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		Jake’s hands were still black with engine grease when the van doors slammed shut behind him.

		He had been hunched over the carburetor of a busted Harley Softail in the back lot of Rusty’s Garage, the only place in three counties that would still let him work off his debts. The bet had been stupid—double or nothing on a pool game against Razor, president of the Black Talons MC. Jake swore he could sink the eight-ball off two rails. He missed by a mile. Razor just smiled, all gold tooth and scar, and said, “Payday’s tonight, sweetheart.”

		Now the van smelled of oil, leather, and men who hadn’t showered since Tulsa. Jake’s wrists were zip-tied behind him, a strip of duct tape over his mouth. The floor vibrated with the growl of straight pipes as they tore down some forgotten county road, gravel spitting against the wheel wells. He counted five heartbeats in the dark: his own, plus four others breathing slow and hungry.

		The tape ripped free and Jake spat blood. “You can’t just—”

		Razor’s hand clamped the back of his neck, thumb digging into the soft spot under the jaw. “We can, and we are. You lost. Prize is you.”

		The van lurched to a stop behind a cinder-block roadhouse called the Pit Stop. Neon beer signs buzzed in the windows, half the letters burned out. Inside, the air was thick with smoke and the sour sweat of bodies pressed too close. A circle had already been cleared on the scarred pool table, felt torn and stained the color of dried wine. Men in cuts and chains turned when the Talons dragged Jake through the door.

		Razor shoved him forward. “Brothers, sisters, assorted degenerates—this is Jake. Former mechanic, current debt. He’s the entertainment.”

		Someone killed the jukebox. Silence dropped like a blade.

		Jake’s knees hit the floor. His shirt was gone before he could draw breath, torn away by hands that knew exactly how much force it took to rip cotton without bruising ribs. Cool air kissed his skin. Then came the laughter, low and rolling, the sound of wolves deciding who gets the first bite.

		A woman stepped out of the shadows—tall, copper-skinned, cornrows tight against her scalp. Her name was Shae, and she ran with the Talons the way lightning runs with thunder. She carried a straight razor that caught the neon and threw it back pink.

		“Hold him,” she said.

		Two men pinned Jake’s arms. Shae knelt, blade glinting. She started at his chest, scraping away the sparse hair in slow, deliberate strokes. The razor whispered over skin, cold and precise. Each pass left him barer, more exposed. When she reached the faint trail below his navel, she paused.

		“Sensitive here, baby?” she murmured, breath warm against his stomach.

		Jake’s answer was a shudder.

		She shaved him clean—chest, pits, pubes, the tender skin behind his balls—until he gleamed under the bar lights like something freshly unwrapped. Someone produced a bottle of baby oil and slicked him down, palms gliding over every new inch of smoothness. Fingers lingered, tested, claimed.

		Then came the piercings.

		Shae sterilized a thick needle with a Zippo flame. Jake’s breath hitched when she pinched his left nipple, rolled it until it stood hard and aching.

		“Breathe out,” she said.

		The needle went through. He screamed into someone’s leather-clad shoulder. A heavy ring followed, tugged once for good measure. The right nipple got the same treatment. Tears blurred the room into streaks of red and gold.

		Lower, she pierced the thin skin just above the base of his cock—Prince Albert, thick gauge, the kind that makes a man feel every shift of fabric for weeks. When the ring settled home, Jake’s thighs shook so hard they had to hold him up.

		They dressed him next.

		Black lace panties, soaked already from his own helpless leaking, were dragged up his legs. The ring in his cock caught on the fabric, tugging with every inch. A leather harness followed—straps that framed his chest, lifted what little pecs he had, left his nipples jutting through steel rings. Fishnet stockings rolled over calves still trembling. Someone forced his feet into patent heels so high his arches screamed.

		Last came the collar. Wide, stiff, padlocked at the nape. A silver chain leash snapped onto the D-ring.

		Razor circled him slow, boots thudding. “Look at our pretty little girl.”

		Jake tried for defiance. “Fuck you.”

		Razor’s smile widened. He grabbed the leash and yanked Jake forward until their foreheads almost touched. “That mouth’s gonna be busy soon enough.”

		They put him on the pool table.

		On his back first, wrists clipped to the corner pockets with bungee cords. Ankles spread and locked to the side rails. The felt was rough against shaved skin, smelling of old beer and chalk. The overhead light burned hot on his face.

		Shae climbed up after him, straddling his chest. She wore nothing but a black tank and a strap-on that looked carved from midnight. The silicone cock rested heavy between Jake’s new breasts, a bead of lube glistening at the tip.

		“Open,” she said.

		He did.

		She fed it to him slow, letting him feel every veined inch. When he gagged, she pulled back just enough to let him breathe, then pushed deeper. Spit ran down his chin, pooled in the hollow of his throat. Someone’s fingers found his pierced nipples and twisted the rings until he sobbed around the cock in his mouth.

		Hands everywhere now—groping, pinching, spreading. A palm cracked across his ass, sharp enough to echo. Another slap, and another, until his skin blazed and the lace panties were soaked front and back.

		Razor’s voice cut through the haze. “Turn him.”

		They flipped him like meat. Face down, ass up, knees on the rail cushions. The panties were ripped away. Cool air kissed his hole, then a tongue—hot, wet, merciless. Someone ate him open while fingers tugged the fresh piercing, making his cock jerk and leak onto the green felt.

		He lost track of mouths, of hands. Someone poured whiskey over his back and licked it off in long, burning stripes. A woman with a sleeve of roses tattooed down her arm slid beneath him, took his ringed cock into her mouth, and sucked until his hips bucked helplessly.

		Then came the first real cock.

		Razor, thick and heavy, pressed against Jake’s spit-slick entrance. No condom—never a condom in the Pit Stop. Just skin on skin, the blunt head pushing, pushing, until Jake’s body gave and swallowed him to the root in one brutal slide.

		The sound Jake made wasn’t human.

		Razor set a punishing rhythm, hips snapping, balls slapping against shaved skin. Every thrust jolted the ring in Jake’s cock, sent sparks up his spine. Someone else fed a second cock into his mouth—Shae’s second-in-command, Malik, long and curved and dark as sin. Jake choked, drooled, took it anyway.

		They used him in waves.

		Malik came first, flooding Jake’s throat until it spilled from the corners of his mouth. Razor followed, grinding deep, pumping heat so far inside Jake felt it in his teeth. They pulled out only to make room for the next.

		A woman named Frankie straddled his face, grinding her wet pussy over his mouth until she came with a snarl, fingers twisted in his hair. Another, Desi, worked four fingers into his loose, sloppy hole while a third man fucked her from behind, the motion driving those fingers deeper into Jake.

		They untied him only to retie him—on his knees now, arms wrenched high behind his back in a strappado that left his chest thrust forward, nipples screaming. Someone looped rope around the base of his cock and balls, tied it tight, made him throb purple and desperate.

		Hours blurred.

		He was bent over a bar stool, heels dangling, while two men took turns in his ass, trading places so often he couldn’t tell where one ended and the next began. Cum ran down his thighs in thick rivulets, mixed with his own precum until everything below the waist shone.

		They made him ride.

		Shae lay back on the table, strap-on jutting up like a challenge. They lowered Jake onto it, the fat head breaching him again, sinking until his balls rested against silicone. Hands on his hips forced him up and down, slow at first, then faster, until he was bouncing like a desperate slut, pierced cock slapping his belly with every drop.

		Someone produced a vibrating plug—huge, ridged, merciless. They worked it in alongside the strap-on, stretching him impossibly wide. The burn turned to fire turned to something else, something that made him sob and beg and push back for more.

		Orgasm crept up on him sideways.

		They had kept him on the edge so long his balls ached like bruises. When Shae reached around and flicked the ring in his cock—just once—Jake shattered. Cum shot from him in long, humiliating arcs, splattering his own chest, the table, Shae’s tank top. His hole clenched around the double invasion, milking the plug, milking her cock, milking every inch of violation.

		They didn’t stop.

		Someone flipped him again, shoved his legs over his head until he was folded in half, ass exposed and gaping. One after another they took him like that—face to face, watching his eyes roll back, watching tears and mascara and cum smear across his cheeks.

		By the time the sky outside turned gray, Jake was a wreck—lips swollen, nipples raw, hole puffy and dripping, cock so overstimulated the lightest brush made him whine. They dressed him again, this time in a tiny leather skirt that barely covered his ass and a crop top that read TALONS PROPERTY across the chest.

		Razor clipped the leash back on.

		The van ride back was quiet except for Jake’s ragged breathing. When they pulled up to Rusty’s Garage, dawn bleeding pink across the horizon, Razor cut the zip ties.

		Jake stumbled out on shaky legs, heels clicking on cracked asphalt.

		Razor leaned out the window. “Debt’s paid, princess. But the road’s always open.”

		The van roared away.

		Jake stood there a long time, cum drying sticky on his thighs, collar still locked around his throat, feeling the ghost of every cock that had owned him that night.

		He looked at the open road stretching east, then west.

		The sun was barely over the roofline of Rusty’s Garage when Jake’s legs gave out. He crumpled against the cinder-block wall, the rough surface scraping the bare skin of his back where the crop top rode up. His thighs trembled inside the fishnets; every muscle felt torn and re-sewn with liquid fire. Cum cooled in sticky trails down the inside of his legs, mixing with sweat and the faint metallic scent of the piercings. The collar was still locked tight, the padlock cold against his throat. He could taste cock on his tongue, on the back of his teeth, in the raw lining of his throat—Malik, Razor, Frankie’s pussy, the nameless others who had used his mouth like a sleeve.

		He didn’t know how long he sat there, knees drawn up, skirt barely covering the swollen lips of his ruined hole. Long enough for the morning chill to raise gooseflesh on his shaved arms. Long enough for the first delivery truck to rumble past on the county road and slow down, driver staring at the half-naked boy in smeared makeup and TALONS PROPERTY stretched across his chest. Jake didn’t even lift his head. He just waited, breath hitching every time the plug still buried inside him shifted.

		He hadn’t noticed them pull it out. Or maybe they never had.

		The low growl of pipes announced them before the bikes rounded the corner. Three Harleys, matte black, no chrome to catch the sun. Razor led, Shae riding bitch behind him, arms wrapped loose around his waist. The third was Malik, gold tooth flashing when he grinned.

		They killed the engines in a rolling thunder that left silence ringing.

		Razor swung off his bike first. He didn’t speak, just crooked a finger.

		Jake’s body moved before his mind caught up. He pushed himself upright on shaky legs, heels wobbling on the gravel. The skirt fluttered, flashing the bottom curve of his ass where bruises were already blooming purple. He walked to Razor like a dog returning to the hand that beat it, leash dangling from the collar, the end brushing his pierced nipples with every step.

		Razor took the leash. Wrapped it twice around his fist until Jake had to tilt his chin or choke.

		“Thought you might still be here,” Razor said, voice low, almost gentle. “Some prizes try to run.”

		Jake’s tongue felt thick. “I didn’t run.”

		“No,” Shae said, sliding off the bike. She moved like smoke, boots silent. “You waited.”

		Malik stayed leaning against his bike, arms folded, watching with lazy hunger.

		Razor tugged the leash. Jake stumbled forward until his chest brushed the rough denim of Razor’s vest. The president smelled like gasoline and last night’s sex. He reached down, hooked two fingers under the hem of the leather skirt, and flipped it up. Cool air kissed Jake’s exposed hole. The plug was still there—black silicone, wide flange keeping it seated deep. Razor tapped it once. Jake’s knees buckled; only the leash kept him upright.

		“Still full,” Razor observed. “Good girl.”

		Jake whimpered.

		Shae stepped behind him. Her palms settled on his hips, thumbs tracing the bruises shaped like fingerprints. “We’re not done,” she whispered against his ear. “Night was just the auction. Today you earn the brand.”

		Jake’s breath stuttered. “Brand?”

		Malik pushed off his bike, walked over slow. He carried something in his hand—a length of chain with padded cuffs at each end. “Spread,” he said.

		They didn’t take him far.

		Just around the back of the garage, where the weeds grew tall and the only witness was a rusted-out Chevy up on blocks. Morning sun slanted gold through the cottonwoods, painting stripes across Jake’s skin as they stripped him again. The crop top went first, then the skirt. They left the stockings, the heels, the collar. The plug stayed too.

		Shae produced rope—soft black cotton, not the scratchy stuff from last night. She bound his wrists in front of him, then looped the rope over a low-hanging branch so his arms stretched high, toes barely scraping the dirt. His back arched, ass pushed out, plug on full display. The position made the piercings tug with every breath.

		Malik knelt, unlocked one ankle cuff from the spreader bar they’d used in the bar, then locked both ankles wide to stakes already driven into the ground. Jake hadn’t noticed them before. They’d planned this.

		Razor stood in front of him, unbuckling his belt slow enough that the clink of the buckle sounded like a countdown. When his cock sprang free, it was already hard, flushed dark, a bead of precum trembling at the slit.

		“Open,” he said.

		Jake opened.

		Razor fed himself in until Jake’s nose pressed against the coarse hair at his base. He held there, cutting off air, letting Jake’s throat flutter around him in panic before pulling back just enough to let him gasp. Then deeper again. Over and over, until Jake’s world narrowed to the thick cock sliding in and out, the taste of salt and skin, the burn in his shoulders, the stretch of his hole around the plug.

		Shae moved behind him. She didn’t remove the plug. Instead she twisted it, slow, relentless circles that made Jake moan around Razor’s cock. The sound vibrated through Razor’s shaft; he cursed and thrust harder.

		Malik stepped up beside Shae. He had lube now, shiny on his fingers. He painted it around the flange of the plug, then eased one finger alongside the silicone, pressing in until Jake’s rim gave and swallowed it to the knuckle. A second finger. A third. The stretch burned white-hot; Jake’s legs shook so hard the ropes creaked.

		Razor pulled out of his mouth with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting them. He gripped Jake’s jaw, forced him to meet his eyes.

		“Beg,” he said.

		Jake’s voice cracked. “Please—”

		“Please what?”

		“Please fuck me. Please use me. I need—”

		Razor slapped him, not hard, just enough to sting. “Specific, princess.”

		Jake sobbed. “Need your cock in my pussy. Need you to breed me. Need all of you—”

		Malik twisted his fingers, scissored them wide. Shae eased the plug out inch by inch until it popped free with an obscene wet sound. Jake’s hole gaped, red and slick, clenching on nothing.

		Razor moved first.

		He stepped behind Jake, lined up, and drove in to the hilt in one thrust. No pause, no mercy. Jake screamed, the sound ripping out raw and broken. Razor set a brutal pace, hips slamming, balls slapping against Jake’s empty, aching sac. Every stroke dragged over his prostate, sent sparks exploding behind his eyes.

		Malik stepped in front where Razor had been. His cock was longer, curved upward, the head already slick. He painted Jake’s lips with precum, then pushed inside. Jake took him eagerly now, hollowed his cheeks, sucked like it was the only thing keeping him alive.

		Shae watched, eyes dark, one hand down the front of her jeans. After a minute she stripped them off, revealing the thick black strap-on she’d worn last night, still glistening from Jake’s mouth. She moved behind Razor, pressed against his back, reached around to grip Jake’s hip.

		“Hold still,” she murmured to Razor.

		He slowed, buried deep. Shae slicked her silicone cock, then pressed the head against Razor’s ass. Razor groaned, pushed back, took her in one slow slide. The motion drove him deeper into Jake, made them all three shudder.

		Then they moved.

		Shae fucked Razor, Razor fucked Jake, Malik fucked Jake’s throat. A chain of bodies rocking in the morning light, sweat dripping, skin slapping skin. Jake’s moans turned to constant, broken noise around Malik’s cock. His own dick, still ringed and bound, leaked a steady stream of precum that dripped into the dirt between his spread feet.

		They rotated without warning.

		Malik pulled out of Jake’s mouth and took Razor’s place in his ass, the curve of his cock dragging differently, hitting new places that made Jake see stars. Razor moved to Jake’s mouth, letting him taste himself smeared along that thick shaft. Shae unstrapped, handed the harness to Malik, then straddled Jake’s hips facing him. She gripped his pierced nipples, twisted hard, and sank down onto his trapped cock.

		The rope around his base kept him from coming, but the pressure was exquisite torture. Her pussy was hot, wet, clenching around him like a fist. She rode him slow, grinding her clit against his pelvis, using him while Malik reamed his ass and Razor fed him cock.

		Jake lost language. He existed only in sensation—the stretch, the burn, the wet slide of bodies, the smell of sex and gasoline and crushed weeds. When Shae came, she bit down on his shoulder hard enough to bruise, her cunt spasming around his denied cock.

		They untied his arms only to retie them behind his back, elbows pulled together until his chest thrust out obscenely. Then they bent him over the hood of the rusted Chevy, cheek pressed to warm metal that still held last night’s heat. The position left his ass high, hole gaping and dripping.

		They took turns like that for hours.

		Razor again, slower now, almost tender, long strokes that made Jake whine and push back. Malik, fast and filthy, spanking Jake’s ass between thrusts until it glowed red. Shae with her strap-on, reaching around to jerk Jake’s cock in time with her thrusts until he sobbed from the overstimulation.

		Others came.

		Word had spread. Talons who hadn’t made it to the auction rolled in on bikes and in pickups. A woman named Rayanne with a shaved head and a pierced lip took Jake’s mouth while her old man fucked his ass. Two prospects, barely twenty-one, nervous and eager, were allowed to jerk off onto his back while the veterans laughed and coached them.

		By noon Jake was floating, mind quiet, body singing. Every hole leaked constantly. His throat was raw, voice nothing but hoarse whispers. Cum dried in crusty patches on his skin, only to be replaced by fresh loads.

		They fed him water from a bottle, let him piss in the weeds with Malik holding his cock like he was livestock, then bent him over again.

		Sometime in the early afternoon Razor carried him inside the garage, laid him out on a workbench padded with an old moving blanket. The others followed. Someone turned on a shop fan; the breeze across wet skin made Jake shiver.

		They bound him spread-eagle this time, wrists and ankles to the legs of the bench. The position left him completely open, plug long gone, hole swollen and gaping. Shae climbed up, straddled his face reverse, and lowered her pussy onto his mouth. She tasted like sweat and sex and herself, sharp and sweet. Jake licked her clean, then kept licking, chasing every drop as she rocked against his tongue.

		Below, Razor and Malik took turns in his ass, trading off every few minutes, sometimes sliding in together, stretching him so wide he felt split in half. The burn never faded, only shifted into a deep, constant ache that felt like home now.

		When Shae came again, grinding hard, flooding his mouth, she reached back and finally—finally—untied the rope around his cock and balls.

		The orgasm hit him like a freight train.

		He screamed into her pussy, hips bucking off the bench, cum shooting in thick ropes across his own belly and chest. His hole clenched hard around whichever cock was inside him—Malik’s, he thought—and milked it until Malik cursed and added his own load deep inside.

		They didn’t stop.

		They kept fucking him through it, past it, into a second orgasm that was almost painful, a third that left him shaking and crying and begging in broken fragments.

		Only when the sun started to sink again did they slow.

		Razor was the last inside him, moving slow now, almost gentle, one hand stroking Jake’s hair back from his sweaty forehead.

		“You’re ours now,” he said quietly.

		Jake, wrecked and glowing, could only nod.

		They cleaned him with wet rags and warm water from a bucket, gentle in a way that made his chest hurt. Someone found a soft T-shirt—Razor’s, huge on Jake—and pulled it over his head. They left the collar. They left the piercings. They left the bruises and the bite marks and the slow trickle of cum still leaking from his swollen hole.

		Razor lifted him into the sidecar of his bike, buckled a helmet on his head like he was something precious. Jake curled into the leather seat, exhausted, sore, floating.

		The bikes fired up.

		As they pulled out onto the road, wind whipping the T-shirt up to bare his thighs, Jake looked back once at Rusty’s Garage shrinking in the distance.

		Then he closed his eyes and leaned into the roar of the engines, the vibration between his legs, the hand Razor reached down to rest possessively on his knee.

		The road stretched ahead, endless black ribbon under a bruised-purple sky.

		He was going home.
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		Sarah thought she had a secret. Mark proved she had a destiny.

		For years, Sarah hid her forbidden folder—a digital cache of sissy fantasies and submissive desires she thought she'd never share. But when her husband, Mark, discovers the explicit truth, he doesn't get angry. He gets creative.

		What starts as a punishment quickly spirals into a scandalous transformation. Sarah is no longer just a wife; she is Sissy, a submissive plaything stripped of her secrets and her panties. From the humiliation of a chastity cage locked tight against her aching body to the spine-tingling terror of public exposure in a crowded grocery store, Mark orchestrates every dirty detail of her new life.

		This isn't just about a new wardrobe. It's about total surrender. As Mark pushes her boundaries further—sharing her with strangers, training her to serve, and turning her into the ultimate object of lust—Sarah discovers a dark, depraved hunger she can no longer deny.

		Experience a tale of unbridled corruption where taboo becomes the new normal. Witness the psychological breakdown of a modest woman into a wanton exhibitionist who lives for the shame and the pleasure of being owned. This story explores the depths of female chastity, forced feminization, and the intoxicating freedom of having no choice at all.

		She belongs to him. Now, she belongs to everyone.
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