
        
            
                
            
        

    


The College Bet: A Taboo Femdom Foot Domination & SPH Humiliation Fantasy




Stocking Worship, Forced Crossdressing & Psychological Submission




Introduction










Damon Carter had always been

 

on top of the world


 
.










He was the kind of guy who

 

owned every room he walked into


 
.

 

Cocky. Untouchable. Feared. Desired.


 
A born

 

winner


 
.










His life was

 

perfect


 
—until the night he made a

 

stupid bet


 
with the

 

wrong girl


 
.











Sophia West.











Class president. Perfectionist. A woman who

 

didn’t take orders—she gave them.











The one girl on campus who had

 

never fallen for his charm.











The one girl who had always

 

stood above him, not beneath him.











And when he

 

lost that bet


 
, she didn’t want his money.










She wanted

 

him.











And she was about to

 

ruin him forever.












"You lost, Damon. That means you belong to me now."











What started as

 

a humiliating game


 
—a forced kiss on her feet in front of their peers—

 

spiraled into something darker.











Something

 

he couldn’t escape.











She made him

 

kneel at her feet after every class


 
, massaging her soles, kissing her heels,

 

sniffing her socks after gym.











She made him

 

wear her stockings under his jeans


 
, just so he would never forget

 

who owned him.











She sold him her

 

used panties


 
, forcing him to

 

beg for them like a desperate addict.











And the worst part?










The more she

 

pushed him


 
, the more she

 

controlled him


 
—the more he realized he

 

loved it.











But was this

 

just a game for her?











Or had Sophia

 

always craved his surrender?











Either way—Damon Carter wasn’t a

 

bad boy anymore.


 
He was

 

hers.


 
And he

 

was never getting out.










Chapter 1: The Bet That Ruined Him










Damon had always been the

 

king of campus


 
.










He was the type of guy who

 

walked into a room and owned it


 
, who got

 

whatever he wanted


 
, who could talk his way out of

 

anything


 
. Girls

 

threw themselves at him


 
, guys either

 

wanted to be him or hated him


 
. His life was

 

perfect


 
—until he made a

 

stupid bet


 
with the one person he should have never underestimated.











Sophia.











Sophia, the

 

ruthless, cold, untouchable class president


 
.










Sophia, the one girl who had

 

never fallen for his charm, never blushed under his gaze, never given him the time of day


 
.










Sophia, who now

 

owned him completely.
















The Night of the Bet











It had started as

 

just another party


 
, another reckless night where Damon let his

 

ego get the best of him


 
.










They had been playing a

 

drinking game


 
, surrounded by classmates, the room thick with

 

alcohol and tension


 
. Sophia had been sitting across from him, legs crossed, watching him with that

 

infuriatingly calm smirk


 
.










And then—he had gotten

 

cocky


 
.











"Let’s raise the stakes,"


 
he had said, flashing his usual grin.

 

"Let’s make this interesting."











Sophia tilted her head, her fingers

 

trailing lazily along the rim of her glass


 
.

 

"Oh? And what exactly do you have in mind?"











Damon smirked.

 

"If I win, you have to go on a date with me."











A few people

 

laughed


 
, already sensing how

 

stupid this was.











But Sophia just raised a brow, completely

 

unphased.


 

"And if I win?"











Damon hadn’t even

 

thought about it.


 
He hadn’t needed to. He was

 

Damon fucking Carter.


 
He didn’t

 

lose.












"Name your price,"


 
he had said carelessly.










And so she had.











"If I win,"


 
Sophia said, swirling her drink,

 

"you do whatever I say. No questions. No arguments. You’re mine."











The room had

 

gone silent.











And then—Damon had laughed.










He should have known.

 

He should have fucking known.











Because fifteen minutes later, Sophia was standing over him, arms crossed, smirking down at where he sat—

 

defeated, humiliated, utterly fucked.












"You lost, Damon,"


 
she purred.

 

"Now get on your knees."
















The First Punishment











Damon

 

refused


 
.










Of course, he refused.










He wasn’t some

 

weak little plaything


 
, he wasn’t about to

 

kneel in front of her


 
like some kind of

 

servant


 
.










But Sophia had

 

anticipated that.











She leaned down, her voice

 

low, calm, dangerous.












"I recorded everything,"


 
she whispered.

 

"Every cocky word. Every single moment where you agreed to my terms. If you refuse? I send it to the entire campus."











Damon’s

 

stomach dropped.












"You wouldn’t."











Her smirk deepened.

 

"Oh, baby, I would."











The room

 

watched


 
as the

 

unthinkable happened.











Damon Carter, the

 

arrogant, untouchable bad boy


 
, slowly lowered himself to his

 

knees


 
in front of Sophia, his face

 

burning with humiliation


 
.










Sophia sighed, stretching her legs out in front of her, crossing them lazily at the ankles.











"Good boy,"


 
she murmured.










Damon’s fists clenched.

 

"What now?"


 
he growled.










Sophia smirked.

 

"Now, you start proving your worth."











She

 

slipped off her heels


 
, wiggling her toes slightly in her

 

sheer black stockings


 
, her expression unreadable.










And then—she

 

pressed her foot against his chest, pushing him back slightly.












"Kiss them."











The room

 

erupted into whispers


 
, people

 

gasping, laughing, watching in shock.











Damon’s

 

breath hitched


 
.

 

"You can’t be serious."











Sophia tilted her head, watching him like he was

 

something pathetic, something beneath her.












"Do it."











Damon’s face

 

burned hotter than ever


 
as he slowly,

 

hesitantly


 
, leaned forward.










His lips brushed against the

 

warm nylon


 
, and the second they did, Sophia let out a

 

mocking little hum.












"Mmm. That’s more like it."











Damon wanted to

 

fucking die.











But the worst part?










The second he pulled away, his

 

body ached for more.










Chapter 2: Breaking the Bad Boy










Damon had never felt

 

so humiliated in his life


 
.










The whispers, the gasps, the way

 

everyone in the room had stared at him


 
as he kissed

 

Sophia’s stocking-clad foot


 
—it was all burned into his memory.










This wasn’t just

 

a loss


 
.










This was

 

a complete, public destruction


 
of everything he had built for himself.










And the worst part?










Sophia was

 

just getting started.
















The Next Morning – A New Reality











Damon had barely made it through the night.










The moment he had

 

escaped that party


 
, he had

 

ignored every message, avoided every call


 
, hoping that somehow, by morning, it would all

 

just go away.











But when he stepped onto campus, every single

 

pair of eyes


 
he passed seemed to

 

linger on him a little too long


 
.










Every

 

giggle, every whisper, every smirk


 
made his

 

stomach churn


 
.










And then—his phone buzzed.










A message.











Sophia:


 

Come to my dorm. Now.











Damon’s

 

throat tightened.











He could have

 

ignored her


 
.










Could have

 

blocked her number, walked away, pretended none of this ever happened


 
.










But then—another text.










A

 

video file


 
.










His

 

stomach dropped


 
as he clicked it open.










And there it was—

 

a perfectly clear recording of him, kneeling in front of Sophia, lips pressed against her stockinged foot, the entire room watching.











Damon

 

felt sick.












Sophia:


 

If you're not here in ten minutes, I send it to everyone.











His hands

 

shook


 
as he typed a reply.











Damon:


 

I'm coming.
















Sophia’s Dorm – A New Rule











By the time he reached Sophia’s dorm, his

 

body was trembling with frustration and shame


 
.










She opened the door before he could even

 

knock


 
, standing there in an

 

oversized sweater and sheer black stockings


 
, her arms crossed, a

 

smug smirk


 
playing on her lips.











"You learn fast,"


 
she mused, stepping aside to let him in.










Damon

 

gritted his teeth


 
, stepping inside, his

 

body tense, muscles locked.












"What the fuck do you want from me?"


 
he snapped.










Sophia let out a

 

mocking laugh


 
, closing the door behind him.











"Oh, baby,"


 
she sighed, turning to face him.

 

"I already told you. I want you to prove your worth."











She moved to her desk, sitting down and

 

crossing her legs slowly


 
, letting the

 

silky fabric of her stockings catch the light


 
.










Damon

 

tried not to look.











But she

 

noticed.












"Take off your shoes,"


 
she said casually.










Damon frowned.

 

"What?"











Her smirk deepened.

 

"Your shoes. Take them off."











His

 

stomach twisted


 
, but he obeyed, slipping them off and standing there awkwardly, waiting.










Sophia stood, stepping closer, her

 

stocking-clad foot brushing against his ankle.












"Now your socks."











Damon clenched his jaw.

 

"Why?"











Sophia tilted her head, looking at him like he was

 

stupid


 
.

 

"Because you’re going to wear mine."











His

 

stomach flipped.


 

"No fucking way—"











Sophia sighed dramatically, picking up her phone and

 

hovering her thumb over the send button.












"Should I start the group chat with the entire football team? Or just the student body president? What do you think?"











Damon’s

 

breath hitched


 
.











She was serious.












She was really going to do this.











His

 

entire body burned


 
as he slowly

 

peeled off his socks


 
, dropping them to the floor.










Sophia

 

beamed


 
, stepping back toward her bed, where a

 

crumpled pair of freshly worn black stockings


 
lay.











"Put them on,"


 
she said simply.










Damon stared at the

 

delicate fabric


 
, his heart

 

slamming against his ribs.












"You're out of your mind."











Sophia raised a brow.

 

"And yet, here you are, still standing in my room, still obeying me."











She bent down, picking up the

 

soft, sheer stockings


 
, holding them out.











"Go on, baby. You lost the bet. Time to dress like the loser you are."











Damon's

 

hands trembled


 
as he reached for the fabric, his

 

entire body screaming at him to stop


 
.










But he didn't.










He took them.










And as he slid the

 

silky stockings up his legs


 
, feeling the

 

tight, feminine fabric cling to him


 
, he knew.










He was

 

completely trapped.











And

 

Sophia was never going to let him go.










Chapter 3: Stocking Submission










Damon sat

 

stiffly on Sophia’s bed


 
, his fists

 

clenched at his sides


 
, his

 

face burning


 
with pure humiliation.










The

 

silky black stockings


 
clung

 

tight against his legs


 
, the fabric

 

soft, smooth, and alien against his skin


 
.










He had never felt

 

so weak, so controlled, so… owned.











And

 

Sophia knew it.











She sat across from him in her desk chair, legs

 

casually crossed


 
, the

 

smug smirk on her lips only deepening


 
as she watched him squirm.











"How do they feel?"


 
she asked, tilting her head.










Damon’s

 

jaw tightened


 
.

 

"Like shit."











Sophia let out a

 

mocking laugh


 
, standing up, stepping toward him with

 

slow, deliberate confidence


 
.











"That’s funny,"


 
she murmured, dragging a

 

perfectly manicured finger


 
along his thigh, just where the

 

stocking ended against his skin.











Damon

 

flinched, his breath hitching.












"Because to me, they look like they belong on you."











His

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.










Sophia bent down slightly, running her fingers along the

 

thin fabric


 
, watching his

 

entire body tense beneath her touch


 
.











"I think you’re starting to like it,"


 
she whispered.










Damon’s

 

face burned hotter


 
.

 

"Fuck off."











Sophia grinned.

 

"Oh, baby. You don’t get to say that anymore."











She suddenly

 

pushed him backward


 
, making him

 

fall onto his elbows


 
, his

 

legs slightly spread


 
, his

 

stocking-clad thighs fully exposed to her.











Damon’s

 

breath came out ragged


 
, his entire body

 

burning with a mix of humiliation and something he refused to name.












"This is only the beginning,"


 
Sophia mused, her fingers

 

lightly trailing over his leg, sending shivers up his spine.











She grabbed her

 

phone from the desk


 
, holding it up.











"Smile, baby. I think we need a picture."











Damon

 

jerked upright instantly


 
, eyes wide.

 

"No. No fucking way."











Sophia rolled her eyes, shaking her head.

 

"You keep saying that, yet here you are. Sitting in my room. Wearing my stockings. Obeying my every command."











Her

 

smirk widened


 
.

 

"Face it, Damon. I own you now."











His

 

stomach twisted painfully, shame curling through him like fire.











And then—

 

her next words shattered him completely.












"Maybe it’s time we take this a little further."











Sophia walked to her dresser, opening the

 

top drawer


 
, pulling out a

 

delicate, lacy pair of black panties.











She held them up, inspecting them, before turning to him with a

 

mocking smile.












"Strip, baby. It’s time you start dressing properly."










Chapter 4: His First Pair of Panties










Damon’s

 

stomach dropped


 
as he stared at the delicate, lacy black panties dangling from Sophia’s fingers.










His entire

 

body burned with humiliation


 
.










The

 

silky stockings


 
already clung to his legs, a

 

constant reminder


 
of his growing

 

submission


 
—but

 

this?











This was

 

a step beyond humiliation.











This was

 

full control.











Sophia tilted her head, watching him

 

freeze


 
, the cruel amusement in her eyes

 

never fading


 
.











"What's the matter, baby?"


 
she purred, stepping closer.

 

"You didn't hesitate when I made you put on my stockings."











Damon's

 

fists clenched at his sides


 
, his throat

 

tight


 
, his mind

 

screaming at him to fight back


 
.










But then—

 

Sophia lifted her phone.











A

 

soft chime


 
sounded, and his

 

blood ran cold


 
.











A picture.











Of him.











Sitting on her bed. In her stockings. Looking weak. Defeated. Owned.











She smirked, tapping the screen.

 

"One button, Damon. And this goes out to everyone."











His

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.











"You wouldn’t."











Sophia arched a brow.

 

"Wouldn’t I?"











Damon’s breath

 

hitched


 
.










He

 

knew


 
the answer.










He had

 

no choice


 
.











"Now be a good boy,"


 
she cooed,

 

"and take off your pants."
















Stripped of His Last Dignity











Damon’s

 

fingers trembled


 
as he reached for his

 

belt


 
, his breath coming in

 

shaky gasps


 
.










His mind screamed

 

not to do this


 
—but his

 

body obeyed.











He unfastened his jeans, slowly

 

sliding them down


 
, the

 

cool air against his thighs making his humiliation even more unbearable


 
.










Sophia let out a

 

mocking hum


 
, stepping back slightly to

 

admire the view


 
.











"God, you actually look kind of cute like this,"


 
she mused, watching as he hesitated in just his

 

boxers and stockings


 
.










Damon clenched his

 

jaw


 
, his fists tightening as he looked

 

anywhere but at her.












"Boxers too, baby."











His

 

body stiffened.


 

"Sophia—"











She sighed, holding up her phone.

 

"Do I need to send the picture now?"











Damon

 

winced


 
, his entire body

 

burning with shame


 
.










Slowly, painfully, he hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his boxers,

 

pulling them down


 
.










His

 

cock twitched humiliatingly


 
, barely half-hard, but still

 

small, useless, weak compared to her presence.











Sophia giggled.

 

"Oh, Damon. I expected more from you."











He let out a

 

weak, strangled noise


 
, his humiliation

 

turning into something deeper, something hotter


 
, something he refused to name.










Sophia reached out, trailing a

 

single finger along his thigh


 
, watching as his

 

tiny cock twitched pathetically


 
.











"You know,"


 
she mused,

 

"I'm starting to think you were made for this."











Damon

 

flushed deeper


 
, his body

 

shaking


 
as she

 

pressed the lace panties into his hand.












"Put them on, baby."











His fingers curled around the

 

delicate fabric


 
, his throat

 

tight, dry, completely trapped.











There was

 

no way out.











Slowly—

 

his breath shaky, his mind foggy, his shame overwhelming


 
—he slid his

 

legs into the soft lace, pulling them up over his hips.











The material was

 

cool, silky, snug


 
, pressing against him in a way that felt

 

too intimate, too exposing, too humiliatingly right.











Sophia let out a

 

low, satisfied hum.












"Perfect."











Damon

 

felt sick.












And yet—he was getting hard.











Sophia

 

noticed instantly.











Her smirk turned

 

dangerous.


 

"Oh my God."











She reached out,

 

trailing a finger over the front of the lace


 
, feeling the

 

weak little twitch beneath the fabric.












"Are you actually getting turned on right now?"











Damon let out a

 

soft, broken whimper


 
, his

 

body betraying him completely.











Sophia's

 

grin widened.












"A bad boy? No, baby. You're nothing but my little panty slut now."










Chapter 5: Public Humiliation










Damon sat

 

completely still


 
, his

 

stocking-clad legs trembling


 
, the

 

soft lace of the panties clinging to his hips


 
, exposing him in a way he had never

 

felt before.











Sophia

 

watched him


 
, her smirk growing

 

wider, crueler


 
, her fingers still

 

lingering over the front of his panties


 
, where his

 

tiny cock had betrayed him completely.












"You’re pathetic,"


 
she whispered, tilting her head.

 

"A bad boy? No, baby. You’re just my little panty slut."











Damon’s

 

stomach churned


 
at her words, shame

 

burning deep in his gut


 
.










And yet—his

 

cock twitched again


 
.










Sophia

 

giggled mockingly


 
, pulling away and stepping back.











"You know what?"


 
she mused, tapping a finger against her lip.

 

"I think we should show everyone how cute you look."











Damon’s

 

breath hitched.












"Wait—no. No, no, no—"











Sophia’s

 

eyes gleamed with pure wickedness.












"Oh yes, baby."











She grabbed his

 

jeans from the floor


 
, tossing them back at him.











"Put these back on."











Damon’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











His

 

legs were still covered in her silky black stockings


 
. The

 

lace panties hugged his hips


 
, pressing

 

softly against his shamefully twitching cock.











If he put his

 

jeans on over them


 
—

 

anyone could see.











Sophia raised her phone,

 

tapping her screen


 
.











"Unless you’d rather I send out that picture instead?"











Damon’s

 

hands shook


 
as he grabbed his jeans,

 

slipping into them as quickly as he could


 
, his

 

breath coming in ragged gasps.











Sophia giggled.

 

"Good boy. Now, let’s go for a little walk."
















Walking the Campus in Lingerie











Damon could

 

barely focus


 
as Sophia led him outside.










The

 

tight stockings clung to his legs


 
, the

 

silky fabric brushing against his skin with every step


 
, making his

 

entire body hyper-aware of what he was wearing.











The

 

lace panties were worse.











They were

 

snug, exposing


 
, making him feel

 

small, weak, powerless


 
beneath the

 

press of the fabric.











And the worst part?











He was hard.











He could feel the

 

soft pressure against his tiny cock


 
, making it

 

even more humiliating, even more impossible to ignore.












And they were in public.











Sophia walked beside him, completely

 

at ease


 
, her eyes

 

flicking to him every few steps


 
, watching him

 

squirm.












"You’re walking funny, baby,"


 
she teased.










Damon’s

 

face burned.












"Shut the fuck up."











Sophia

 

arched a brow


 
, grabbing his wrist, pulling him to a stop.










They were

 

right in the middle of campus


 
—students passing by, laughing, chatting—

 

completely unaware


 
of what was happening.










Sophia leaned in, her breath

 

warm against his ear.












"Say that again."











Damon’s

 

heart pounded.











Sophia

 

dragged her nails lightly over his thigh


 
, just above the

 

lace trim of the stockings hidden beneath his jeans.











His

 

entire body locked up.












"I—"











Sophia smirked.

 

"That’s what I thought."











She stepped back, tilting her head.

 

"I think you need a little reminder of who’s in charge."











Damon barely had time to react before she

 

grabbed his waistband—












And yanked his jeans down an inch.












Exposing the lace.











Damon’s

 

stomach dropped.











A group of girls walked by, glancing toward them, their

 

eyes flicking down just slightly before they kept walking.











Damon’s

 

entire body burned with humiliation.











Sophia

 

giggled.


 

"Aww, did they see, baby?"











Damon’s hands

 

shook


 
as he yanked his jeans back up, his breath coming in

 

shaky gasps.











Sophia smirked.

 

"If you keep acting up, I’ll take them down all the way."











Damon

 

whimpered


 
, his body

 

trembling with shame and something deeper—something hotter—something he couldn’t control.











Sophia giggled, grabbing his

 

chin, forcing him to look at her.












"Say it."











Damon’s breath

 

hitched.


 

"Say what?"











Sophia’s

 

eyes darkened.












"Say you belong to me."











His

 

stomach twisted.












"I—"











She

 

grabbed his waistband again.











Damon

 

broke.












"I belong to you."











Sophia

 

grinned.












"Good boy."











Damon let out a

 

shaky breath


 
, his body

 

wrecked, broken, humiliated beyond repair.











And as they walked across campus, his

 

stockings hidden beneath his jeans, his lace panties clinging to him, his body aching for something he refused to name—











He realized one thing.










He wasn’t going to

 

escape this.











Ever.









Chapter 6: Public Teasing & Submission










Damon walked beside

 

Sophia


 
, his body

 

tense


 
, his

 

humiliation unbearable


 
.










The

 

silky stockings clung to his legs


 
, the

 

lace panties hugged his hips


 
, and every step was a

 

reminder that he wasn’t in control anymore.












Sophia owned him.











And she was about to make sure

 

everyone else knew it too.
















Sophia’s Next Command











Sophia

 

led him toward the student café


 
, her

 

pace confident, casual


 
, like she wasn’t dragging the once

 

untouchable Damon Carter deeper and deeper into his own humiliation.











Damon kept his head

 

down


 
,

 

hyper-aware


 
of the way the

 

soft fabric beneath his jeans brushed against his skin


 
, making his

 

entire body burn with shame


 
.










Sophia suddenly

 

grabbed his wrist


 
, stopping him right in front of the café doors.











"Kneel."











Damon’s

 

stomach twisted violently.


 

"What?"











Sophia smirked, leaning in.

 

"I want a foot massage. Right here. Right now."











Damon’s

 

heart pounded.


 
They were in the

 

middle of campus


 
. There were

 

students everywhere.












"I—I can’t—"











Sophia’s

 

fingers curled around his waistband


 
, and he

 

froze.











She tilted her head, her voice

 

sweet, amused, dangerous.












"Say that again, baby."











Damon’s throat

 

closed up


 
.










Sophia smirked.

 

"That’s what I thought."











She took a seat on a nearby bench, crossing her legs, slowly slipping off her

 

black heels


 
, exposing her

 

nylon-clad feet.












"Kneel."











Damon’s entire

 

body trembled


 
as he slowly sank to his knees.










He felt

 

sick.


 
Humiliated.










And yet—

 

his cock twitched against the lace.
















His First Public Worship











Sophia stretched her

 

stocking-clad foot out


 
, tapping it against his

 

chest


 
, watching him

 

squirm beneath her touch.












"Start with my soles,"


 
she said casually.










Damon hesitated.










But when she

 

raised her phone


 
, he knew.











He had no choice.











His hands

 

shook


 
as he gently took her foot, his fingers massaging over the

 

warm, soft nylon


 
, the scent of

 

perfume and sweat


 
filling his senses.










Sophia

 

sighed dramatically


 
, stretching.

 

"Mmm. That’s better."











A

 

group of students walked by


 
, glancing in their direction—some stopping, whispering, giggling.










Damon’s

 

face burned


 
.











"Oh my God, is he actually rubbing her feet?"












"Damon Carter? No way!"











Sophia

 

giggled


 
, dragging her toes up his

 

chest


 
, letting them brush against his

 

jawline.












"You’re such a good boy for me,"


 
she murmured.

 

"But I think you can do better."











She nudged his

 

chin with her toes


 
, forcing his gaze upward.











"Kiss them."











Damon’s

 

breath hitched.












"Sophia, please—"











She smirked.

 

"Kiss. Them."











A few students

 

gasped


 
, watching in

 

fascinated horror.











Damon

 

wanted to die.











And yet—

 

his cock twitched again.











Slowly, trembling, he leaned down.










His

 

lips brushed against the soft, warm nylon


 
.










The moment he did—

 

Sophia moaned softly.












"Mmm. See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?"











The students

 

erupted into laughter.












"Holy shit, he actually did it!"












"Damon Carter, the foot slut!"











Damon clenched his fists, his

 

entire body burning with humiliation.











And yet—

 

he was getting hard.











Sophia

 

noticed instantly.











Her smirk turned

 

dangerous.


 

"Oh my God."











She

 

nudged his crotch with her foot


 
, feeling the

 

pathetic twitch beneath the lace.












"Are you actually getting turned on right now?"











Damon let out a

 

soft, broken whimper


 
, his

 

body betraying him completely.











Sophia's

 

grin widened.












"You're even more pathetic than I thought."










Chapter 7: Deeper Submission










Damon’s

 

face burned hotter than ever


 
, his

 

body trembling


 
, his

 

knees pressing into the concrete sidewalk


 
as students

 

gathered around, whispering, laughing, recording.











Sophia’s

 

stocking-clad foot


 
rested against his

 

chest


 
, her smirk

 

wicked, victorious, merciless.











She had

 

won.











And he had

 

never been lower.
















The Aftermath of Public Humiliation











Damon’s

 

mind raced


 
as he

 

stumbled behind Sophia


 
, following her back to her dorm like

 

an obedient, broken pet.











His

 

legs still felt weak


 
, the

 

lingering scent of her nylons still on his lips


 
, the

 

silky stockings still hugging his legs beneath his jeans.











And the worst part?










His

 

cock still twitched against the lace panties beneath his jeans.











Sophia led him into her dorm, locking the door behind them, turning to face him with a

 

mocking tilt of her head.












"I didn’t expect you to enjoy it so much, baby,"


 
she cooed.










Damon’s

 

stomach twisted.


 

"I—I didn’t—"











She smirked, taking a

 

slow step forward


 
, reaching out to

 

run her fingers along the waistband of his jeans.












"You were hard the entire time,"


 
she murmured, watching as he

 

flinched under her touch.












"A bad boy? No, baby."











She suddenly

 

grabbed his belt


 
, yanking him

 

forward


 
until their bodies were almost touching.











"You’re just my weak, obedient little foot pet."











Damon’s

 

breath hitched.











His

 

cock twitched traitorously.











Sophia let out a soft,

 

mocking giggle


 
.

 

"Oh my God. You liked that, didn’t you?"











His

 

entire body tensed.


 

"N-No, I—"











Sophia sighed dramatically.

 

"Still in denial?"











Her

 

fingers curled under his waistband, pulling his jeans down just an inch—just enough for the lace of the panties to peek out.











Damon’s

 

stomach dropped.












"Take them off."











His breath

 

shook.


 

"Sophia—"











She raised her phone.

 

"Or I send the videos now."











His

 

legs felt weak


 
as his

 

fingers moved on their own


 
, undoing his belt, slowly pushing his jeans down until they pooled around his ankles.










Sophia’s

 

eyes gleamed.












"You really are my little panty boy."











Damon let out a

 

weak, broken whimper.
















Forced Worship & Denial











Sophia sat on the edge of her bed, stretching her

 

stocking-clad legs out


 
, flexing her

 

toes slowly


 
, watching as Damon stood there,

 

half-naked, panting in humiliation.












"Kneel,"


 
she ordered.










Damon hesitated.










She

 

tilted her head.


 

"You know what happens if you don’t."











His

 

stomach twisted.











Slowly, painfully, he

 

sank to his knees.











Sophia let out a

 

mocking hum


 
, pressing the

 

sole of her foot against his cheek, tilting his head to the side.












"You were made for this, weren’t you?"











Damon’s

 

cock throbbed painfully


 
in the lace.










Sophia

 

noticed instantly.











Her smirk turned

 

dangerous.


 

"Oh my God."











She suddenly

 

pressed her foot down against his crotch


 
, rubbing in

 

slow, lazy circles.











Damon let out a

 

sharp gasp


 
, his body

 

trembling.












"I bet I could make you come like this,"


 
she whispered, rolling her foot against him.










His

 

hips bucked involuntarily


 
, a

 

helpless whimper slipping from his lips.











Sophia

 

giggled.


 

"Pathetic."











She suddenly

 

stopped, pulling away completely.











Damon let out a

 

desperate, frustrated sound.











Sophia

 

smirked.


 

"Oh, baby. Did you really think I’d let you?"











His

 

stomach twisted painfully.











Sophia leaned down, whispering in his ear.











"From now on, you don’t get to come unless I say so."











Damon let out a

 

weak, broken sob.











He was

 

completely ruined.











And the worst part?










He

 

wanted more.










Final Chapter: The Ultimate Breaking Point










Damon knelt

 

helplessly


 
at Sophia’s feet, his

 

stocking-clad legs trembling


 
, the

 

silky lace panties pressing snug against his aching cock


 
, his entire

 

body betraying him completely.











Sophia’s

 

foot rested gently against his cheek


 
, her

 

smirk growing sharper, crueler


 
, her

 

eyes gleaming with victory.











She had

 

won.











And

 

he had never been lower.
















His Final Test of Submission











Sophia dragged the

 

sole of her stocking-clad foot down his chest


 
, watching him

 

flinch under her touch


 
, his breath coming in

 

ragged gasps


 
.











"You look so desperate, baby,"


 
she cooed.










Damon’s

 

stomach twisted painfully


 
.










His

 

cock twitched traitorously


 
, trapped against the

 

delicate fabric of the panties


 
, every movement making his

 

shame burn hotter.











Sophia noticed.










Her

 

grin widened.


 

"Oh my God."











She suddenly

 

pressed down against his crotch


 
, rubbing in

 

slow, taunting circles.











Damon let out a

 

sharp gasp


 
, his

 

hips jerking involuntarily


 
, his body

 

trembling with need.












"I bet I could make you come just like this,"


 
she whispered, rolling her

 

toes teasingly over his trapped, aching cock.











Damon

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

face burning


 
, his body

 

completely at her mercy.











Sophia

 

giggled.


 

"You really are my little foot pet, aren’t you?"











He

 

couldn’t respond.


 
He

 

couldn’t fight it.











His

 

body was breaking.











His

 

mind was unraveling.











Sophia suddenly

 

pushed him onto his back


 
, straddling him, her

 

stocking-clad foot pressing down on his chest.











She watched as his

 

cock twitched helplessly beneath the lace


 
, her

 

smirk deepening.












"You don’t deserve to come like a man,"


 
she whispered.










Damon let out a

 

weak, broken whimper.











Sophia leaned down, pressing her

 

lips to his ear.












"Hump the floor for me, baby."











Damon’s

 

stomach twisted violently.


 

"S-Sophia, please—"











She

 

raised her phone.











He

 

broke.











With

 

a strangled whimper


 
, he

 

slowly thrust his hips against the floor


 
, the

 

friction of the lace and silk sending unbearable waves of pleasure through him.











Sophia

 

moaned mockingly.


 

"Oh, that’s so fucking pathetic."











The moment she

 

pressed her foot against his cock again


 
, rubbing

 

just the right way


 
, his entire

 

body locked up.











His

 

stomach clenched.











His

 

vision blurred.











And then—











He shattered.











Damon let out a

 

desperate, broken moan


 
, his

 

body jerking violently


 
, his

 

cock twitching uselessly inside the soaked lace


 
, his

 

orgasm spilling out weakly, pathetically, completely ruined beneath her touch.











Sophia

 

laughed.












"Oh my God. You really just came like that?"











Damon lay

 

panting, wrecked, destroyed


 
, his

 

mind foggy with humiliation, with need, with submission.











Sophia leaned down, grabbing his

 

chin firmly, forcing him to meet her gaze.












"That’s it, baby."











Her

 

smirk was pure wickedness.












"You’re mine now."











Damon let out a

 

shaky breath


 
, his

 

entire world spinning, his fate completely sealed.











And the worst part?










He

 

never wanted it to end.
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