s face as Carter’s mouth met her pussy. The change was instant and absolute. Her eyes snapped wide and wild, a flash of white around the iris, then half-lidded as she breathed in the control—the thrill of making a man submit and serve her. She was plundering his tongue for her enjoyment. Ruthless, deliberate, and nasty. Her lips parted—not in the gentle gasp of a lover, but an animal sound, hungry and selfish. She ground herself down, catching Carter’s chin between her thighs, pinning him to her like his only reason for existence was to taste her, breathe her, drown in her.

She looked straight at me, searching for something in my face, a reflection of her own appetite. I was shaking, I realized, my hands clenched so tight around Carter’s ribs, my knuckles were white. I couldn’t tell if it was envy, devotion, or terror. Maybe all three. Naomi never blinked. Not once. She held herself there, riding his tongue, her hips twitching just enough for him to feel how little he mattered as a person—as a man. He was a tool for her pleasure, stripped of dignity, devoured by her will.

Naomi shivered, and when she exhaled, it came out as a laugh, pure enthusiasm, pure triumph. Her expression was a dare, directed only at me: would I ever be even half the woman she was?

Then she leaned forward, her fingers wrapping around his shaft with practiced authority. Her eyes locked with mine, one eyebrow arched in silent command. My breath caught as I shifted my weight, feeling the heat of him beneath me while Naomi’s steady hand positioned him; she didn’t just guide him in, she forced it, every inch a calculated humiliation for both of us. For Carter, tied down and denied every illusion of choice. For me, grinding down and opening up, desperate and exposed.

The tip shoved up. Blunt, swollen, slick with that obscene mix of pre-cum and lube. Naomi made sure it slid into me in a way that felt invasive, primal, a violation I’d volunteered for. The ache was instant. I angled my hips, swallowed his length, took it deeper in a single, greedy push that made my breath catch and my ass burn.

I couldn’t help it—I whimpered. High, soft, fractured—a sound that betrayed every hope I’d had of pretending to be in control. Naomi smiled. A shrewd smile while straddling Carter’s face, but her focus was on me. She wanted to see me break, watch me lose myself.

Carter bucked once, instinctively, but the restraints ripped any power away. My thighs pinned him. I clenched. Felt every inch stretch me open. I bottomed out, flush to his hips, his cock pulsing inside me. The cage dug in, pressure ratcheting until it was agony—not that it mattered. I wanted more anyway. It would never be enough.

“Good girl,” Naomi sang. She rocked backward, lost in the sensation of Carter’s tongue. “Show him how it’s done, Princess. Ride it. Use him.”

I did.

Fuck, I did.

My body took over, grinding wild and fast. I wasn’t gentle. I wanted him to feel it—to know he was nothing but a prop, a warm body for my pleasure. Carter tried to resist, but Naomi’s thighs muffled his voice, and the restraints restricted his efforts to squirm away. She bore down; I bore down our weight on him, until he was choking on her, forced to keep licking even as his own cock dragged in and out of me.

Each thrust set off sparks, a shockwave up my spine and through my trapped, useless cock. The more I moved, the more I lost track of anything except how much I needed it. The joy of it all was sharp, sweet, with an aftertaste that seared every nerve ending in my body. I experienced Carter’s desperation, drowning in shame, as much as I saw it, relishing the thought that he couldn’t stop me. Couldn’t stop Naomi. Couldn’t slow this down.

I leaned forward, hands braced on his chest. My skirt rode up. Sweat and sex slicked my thighs. Every movement was a new, sick thrill: the obscene slap of skin, the way stickiness leaked out of my sissy clitty and pooled on his stomach and the base of his shaft, the faint, musky perfume rolling off Naomi’s pussy as she ground Carter’s face into submission.

Naomi wrapped a hand around the base of my caged cock, nails scoring my skin, grounding me. “You’re close,” she whispered. “Don’t you dare hold back. That’s what he’s for. You’re going to make a mess all over his stomach, his cock, and he’s going to take it.”

Her words detonated inside me.

I bounced harder, lost to it. The rhythm was brutal, merciless, a punishment I craved. Carter’s cock hit my prostate, and I screamed, fingernails raking his chest. The sound tore out raw. I moved faster, every nerve ending white-hot, every flicker of sensation filtered through the haze of locked denial. I could feel it coming: the insane, quivering edge of release, molten and desperate, building behind the plastic of my cage until I thought I’d burst apart.

Naomi arched her back, shuddering, thighs crushing in on Carter’s skull. “Lick harder, slut,” she hissed. “Don’t stop. You don’t get to breathe until you’ve made me cum.” Her command snapped like a whip, cutting through everything. I saw her body go rigid, every muscle drawn tight, her head thrown back, and her mouth open in a snarl of pleasure.

That was it for her.

I slammed down, burying Carter’s cock to the hilt, and followed up with my own orgasm, so hard I almost blacked out. It was volcanic: a shudder that started in my locked clit and radiated outward, ripping through my core, making my body seize and twitch. I spurted out three weeks of denial, every drop, relief, pain, and pleasure fusing until I didn’t know if I was sobbing or laughing. I gushed, soaking my confined shaft, Carter’s groin, his stomach, my own thighs, and skirt.

I collapsed forward, still spasming, still leaking. Carter was gasping, chest heaving under me, his face slick with Naomi’s cum and his own spit. Naomi pulled off with a wet, savage sound and wiped herself on his cheek, marking him.

She grinned at me, a feral flash of teeth. “Perfect. That’s how you use a man.”

Carter moaned. His cock was still inside me, hard but trembling, on the edge of breaking. I wasn’t finished. Not even close. The shame, the exhaustion, the way Naomi watched—I wanted to push it farther, see if Carter would beg.

I clenched around him, slow and merciless.

“Please,” he choked. His pride cracked, voice small. “Just let me… please, I need…”

Naomi’s gaze sharpened. “You don’t get to cum, not until you’ve earned it. Understand?”

Carter’s throat bobbed, Adam’s apple working. “Please. I can’t. I need it.”

Naomi leaned in, compassionless, eyes cold. “Beg for it. Beg Princess to use you until you’re empty. Beg to be her toy.”

I ground my hips, slow, relentless, milking him. “Yeah. Beg like a bitch.”

Carter broke. “Please, Princess, use me. I’ll do anything. I need… I need to be used. Please.”

Naomi nodded in approval. “That’s better. Now milk him, Princess. Make him lose every ounce of dignity.”

I obeyed. Every pump was deliberate, every bounce calculated humiliation. I twisted my hips in slow figure-eights, feeling him throb against my walls, watching his eyes roll back as Naomi lowered herself onto his face again, smothering his whimpers. My thighs burned, sweat trickling down the small of my back as I rode him mercilessly, the wet sounds of our bodies meeting filling the room like obscene music. How long this went on, I’m not sure—time dissolved into a haze of sensation and power. But when I finally collapsed off Carter, my legs trembling and useless, everything between us was sticky with ropes of his release mixed with the slick evidence of mine.

The aftermath was dizzying. Heat, the sharp scent of sweat and sex, the sticky mess seeping down my thighs as I shivered there, legs still splayed, cock still caged and throbbing uselessly between my legs. Carter’s body was slack, utterly spent, utterly defeated. Naomi sprawled across his chest, her hair wild, skin flushed, and her grin wide enough to split her face in half.

I didn’t know what to do next.

My hands shook. I could barely lift myself off Carter’s hips. The ache inside me lingered, swollen and impossible to ignore, nerves raw and singing. Everything was wet. My skirt, my thighs, Carter’s cock clutched by my body. I tried to sit upright, failed, and slumped forward onto him instead, breath hitching as I felt him still inside me, twitching helplessly.

Naomi watched me, eyes sharp, deeply amused. She didn’t move for a long moment. Just a flick of her tongue over her bottom lip, sizing me up, as if she were savoring the view. “Look at you. Soaked and shaking. I hope you understand now, Princess. Women don’t chase after release. We make the world chase after us. We use it. That’s the lesson.”

I looked down at Carter pinned beneath me, the mess I’d made of both of us, and wanted to weep or laugh or both. The caged cock trapped between my legs ached with a new pleasure. My body knew what it wanted, even if my mind screamed confusion.

Naomi finally unstraddled Carter, her thighs gleaming. She kneeled beside me, close, her perfume overwhelming: leather, sweat, a salty sweetness. She cupped my chin, forced my gaze up to hers. “You did beautifully. Now get up. There’s still work to finish.”

I had to brace myself on Carter’s chest, nails digging little half-moon bruises. I almost fell. My legs felt numb, insubstantial, like everything inside had short-circuited and left me hollowed out. The skirt bunched at my hips, exposing every inch of me—the cage, the slick wetness, the obscene mix pooling everywhere. Naomi tsked approval, tracing a finger down my thigh. “You look perfect like this. Ruined. That’s how you know you did it right.”

Carter was breathing ragged, eyes unfocused, but he managed a little noise. Less a plea now than a surrender. He wasn’t even trying to hide it: he wanted someone to decide what happened to him next.

Naomi tossed her hair back and said, businesslike, “Unstrap him. He’s not going anywhere. But I want to see his hands when he gives you the key.”

I looked into Naomi’s eyes. What?

My fingers trembled as I undid the straps. The leather was stiff, dark with sweat. Carter’s wrists had faint red ridges from straining. His body shook, the aftershocks of what just happened keeping him flat on the bed, chest splattered and sticky, his cock throbbing with the humiliation of it all.

Naomi turned to me, eyes glittering. “You’ve earned a reward, Princess. But that doesn’t mean you’re done serving. You both have your place now. Watch.”

She reached into the drawer beside the bed. The sound: a little plastic rattle, familiar, terrifying. My cage flashed through my mind, the memory of being locked, helpless, my hands trembling as Naomi snapped it shut that very first night.

Carter’s eyes widened. He knew what this meant. But he didn’t protest; I don’t think he even had the strength. With a towel, she cleaned him up, then looked at me with a smirk, twisting her mouth. “Princess, would you do the honors?”

I swallowed. My hand closed around the cage, cool and unyielding. I looked at Carter’s cock. There was no ritual, no speech this time. We’d broken Carter. He didn’t beg, just whimpered as I slid the ring around the base of his shaft, squeezing tight, then fed his cock through the narrow sleeve. It was almost… clinical, but as I pressed the lock into place and heard the sharp click, I shuddered. Power. Final and real.

Naomi clapped once, soft, approving. “That’s it. No more chase for you, Carter. Your keys belong to the woman you’re here for. You will never cum again unless she lets you.”

She held Carter’s chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. “Understand? You’re nothing but a toy for us now.” Carter nodded, lips parted, dazed and docile. Naomi grinned, then handed me the tiny key. It was warm from her grip, bright and cold against my palm.

She pressed her lips to my ear, not quite whispering. “Take it, Gigi. He’s yours. Both of you: locked, caged, and useless. Just how I like my toys.”

I closed my fist around the key, feeling my heart pound up into my throat. Carter and I, side by side, bodies still wracked and leaking, both now locked, denied, owned. I don’t know what I expected. For Carter to protest? For Naomi to change her mind? Instead, time seemed to freeze as she watched me, waiting for the moment to sink in.

It did.

I was Gigi now. Not Greg-in-a-cage, not just some humiliated man playing dress-up, but Gigi—a woman who owned another’s pleasure while surrendering her own. My fingers still tingled from snapping Carter’s lock shut. My orgasm wasn’t the desperate ejaculation I once knew—it was a wildfire that consumed me from within, all while my useless cock strained against plastic. The key to Carter’s cage felt heavy in my palm, a weight of responsibility I’d never known as a man.

Naomi traced my jaw, her touch both reward and reminder. “You wanted to belong? You do now. This is who you are, Gigi. You hold his key while I hold yours. The perfect chain of command.” Her smile deepened. “I’m proud of you.”

I let the words sink in like syrup, slow, heavy, sweet. I was dizzy with triumph, shame, relief, all curled up together. Naomi touched the key in my hand, her fingers hot and deliberate. “That’s right, Princess,” she whispered. “You earned it. You’re the woman here—and he’s yours now, as much as you’re mine.”

I looked at Carter, sprawled and caged, skin glossy with our mess, his eyes glazed but content. No fight left. Not even a flicker of resistance. He reached for my hand, his fingers trembling, and kissed my fisted hand. Owned. Wanted. Safe.

Naomi kissed my cheek, then my lips, then pressed her forehead to mine. “I’ll take care of you,” she said, softer now, like a secret. “You belong with me.”

For the first time in forever, I believed it.

I clutched the key. My body ached, sated, the shame gone liquid in my bones. This was it—the end of the chase. Not alone. Not lost. I was home.

THE END
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Sissy Maid For Hire: My Sissy Cuckold Husband

John, a dedicated nurse, has been secretly harboring a desire to be a sissy maid. When his wife Samantha goes away on a business trip, John indulges in his fantasy by dressing up in a frilly maid outfit. However, Samantha returns home early and catches him in the act, leading to an honest discussion about John’s submissive, feminine desires.

After weeks of trying to wrap her mind around this new twist in their marriage, Sam meets Charles Thompson, an older gentleman. The couple agrees to meet Charles, and they are drawn in by his sophistication and understanding of nature. Charles proposes an arrangement where he will act as a mentor, guiding the couple in exploring John’s sissy cuckold desires.

During their first visit to Charles’ apartment, John transforms into his maid persona as Charles eloquently explains the benefits of a sissy cuckold relationship. He suggests that by embracing John’s desires, Samantha can explore her dominant side, leading to a more fulfilling dynamic for them all.

As the arrangement continues, Charles introduces the concept of chastity to further John’s submission. While Charles and Samantha openly flirt and dance, John watches from the sidelines, experiencing a mix of arousal and jealousy.

As the ‘arrangement’ unfolds, it pushes the boundaries of their relationship. Their marriage undergoes a significant transformation. John fully embraces his submissive side, and Samantha discovers a newfound enjoyment in her dominant role, exploring sexual relationships with other men.

This Femdom short story follows John’s journey of self-discovery and the evolution of his relationship with Samantha as they navigate the complex dynamics of a sissy cuckold arrangement under the guidance of Charles. The story explores themes of submission, dominance, trust, and the power of open communication in exploring taboo kinks such as feminization, chastity, spanking, edging, and pegging.



Feminizing His World: A Femdom Forced Feminization Novel 

David Worthington's polished Armani suits hang like armor, concealing the lace and silk that his trembling fingers long to caress against his skin. Each night, he dreams of lipstick and surrender, of being stripped of his masculine power. Sarah Worthington suspects her husband is cheating on her with another woman, and determined to expose his secret, she hires Marcus, a down-on-his-luck private investigator.

Sarah's hunt for the truth shatters her world when she discovers not another woman, but her husband's secret collection of silk lingerie and submission fantasies. Wielding this revelation like a riding crop, she transforms their marriage into her domain, forcing David to wear the pretty things he craved while kneeling at her feet. Each time she makes him apply lipstick with trembling hands or parade in heels for her amusement, Sarah discovers the intoxicating power of becoming the Mistress he secretly yearned for—and that she was born to be.

In a clash of vengeance and self-exploration, the trio dives into a world where control and submission unite, confusing the boundaries between what it is to be male and what it is to be female, and dominance and submission.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Reluctant Feminization, Forced Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser, Femdom, Cuckold

Taylor's delicate features and soft mannerisms make him stand out among the crowd, but his wife Harper relishes in his femininity. She discovers Taylor's hidden desire for cross-dressing and sees it as an opportunity to spice up their monotonous sex life. With a cruel glint in her eye, Harper demands that Taylor become her sissy, dressing him in frilly lingerie and locking his manhood away in a cock cage. As she delves into the world of Femdom, Harper plans an exotic vacation where she can fully explore her newfound power over Taylor. Despite his reservations, Taylor allows himself to be dressed in women's clothing and taken out for a night on the town by Harper. Their encounters with three strangers lead to a wild, debaucherous night filled with kinky exploits that transform their once dull relationship into something fit for a X-rated film.

Tricked Into Crossdressing-: A Lesson In How To Be A Woman Forced Feminization, Caught Crossdressing, Forced Cuckold, Sissification 

Patty, Clover, and Raya are sorority sisters living life after college. The fun, wild times of college and men passed them by, and the reality of day-to-day living set in. Because of their experiences with shallow men, unfulfilling sex, and a deep need to get even, they have an opportunity to teach a dirty pig a lesson about what it’s like to be a woman.

Danny Phoenix’s wife dumps him after she catches him crossdressing in her clothes. He wants her back and yet wants to experience being a woman.

After witnessing the very public breakup of Danny and his wife at a restaurant, the three girls set out to teach Danny a lesson. Not only in what it takes to present as a woman but what it is like to experience sex with men. They develop a scheme to trick Danny into crossdressing, then pimp him out. Danny is a willing participant in their plan.

Surrender To The Amazonian Goddess: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization) 

Keith Montgomery was a ghost on his college campus, blending into the background with ease. But one chance encounter with a mysterious female basketball phenomenon changed everything. In a moment of impulsiveness, Keith stole her panties and set off a chain of events that would turn his life upside down.

Briana Jacobs, known as the muscular lesbian Goddess on campus, vowed to seek vengeance upon the culprit who dared to humiliate her. When she discovers that Keith is responsible for the theft, she wastes no time setting her plan into motion.

She traps him in a web of Femdom dominance, giving him an ultimatum: either undergo forced feminization at her hands, or she will release humiliating photos of him for all to see. In a whirlwind of unexpected twists and turns, Briana transforms Keith into a submissive sissy under her control. She takes pleasure in subjecting him to various forms of humiliation, from pegging to chastity, as he helplessly succumbs to her every command.

The once-invisible man now finds himself at the mercy of the powerful Femdom Goddess, completely at her mercy and unable to escape.

Enforcing Feminization: (Sissies, Femboys and Transgender Femme Fatale's)  

Johnny, a college freshman, is trapped between his wealthy father's expectations and his taboo desires. Under the watchful eye of his father’s model son, Johnny’s brother, Johnny feels trapped. He longs to embrace his hidden passion: embracing his feminine side.

His brother doesn’t let up on him, putting pressure on him to act more manly. One night, Johnny succumbs to the pressure, feeling both frustrated and drunk, he attempts to prove his manhood in front of his macho brother by groping and pawing Alexa, a stunning older woman, at a college sports game.

With tension building and a growing desire to express his feminine side, Johnny sees an opportunity at a department store his father had recently closed. He breaks in, thinking he’s alone. Alone and free to be the femboy he always desired to be. Little did he know how much of a surprise he’d get when Alexa catches him red-handed with panties.

Femdom Fender Bender: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization)

Delving into the dark depths of dominance and submission, a twisted tale of feminization and insatiable desire unfolds between Bridgette and Benjamin.

Bridgette struggles to find and effeminate a man who suits her needs.

Benjamin struggles with his secret fetish—woman’s panties.

After an accident, a fender bender brings the two together. Benjamin surrenders to the intoxicating rush of submitting to Bridgette’s will. Bridgette has her man until he’s no longer a man but a sissy. Her sissy.

Charlie Wild Goes Wild: A Shemale on Female Story: Shemale Lesbian, Shemale on Female, Ménage (Book One)

Charlie Wilde was born male, or so everyone thought.
When her equipment started growing, it was evident that he was a she.
And yet her equipment down under was bigger than most women ever imagined.
Charlie hid her package and avoided sex until one night.
Her girlfriends get the surprise of a lifetime.
In the morning, everyone leaves happy.
This title includes Shemale lesbian, Shemale on female, oral sex, and group sex.

Sissy Maid Training 

Since they roomed together in college, Ethan and Jon have been close friends. However, Ethan never told Jon about his secret fantasies and desires to crossdress. Nor does Jon know that Ethan is sexually attracted to him.
Jon travels to Chicago to inquire about his latest potential business investment. He visits Ethan in Chicago and proposes that Ethan try out the service: The Ultimate Fantasy.
Ethan can’t refuse. The ten grand Jon offers Ethan, Ethan needs to keep his business afloat, and Jon only wants Ethan to try out a super-secret and elite sexual fantasy service. The Ultimate Fantasy claims to be able to use artificial intelligence to determine a person’s deepest sexual fantasy and use actors and performers to create the Ultimate Fantasy.
After the initial intake, Ethan is offered a job to be one of the performers and be a sissy maid for two weeks, fulfilling the fantasy of a wealthy MILF.
How can he refuse?

My Sissy Cuckold Husband : A Boring Marriage

Cy, a successful and powerful corporate attorney, has a weak spot for her husband, Paul. She’d never let anyone at work or anywhere else run over her like she lets Paul. Cy can’t figure out why. He doesn’t work anymore. He doesn’t clean or make love to her like she wants.

Cy tells herself one day, things will change. She thinks about cheating and finding an alpha male, which Paul is not. But there’s that weak spot she has for him. She considers divorcing him, but her moral character won’t allow that. She’s going out of her mind for good, mind-blowing affection when she meets a lady online.

Paul, her husband, will either accept his new role as Cy’s sissy or pack up and hit the road. Together, Cy gets some much-needed sexual relief, and Paul finds he loves being Cy’s sissy cuckold husband.



My Sissy Cuckold Husband (13 books)

My Sissy Cuckold Husband is a series of erotic tales of cuckolding.
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I sincerely appreciate you taking the time to read my book, and I hope you enjoyed it! If you did, please consider adding and reviewing it. Those little gold stars help me out.

Follow me on:

Bluesky 

Tumblr 

PhoebePearlErotica 

Amazon Author Page

Thank you again and look for more!
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About The Author

Phoebe Pearl
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I am a passionate writer. I craft worlds of desire and transformation, concocting tales of gender bending men embracing their truth, of sissy maids finding liberation in submission, femboys and traps finding their true calling in life. 

My short stories, novellas, and novels blur the boundaries between what I've lived and what I've dreamed. I transform secret lusts, liberating something raw and honest in me, those intimate moments—when roles reverse, the liberation in surrender, the power in claiming one's authentic self—and amplify them. I add unexpected turns, characters who surprise even me.

I have fun writing my stories. They are an escape, an essential release, and I hope that you, my devoted readers, have as much fun reading them as I do writing them. Perhaps you find a release, too. (In more ways than one.)
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