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Dear Reader,

"Pledge Princess" is designed to be a fast, intense hit of pure fantasy. This book is a concentrated shot of explicit pleasure, meant to be devoured in a single sitting. There’s no slow-burn romance or deep emotional arc here—just an immediate, visceral plunge into total surrender and the thrilling discovery of hidden desires.

This story is a work of fantasy, intended for a mature audience that enjoys intense power dynamics and rapid sexual transformation.

For your consideration, this book contains the following:

	Explicit BDSM and Kink

	Rapid Feminization & Sissification

	Coercion through Blackmail

	Erotic Humiliation & Degradation

	Power Exchange (Female Dominant/Male Submissive)

	Chastity Play & Orgasm Denial

	Anal Play (Receiving)

	Body Objectification & Aesthetic Feminization

	Photo/Video Blackmail (as a tool of control)

	Graphic Sexual Scenes & Language




And most importantly...

An overwhelming, transformative surrender that leaves the protagonist utterly changed and craving more.

Please enjoy responsibly.

With love,

Dolly Darling
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Chapter 1


My foot slams against Dr. Torres’ office door, the wood rattling as it swings open with a crack.

Sweat trickles down my temple, my Sigma Alpha Chi tank top sticking to my chest like a second skin, every muscle taut from the frantic sprint across campus.

I flop into the chair across from her desk, spreading my legs wide, flashing my signature cocky grin. “Look, Doc, I know I’ve missed a few classes, but my old man donates to this department. You really wanna fail the quarterback?”

Melissa doesn’t even glance up from her laptop, her stilettoed foot tapping a slow, deliberate rhythm against the hardwood floor, each click a fucking taunt.

“Your academic performance is the least of your concerns, Mr. Williams,” she says, her voice cool and sharp, slicing through the air like a blade.

I lean back in the chair, my arms draped over the sides like I own the damn room, that grin still plastered on my face.

Who does this professor think she is, acting all high and mighty?

I’ve got the whole campus wrapped around my finger — frat bros kissing my ass, cheerleaders batting their eyes, and yeah, maybe a few professors looking the other way thanks to my family’s donations.

“Come on, Doc,” I say, my voice dripping with that easy swagger I’ve perfected over years of calling the shots. “Let’s not make this into some big thing. I’m the star quarterback, for fuck’s sake. One little slip-up with classes, and you’re gonna throw the book at me? My old man could buy this whole psych department twice over. Hell, he’d probably throw in a new coffee machine for your office.”

And then Melissa finally lifts her eyes from the laptop.

Her gaze locks onto mine with that unnerving calm, like she’s dissecting me under a microscope. Her stiletto keeps tapping, each click echoing in the sterile silence, a rhythm that’s starting to get under my skin.

But I won’t let it show.

She tilts her head slightly, her lips pressing into a thin line that screams she’s not impressed.

“Oh, Mr. Williams,” she replies, her tone as smooth and cutting as a scalpel, “it’s not your grades that worry me. It’s your performance as a human being that’s in desperate need of work.”

She continues, her voice unwavering. “You strut around this campus like a king, bullying and breaking others down to prop up that fragile ego of yours. But let me assure you, real power isn’t about intimidation — it’s about understanding the mess you’ve made.”

I let out a sharp laugh, shaking my head as I flex my arms just a bit, feeling the burn of my muscles under that sweat-soaked tank top.

Fragile ego? Please.

She’s just another uptight academic trying to play therapist with me. “Performance as a human being?” I scoff, my voice laced with mock amusement. “Lady, I’m the best thing walking these halls. If anyone’s got it figured out, it’s me.”

Those pledges? They sign up for it, they know the deal. It’s all part of the game.

My game. My fucking rules.

“You should try lightening up a little,” I tell her. “Maybe then you’d see I’m doing everyone a favor, keeping the weak in line. But hey, if you want to waste your time psychoanalyzing me, go ahead. I’ll just add it to my list of conquests.”

Her eyes narrow, that predatory smile creeping back as she adjusts her lab coat, the fabric shifting just enough to remind me she’s in control here.

The air thickens between us.

My pulse picks up a notch even as I force myself to hold that cocky pose.

She’s building to something, I can feel it, but I’m not about to back down.

Not yet.

She spins the screen toward me, and my gut twists before I even see what’s on it.

Grainy footage fills the display. It’s me, shirtless in the frat basement, sweat gleaming on my skin, towering over a trembling pledge. His eyes are wide, terrified, as I shove him to his knees.

“Suck my boots, you sissy bitch!” My own voice roars from the speakers, raw and vicious. “You’re not even a man, you’re just a beta fuckboy with a useless clitty!”

The clip cuts to another scene — me barking orders as pledges crawl on the filthy floor. “Princess! Faster!” I snarl. “Lick like the cock-starved cunt you are!”

Each word is a punch to my chest, my own cruelty echoing in this sterile office. My throat goes dry, a desert of panic.

But fuck — my cock twitches in my jeans, a traitor to the ice flooding my veins. I can’t tear my eyes from the screen, from the monster I’ve been, even as my heart jackhammers against my ribs.

Melissa’s lips curve into a predator’s smile as she slides the laptop closer, her manicured nail tapping the edge.

“ESPN doesn’t sign felons,” she purrs, her voice dripping with venomous honey. “And your father? Senator Williams would love to see his heir degrade boys on camera.”

She leans forward, her vanilla perfume hitting me like a chokehold, sweet and suffocating. “Or... you spend one night as my case study in empathy development. Pass my class. Keep your future.”

“Fail?” She taps a second video file labeled ‘ESPN Draft Scandal.’

“This goes live by dawn.”

My knuckles whiten as I grip the armrests, the wood creaking under my fingers. “You can’t prove…” I start, but my voice cracks, weak, pathetic.

She cuts me off with a smirk, her eyes glinting with cruel amusement. “I have audio of you calling campus security ‘dickless faggots’ when they interrupted your hazing. Try explaining that to the NCAA.”

I suck in air like it’s broken glass, my lungs seizing, while she rises — those stilettos cracking the tile like a gavel calling for my execution.

Sweat beads at my hairline despite the office’s chill, my palms slick against the armrests. This isn’t just blackmail — it’s surgical. How the hell does she have all of it? Every whispered threat, every closed-door moment?

My voice rasps, rough with panic I try to mask as anger. “How the fuck…” I start, forcing my spine straight, chin up like I still own the room.

But the question cracks halfway through, weak and trembling.

“How’d you get this shit? Campus security’s in my pocket.”

Melissa pauses mid-stride, one stiletto planted firmly between my spread knees. She doesn’t bend, just tilts her head, studying me like a specimen pinned to a board. A slow, deliberate smile spreads as she smooths the lapels of her lab coat, the white fabric stark against the dark dress beneath.

“Pledges talk, Chad,” she murmurs, her voice cool, clinical. “Especially when offered full immunity by the head of the Campus Disciplinary Committee. Your little ‘traditions’ left… fingerprints. Audio logs. Deleted files recovered from campus servers.”

She taps her temple. “I see everything. Including how you thrived on their fear.”

Then her gaze drops pointedly to my lap, where my traitorous cock strains against denim — a humiliating bulge I can’t hide.

It’s the way her lab coat slips off one shoulder — nothing more. Any guy would react; she’s objectively stunning. That’s all this is, a reflex, not some twisted craving to be on the other side of the leash… definitely not that.

“But we’re not here to dissect your pathology,” she says. “Not yet.”

She circles back to face me, leaning forward until her vanilla perfume floods my senses, thick and cloying. “My empathy development case study begins tonight. Structured immersion therapy.”

“You’ll experience firsthand the vulnerability you so carelessly inflicted — systematic dismantling of your defensive behaviors, neural pathways rewired through guided exposure. Think of it as… reconditioning.”

Her pen traces the edge of the laptop screen, lingering on the video file. “You’ll articulate your triggers, your shame responses, while servicing needs far beyond your own. It’s rigorous. Uncomfortable. But pass, and your future remains intact.”

The clinical detachment in her tone sharpens, a scalpel poised. “Fail, and every neural misfire, every suppressed whimper, becomes public record.”

My brain stalls — neural misfire? suppressed whimpers? What the hell is she even talking about? It sounds like she’s describing some lab rat, not me.

“Wait — what exactly am I supposed to do?”

“We’ll start with how wet you got watching that pledge cry. So, do we begin... Candi?”

The word hits me like a slap, hot and stinging across my face.

“The fuck did you call me?” I growl, leaning forward, my muscles tensing, ready to lunge.

But Melissa just smiles, cold and untouchable, circling my chair like a shark scenting blood in the water. “You’re not Chad anymore. You’re Candi. With an ‘i’, not a ‘y’. Like a proper sissy bitch.”

She stops behind me, her presence a weight pressing down on my shoulders. Then her fingers tangle in my hair, yanking my head back with a sharp tug that sends a jolt of pain — and fuck, something else — down my spine.

“Your frat brothers filmed you screaming that name at pledges. Now, you wear it. One night. Or Daddy sees this.”

She shoves the laptop under my nose, the screen a close-up of me backhanding a sobbing pledge, his cheek red and wet with tears. The sound of the slap loops in my head, louder than my own ragged breathing.

“Pass my class. Earn extra credit. Or lose everything.”

Her words sink into me like claws, each one hooking deeper into the raw, pulsing mess of my mind. My pulse hammers in my ears, a war drum drowning out everything but the memory of those hazings — the sick rush of power, the heat in my blood when they whimpered under my boots.

I swallow hard, the taste of copper sharp on my tongue, metallic and bitter.

“Fine,” I rasp, the word scraping out of me like broken glass.

Melissa releases my hair with a soft, mocking laugh that curls around me like smoke. “Good girl.”

Her stiletto presses against my thigh, the pointed heel grinding slowly into the denim, a slow burn that shoots straight to my groin. I flinch, but I can’t move, can’t fucking breathe.

“Strip. Now,” she says. “Candi starts immediately.”

My hands freeze on the armrests, every muscle in my body locking up. Strip? Here? In her fucking office?

My mind reels, a chaotic storm of rage and dread and — fuck me — something darker, something that makes my cock throb even as my stomach churns. I glare at her, my jaw tight, but her eyes are unyielding, dark pools that see right through me, peeling back every layer of bravado I’ve built.

That heel digs harder into my thigh, a silent command, and I feel the heat of it, the pressure, like she’s already branding me with that goddamn name.

Candi.

It echoes in my skull — a taunt, a curse, a fucking collar snapping shut around my neck.

I want to scream at her, to flip this desk and storm out, but those videos — Christ, those videos. They’re a noose, and she’s holding the other end.

My old man’s face flashes in my mind, his sneer when he talks about “weak men,” his disgust if he saw me like this, if he saw what I’ve done. And ESPN? The draft? My whole fucking future, gone in a click if she uploads that shit.

My chest tightens, each breath shallower than the last, like I’m drowning in the weight of her gaze.

My hands shake as they pause at the edge of my hoodie. I sense the moisture on my palms, slippery and chilly, as I grasp the fabric. This isn’t real. This can’t be fucking real.

But her heel digs deeper, a mute warning, and I understand — I understand — there’s no escape. Not this evening. Not with her clutching every ace, every filthy secret I’ve stashed under my frat-boy bravado.

So I strip the hoodie off slowly, the cloth pulling away from my skin, before reaching for the sweaty tank top. I tug it up gradually, the damp material clinging before baring the sculpted ridges of my abs, the chest I’ve honed for years at the gym. It’s a frame designed for supremacy, for command, and now it feels like a complete fucking desertion as I let the shirt hit the floor with a light thump.

“Good,” she murmurs, her voice a velvet blade, slicing through the haze in my head.

Her eyes rake over me, clinical yet hungry, like she’s dissecting every inch of exposed skin. I shift in the chair, my jeans suddenly too tight, the denim rubbing against me in a way that makes my face burn.

Shame floods me, hot and bitter, but it’s too late — my body’s already reacting, already giving her what she wants. I clench my fists, nails digging into my palms, trying to anchor myself against the storm inside me.

What the fuck am I doing? What the fuck is she turning me into?

“Pants. Now,” she commands, stepping back to lean against her desk, arms crossed, her lab coat slipping just enough to show the curve of her dress underneath. That damn stiletto taps again, a metronome counting down to my destruction.

My hands move before I can stop them, fumbling with the button of my jeans, the zipper loud in the suffocating silence of her office. I shove them down, kicking them off with my sneakers, until I’m sitting there in nothing but my black briefs, my thighs tense, my cock straining against the fabric like it’s got a mind of its own.

I can’t look at her. I can’t fucking look at her.

But I feel her stare, heavy and invasive, peeling away the last shred of who I thought I was.

“Stand up, Candi,” she says, and that name — it fucking guts me, a knife twisting in my chest.

My legs shake as I rise, towering over her even now, but it doesn’t feel like power. It feels like exposure, like I’m a specimen under her microscope.

My breath comes in short, ragged bursts, and I hate how my body hums, how every nerve is alive with something I can’t name — fear, yes, but also this sick, pulsing need that I can’t shake off.

God, how did I end up here? I grit my teeth, voice a low snarl. “Are you happy now?”

She smirks, her smile setting off something deep inside me. “Not yet, Chad. We’ve still got a lot of work to get through.”

My stomach twists, heat flooding my cheeks — arousal and rage tangled. What the hell does she mean? Her fingers trail lower, and I freeze, every nerve screaming for the next torment.

She steps closer, her heels clicking, her perfume wrapping around me again, and I flinch as her hand reaches out, fingertips brushing the waistband of my briefs.

“Let’s see how well you follow instructions,” she whispers, her voice low, dangerous, promising something I’m not sure I can survive.

She commands it next, her voice slicing through the haze. “Lose the boxers too.”

I freeze, defiance flaring up despite everything. “No — fuck that,” I mutter, muscles locking tight.

Her hand darts out, seizing me roughly, fingers clamping around my cock and balls with unyielding force. Pain shoots through me, sharp and electric. “Do I have to handle this myself?” She purrs, her grip a brutal question.

I break, the resistance crumbling. Slowly, I obey, sliding them down.

My pulse crashes against bone, pinning me in place — trapped between the videos, her touch, and the dark, hungry thing waking up inside me.

What the fuck happens next?
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Chapter 2


My fingers twitch as the bundle of pink silk hits the floor at my feet, the fabric unfolding like a snake ready to strike.

My dick throbs unexpectedly at the sight of that pink lace and silk, a rush of forbidden heat flooding me — confusion swirling with terror and illicit craving. What in God’s name is this?

Melissa perches on the edge of her desk, arms crossed, her eyes locked on me like I’m some lab rat she’s about to dissect. “Put it on,” she orders, her voice sharp as a scalpel.

I stare down at the pile — lace-trimmed boyshorts, a padded bra with rosy silicone inserts, sheer thigh-highs that shimmer under the office lights. My stomach twists, a knot of rage and something I don’t want to name.

The boyshorts stare back, pink and mocking, and I bend down, my hands clumsy against the delicate silk. It slithers through my fingers, cool and foreign, like it’s alive and hating me already.

I step into them, pulling them up my thighs, the fabric whispering against my skin — soft, then biting as the lace digs into my hips. It clings tight, cupping my ass in a way that makes my cheeks burn. My cock strains against the front, the silk rubbing me raw, every movement a spark of friction that shoots straight to my core.

Fuck, why is it doing that? I grit my teeth, trying to ignore the way my body betrays me, hard and throbbing in this girly shit. The elastic bites into my skin, a constant itch that I can’t scratch, and sweat beads on my forehead, mixing with the stale air of her office.

I hesitate at the bra, the padded cups looking ridiculous in my hands, like they belong to some chick from the sorority house. “I — I can’t,” I mutter, my voice cracking, but it sounds weak, not like the Chad who rules the frat.

Melissa snatches it from me in a flash, her nails grazing my knuckles. “Turn around,” she snaps, her breath hot on my ear as she steps behind me.

I pivot, my heart pounding like a drum in my chest, the office walls closing in. Her fingers work fast, fastening the hooks with that clinical precision, like she’s done this a hundred times. The straps dig into my shoulders, the cups pressing against my pecs, molding them into something soft and curved.

“You called Jake ‘a flat-chested faggot’ for refusing to wear a bra,” she murmurs, her voice a low purr that sends a shiver down my spine. Her breath tickles my neck, vanilla perfume wrapping around me, thick and cloying.

Now you’re the flat-chested faggot.

The words hit like a gut punch, my mind reeling back to that night in the basement — Jake on his knees, tears streaming, me laughing as I made him beg. But now? The bra squeezes my chest, silicone inserts shifting with every breath, turning my muscles into mock curves that stare back at me in my mind’s eye.

Shame floods me, hot and acidic, but it’s too late — my cock pulses harder against the boyshorts, the lace scratching sensitive skin. I clench my fists, nails biting into my palms, trying to fight the rush of arousal that’s crawling up my throat.

She spins me toward the full-length mirror on the wall, her palm flat between my shoulder blades, shoving me forward. The glass reflects a stranger: me, in pink silk, cheeks flushed red, jaw clenched tight. My eyes look wild, trapped, and that fucking bulge in the boyshorts — it’s there, undeniable, like my body’s siding with her.

“Look at you,” Melissa sneers, circling me slowly, her nails raking down my spine in a trail of fire. The sting lingers, a mix of pain and something electric that makes my knees wobble. “All that toxic masculinity... and your body betrays you. Hard as a pledge’s first blowjob.”

She grabs my jaw, forcing my eyes to meet hers in the mirror, her grip iron. Her dark eyes pierce through me, seeing every secret I’ve buried under layers of bravado. “Say it. I’m Candi.”

I shake my head, sweat stinging my eyes, blurring the reflection. “Fuck you,” I growl, the words scraping out, but they sound hollow, like I’m already losing.

Her hand cracks across my ass before I can blink, the slap echoing in the small room, a sharp bloom of fire that radiates through the silk. It stings like hell, my skin tingling, heat spreading fast. I gasp, the sound foreign and weak in my own ears, my body jerking forward against the desk.

“Say it. Or ESPN gets the video tonight.”

My mind races, flashes of that grainy footage playing on loop — the pledges crying, me laughing, my future crumbling if it goes public. My old man’s face looms in my thoughts, his disappointed scowl, the way he’d disown me in a heartbeat. And the team? The draft? All gone.

I whimper, the noise slipping out before I can stop it, high and desperate. “I’m... Candi,” I force out, the words tasting like ash on my tongue.

She rewards me with another slap, harder this time, the impact jolting through me, making my cock throb even as tears prick my eyes. The pain mixes with that traitorous pleasure, a cocktail that’s got me reeling, my thoughts a chaotic mess.

She demands it again, her voice a whip-crack in the stifling air. “Repeat it, Chad. Louder this time.”

I choke out the words, “I’m Candi,” the phrase sticking in my throat like barbed wire, but she doesn’t let up. Her palm strikes my ass once more, sharper than before, the burn searing deeper, igniting a fire that spreads through my veins.

“Again,” she hisses, eyes locked on mine, feeding off my unraveling.

“I’m Candi,” I stammer, the sound pathetic and foreign, my body trembling as her next slap lands even harder, the impact rattling my bones. Yet, beneath the agony, that cursed hardness swells further, pulsing with a rhythm I can’t control.

One more time, she growls, “Louder, you pathetic thing.”

“I’m Candi,” I cry out, tears blurring everything, the mantra echoing in my skull like a death knell.

Each blow intensifies, matching the throb between my legs, twisting my insides into a knot of chaos.

Desire clashes with disgust, my once-solid sense of manhood fracturing into dust, leaving me adrift in a haze of bewilderment and defeat.

Each slap, a crack in the wall.

Each sting, a new word she writes on my soul.

Candi. Candi. Candi.

The fire on my ass burns away ‘Chad’ and, fuck, I think I’m helping her light the match.

“Good girl,” she coos, her voice dripping with satisfaction, like I’ve just proven her point.

Then she pulls something from her lab coat pocket — a cold, metallic chastity cage, glinting under the fluorescent lights like a fucking trophy. She holds it up, smirking, and my stomach drops.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me,” I blurt, panic clawing up my throat, but Dr. Torres doesn’t even blink. She keeps talking, voice steady as a scalpel, dissecting my future like it’s just another case study.

“Since you lack mental fortitude — just like you lacked empathy for those pledges — I’ll control your cock for you,” she says, her tone clinical, but her eyes hungry, devouring my reaction. “Since clearly you don’t seem to be doing a very good job.”

She shoves me backward onto the desk, my ass hitting the edge with a thud, legs splayed wide. Papers scatter, the cool wood pressing against my bare skin, a stark contrast to the heat building inside me.

“Lube yourself. Slowly.”

“Wait, Dr. Torres, come on, this is insane,” I stammer, my voice cracking as I try to hold on to some shred of control, bargaining like a cornered animal. “I can fix this — give me another way, anything but that cage.”

Her eyes narrow, that smirk never fading, as she leans in closer. “Oh, Chad, always thinking you can negotiate your way out. But we both know you’re not in charge here.”

Inside, that sick craving coils tighter in my gut, a twisted heat I desperately try to shove down, even as it claws for more.

My hands shake as I grab the bottle she tosses, the cap slippery in my grip. I squirt the clear gel into my palm, its chemical scent filling the air. My fingers wrap around my aching length, straining against the boyshorts, and I pull them down to free it.

The lube feels slick and shameful against my calloused skin, cool at first, then warming as I stroke slowly as commanded. Every movement tortures me — my cock throbs for release, exposed under her eyes, with the silicone cage mocking from the desk.

Sweat drips down my back, bra straps digging deeper, thigh-highs clinging like second skin. The office air thickens, her perfume mixing with the lube’s scent, hazing my thoughts.

I guide my cock into the cage’s narrow opening, the metal cold and unyielding against my heated flesh, a stark contrast that makes my skin crawl with unwelcome anticipation.

It’s like forcing myself into a trap I never imagined I’d willingly enter.

The smooth, unforgiving surface presses in, stripping away every illusion of dominance I’ve clung to for so long. Because this cage isn’t just a device; it’s a symbol of everything I’ve built my life on crumbling away — the raw power I once wielded to intimidate and control, now reduced to this pathetic, confined submission.

My manhood, that unshakeable core of toxic strength, feels like it’s being squeezed out of existence, turning me from the fraternity king who commanded respect into a helpless shell, vulnerable and exposed in ways that terrify me.

Then it slides on with a click that echoes in my ears, sharp and final, like a door slamming shut on my old self. A wave of dizzying pressure floods my groin, stealing my breath.

Tight.

So fucking tight.

It squeezes me like a vice that’s not just physical but psychological, humiliating in its absolute control. This thing represents the end of my autonomy, the erasure of the control I’ve used to mask my insecurities, binding my desires in a way that mocks the very idea of my masculinity.

No more quick releases. No more asserting my dominance through sheer force.

Now, it’s just a constant reminder that I’m at her mercy, that the strength I paraded as unbreakable is now caged, futile, fueling a mix of rage and that twisted arousal I can’t escape.

The lock snaps shut.

Suddenly, it’s like a chain wrapping around my balls, cutting off any chance of relief, the weight of it settling into me with a cruel permanence. My breath hitches, sharp and shallow, each inhale ragged as the pressure builds into something unbearable.

A storm of frustration boils up from my gut, anger flaring at how easily I’ve been stripped, and that goddamn arousal twisting everything together, betraying me once again.

I stand there trembling, feeling the cage’s grip pulse with every heartbeat.

A living symbol of my downfall.

“There,” she murmurs, her fingers trailing lightly over the cage through the silk. Each touch is electric and invasive, sparking jolts that ripple through my body like tiny shocks of defeat. “Now,” she continues, “you’ll truly understand what it means to surrender control, to have your desires locked away until I decide otherwise.”

She spins me back to the mirror, her lips brushing my ear, her breath warm and taunting. “You’re not Chad. You’re Candi — with an ‘i’. Not a ‘y’. You’re not classy enough for that. Candi with her useless little clitty.”

Her finger jabs the cage, the pressure making me gasp, a sharp pang that shoots straight to my core. I flinch, my reflection staring back — pink silk clinging to me, bra straps cutting into my shoulders, the cage hidden but felt, every heartbeat amplifying its grip.

“Repeat it.”

I stare at myself, tears blurring the image, the words sticking in my throat like thorns. “I’m Candi... with an ‘i’... with a useless clitty...”

They tumble out, broken and whisper-soft, each syllable a nail in the coffin of who I thought I was. My cock strains against the cage, futile and aching, and I hate how my body’s still responding, how the humiliation feeds that dark hunger inside me.

Her nail drags, slow and deliberate, over the thin strip of sensitized skin just above the cage, where the metal meets flesh, teasing the nerve endings still raw from the fit.

I jerk, a choked whimper escaping as my hips twitch forward, trapped in the reflex, the pleasure-pain sparking like live wire.

She smiles, circling behind me, her fingertip trailing down, lower — until she grazes the underside of my balls through the silk, dragging a trembling gasp from my chest.

“Ah-ah,” she chides, her voice honeyed poison. “No thrusting. No seeking relief. That cock doesn’t move unless I say so.”

She pinches, just hard enough for a shock to ripple up my spine, and I freeze, tears spilling over.

“Good girl,” she purrs. “Now feel that ache. That’s obedience. That’s mine. Isn’t it, Candi?”

My lips tremble. “Y-yes,” I croak, the sound barely a breath.

Melissa’s eyebrow arches, her smile razor-thin. “No. Yes, what, Candi?”

I swallow the last shard of pride. “Yes, Mistress.”

Melissa’s laugh is low, victorious, as she steps back, her heels clicking on the floor. “See? You’re learning already, Candi. But we’re just getting started.”

She drifts to the desk, each heel strike cracking the hush like a ticking bomb. The bottom drawer eases open with calculated patience, and my gut plummets.

Because there it is. She lifts out a long, platinum blonde wig — silky strands cascading like liquid vanity, the kind of hair that belongs on sorority queens who laugh while others suffer.

She holds it up, letting it shimmer under the fluorescent lights.

“This,” she murmurs, lifting the shimmering strands so they catch the light like a trophy, “isn’t just hair — it’s surrender made visible. Every platinum lock is another inch of your pride I’ve clipped away. Soon you’ll see yourself reflected in this mirror and finally understand: submission isn’t just something you do — it’s something you wear. Now, tell me, Candi. Does that reflection still feel like you?”

I don’t answer. I can’t.

My throat’s raw, my cock still pulsing in that godforsaken cage, each throb a painful, throbbing reminder of how powerless I am.

She smirks.

“Sit.”

I hesitate briefly, and she shoves me into the chair. My bare ass hits the cool leather, pink silk bunched uncomfortably with lace digging into my thighs.

The wig settles like a curse, heavy and suffocating. She adjusts it with sharp tugs, yanking my scalp as if I’m a mannequin.

Then, she snaps open a black makeup case with precision.

Foundation. Contour. Rosy blush. A palette of pinks and reds, all of it designed to erase me.

“Open your eyes,” she commands.

I do, blinking up at her like a wounded animal.

She dabs concealer under my eyes with a cold brush. “You’ll embody every trembling, submissive boy you mocked.”

Her words cut deeper than any blade. I clench my jaw, but she grabs my chin, nails biting in.

“No resisting,” she hisses. “Absorb it.”

She lines my eyes with smoky shadow, dragging the brush to make them heavy, vulnerable. Each flick tightens my humiliation as the chastity device bites harder, pressing like a brand into my cock.

The silk boyshorts cling damply to my ass, lace chafing my thighs, while thigh-highs slip with whispers of my erased life.

Next, she paints my lips cherry red, then leans back, studying her work.

“Perfect,” she murmurs. “Now you look like what you are — a broken thing. A beta fuckboy. My project.”

Then she spins the chair toward the mirror.

And there I am.

Platinum hair falling past my shoulders. Smudged, pretty eyes. Pouty, glossy lips.

The pink silk, the stockings, the bra pushing my chest into soft, mocking curves. And beneath it all — the cage. Hidden, but felt. A constant, aching pressure. A prison.

She stands behind me, her hands heavy on my shoulders, her breath hot on my ear.

“Say it, Candi. The truth. The whole truth.”

I stare at the reflection — the stranger wearing my skin, my shame, my arousal.

My voice cracks, broken, hollow.

“...I’m the kind of man I used to destroy.”

“Good girl,” she whispers, nails raking my collarbone. “Now remember — every breath you take in that skin is a step closer to never being him again.”

Her words hang in the air, a promise or a threat, and I stand there, trapped in the mirror, wondering how the fuck I get out of this — and if part of me even wants to.
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Chapter 3


I feel the black fabric hit my feet like a slap, the mini skirt and tube top crumpling at my toes — cold, synthetic, screaming trouble before I even bend down.

My heart hammers, the chastity cage still biting into my groin, a constant throb that mocks every breath as Melissa looms over me, her eyes gleaming with that twisted satisfaction.

“Skirt first,” she commands, her voice slicing through the stale office air. “Tighten the zipper until it bites.”

Then, she tosses the thigh-high stockings and strappy stilettos next, the heels clattering against the floor like distant thunder.

I stare at the pile, my stomach twisting into a knot of rage and something darker, a heat that flares despite the cage’s cruel grip. The skirt looks tiny, designed for someone else — someone fragile, someone I’d have mocked in my old life.

But I’m not that guy anymore, am I? Not with this pink silk clinging to me, the bra straps digging into my shoulders like they’re carving out a new identity.

Swallowing hard, I step into the skirt. The fabric slithers up my thighs like a second skin, cool and restrictive. It rides high, exposing the lace boyshorts beneath, and when I yank the zipper, it bites into my waist, pinching the flesh until I gasp.

The pain shoots straight to my caged cock, a sharp reminder of how everything feels too much now — every touch, every command, amplified into this fucked-up symphony of humiliation.

The tube top follows. I pull it over my head, the material stretching tight across my padded chest. It digs in, the neckline plunging low to show off the silicone curves, turning my pecs into something soft, feminine, wrong. My skin prickles under the fabric, itchy and confining, like it’s trying to suffocate the last scraps of Chad still rattling around in my skull.

Sweat beads on my forehead, mixing with the smeared makeup on my face. I catch a whiff of that cheap cherry lipstick — sticky, artificial, coating my lips like a brand.

But it’s the stockings that nearly undo me. They slide up my legs with a whisper of sheer nylon, clinging to my skin like a lover’s grasp.

And the heels? Fuck. Those 5-inch monsters buckle my ankles the second I step into them, wobbling me like a newborn colt.

Melissa shoves me toward the center of the room, her palm flat against my back, propelling me into the open space.

“Walk,” she snaps. “Hips swaying.”

Her Louboutins click behind me, a rhythmic beat that feels like a countdown to my breaking point.

I take a step, and it’s chaos — my ankles twist, the heels scraping the floor with a harsh scrape that echoes in my ears. The skirt flares with the movement, riding up to flash the boyshorts, and humiliation crashes over me like a wave. My caged cock throbs in protest, the pressure building, a dull ache that makes me grit my teeth.

What the fuck is wrong with me? This isn’t hot; it’s degrading; it’s…

Her hand cracks against my ass before I can finish the thought. The sting blooms through the skirt and silk, sharp and electric. I stumble forward, gasping, the pain radiating down my thighs, mixing with the rub of the stockings against my skin.

“Again,” she orders. “Be pretty. Be a good sissy.”

I try, forcing my hips to sway, but it’s all wrong — jerky, awkward, like I’m a puppet with tangled strings. The heels force my posture upright, arching my back, and the tube top pulls tight across my chest with every step, the silicone inserts shifting unnaturally.

Her nails dig into my shoulders as she circles me, correcting with sharp tugs that make me flinch. “Smaller steps,” she hisses. “Sway. Imagine you’re strutting for your frat brothers — except they’re the pledges now.”

God, the words hit like a gut punch. I picture them — Jake, Tyler, the guys I broke down in the basement, forcing them to their knees while I laughed.

Now here I am, teetering in heels, my body betraying me with every sway, a traitorous thrill sparking in my gut like a live wire. Is this what they felt? That mix of shame and unwanted heat, the way my cock strains against the cage, desperate for something it can’t have?

By the tenth attempt, it’s instinctive. My hips are rolling without thinking, the skirt flaring out with each step, the air cool against my exposed thighs. The rhythm of her heels clicking beside me becomes my guide, and, fuck, that thrill builds, coiling low in my belly, turning the humiliation into something addictive.

My breath comes in short bursts, the office air thick with her perfume and my sweat, and I hate how my body responds, how it craves the next command even as my mind screams to stop.

Melissa smirks, her eyes raking over me like I’m her masterpiece. “There’s my slut,” she purrs, and the words sink in deep, twisting that spark into a full-blown fire.

Then she reaches into the drawer again.

She pulls out a black strap-on, the thick silicone cock jutting obscenely as she straps it over her pencil skirt. It bounces with her movements, menacing and real, and my throat goes dry.

She steps closer, the tip pressing against my lips, cold and unyielding.

“Remember how you forced pledges to choke on your dick while you called them worthless fags?” she says, her voice low, venomous, as she grinds the tip harder against my mouth. “How you made them beg for mercy? Well, now you’re going to feel exactly what they felt — every gag, every tear — because that’s the only way you’ll learn, Candi.”

The rubber smell hits me first, thick and chemical, mixing with the cherry taste of my lipstick as she shoves it in.

I gag instantly, my eyes watering, but she doesn’t stop.

She thrusts her phone into my trembling hand, the lens glaring up at my tear-streaked face. “Look at the camera and say it: I’m a sissy slut. I live to please Mistress.”

My fingers fumble with the phone, the screen bright and accusing, capturing every detail — my platinum wig disheveled, mascara smudged, lips parting around the strap-on. The silicone fills my mouth, stretching my jaw, the taste bitter and invasive, like it’s claiming a part of me I can’t get back.

Spit pools at the corners, dribbling down my chin as I try to form the words, my voice muffled and broken.

“I-I’m a sissy slut,” I choke out, the camera lens burning into me, recording my downfall. “I live to please Mistress.”

The admission rips through me, raw and humiliating, but it’s the way my caged cock pulses that terrifies me most — that twisted arousal feeding off the degradation, turning pain into fuel.

Melissa grips my wig, yanking my head back with a sharp tug that makes my scalp sting. “Harder, Candi! Make it wet for Mistress!”

She thrusts deeper, the strap-on hitting the back of my throat, and I gag again, tears streaming over my rouged cheeks. The room spins, the skirt riding up my thighs as I kneel involuntarily, the heels digging into the carpet. Spit dribbles everywhere, smearing the lipstick, turning my face into a mess of colors and shame.

She records it all, her phone steady in my hand, capturing the choked gasps, the way my hips buck helplessly against the cage.

“You love this, don’t you?” she coos, grinding the strap-on against my gag reflex, the pressure building until I’m seeing stars. “Say it: I’m a cock-starved cunt!”

I whimper around the shaft, the words vibrating against the silicone. “I’m a cock-starved cunt,” I manage, my voice high and desperate, barely recognizable. The cage throbs with every thrust, a relentless pressure that edges me closer to something I can’t reach, my body trembling on the brink.

But then she pulls back, denying me with a cruel twist of her hips, the strap slipping out with a wet pop.

“No,” she snaps, slapping my thigh hard enough to leave a mark. The sting radiates through the stockings, mixing with the ache in my groin. “You don’t earn pleasure. You beg for it.”

I gasp for air, my lips swollen and spit-slick, the taste of rubber lingering like a bad dream. My mind races, a whirlwind of confusion and need — how can I want this? The frat king, reduced to this quivering mess, my old self laughing in the back of my head while my body screams for more.

She shoves the strap-on back in, deeper this time, and I deep throat it on instinct, the camera still rolling, capturing my mascara-streaked face, the way my hips grind against nothing.

“Again,” she orders, her voice a whip. “And this time? Suck like your scholarship depends on it.”

I obey, hollowing my cheeks, the suction pulling at the silicone as tears blur my vision. The skirt bunches around my waist, the tube top slipping down to expose more of the padded bra, and every bob of my head sends jolts through the cage, building that unbearable pressure.

My thoughts fragment; rage at her, shame at myself, that dark thrill whispering that this is what I deserve.

Spit coats my chin, dripping onto the fabric, and I feel the edge coming, that denied climax hovering just out of reach. Melissa’s laughter echoes above me, triumphant, as she thrusts harder, faster, the phone’s lens unflinching.

“That’s it, you pathetic sissy. Show the world what you really are.”

The cage — fuck — the cage is alive, a living thing clamped around me, pulsing with every frantic heartbeat. My cock strains against the plastic, so hard it hurts, veins bulging against the unforgiving bars, each throb a lightning bolt of pure agony. Need claws up my spine, sharp and merciless, my balls drawn up tight and aching, heavy with denial.

Please — no, fuck — can’t think, just need, god, need to come, to explode, to break this cage and spill everywhere.

The pressure builds behind my eyes, behind my teeth, behind every fucking inch of skin until I’m shaking, sobbing, hips jerking in tiny aborted thrusts that only make it worse.

My head keeps pumping, mouth sliding up and down the slick shaft in a frantic metronome — the rhythm the only thing keeping me tethered while Melissa’s strap-on pistons between my lips. Each plunge shoves the air from my lungs, each retreat drags a desperate gasp, drool slicking my chin in long silver threads because I can’t — can’t stop — the need is a scream in my skull, raw and ragged.

My whole world narrows to this throbbing, burning thing between my legs that I can’t touch, can’t free, can’t end.

I’m going to die like this.

I’m going to come apart like this.

But just as I think I might shatter, she yanks the strap-on out again, leaving me gasping, empty, desperate. My body shakes, the cage a vise of frustration, and I look up at her, pleading without words.

She smiles, wicked and knowing, holding the phone up to my face. “One more take, Candi. Make it count. Because if you don’t... well, let’s just say ESPN might not be the only ones getting a show.”

The words linger like a blade at my throat, cold and sharp, pinning me in place while I dangle over the drop — already guessing how much further she’ll shove me, already knowing I’ll plead for more.

The strap-on shoves back between my lips before I can even catch my breath, the silicone cock glistening with my spit, slick and obscene.

The world instantly muffles — a dull thudding roar swallows Melissa’s panting, the scrape of her chair, even my own choked whimpers, leaving only the frantic boom-boom-boom of my heartbeat hammering against my ribs like a trapped animal.

My nostrils flare, overwhelmed by the cloying sweetness of her vanilla perfume clashing with the musk of my own sweat, the sharp tang of sex hanging thick in the air, and beneath it all, the stale, dusty scent of the professor’s oak desk.

My throat clenches around the intruder on instinct, muscles fluttering wildly as it slides deeper, deeper — fuck, it’s huge, it’s too much, but my body betrays me, my tongue curling around the shaft like I was made for this, the faint, artificial rubber smell coating my tongue.

Melissa’s grip tangles viciously in my wig, yanking my head forward until my nose grinds against the warm skin of her thigh.

The cheap wig clips bite into my scalp like hot needles, sharp pain flaring with each tug, yet it sparks a sickening jolt of pleasure that races down my spine, raising goosebumps across my overheated, electric flesh.

The scent of her perfume floods my sinuses, thick and suffocating, mingling with the salt-iron taste of blood where I’ve bitten my lip, the humiliation burning in my lungs like acrid smoke.

“That’s it,” she hisses, her voice cutting through the muffled chaos like a shard of ice, a venomous purr vibrating against my skull. “Take it like the good little slut you are.”

My mind splinters.

This isn’t me, this isn’t me, this isn’t—

But then my throat relaxes, swallows, and the strap sinks deeper, the tip nudging the back of my mouth, and fuck, my hips jerk, the cage throbbing, aching, demanding.

I hate this, I hate this, I…

No, I don’t.

The realization slams into me like a freight train, and my body melts, my lips sealing around the base, my tongue working the underside like I’ve done this a thousand times. My throat opens wider, takes it, worships it, and the camera lens blurs through my tears, but I can still see it — still see me, the ruined mascara, the swollen lips, the whore I’ve become.

I’m a sissy slut.

The thought burns, but it’s not shame anymore — it’s pride, twisted and wrong and mine.

Melissa’s hips roll, and the strap-on fucks my throat, each thrust shoving me further into this new reality, each retreat dragging a wet gasp from my lungs. My hands fly to her thighs, nails digging into the fabric of her skirt, holding on like she’s the only thing keeping me from drowning.

I live to please Mistress.

The words echo in my skull, and my hips start moving in time with my mouth, little aborted thrusts that make the cage bite into my cock, the plastic bars a cruel, unyielding grip. My balls ache, full, heavy, denied, and the need coils tighter, hotter, until I’m nothing but a wreck, a mess, a slut on her strap.

I’m a cock-starved cunt.

The admission shatters me, and my throat unlocks, my lips stretching wide as I take it all, the tip nudging the back of my throat, my gag reflex gone, erased, replaced by this hunger, this need.

Melissa’s laughter echoes above me, but it’s distant, unimportant. The only thing that matters is the cock in my mouth, the ache in my groin, the camera recording my fall.

I suck, swallow, breathe, my body moving on its own, my hips grinding against nothing, my cock weeping behind its cage, my mind a whirlwind of fuck and please and Mistress and more.

I’m gone.

I’m hers.

And as the strap-on pistons between my lips, my throat working it like a pro, I realize…

I love this.

I love being her slut.

The thought explodes behind my eyes, and my body tenses, shudders, comes without touching, the cage milking me, denying me, owning me.

And the camera captures it all.
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Chapter 4


I feel her hands clamp around my shoulders, flipping me onto my stomach with a brutal twist that knocks the air from my lungs and slams my chest against the desk. The edge bites into my hips, the tube top riding up to bunch under my armpits, exposing the silicone pads in all their fake glory.

Then, the cold office air hits my bare ass as she yanks the mini skirt higher, her nails tearing through the lace boyshorts like they’re nothing — ripping fabric and my last shred of dignity in one savage pull.

My skin prickles, exposed and vulnerable. The chill is a stark contrast to the heat radiating from my caged cock, still throbbing from the throat-fucking mess I just endured.

“Camera up,” she barks, shoving the phone back into my trembling hand.

The screen glows in my grip, its lens pointed at my face like an accusatory eye. I can see myself in the preview — mascara-streaked cheeks, swollen lips smeared with pink lipstick and spit, eyes wide and wild. My heart races, a frantic drumbeat in my ears, mixing with the wet schlick of her lubing the strap-on, slow and deliberate, like she’s savoring my panic.

And then, it’s there.

The bulbous head presses against my hole, cold and slick, and I clench instinctively, my muscles locking up against the invasion. It burns already, just from the pressure, a sharp stretch that makes me whimper, my fingers tightening around the phone until my knuckles ache.

Yes — yes, please, deeper.

The plea flashes behind my eyes even before it reaches my lips; every last shard of resistance melts into slick heat as she slides forward. The strap-on carves its claim inch by searing inch until I’m stretched so wide I forget who I was before this moment. Pain flares bright then twists into greedy pleasure that licks up my spine; I’m shaking because it feels good, because I want more, because submission tastes like honeyed poison I can’t stop drinking.

The skirt clings to me like a flag of surrender; torn lace bites into flesh with delicious ownership while my trapped cock leaks helpless approval against its cage.

Sweat beads on my forehead, fat drops that gather at my hairline before they break free and race down my temples, mixing with mascara until black rivers streak both cheeks like war paint for surrender. Each breath tastes metallic; fear has coated every ridge of my tongue so thoroughly I can’t tell where panic ends and saliva begins. My pulse hammers so hard I feel it in my teeth.

“Say it,” she growls again, low but razor-sharp, and her hips roll forward with deliberate cruelty. The silicone head drags across that hidden bundle of nerves again and again until white-hot sparks detonate behind my eyes; they’re not stars anymore — they’re supernovas obliterating whatever scraps of pride I had left.

A broken sound leaks out of me, half sob, half moan, and it doesn’t even sound human.

I am nothing but nerve endings and need.

My spine arches involuntarily as she bottoms out; every ridge of that strap-on carves new boundaries inside me until there’s no untouched place left to claim. The fullness is unbearable, too much and still not enough, and when she pauses just long enough for me to feel every inch stretching me open I realize I’m grinding back against her like some desperate animal begging for more punishment.

“Say it.”

The words scrape up raw: “I — I’m a sissy.”

They tear out of me shredded by shame so thick I can taste it — coppery like blood mixed with lipstick — and once they’re spoken they echo endlessly inside my skull until they replace every other label I ever wore: athlete, president, son, man, Chad.

All gone, replaced by this single word; sissy, sissy, sissy.

My ass clenches helplessly around her shaft as if trying to keep her buried forever; each fluttering squeeze sends fresh waves of humiliation rolling through me because it feels good — it feels right — to be filled like this, to be owned like this, to be nothing more than a hole for her pleasure.

She laughs, not cruel exactly but triumphant, and leans forward so her breasts press between my shoulder blades through silk so sheer it might as well be skin on skin.

“Louder,” she whispers directly into my ear; her breath is hot, humid ownership branding itself onto every fold of cartilage until I’ll hear her voice forever when it’s quiet.

“I’m a sissy,” I whimper, louder now, high-pitched, breathless, wrecked beyond recognition — and then again, because once isn’t enough, once will never be enough: “I’m a sissy, Mistress, please — I’m your sissy.”

The camera trembles in my grip; autofocus hunts across tear-blurred glass trying to lock onto something solid. But there’s nothing solid left inside me anymore, only liquid surrender pooling everywhere, leaking out through every pore, every word, every pathetic thrust back against her hips, begging without words for more, harder, deeper, please don’t stop.

My ruined boyshorts are soaked through — pre-cum, lube, tears, maybe blood, who knows, who cares — clinging to skin like another layer of shame made fabric. Somewhere distant I register that they used to be blue cotton boxers, but that feels like remembering someone else’s life now.

She pulls back slow, torturous, inches until only the tip kisses my rim, then slams home again, splitting me open anew. Each thrust punctuates itself with wet, obscene sounds that fill the room until they drown out everything else, even my own heartbeat.

Her hand snakes around to grip my chin, forcing me to look straight into the lens as she bottoms out one final time, holding herself buried so deep, I swear I can taste silicone at the back of my throat.

“Good girl,” she purrs — and those two words detonate inside what remains of me, sending shockwaves through every cell, until even my atoms rearrange themselves around her ownership.

The camera captures everything: wrecked mascara, clown face, swollen lips, trembling around repeated admissions, voice pitched high, foreign, broken, utterly destroyed — and somewhere behind glassy unfocused eyes, what used to be Chad Williams drowns beneath waves of honeyed poison, knowing he’ll never surface again.

Because Candi has finally, fully, taken his place.

She slaps my ass hard, the crack echoing in the small room, a bloom of heat spreading across my skin like a brand. It stings, sharp and immediate, mixing with the deeper burn of the strap-on, and I buck involuntarily, my hips pressing back against her before I can stop myself.

“Good,” she sneers. “Now the rest. I belong to Mistress...”

The strap-on thrusts deeper, hitting that spot again — my prostate, I think, from her clinical rants — and a jolt of unwanted pleasure shoots through me, making my caged cock throb harder, leaking pre-cum that soaks into the ruined boyshorts. God, why does it feel like this? Like something I need? Shame floods me, hot and suffocating, but it’s tangled with that traitorous thrill, the one that’s been building since she first made me walk in those heels.

“I belong to Mistress,” I gasp, the words tumbling out as she sets a rhythm, pulling back and slamming in, each thrust jolting my body forward against the desk. The edge grinds into my hips, the silicone pads of my fake chest slipping against the wood, and the air fills with the wet, slapping sounds of her fucking me, the scent of lube and sweat thick in my nostrils.

She leans in, her breath hot on my ear, her free hand gripping my wig to hold me in place. “And the last one. I live to be used...” Her voice is a venomous whisper, laced with that cruel satisfaction that makes my stomach twist.

The strap-on pistons faster now, vicious and unrelenting, each stroke dragging through my oversensitive hole, stretching me wider, deeper. My muscles clench and release in a futile rhythm, trying to accommodate the invasion, but it’s too much, the pain, the pleasure, the humiliation all blending into a chaotic storm.

“Say it, you little cunt. Say it like you mean it.”

“I live to be used,” I choke out, the phone’s lens capturing my tear-streaked face, my mouth hanging open in a silent scream. The words taste like defeat, like I’ve handed her the keys to whatever’s left of me, but as she sneers and grinds against my prostate, that pressure builds again, coiling low in my gut, unstoppable.

“You called others ‘cock-starved cunts,’” she taunts, her hips slamming into me with brutal force, the strap-on hitting that sweet spot over and over. “Now you’re one. Take it, Candi. Take every inch like the slut you are.”

The camera shakes wildly in my grip as her pace turns feral, each thrust jolting my caged cock against the desk’s edge, the plastic bars biting into my flesh. Pressure builds in my groin, a relentless tide rising, unbearable and sweet, my balls drawing up tight, aching for release. No, not yet — fuck, I can’t —

But my body’s not listening. The strap-on dragging across my prostate with every punishing stroke is turning pain into ecstasy.

My vision whites out, the world narrowing to the slap of skin, the burn in my ass, the throb in my cage.

“Mistress — !” I choke again on that single word, no longer just a title but an invocation, and suddenly everything inside me detonates at once.

My trapped erection spasms fiercely against the confines; scalding semen surges in heavy bursts, filling every bit of the plastic cage until it’s forced to spill back out.

The sharp, musky scent of my own trapped need fills the air, a smell that now belongs to her, not me. I inhale it like a prayer.

It overflows at once, soft silk underwear soaking it up like guilty absorbent cloth, then seeps down my inner legs in languid trails that chill on shuddering skin and burn like searing brands claiming me as hers. I taste metal where I’ve torn through my own lip, struggling to muffle a louder cry.

But beneath every physical spasm there is something else unfurling: an invisible hand opening inside my chest and turning everything I thought I knew about myself inside-out like a cheap glove.

The moment stretches wide enough for realization: I am not coming against this; I am coming because of it.

Because she took what she wanted without asking and made me grateful for it afterward.

Every rope of cum feels less like release, and more like a white flag of surrender, raised above conquered territory. Every pulse screams, I yield.

My balls tighten again, not from need, but from recognition: that this climax is better than any I ever chased on top of someone else. This one isn’t about taking pleasure, it’s about being given permission to feel it at all.

A fractured noise escapes me as it dawns on me: I’ve never experienced such intense pleasure as when I stopped pretending I was still a man with any other options.

Melissa doesn’t pause; if anything she leans harder into me so each slow drag across my prostate feels like she’s wringing truth from marrow instead of semen from flesh.

“That’s right,” she murmurs right against my ear, the clinical calm gone velvet-thick with satisfaction, “come in your pretty panties like the sissy you are.”

Each push draws out another powerless burst; every burst strips away another fragment of the man I once was, tearing through shattered ego until all that remains is this. A trembling frame clinging to fleeting vigor, a mind shrunk to a single, looping plea —

her, please, more.

The spasms grow savage now, too jagged after all this, but she rides each out with deliberate slowness, so every ripple becomes both scourge and sacrament, until tears smear the world into watercolor blurs across the mahogany desk beneath me.

I sob openly, not from pain but from relief at finally understanding: being taken apart piece by piece isn’t destruction; it’s reconstruction under new ownership.

My vision whites out... Am I watching this or feeling this?

Whose face is that on the screen?

Whose cum is soaking my panties?

It’s not Chad’s. It’s Candi’s. It’s hers. It was always hers.

When she finally goes still inside me, the strap-on buried so deep I can almost taste silicone at the back of my throat, I stay flattened against the desk, certain that whatever emerges from this wreckage will only answer to Candi.

At last, she withdraws.

The strap-on slides free with a wet pop, leaving me gaping, hollow, and raw. Cool air floods in, a stark contrast to the heat of my tender, abused hole, and I collapse fully onto the desk, legs trembling, my body a limp heap of sweat, cum, and shame.

She grabs the phone from my hand, shoving it closer to my face, forcing me to watch the replay on the screen — my dazed expression, eyes glassy and wrecked, lipstick smeared beyond recognition, cheeks flushed with exertion.

Owned — that’s the word that echoes in my skull, staring at the video of my own destruction.

“Again,” she commands, though her voice remains infuriatingly steady, a metronome clicking against the ragged symphony of my breathing.

I feel the blunt, unyielding tip of the strap-on nudge against my already stretched, burning entrance, a fresh violation that’s both a threat and a terrible promise of belonging.

Cool air from the AC vents ghosts over my sweat-slicked skin, making me shiver violently against the unyielding mahogany. Her stiletto presses into the small of my back, pinning me down as she leans close, her lab coat brushing my shoulder blades.

“Eyes on the lens, Candi,” she corrects, clinical precision lacing every syllable. “And articulate it clearly this time. ‘I’m nothing without Mistress.’ Let’s reinforce those neural pathways properly.”

I try to lift my head, but my neck muscles tremble like frayed wires. Tears pool in the corners of my eyes, blurring the harsh glare of the phone screen where my own smeared reflection stares back, a stranger with swollen lips and hollowed cheeks.

“I’m nothing...” My voice cracks, a broken whisper lost beneath the thunder of my pulse.

And yet, even as the words taste like ash, my cock twitches helplessly against the desk, betraying me completely.

Dr. Torres chuckles softly, a sound like ice cubes settling in a glass. She traces a perfectly manicured finger down my back, her touch feather-light yet electrifying. “Intriguing,” she whispers, more to her own observation than mine. “Your brain is signaling alarm, yet your body betrays you with involuntary arousal. Classic cognitive dissonance.”

“This, ” she pushes in slowly, deliberately, stretching me wider until I sob aloud, "isn’t just penetration, Chad. It’s behavioral empathy training."

She continues, her tone never wavering. “You spent years reducing others to objects. Now you’re learning what it feels like to be seen, truly seen, in your vulnerability. Consent isn’t passive, darling. It’s this.”

The strap-on glides deeper, thick and relentless, and I feel the familiar, humiliating pressure coil in my gut.

“Say it,” she demands. “Own it.”

Her hips grind into my ass as I choke out the words, my forehead pressed to the cool wood.

“I’m... nothing... without Mistress.”

The admission rips through me, raw and shaming, yet as she bottoms out, a dark, forbidden thrill ignites in my marrow.

Nothing without her?

The phrase echoes, not as an end, but as a key turning in a lock I didn’t know existed, pulling me deeper under.

What’s next?

Will she make me beg for it, film it, send it out into the world?

My mind races, fear and need twisting together, leaving me dangling on the edge, desperate for whatever twisted mercy she offers next.
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Chapter 5


I lie there on the cold office floor, crumpled like a discarded toy, my ass still throbbing from the strap-on’s brutal exit. The mini skirt bunches around my waist, exposing everything, while the torn tube top hangs off one shoulder, the padded bra cups digging into my chest like a mocking reminder.

Cum stains bloom across the pink boyshorts wedged between my thighs, the fabric sticky and cold against my skin. The chastity cage weighs heavy on my softening cock, a constant ache that won’t let me forget.

Her stiletto clicks closer, the sound sharp in the quiet room. Then her fingers grip my chin, forcing my head up. Her eyes bore into mine, dark and unyielding, smelling of that clinical perfume she always wears—sharp, like antiseptic mixed with something sweeter, more dangerous.

Her fingers trace the curve of my neck, cool and deliberate, as she pulls a sleek collar from her lab coat pocket. “Time to make this official,” she murmurs, her voice a blend of clinical precision and that wicked edge that always sets my pulse racing.

I freeze on the floor, my breath catching as she loops the band around my throat, the material snug but not choking—just enough to remind me of my place. The buckle clicks into place with a finality that echoes in my ears, marking me like some owned thing.

“There,” she says, stepping back to admire her work, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “No more pretending. This stays on until I say otherwise.”

I remain frozen, the collars band tight around my throat, a stark symbol of surrender that sinks in deep—branding me as hers, stripping away every shred of my former dominance.

She pulls away, her posture easing into that familiar, unruffled poise.

“Clean yourself up,” she orders, shoving a damp cloth into my trembling hand. The fabric feels rough, almost abrasive, against my palm, still slick from whatever sink she grabbed it from.

I stare at the cloth for a second, my mind reeling, breaths coming in shallow gasps that taste like salt and shame. Fuck, how did I end up here? Me, Chad Williams, reduced to this leaking mess on the floor.

But the thought fizzles as her presence looms, her arms crossing over that crisp lab coat, waiting. I shift, wincing as my raw hole clenches against nothing.

I drag the cloth up my inner thigh. The cum smears away in cool, sticky streaks, but the boyshorts stay on, just like she said—sopping wet, clinging to my skin like a second layer of humiliation.

Each wipe sends a shiver through me, the fabric brushing my caged cock, teasing the bars that keep me locked up tight. “Leave them on,” she reminds me, her voice a low growl that makes my stomach flip.

I nod, my fingers fumbling, the cloth dropping to the floor as I try to pull myself together. My thighs stick together from the mess, a warm, wet reminder of how I just exploded like some desperate slut.

Now it’s all over me, marking me. Pathetic. That’s what she called me. I glance up at her, her lips curved in that cruel smile, and feel a fresh wave of heat in my gut.

Why does her dominance hit like this, making my body betray me even now? She tosses my old clothes at me—the Sigma Alpha Chi hoodie, tank top, and jeans, and they land in a heap on the floor.

The rough cotton scrapes my arm as I grab them. “Now get dressed,” she sneers, circling me like a predator sizing up its kill. I struggle into the tank top first, the fabric stretching over the padded bra.

The silicone cups push against the material in a way that feels all wrong—too tight, too feminine beneath the frat bro exterior. It scratches at my skin, a constant itch that I can’t scratch.

I grab the hoodie and yank it over my head, the fabric sliding down to shroud the faint curve of the bra beneath. It barely masks the protrusion, offering just enough cover to hide the collar she fastened around my neck.

I bite my lip to stifle a whimper. The jeans come next, and I shove my legs into them, the denim zipper biting into the cage as I yank them up.

The metal presses hard against my cock, a sharp reminder of my entrapment. The wet boyshorts cling obscenely underneath, their silk soaked through and bunching against my ass.

Every movement makes them shift, the fabric rubbing against my still-sensitive hole, sending jolts up my spine. This is insane. I’m wearing my old gear, but it doesn’t fit anymore—not with this shit underneath.

I adjust the waistband, but it’s no use; the jeans sag awkwardly where the cage bulges, a secret bulge that feels like a brand. She steps closer, her stiletto pressing into my bare foot, the heel digging in just enough to make me gasp.

“Look at you,” she says, her voice dripping with mockery as she circles me again. Her fingers trace the edge of my hoodie, brushing the silver collar hidden beneath.

“Dressed like the frat star you were... but underneath? Still my sopping-wet sissy. Pathetic.” The word lands like a slap, and I feel my face flush, heat crawling up my neck.

My cock twitches in its cage, straining against the bars, and I hate how her degradation twists into something almost... arousing. What the fuck is wrong with me?

She taps her phone, the screen lighting up with that video—me, screaming, begging, coming apart—and my stomach drops. “This collar stays,” she says, her nail tracing the metal around my neck, cool against my heated skin.

“You’ll report every Monday at 8 PM. Fail me?” She holds up the phone, her eyes gleaming. “ESPN gets the video of you screaming as I fucked your ass.”

Succeed? Her finger drifts down, pressing against the cage through my jeans, the pressure making me shudder. “Maybe I’ll let you touch yourself. Maybe.”

The threat hangs in the air, thick and suffocating, mixing with the scent of her perfume and the stale sweat on my skin. My mind races, images flashing—me on my knees again, her strap-on, the way my body lit up when she owned me.

Is this what freedom feels like? This twisted need? I swallow hard, nodding, because what else can I do? The collar bites into my neck as I move, a constant reminder.

I feel a dark thrill coil in my gut. Monday. Just get to Monday. She ushers me to the door, her hand on my back, pushing me forward.

I pause at the knob, my fingers wrapping around the cool metal, and turn back. “Mistress...?” My voice cracks, barely above a whisper, raw from all the screaming.

“Why do I... want this?” The words spill out before I can stop them, my heart pounding in my ears, the taste of vulnerability bitter on my tongue.

She smiles, that cold, clinical grin that makes my knees weak. “Your brain’s rewiring, Candi. Toxic masculinity was just compensation. Now you’re free.”

Her hand shoves me into the hallway, the door clicking shut behind me, leaving me alone in the fluorescent-lit corridor. The campus air hits me like a slap—thick with the smell of cheap cologne and spilled beer, a familiar stench that used to make me feel invincible.

I stumble forward, my jeans chafing with every step, the boyshorts sticking to my thighs like a dirty secret. My reflection catches in the dark office window as I pass, and I stop, staring at myself.

The hoodie barely conceals the padded curves, masking the collar and the rest, while the frat tank top pulls taut across them, jeans drooping where the cage strains, my cheeks still flushed with rouge beneath the stubble. Alien. That’s the term repeating in my mind.

This body, this outfit—it’s not me, or is it? My ass hums with exhaustion, a dull throb that reminds me of every thrust, but beneath it all, there’s this filthy, insistent throb where the cage bites.

It’s not pain anymore; it’s... hunger. Memories flood in—me shoving pledges like Jake against walls, sneering, “Lick my boots, princess!”

His tear-streaked face, the way he sobbed “Yes, Chad!”—it used to get me off on power. But now? My cock twitches in its prison, aching, and I realize it’s not the domination that excites me.

It’s the surrender. The way my body lit up when Melissa took control, when I broke and begged. Why? Because I finally get it. The power wasn’t in breaking them—it was in being broken.

I keep walking, the collar rubbing against my neck with each step, a hidden chain that makes my pulse quicken. Then I see him: Jake, rounding the corner, his nervous smile flashing under the harsh lights.

My feet freeze, my heart slamming against my ribs. He’s the one I humiliated, forced to lick piss off the frat stairs, and now here he is, walking toward me like nothing happened.

His eyes flick over me—my disheveled state, the rouged cheeks, the trembling lips—and I flush, not with shame, but with this hot, wet pulse in my groin. Fuck, no—no, not now.

But my body doesn’t listen. The cage tightens as he passes close, murmuring “Hey, Chad,” his voice casual, oblivious.

The scent of his cologne washes over me—musky, like beer and sweat—and it hits me like a drug. My hand drifts to my crotch without thinking, fingers brushing the bulge. A jolt hits me—not pain, but that filthy pulse where the cage bites.

My scalp tingles like ice water poured down my spine. Vision blurs at the edges. For three heartbeats, I’m floating—no Chad, no Candi, just pure sensation.

Then it crashes: This is freedom. The collar tightens as I smile. Jake disappears down the hall...

Memories of him on his knees mix with visions of me in his place, lips parted, begging. My cock strains, leaking a little, the silk boyshorts absorbing it, turning the fabric even stickier.

Why does this turn me on? The thought of being the one submitting, of Jake seeing me like this—it’s a fire in my veins, burning away the old Chad.

I want to drop to my knees right here, feel his hand in my hair, hear him call me something degrading. Princess. Slut. Candi. The name feels like home, wrapping around me like the collar.

I smile despite myself, touching the metal hidden under my tank top. As Jake disappears down the hall, I lean against the wall, breathing hard, the campus noise fading to a distant hum.

Monday can’t come soon enough. What will she do next? Make me serve her in front of others? Force me to confess more?

The anticipation coils tight, a promise of more surrender, more ecstasy. I push off the wall and keep walking, the wet fabric between my legs a constant tease, my mind already racing toward that office door.

I’m not Chad anymore. I’m hers. And God, I need it.
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One text.
One command.
And suddenly,
he couldn’t stop obeying.

Finn thinks he’s god’s gift to women. But when he meets Abbey, he doesn’t just get shut down — he gets a new set of rules.

It starts with a simple command, and ends with him on his knees, begging to be her pretty little sissy. This is the story of his transformation.

Read Just One More Thing for free by signing up to my mailing list! No spam, just new release alerts and more exclusive free content.


[image: ]
Available Now!


Secretly Sissified: Forced Into Femininity

Click to read now in Kindle Unlimited!
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“Do you know how beautiful you look right now?” she whispers. “Soft, open, surrendering. Let yourself take it in. That’s your only job.”

Her words wash over me, equal parts comfort and humiliation. Something in my chest aches for more, and something else wants to curl up and hide. I focus on the towel’s lush texture against my thighs, on the oil tracing warm, delicate zigzags across my ribcage, on the knowledge that Zoe is watching me become… what, exactly?

Not a man, not a woman.

Something undefined, malleable, alive beneath her touch.

A helpless heat pools between my hips, pressed flat by the bed and denied any release. My heartbeat falters, confusion clawing at me. I crave escape, want to wriggle away and demand this end — but the greater urge is to sink further into the plush comfort beneath me, surrendering the constant effort of appearing strong.

Zoe’s hands settle on my waist, then sweep upward, shaping my torso with clinical precision, coaxing curves where none really exist. She never touches between my legs; her calculated distance only heightens my ache. I’m left uncertain — is her restraint an act of care, or a subtle provocation?

“Let it happen,” she urges, squeezing at the imagined edges of a softer form, her voice cool honey. “Let your body teach you what it needs.”

I press my face out of sight, mortified at the wetness slicking my lips, the high-pitched breath shuddering out of me with every touch. My body aches, confused and grateful, unraveling under pleasure I never permitted myself to know.

She opens a new bottle of oil — this time carrying a powdery rose scent that wafts straight to my head. Her hands drift along my calves, then glide higher, slipping beneath the towel barely covering my upper thighs and lower back.

Her palms linger at the base of my buttocks, warm and deliberate, before she slowly spreads them wide, cupping each cheek fully, pressing and kneading.

The shock of it hits me all at once: Zoe’s fingers kneading, pressing, and then spreading me apart with a tenderness that feels at once obscene and devotional.

There’s nothing accidental about the way her thumbs stray, inching dangerously close to that small, forbidden place between my cheeks.

Every muscle in my body goes rigid, breath catching, heart hammering in my chest as a pulse of embarrassment and something far sharper courses through me.

I could say yellow. I know that.

We agreed — yellow to slow, red to stop.

I hold the words on my tongue like a lifeline, a clean exit folding open in my head.

But I don’t reach for it.

I don’t want to.

God, it feels too good.
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Thank You for Reading!

Did you fall in love with Miles' sweet and gentle feminine nature?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!

About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)
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