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CHAPTER 1

Josh still couldn’t believe Amber had invited him to her dorm room. 

          Of all the guys on campus she could have invited over, she'd chosen him. Sure, it was only to study calculus, but he wasn't about to complain. He was alone in Amber's bedroom, the door was closed, and for the next couple of hours, he had one of the hottest girls on campus all to himself.

He'd spent time with girls before, usually studying in the library or grabbing something to eat in the dining hall. But this was different. This was Amber's private little world. Her clothes hanging in the closet. Her perfume lingering in the air. Her sitting close enough that he could practically feel the warmth of her body.

For a guy like Josh, who usually admired girls like Amber from a safe distance, it was almost too much to handle.

And Amber wasn't just pretty. She was jaw-dropping gorgeous, the kind of girl who could walk into a crowded room and make every guy forget how he’s got there. She could point at practically any one of them and have him running to do her bidding. Buy her something expensive.

Build her a wall. Rob a bank. Whatever she wanted, there'd be a line of eager volunteers. And the cruel reality was that girls like Amber rarely gave guys like Josh the time of day unless they needed help with something.

Fortunately for Josh, calculus happened to be his superpower, and Amber desperately needed his help. She was struggling in Professor Chen's class and getting anything less than an A could jeopardize her chances of getting into law school.

So when she asked him to tooter her, and he'd practically tripped over himself accepting. He wasn't kidding himself about why he was there. Amber’s only interest in him was as a math tutor, not as a potential boyfriend.

Still, spending an entire afternoon alone with her was a spectacular consolation prize.

There was just one problem. Josh was supposed to be teaching her calculus, and he was having a hell of a time concentrating on anything that involved numbers. Every time Amber leaned over her notebook, brushed her hair away from her face, or flashed him one of those dazzling smiles, his brain threatened to shut down completely. 

He did his best to keep his eyes glued to the math equations, determined not to make a fool of himself by staring at her. He lasted almost twenty minutes.

Then his eyes betrayed him.

“Why do you keep looking at me like that?” Amber asked.

Josh glanced down at the page. “Like what?”

“Like I’ve got something on my face.” She touched her cheek, then checked the tip of her nose. “Do I have a booger in my nose?”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to stare.”

“Stare at what? There is a booger in my nose, isn’t’ there?” She picked up her phone, flipped on the camera and used it like a mirror to check her face and her nose.

“There isn’t a booger in your nose.” He turned his pencil between his fingers. “You’re face looks perfect. Trust me.”

“Well, then back to calculus,” she said and put of her phone down.

“Of course.”

Amber gave him a cutesy smile. “I’m so glad you came. I’d be lost without you in this class.”

“You’d pass without me.”

“I need to do a lot more than just pass.” She tapped her notes with her pencil. “I need an A+. But Professor Chen is tough. Getting into law school is a lot harder than I thought it would be.”

“You’re a lot smarter than you give yourself credit,” Josh said assuredly.  “And Professor Chen isn’t as tough as she comes off. But I’ll do anything I can to make sure you get the highest grade possible in her class.”

He looked at Amber and smiled and she actually smiled back.

“Josh there’s something I wanted to ask you,” she said.

“Sure.”

“It isn’t about math.”

Josh set his pencil down. “Ask me anything.”

Amber took a breath and tucked her hair behind her ear. “You know Rhonda, from my literature seminar?”

“I know of her.” Of course he didn’t know her personally. She was leaps and bounds out of his league. “I’ve seen you chatting with her around campus.”

“Yeah, the thing is, I think I might want to ask her out.” She looked at him quickly, then down at her notebook.

“You mean like on a date?”

“Yeah, I’ve had a crush on her for a while now.” Amber’s fingers worried the edge of the page. “I’ve never asked a girl out before. I don’t know how to tell for sure if she even likes me the way I like her. I think maybe she does. How can I even know for sure?”

Josh tried to keep his expression steady. He felt the news settle inside him; a quiet weight he had no right to show her. “Let’s walk through this. What makes you think she might like you?”

“She’s so sweet to me. Shel’s always smiling at me. She holds me extra-long when she hugs me. And she finds reasons to talk after class. Maybe I’m overthinking it.” Amber paused. “You don’t think it’s weird or wrong that I’m being kinda… bicurious?”

“No,” he said, a little too quickly. He made himself slow down. “I don’t think it’s weird or wrong.”

“I’m not a full-on lesbian, or anything like that,” Amber said, her voice growing quieter. “I still like guys. I just sometimes find myself attracted to girls, too. I don’t know what that makes me.”

“You don’t have to put a label on it.” Josh folded his hands on the desk so she wouldn’t see him fidget. “If you like Rhonda, you like Rhonda. That’s totally cool.”

“Thank you.” She gave him a small, shy smile. “I was worried you might think I was being a creeper.”

“I would never think that about you.”

Josh meant it. He wanted Amber to feel safe telling him anything. He wanted her to be happy, even if that happiness pointed her toward someone else. The thought still hurt, and he hated himself a little for letting it.

Amber let the silence linger, then looked at him with a tentative expression. “Would you help me practice?”

“Practice asking her out?”

“Maybe.” She pressed her lips together, then let out a nervous breath. “And maybe what happens if she says yes.”

“Happens, like---?” Josh took a nervous gulp.

“You know, like kissing and stuff.” Amber lowered her gaze again. “I’ve never kissed a girl. I thought it might help to practice, so I don’t make a mess of it.”

Josh’s throat felt dry. “You want me to practice kissing with you?”

“I know it’s a weird idea.” She gave a quick, embarrassed laugh. “I thought you might be able to tell me if I’m doing something wrong. You’ve kissed a girl before, haven’t you?”

“Of course I have,” he said.

Josh had not.

“Then you know more about it than I do.” She nervously glanced at him and then away. “You can say no. I won’t be mad.”

He could think of several reasons to say no. The clearest one was that he liked her too much to pretend kissing her would mean nothing to him. But it wouldn’t be a real kiss. It would be practice for Rhonda. Which made it feel every weirder.

“Wouldn’t it be better to practice with an actual girl?” he asked.

“Probably.” She rubbed her thumb over the side of her finger. “I just feel less nervous asking you.”

The words hit him like a gut punch. She trusted him because he was safe. He wanted to be happy about that, but he just wasn’t.

“The thing is, I’m not a girl,” he said.

“I know.” Amber studied the open textbook as if it held the answer. “I have an idea of how we could make it feel more real.”

“How could that even be possible?” Josh asked.

“Easy, silly,” she said. Amber stood and hurried to the closet. “We could dress you up like a girl.”

“Wait,” he gasped. “We could what?”

Amber began to take out girly clothes from the closet. “I have a pretty skirt and a blouse that would fit you perfectly. A wig, too. You could put these on, and it might help me imagine what it might feel like to kiss another girl. It would be like we’re playing girlfriends”

He glared at her like she was a nut case. “Are you being serious right now?”

Amber turned back, looking almost apologetic. “I’m sorry. It was a stupid idea. I’m such an idiot for even bringing it up.”

Josh took a nervous gulp. “You’re not an idiot. It’s just you’re kinda caching me a little off guard here.”

“Forget it, I’ll ask someone else,” She lowered her eyes, then opened the wardrobe and began putting the clothes back into the closet. “Maybe your roommate Evan would be willing to play girlfriends with me.”

“You’d ask Evan?”

“If you’d rather not.” Amber’s voice remained gentle, but she looked up to see his reaction. “He’s been flirting with me for months. I think he’d say yes.”

Josh grimaced at the thought of this. Evan was his best friend, but the idea of Evan in Amber’s room, sitting where he was sitting, close enough to hear her laugh.

“I’ll call him right now and invite him over.” Amber picked up her phone and started searching through her contacts. “Of course if he comes over, it would be better if you left before he got here.”

“Wait,” Josh said with a gasp.

Amber looked up from her phone screen and gave him an impatient stare. “Something to say, Josh?”

Josh took a nervous gulp. She had him and she knew it. “I’ll do it.”

Amber’s face brightened, though she kept her smile restrained. “For real?”

“If you think it’ll help, then why not,” Josh said timidly. 

“OH YAY!” she said and hurried over to hug him. “You are such a great friend.”

Friend.

Josh felt himself crumbling inside. He knew he would never be anything more than a friend to Amber. He faked a smile and put his arms around her. It felt so good to embrace her, but he knew in that moment it would never be anything more.

“You mean girlfriend, right?” he said playfully.

“Totally,” she giggled. “Now let’s get started, girlfriend.”

She went back to the closet and selected a few girly things. She then laid them on the bed: a pink blouse, a short pink skirt, sheer stockings, a matching bra and pink panties.

Josh’s gaze lingered on the last item. “Are the panties and bra really necessary?”

“It will make the outfit more convincing,” she said. “Now let’s play dress up.”

He knew he should have told her to forget the whole thing and walk right through the door and never look back. Instead, he nodded. “Let’s do it.”

“YAY!” she cheered. “Now take off your clothes.”

Josh looked at Amber like a fawn caught in the headlights.

“Sorry, did you not hear me?” Amber said. “Take off your clothes.”

“Can’t I just go into the bathroom and---”

“NO!”

Her tone was firm. Non-negotiable. Absolute.

“Okay,” Josh said and first took off his shirt. He then pulled off his shoes, unbuckled his pants and let them fall to the floor. For a lingering moment he stood before Amber in only his white boxer briefs.

“All of it,” Amber said.

“All?”

“I bet Evan would!” Amber picked up the pink panties from the bed. “Besides, you can’t put on your panties until you take off those boy shorts.”

“Right,” Josh said. He turned to the side and slowly lowered his underwear to the floor and stood trembling with his hands held in front of his privates. 

“You don’t have to be shy in front of me,” Amber said with a giggle. “Girlfriends take off their clothes in front of each other all the time.”

“Well, I am not used to playing girlfriends.”

“We’ll work on that,” Amber said and then stepped up to Josh and tickled his midsection.

“Whoa! That tickles,” Josh said. He raised his hands to stop her from tickling him, exposing himself.

“Awwwww!” Amber looked at his penis. “It’s so cute. Like a little baby penis.”

“It’s not a baby penis!” Josh gasped and turned away, facing the wall.

“I’m just messing around,” Amber said, and held the panties out to Josh. “Now stop pouting and put on your panties.”

“My panties?” Josh giggled and slowly glanced back towards Amber. The silky pink panties were dangling from her manicured nail. 

“Would you prefer I give these to Evan?” she asked.

Josh sighed, well aware that she held all the power over the situation. He slowly reached out and took the panties. They felt silky and smooth in his hands. He lowered them to the floor and stepped into the frilly garment. He then slowly pulled up the panties and pulled them up around his hips. The silkiness felt strange as it rubbed against his penis.

“You look so adorable in your panties,” Amber said and then held up the matching bra by the straps. “Now for your bra.”

Josh held back a nervous grimace and extended his arms forward, slipping his arms through the straps. Amber then stepped around him and secured the hooks behind his back.

“Now turn around and let me see you,” she said.

Josh slowly turned to face her and held out his hand, asking what he thought. The bra and panties felt so odd on his body, but something about it felt oddly appealing.

“It’s a very nice start.” She looked him over, straightening the panties and bra. She then handed him the pink skirt. “Now let’s get you skirted up.”

Josh was beyond argument now. He took the skirt and slipped it on. Before he could say another word she handed him the pink button-up blouse, and he was quick to put it on.

“Oh wow! That is just darling,” Amber said. “Now you just need stockings and heels to complete the look.”

Amber picked up the stockings and held them out. “These are tricky. Sit down and I’ll show you.”

Josh sat on the edge of her bed. She knelt to demonstrate how to pull them on without snagging the fabric. Her fingers brushed his ankle as she helped him settle the first stocking, then moved carefully up to his knee. Josh kept his eyes on the wall, aware of her touch and the hush in her voice as she explained what she was doing.

“Almost there,” she said and took out a pair of pink heels from under the bed, and before he could ask any questions, she strapped them to his feet.

“Kinda strapped those tight,” he said, but she did respond.

“Finally, the wig,” she said. She hurried over to her dresser and took a pink wig from a plastic head. She then hurried over to Josh and slipped it over his head. “Perfection,” she said. “Now stand up and let’s get a look at you.”

Josh slowly rose to his feet. When he stepped into the heels, he wobbled. Amber reached for his arm.

“Careful,” she said, smiling nervously. “I don’t want you falling before we even get to fun part.”

“I’m not sure I’m going to get anywhere in these.”

“You’re doing fine.” Then she guided him toward a full-length mirror.

Josh looked at the person standing there. The skirt showed more of his legs than he was used to seeing. The blouse softened his shape, and the long pink hair changed the outline of his face. He looked like himself dressed as someone else, but the image held his attention longer than he expected.

Amber stood behind him, visible in the mirror. “OMG! You look so pretty!”

“Do I?”

“You really do,” she said, and her voice sounded sincere. “I hardly even recognize you.”

“I hardly recognize me.” He looked at his reflection again. “I look so girly.”

“You really do.” Amber’s gaze met his in the mirror, shy and curious. “Are you sure you weren’t supposed to be born a girl?”

Josh gasped and pressed his hands over his face.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she said reassuringly. “I like you this way.”

Josh turned his head toward her. “You do?”

“I do.” Her smile appeared, then faltered into another blush. “I mean, it’s kind of a turn-on.”

“For real?” he asked, almost a little too excitedly.

He looked back at the mirror, trying to understand the unfamiliar mixture of embarrassment, nervousness, and something he wasn’t ready to name. Amber adjusted one lock of pink hair near his cheek.

“Yeah, you do,” she said. “You look hot enough to make out with.”

Josh’s heart beat hard beneath the blouse. He couldn’t find the words to reply.


CHAPTER 2

Josh could hardly believe what was happening. Amber was standing inches away from him, looking him over with an expression that made him feel both flattered and terribly self-conscious.

He was wearing her pink blouse, a short skirt, sheer stockings, heels, and matching bra and panties. A pink wig framed his face, completing a transformation he never would have imagined agreeing to an hour earlier. And now the girl he'd been secretly crushing on for months was telling him he looked hot enough to kiss.

"Well, are ready to play girlfriends?" Amber asked, placing her hands on his shoulders.

“I think so,” is all Josh could manage to say.

"Then kiss me, or do I have to do everything myself?"

Josh swallowed. "I thought you were supposed to be practicing on me."

"Yeah, but girlfriends kiss each other, silly. It's not supposed to be a one-sided thing."

Amber leaned forward and pressed her lips against his. Josh was so surprised that he barely reacted. He'd imagined kissing Amber countless times, but he'd never imagined that he would kiss her while he was dressed in her clothes. The contradiction was almost too much to comprehend. He wanted to enjoy the moment, yet every time he moved, the unfamiliar fabric reminded him of the ridiculous situation he'd gotten himself into.

Amber drew back and frowned playfully. "Josh, honey, you're supposed to kiss me back."

"Sorry. I'm just a little nervous."

"Stop being nervous because you're making me nervous." She tilted her head and examined his face. "And remember, we're playing girlfriends. You have to stop acting like a boy who's never kissed a girl before."

"I've kissed girls before."

"Then prove it."

She kissed him again, and this time Josh responded. He closed his eyes and allowed himself to enjoy the sensation of her lips against his. For several wonderful seconds, he forgot about the wig, the skirt, and the embarrassing pink panties beneath his clothes. 

All that mattered was Amber. She was finally paying attention to him in a way he'd dreamed about for months, and he didn't want the moment to end.

When she pulled away, he instinctively leaned forward, hoping for another kiss.

"Oh, my goodness!" Amber giggled. "Somebody's getting greedy."

Josh blushed. "Sorry."

"Stop apologizing. It's adorable." She brushed a strand of pink hair away from his forehead. "Besides, I think you're starting to enjoy our little game."

"It's not that."

"Then what is it?"

Josh hesitated. He wanted to tell her the truth, that he'd been attracted to her since the beginning of the semester and that kissing her was something he'd never expected to experience. But admitting that now would only make things more awkward. 

Amber was practicing for Rhonda, not confessing some secret attraction to him. As far as she was concerned, he was simply a convenient friend willing to help her experiment.

"I don't know," he said.

Amber studied him for a moment before smiling. "You're such a terrible liar."

"I'm not lying."

"Then look me in the eyes and tell me you aren't having fun."

Josh tried. He really did. But the moment he met her gaze; the words deserted him.

"That's what I thought." Amber laughed and took his hands. "You know, I think there's a pretty girl hiding inside you. Maybe she's just been waiting for somebody to bring her out."

"Amber, I’m not a girl."

"You sure look like one. You even seemed to like it when I called you a girl."

"I’m just playing along."

"Of course you are." Her smile widened. "And you're doing such a wonderful job."

She guided him toward the bed and sat beside him. Josh followed, carefully arranging his skirt as he lowered himself onto the mattress. Amber watched the awkward movement and giggled.

"Look at you! You're already learning to sit like a lady."

"These clothes don't exactly give me much choice."

"That's part of the fun." She crossed her legs and demonstrated a more graceful posture. "See? Knees together, back straight, hands in your lap. Much prettier."

Josh reluctantly imitated her. Amber clapped her hands in approval.

"Perfect! Now you look like a proper little girl."

He rolled his eyes. "Can we get back to the kissing?"

"Oh, somebody's impatient." Amber leaned closer. "All right, girlfriend. One more time."

She kissed him again, lingering longer this time. Her hand rested on his knee, then drifted upward along his thigh. Josh stiffened, uncertain where this was going. The attention was thrilling and terrifying in equal measure.

“Oh, Rhonda, you make me so hot,” Amber said,

"WHOA," he gasped and pulled away. "I don't know if I can keep doing this."

"Doing what?" she asked, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his thigh.

"This. Playing girlfriends. Wearing your clothes. Pretending I'm the girl you have a secret crush on."

"But you said you would,” Amber pouted. She gave Josh a couple of angry smacks on the chest. “Are you going back against your word. Do I need to call Evan and ask him if he wants to play with me"

"It’s not like that. I'm not sure I can—"

"Not sure you can what?" Her hand stopped, and her eyes dropped to his lap. A slow, knowing smile spread across her face. "Oh, Josh. What is happening here."

Josh followed her gaze and felt his face burn. The sheer fabric of the pink panties had done nothing to conceal the effect she was having on him. Worse, he could see a small damp spot where he'd been dribbling.

"You're getting a cubby," Amber said, her voice dropping to a teasing purr. " Wearing girl panties turns you on."

"It's not that," Josh said quickly.

"No?" She tilted her head. "Then what is it?"

He couldn't answer. He didn't want to admit it was her that was turning him on, and he definitely didn't want to admit that the girl's clothes might be part of it.

Amber watched his struggle with amusement. "You're so cute when you're trying not to tell the truth." She slid her hand over the front of his panties, pressing gently. “Your little clitty is begging for attention."

Josh gasped. "Clitty?"

She began rubbing him through his panties, slow, deliberate circles that made his breath hitch. "Yes, we're going to call this your clitty from now on because we certainly can’t call it a penis. Oh no, it’s cute little clitty in pretty pink panties."

Josh squeezed his eyes shut. The sensation was overwhelming, made more intense by the humiliation of what she was saying. He was struggling to maintain control, to not give in completely.

"Do you know how girls masturbate?" Amber asked softly, her hand still moving. "They don't stroke. That's what boys do. Girls rub their clitties. Just like this."

She demonstrated, swirling her palm around and around, the friction of the panties adding to the stimulation. Josh bit his lip, fighting the urge to thrust into her hand.

"Sometimes," she continued, her lips close to his ear, "girls even put their fingers inside themselves. Or they use toys."

She reached under the bed and retrieved a small vibrating dildo. Josh's eyes widened.

"Amber, what are you—"

"Just sharing one of my favorite toys with my girlfriend," she interrupted, clicking it on. The low buzz filled the quiet room.

Before he could protest, she touched the vibrating tip to the front of his panties, right against the sensitive head. Josh's hips jerked, and a strangled gasp escaped his throat.

"Look at you," Amber cooed. "You're not a boy anymore, Josh. You're a girl. Say it."

"I—"

"Say it."

"I'm..." He could barely think. The vibrations were relentless. "I'm not a boy anymore."

"And?"

"I'm..." The words felt enormous, terrifying, and somehow perfectly natural in this moment. "I'm a girl."

"Again."

"I'm not a boy anymore," he gasped as she increased the pressure. "I am a girl."

"Louder."

"I am not a boy anymore! I am a girl!"

Each repetition seemed to stimulate him more, pushing him closer to the edge. The vibrations, the panties, Amber's commanding voice, everything blurred together into a single, overwhelming sensation.

"Please," he whimpered, his hips bucking helplessly. "I can't—I'm going to—"

"You better not, good girls don’t make boy squishies in their panties," Amber snapped.

The vibrating toy drove him over the edge. Josh cried out, his body shuddering as he ejaculated into the pink panties. The pulsing pleasure was matched only by the crushing humiliation of what he'd just done.

For a moment, the room was silent except for his ragged breathing.

Then Amber pulled the toy away and looked down at the darkened spot on his panties. Her expression shifted from seductive to disgusted.

"Ewww," she said, her voice sharp and cold. "I told you not to make a boy squishy in your pretty panties. That's disgusting."

Josh blinked, trying to process the sudden change. "I’m sorry, I---"

"Yuck." She stood up, wiping his mess from her hand onto his face and over his lips. “You are in so much trouble. Now open your mouth.”

Josh recoiled away, pressing his lips together, as she tried to force his own cum from her hand into his mouth.

“Stop fighting me and take your punishment,” she demanded. She then gripped his chin with her other hand and pinned him down on the bed. "We were supposed to be playing girlfriend, and you made a boy squishy. Now open your mouth. NOW!"

Josh struggled for another moment and then finally gave up and opened his mouth just wide enough for her to stick her cum covered finger into his mouth. The taste was salty and biter, but something about it caused his will to resist her to subside.

Good, girl,” Amber said. “You need to get used to the taste sooner or later.”

The words hit him like ice water. "Amber, why would I—"

"Just stop. You ruined everything." She folded her arms, looking at him with contempt. "I thought I was playing with a sweet little girlfriend, but apparently I was wrong. You're still thinking like a gross boy who can’t control himself."

Josh felt his stomach twist. The pleasure of moments before had curdled into shame. He looked down at the mess in his panties and felt an unexpected feeling of shame.

“You need to go now, Josh,” Amber said.

"Fine,," he said, rising unsteadily from the bed. "I just change back into my clothes."

"No."

He stared at her. "What?"

"I said no." She walked toward the chair by the window where his jeans, shirt, boxer briefs, and sneakers were neatly folded. "You don't deserve to wear boy clothes. Not after this."

"Amber, come on. I can't go outside like this."

"Why not? I thought you liked being my girlfriend."

"That's different!"

"How convenient."

She picked up his clothes and carried them to the window.

"Amber?" Josh's heart began to race. "What are you doing?"

"Making sure you understand how angry I am."

Before he could reach her, she pushed the window open and tossed his jeans and shirt outside.

"AMBER!"

She was already throwing his boxer briefs and sneakers after them. The clothes disappeared beyond the windowsill, scattering across the grass three stories below.

Josh rushed to the glass, staring in disbelief. "What the hell, Amber, Are you out of your mind, Amber!"

"Oh, you are not going to yell at me in my own room." She turned to face him, her expression hard and unforgiving. "Get out."

"I can't leave like this!"

"I wasn’t asking," She marched to the door and yanked it open. "Get out."

Josh stayed frozen near the window. "Why are you acting this way?"

"You ruined our girlfriends game!” She pointed toward the hallway. "And as your punishment, you have to wear your panties to class tomorrow. And you're going to sleep in them tonight."

"Amber—"

"If you take them off, I'll know. But they're all dirty now." She smiled cruelly. "That's your fault."

"This is insane."

"GET OUT."

She grabbed his arm and started pushing him toward the door. Josh stumbled in his heels, nearly falling.

"Amber, stop! Please!"

"If you don’t get out, I will scream," she hissed. "Security will come running, and you can explain why you're refusing to leave a girl's dorm room dressed like... that."

"You wouldn't."

Amber drew a breath. "Three."

"Amber, wait!"

"Two."

"Please, don’t make me go out there like this!"

"One!"

Josh panicked. He stumbled into the hallway, his heels clattering against the polished floor. He caught himself against the opposite wall just as Amber stepped back into her room.

"See you in class tomorrow, girlfriend!" she called sweetly.

The door slammed.

Josh stood motionless in the corridor, his heart hammering against his ribs. He was standing in the middle of a college dormitory wearing a pink wig, a short skirt, stockings, and heels, with nothing but Amber's feminine clothing between him and the outside world—and a mess in his panties that he could still feel.

He reached for the doorknob, then stopped.

What if she really did scream?

A burst of laughter came from farther down the corridor. Josh turned his head. Two girls had emerged from a room near the elevators. They were walking toward him, chatting about something on one of their phones. Neither had noticed him yet.

He had seconds to make his decision.

Josh hurried toward the stairwell, his heels clicking loudly with every awkward step. His skirt shifted around his thighs, and the pink wig slipped sideways as he moved. He pushed it back into place, nearly losing his balance in the process.

Behind him, one of the girls spoke.

"Wait. Who was that?"

Josh didn't look back.

He reached the stairwell door and shoved it open, stumbling onto the landing. The heavy door swung shut behind him, cutting off the voices in the corridor.

For several seconds, he stood gripping the handrail, struggling to collect himself. Three flights of stairs separated him from the courtyard where his clothes were scattered across the grass. Beyond that lay the lobby, the main entrance, and a campus full of students who might recognize him.

He looked down at himself. The pink skirt, the stockings, the heels, and the ridiculous wig were all still in place. He'd never felt so exposed in his life.

And despite his panic, despite the anger and humiliation, one thought kept returning.

Amber had said there might be a next time.


CHAPTER 3

Josh had never moved so fast in high heels in his life. Of course, until that afternoon, he'd never worn high heels in his life, either.

He hurried across campus with his head lowered, trying to avoid eye contact with anyone he passed. Every click of his heels against the pavement sounded like firecrackers going off. 

His pink skirt bounced against his thighs, his stockings kept slipping, and the wig felt as though it might fall off at any moment. He wanted nothing more than to reach his dorm room, lock himself in the bathroom, and pretend the entire afternoon had never happened.

The worst part was the panties. The frilly pink panties Amber had made him wear were still damp from his embarrassing little accident, and every awkward step reminded him of it. He felt horribly self-conscious, as though everyone he passed somehow knew exactly what had happened in Amber's room. 

Of course, that was impossible. Nobody could see what he was wearing beneath his skirt, much less know anything about the humiliating encounter that had left him dressed like this.

But knowing that didn't make him feel any less exposed.

As he rounded the corner of the student union, he spotted three attractive girls approaching from the opposite direction. They were laughing about something, and one of them was carrying an iced coffee. Josh immediately lowered his head and tried to walk past with

out attracting attention, but one of his heels caught in a crack in the pavement, sending him stumbling sideways. He recovered before falling, but the awkward movement attracted the girls' attention.

"Oh, my God," one of them whispered, and another girl giggled.

Josh kept walking, his face burning.

"That's such a cute outfit," one of them called after him.

"Thanks," he muttered without turning around.

The girls burst into another fit of giggles. Josh hurried away, terrified that one of them might recognize him. But how could they? 

With the pink wig, the blouse, and the skirt, he barely recognized himself. Unless Amber had somehow told them about him. The thought made his stomach tighten. What if she'd taken pictures? What if she'd already shared them with her sorority sisters?

He glanced over his shoulder. The girls were still watching him, laughing among themselves. He quickened his pace.

By the time he reached his dormitory, Josh was sweating beneath the blouse. He slipped through a side entrance, relieved to find the lobby nearly deserted, and hurried toward the stairs. 

He had no intention of risking an elevator ride with somebody who might recognize him. Every step up the stairs was an ordeal, but he eventually reached his floor and crept toward his room.

He listened at the door before inserting his key. Nothing. He opened it just enough to squeeze inside, then quietly closed it behind him. The room was dark except for the blue glow of Evan's computer monitor. 

His roommate was already asleep, sprawled across his bed with one arm hanging over the side. Josh breathed a sigh of relief and started toward the bathroom, but the heels clicked against the floor.

"Jesus, Josh," Evan grumbled without opening his eyes. "Keep it down, will you?"

"Sorry," Josh whispered.

"Some of us are trying to sleep."

"I know. Sorry."

Josh hurried into the bathroom and shut the door. Only then did he allow himself to breathe normally. He turned on the light and looked in the mirror.

There she was.

The pink-haired girl Amber had created was staring back at him, looking considerably more disheveled than she had an hour earlier. The wig was crooked, his blouse was wrinkled, and his skirt had twisted slightly around his waist. 

His cheeks were flushed from his frantic journey across campus. Josh stared at his reflection, trying to reconcile the person in the mirror with the ordinary college student he'd been that morning.

He should have been disgusted. He should have immediately stripped off every piece of feminine clothing and thrown it into the nearest trash can. Instead, he found himself straightening the wig and adjusting the collar of his blouse. He tilted his head, studied the result, and smiled.

"Oh, my God," he whispered. "What am I doing?"

He turned slightly, examining himself from another angle. The skirt really did look cute with the stockings, and the pink wig softened his face in a way he hadn't expected. He put one hand on his hip and experimented with a pose he'd seen girls strike in photographs. 

He looked ridiculous, but he also looked surprisingly pretty. Josh laughed nervously at his reflection, then tried another pose, bending one knee and giving himself a playful little smile.

"Hi, girlfriend," he whispered, imitating Amber.

The sound of his own voice brought him back to reality. He quickly removed the wig and set it on the counter. Without the pink hair, the illusion was considerably less convincing. 

He unbuttoned the blouse, slipped off the skirt, and carefully peeled away the stockings. The heels came last, and he nearly sighed with relief when his bare feet touched the bathroom floor.

He looked at the pile of feminine clothing on the counter, astonished by how much trouble a few innocent-looking garments had caused. Then he looked down at the pink panties.

Amber's instructions returned to him immediately.

You're going to sleep in them tonight. And you're going to wear them to class tomorrow.

Josh shook his head. "Like hell I am."

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband, preparing to remove them, but hesitated before pulling them down. Why was he even considering obeying her? 

Amber wasn't there. She had no way of knowing what he wore to bed. She'd thrown his clothes out a third-floor window, humiliated him, and threatened to call security. He should have been furious with her.

He was furious with her.

And yet he couldn't quite bring himself to take the panties off.

They were mostly dry now, although he knew perfectly well they needed washing. He could clean them in the morning, he reasoned. There was no point making a big production out of it tonight. Besides, he'd already worn them for hours. What difference would another few make?

He stared at himself in the mirror. "What is happening to me?"

The question hung unanswered in the little bathroom. He grabbed a washcloth, cleaned himself up as best he could, and changed into his usual sleeping clothes: an old T-shirt and a pair of loose athletic shorts. 

The pink panties remained underneath. He looked down at the waistband peeking above his shorts and quickly pulled the shorts higher.

"This is ridiculous," he muttered.

But he left them on.

Josh gathered the blouse, skirt, stockings, bra, wig, and heels, wrapping everything inside an old blanket. He switched off the bathroom light and carefully returned to the bedroom. Evan was still asleep, although he grumbled something unintelligible when Josh opened the door. 

Josh carried the bundle to his bunk and pushed it underneath, concealing it behind a storage box. He made certain nothing pink was visible before climbing into bed.

The panties felt strange beneath his sleeping shorts. The unfamiliar fit and silky fabric were impossible to ignore, particularly now that he was lying quietly in the darkness with nothing to distract him. 

He shifted onto his side, then onto his back, trying to find a comfortable position. Tomorrow morning, he was definitely washing them. After that, he was going back to his normal life.

No more skirts. No more wigs. No more ridiculous games with Amber.

He closed his eyes, determined to put the afternoon behind him. But as he drifted toward sleep, the last thing he remembered wasn't the humiliation of running across campus dressed like a girl. It was Amber kissing him and calling him her girlfriend.

The buzzing of his phone dragged Josh out of a deep sleep. He groaned, rolled over, and fumbled across the mattress until his fingers found it. The screen was glowing brightly in the darkness.

3:07 A.M.

He squinted at the incoming video call.

Amber.

For several seconds, he simply stared at her name. What the hell did she want at three in the morning? He considered ignoring the call, but the phone continued vibrating. Finally, worried that the noise would wake Evan, he accepted it.

Amber's face appeared on the screen.

"Hi, girlfriend!"

Josh blinked, still half asleep. "Amber? What the hell?"

"Shhhhh!" she whispered dramatically. "You'll wake your roommate."

"You're the one calling me at three in the morning!"

From the other side of the room came an irritated groan.

"Josh, shut the hell up."

"Sorry, Evan."

Josh pulled the covers over his head, creating a little tent around himself and the glowing phone. He lowered his voice to a whisper, trying to keep the conversation from carrying across the room. "What do you want?"

Amber smiled brightly. She was wearing a pink pajama top, and her hair was pulled back into a messy ponytail. She looked perfectly cheerful, as though nothing unpleasant had happened between them. "Just checking on my girlfriend."

Josh rubbed his eyes. "Are you serious? Amber, it's three in the morning."

"I know. That's why it's called a surprise inspection."

"An inspection of what?"

She leaned closer to the camera. "Your panties, silly."

Josh's eyes widened. "My what?"

"Your pretty pink panties. Are you still wearing them?"

He glanced instinctively toward Evan's bed, although his roommate couldn't possibly hear Amber through the phone at such a low volume. "Amber, come on."

"That's not an answer."

"Yes," Josh whispered. "I'm still wearing them."

Amber's expression brightened. "Awwww! You are?"

"Yes."

"Good girl!"

Josh felt his cheeks warming beneath the blanket. "Can we please talk about this tomorrow?"

"Not until I know you're telling the truth."

"I am telling the truth."

"Then show me."

Josh stared at the screen. "Show you?"

"Your panties. I want proof."

"Amber!"

"Shhhhh! You'll wake Evan."

Josh clenched his jaw. The absurdity of the situation was almost unbearable. He was lying in bed at three in the morning, hiding beneath his blanket while the prettiest girl on campus demanded proof that he was wearing the pink panties she'd ordered him to keep on. He could simply hang up. 

He knew that. Instead, he whispered, "Fine. Just give me a second."

He lowered the phone beneath the covers, adjusted his sleeping shorts, and briefly showed Amber the pink waistband.

"There. Happy?"

Amber giggled. "Oh, my goodness! You really did keep them on!"

"I told you I did."

"You're such a good little sissy girl."

Josh blinked. "Wait. What did you call me?"

Amber smiled sweetly. "A sissy girl."

"A sissy?"

"That's right. And you'd better still be wearing those pretty panties when I see you in class tomorrow."

"Amber, what is this sissy business supposed to—"

"Nighty-night, girlfriend!"

The screen went black.

Josh stared at his phone. She'd hung up. He lay there for several seconds, trying to comprehend what had just happened. A sissy? What the hell was a sissy girl supposed to be?

"Josh?" Evan's sleepy voice came from across the room.

Josh quickly switched off his phone. "What?"

"Who the hell were you talking to?"

"Nobody."

"Nobody? At three in the morning?"

"Go back to sleep, Evan."

"Was that a girl?"

Josh hesitated. "You're dreaming."

"I'm not dreaming, you idiot. I heard you talking."

"Then dream quieter."

Evan muttered something unflattering and rolled over. Josh lay awake beneath the covers, staring into the darkness. He should have been angry. Amber had woken him in the middle of the night just to check whether he was obeying her ridiculous instructions. Worse, she'd introduced some new term he didn't understand, and the way she'd said it made him suspect she had something very specific in mind.

Sissy girl.

He repeated the words silently. They sounded ridiculous, so why did he keep thinking about them? Eventually, exhaustion overcame his confusion, and he fell asleep.

The following morning, Josh woke to the sound of Evan rummaging through his dresser.

"You're going to be late," Evan announced.

Josh glanced at the clock and sat up. "Oh, crap."

He climbed out of bed, grabbed his towel and toiletries, and hurried toward the communal showers. Only after locking himself inside a stall did he remember the panties. He looked down at the pink fabric beneath his shorts and shook his head.

"I cannot believe I actually slept in these."

He removed them, folded them discreetly inside his towel, and took a long, hot shower. The water felt wonderful after the previous day's ordeal. For the first time since entering Amber's dorm room, he began to feel like his normal self again.

By the time he returned to his room, Evan had already left for breakfast. Josh retrieved his laundry bag and added the pink panties, carefully concealing them among his socks and T-shirts. He carried everything downstairs to the laundry room, relieved to find it empty, and started a small load of washing.

As the machine filled, he watched the pink fabric disappear beneath the tumbling clothes. He should have left the panties at Amber's dorm. Better yet, he should have thrown them away. But he hadn't. And now he was washing them. He couldn't quite explain why that seemed like such an important distinction.

After the laundry finished, he returned to his room and began getting dressed for class. He pulled on a clean T-shirt and jeans, then reached into the laundry bag for a pair of boxer briefs. His fingers brushed against something silky.

The pink panties.

Josh lifted them from the bag and stared. They looked perfectly innocent now. Clean, dry, and neatly folded, they were nothing more than a small piece of pink fabric with a little decorative trim. It was difficult to believe something so ordinary could have caused him so much embarrassment.

He glanced at the clock. He had ten minutes before he needed to leave.

"Forget it," he said aloud.

He set the panties aside and reached for his boxer briefs. Then he hesitated. Amber would ask. He knew she would. She'd called him at three in the morning to check on them, for crying out loud. There was no chance she'd forgotten about her instructions.

But why should he care? She wasn't his girlfriend. She wasn't his boss. She wasn't even particularly nice to him, considering what she'd done the previous afternoon.

Josh looked at the panties again.

The strange thing was that part of him was curious. He'd never worn anything feminine beneath his ordinary clothes before. Yesterday, the skirt and wig had made him feel conspicuous, but today nobody would know. He could walk around campus looking exactly like himself while keeping one small, ridiculous secret.

He picked up the panties. "Just for today," he muttered.

A minute later, he was dressed in his usual jeans and T-shirt, with the pink panties concealed underneath. He looked in the mirror. Nothing appeared different. He looked exactly like Josh, which somehow made the secret even stranger.

The first hour was uncomfortable.

Josh found himself constantly aware of the unfamiliar garment beneath his jeans. The silky material felt different from his usual cotton boxer briefs, and the snug fit required some getting used to. Every time he sat down, stood up, or adjusted his backpack, he was reminded of what he was wearing.

He was convinced everyone could tell.

Of course, nobody could. Students hurried past him carrying coffee cups and textbooks. A professor nearly collided with him outside the science building. Two guys from his statistics class stopped to complain about an upcoming exam. Nobody gave him a second glance.

That should have reassured him. Instead, he found the secrecy oddly fascinating. He could stand in the middle of campus, surrounded by hundreds of students, and nobody had the slightest idea that beneath his perfectly ordinary jeans he was wearing a pair of frilly pink panties. The thought made him smile despite himself, and he quickly wiped the expression from his face.

By lunchtime, the initial awkwardness had begun to fade. He attended his morning lecture, grabbed a sandwich from the cafeteria, and spent half an hour reviewing notes in the library.

The panties remained a private distraction, but he was gradually becoming accustomed to them. By the time he reached Professor Chen’s mathematics class, he'd almost forgotten about them entirely.

Almost.

Josh took his usual seat near the middle of the classroom, opened his notebook, and began reviewing the previous week's assignments. A few minutes later, someone slipped into the seat directly behind him.

"Hi, girlfriend."

Josh's pencil stopped moving. He knew that voice, and the last thing he wanted was to hear it in a classroom full of people who knew him. He glanced toward the students sitting nearby before slowly turning around.

Amber was sitting behind him, smiling as though they were the best of friends. She wore a fitted sweater and a pleated skirt, her hair falling neatly around her shoulders. She looked every bit as beautiful as she had the day before. 

Despite everything she'd put him through, Josh still felt that familiar rush whenever she looked at him. He hated how easily she could get to him, especially now that she knew his most embarrassing secret.

Amber noticed his nervous glance toward the neighboring desks. Her smile became a little more mischievous, and she leaned forward until her face was close to his ear. "So? Are you wearing them?"

"Amber, if you want to pass this class and get that A+ you need so much, you should really focus on your work," Josh whispered, conscious of the students chatting nearby.

The moment she mentioned the panties; he became acutely aware of the silky pink fabric hidden beneath his jeans. He'd spent the entire morning trying to forget what he was wearing, and now she was making him think about it again. Worse, there was something strangely exciting about knowing he'd worn them to class because she'd told him to.

"That's not an answer," Amber replied. She kept her voice soft and pleasant, making him feel as though he was being unreasonable for objecting. "It's a simple question, Josh."

He glanced around the classroom. Students were still arriving, and nobody appeared to be paying attention to them. He should have told Amber to mind her own business, but she was watching him with such eager anticipation that he found himself wanting to give her the answer she was waiting for.

"Yes," he whispered, barely moving his lips.

Amber's smile widened. She'd gotten him to admit it, but apparently that wasn't enough. "Yes, what?"

Josh gave her a pleading look. Surely she wasn't going to make him say it out loud, not here in front of everyone. Amber merely raised her eyebrows and waited, refusing to rescue him from the awkward silence.

"Yes, I'm wearing them," he whispered.

"Your what?"

Josh hesitated. She knew perfectly well what he meant, but she wanted to hear him say it. He could see that now. She was deliberately making him repeat the admission, forcing him to acknowledge the embarrassing little secret they shared. The thought made his stomach flutter.

"My panties," he whispered so quietly that she had to lean forward to hear him.

"Awwww." Amber clasped her hands together, looking delighted. "You are such a good sissy girl."

Josh nearly jumped out of his chair. "Will you stop saying that?" he whispered sharply. "Somebody's going to hear you!"

Amber gave the neighboring students a casual glance, then turned back to him with an innocent smile. " It's true. You are a very obedient sissy girl." She paused, allowing the words to sink in before adding, "You wore your panties all night, washed them this morning, and put them right back on because I told you to. Didn't you?"

Josh opened his mouth to object, but there was nothing he could say. She'd described exactly what he'd done. Worse, she'd made it sound as though he'd been following her instructions all along, which was precisely what he'd been doing.

"See?" Amber said softly, recognizing his silence for what it was. "You are a good sissy girl."

Josh turned back toward his notebook, hoping she'd finally leave him alone. His face was burning, but what bothered him most was that his embarrassment wasn't the only thing he was feeling. 

He liked the way Amber praised him, even when she used those ridiculous words. She seemed to understand that, too, rewarding every reluctant admission with a smile or a compliment until he found himself wanting to please her again.

He tried to concentrate on the equations in front of him, but the numbers might as well have been written in another language. Every movement reminded him of the panties beneath his jeans, and every whispered word from Amber made the secret more significant. 

He wondered what she'd say if she knew that part of him had actually enjoyed wearing them all morning.

Amber gave him just enough time to settle back into his seat before leaning forward again.

"Of course, I'm going to need you to prove it," she said, giggling.

Josh turned sharply. "Prove what?"

"That you're really wearing your pretty sissy panties," Amber replied, lowering her voice just enough that only he could hear. She smiled as though the request were perfectly reasonable.

"Amber, we're in class!" Josh whispered. "There are people sitting right next to us!"

"I know. That's why you need to be discreet." She spoke as casually as if she'd asked to borrow a pencil. "Unless you're trying to tell me you don't know how to be discreet."

Josh stared at her in disbelief. She'd somehow turned his perfectly reasonable objection into another challenge, and he could already see the disappointment forming on her face. "You cannot be serious."

"Oh, I'm very serious." She glanced toward the front of the classroom, checking that the professor hadn't arrived. "Just pull down the waistband of your jeans a tiny little bit. I only need to see the pink."

"Absolutely not."

“Prove it or you’re lying,” Amber said and settled back in her chair and let her smile fade, looking very angry.

The sudden change bothered Josh more than he expected. A moment earlier, she'd been delighted with him, praising him for being obedient. Now she was looking at him as though he'd let her down.

Josh felt queasy at the thought of somebody catching him showing Amber his panties in the middle of class. These were people he saw every week. 

He'd never be able to look any of them in the eye again. Yet beneath that fear was a thrill he didn't want to acknowledge. Part of him wanted to see Amber's delighted expression if he actually obeyed.

Amber tilted her head, studying him with a wounded expression. "So I guess you’re lying to me."

"I am not lying!" Josh whispered, a little too loudly.

A student in the next row glanced over. Josh immediately lowered his eyes to his notebook, pretending to search through his notes. His pulse hammered as he waited for the attention to pass, suddenly aware of just how close he was to having his secret exposed.

When he looked back at Amber, her disappointed expression had vanished. She was smiling again, sweetly and patiently, as though she'd known all along that he would defend himself. Josh realized she'd maneuvered him into a corner. 

If he refused, she'd accuse him of lying. If he complied, she'd have proof that she could make him do something humiliating in the middle of class.

He could still say no. Nothing was actually stopping him. But Amber was watching him with that same expectant smile, and he hated how badly he wanted to see her pleased with him again.

She leaned forward, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I’m waiting."

Josh looked around nervously. The professor hadn't arrived yet, and most of the students were occupied with their own conversations. Nobody seemed to be paying attention. He could refuse. He should refuse. Instead, he reluctantly shifted in his chair and tugged the waistband of his jeans down just enough to expose a narrow strip of pink fabric.

"There," he whispered. "Satisfied?"

Amber leaned forward, inspected the evidence, and smiled. "Very."

At that exact moment, a girl on the opposite side of the classroom burst into a fit of giggles.

Josh immediately released his waistband. His heart jumped. The girl was looking in his general direction, laughing into her hand while another student whispered something beside her. Oh, God. Had she seen? Had Amber somehow arranged this?

Josh turned toward Amber in alarm. "She’s laughing at me!"

Amber glanced across the room. "Don't be ridiculous."

"She's looking right at us!"

"Girlfriend, not everything is about you."

"But—"

"Besides, how could she possibly know you're wearing pink panties?"

Josh groaned. He put his face down on his desk and covered his head with his arms.

"Relax. Your secret is safe with me," Amber said, but for some reason, that didn't make him feel any better.

The professor entered the classroom a moment later, bringing the conversation to an end. Josh turned forward and tried to concentrate on the lecture, but his thoughts kept returning to Amber sitting directly behind him. 

He could feel her presence even when she wasn't speaking. Every time somebody laughed, he wondered whether they were laughing at him. Every time he shifted in his chair, he remembered the panties.

And every time he considered what Amber might ask him to do next, he felt the same confusing mixture of anxiety and curiosity that had kept him playing along the previous afternoon.

Halfway through the lecture, a folded piece of paper appeared beside his notebook. Josh glanced back, and Amber smiled innocently. He unfolded the note beneath his desk.

8 PM. My dorm. And don't forget your pretty outfit, sissy.

Josh stared at the words and turned around. Amber raised one finger to her lips, reminding him to be quiet. He faced forward again, his mind racing. Eight o'clock. Her dorm. After everything that had happened yesterday, she actually expected him to come back.

He should have torn up the note. He should have told her that whatever game she was playing was over. He should have demanded an apology for throwing his clothes out the window and threatening to call security. Instead, he carefully folded the paper and slipped it into his notebook.

When class finally ended, Josh hurried to gather his belongings. Amber caught up with him near the door.

"So, eight o'clock?" she asked brightly.

Josh glanced around to make certain nobody was listening. "Amber, is this to study or for more practicing?"

She smiled. "Oh, you'll find out."

"After what you did to me yesterday, I don't know why you think I'd come back."

"And yet here you are, wearing the pretty panties I told you to wear." She gave him a knowing smile. "Seems to me you're not nearly as angry as you pretend to be."

Josh opened his mouth, then closed it. He hated that she had a point.

Amber adjusted the strap of her handbag and stepped away. "Eight o'clock, sissy girl. Don't be late."

She turned and walked down the corridor, leaving Josh standing outside the classroom with his backpack hanging from one shoulder. He watched her disappear into the crowd, unable to believe what he was doing. 

He'd spent the entire day wearing women's panties because Amber had told him to. He'd allowed her to inspect them in the middle of class. And now, despite everything she'd done, he was seriously considering returning to her dorm room.

He told himself it was because he wanted answers. He wanted to know what she meant by calling him a sissy. He wanted to understand why she'd treated him so cruelly yesterday, only to behave as though nothing had happened today. Most of all, he wanted to know whether she really intended to kiss him again.

Josh looked down at the folded note in his hand.

Eight o'clock.

He slipped it into his pocket and started toward his next class. He still had several hours to decide whether he was going.

But somewhere deep inside, he suspected he'd already made up his mind.


CHAPTER 4

Josh stood in the hallway outside Amber's dorm room, staring at her door. It was two minutes to eight, and every instinct told him to turn around, take the stairs two at a time, and never look back.

He could feel the pink panties against his skin, hidden beneath his jeans and hoodie, a secret that made his heart race with a mixture of shame and excitement. In his backpack, wrapped in a plastic grocery bag, was the rest of the outfit: the skirt, the blouse, the bra, the stockings, the heels, the wig. 

Everything she'd made him wear yesterday, everything he'd been too humiliated to keep yet too terrified to throw away.

He should leave. He knew he should leave.

But the memory of Amber's lips against his, the way she'd looked at him when she called him her girlfriend, the crushing pleasure of her hand moving over his panties, it all pulled at him like a magnet. His fingers trembled as he raised them to knock.

One rap. Then another.

"Come in," Amber called from inside. "It's unlocked."

Josh pushed the door open and stepped inside, then immediately stopped cold. Amber was lying on her bed, propped up on one elbow, wearing nothing but a lacy black bra and matching panties. Her legs were crossed at the ankles, and she looked like a black widow patiently waiting for her prey.

"Close the door," she said.

Josh turned and shut it, then covered his eyes with one hand. "Oh wow."

"Stop being timid," Amber laughed. "Girlfriends dress this way around each other all the time. It's fully normal."

"This isn't normal for me," Josh said through his fingers.

"Of course it is. Now take off those boring boy clothes and let me see those pretty panties."

Josh lowered his hand slowly. Amber hadn't moved, hadn't made any effort to cover herself. He felt his face burning as he reached for the hem of his hoodie and pulled it over his head. His t-shirt followed. 

Then his sneakers, his socks, his jeans. Each layer that came off made him feel more exposed, more vulnerable, until he was standing in the middle of her room wearing nothing but the pink panties she'd ordered him to keep.

"Much better," Amber purred. She sat up, swinging her legs over the side of the bed.

"So. We're not going to study?" Josh clutched his backpack against his chest.

"Oh, we are," Amber interrupted. "But we're going to do it like girlfriends do."

She stood up and walked toward him, her hips swaying with a confidence that made Josh's mouth go dry. She stopped in front of him and looked him up and down, then frowned.

"Wait. You're not wearing a bra."

"I—I didn't think—"

"Put it on," she said, pointing to his backpack. "So we match."

Josh hesitated, then unzipped his bag and pulled out the pink bra. His hands shook as he fastened it behind his back, adjusting the straps until it sat properly on his chest. The cups were empty, the padding pressing against his skin in a way that made him acutely aware of how ridiculous he looked.

"Perfect," Amber said. "Now sit on the bed with me. Let's talk about how things are going to be. With you as my sissy girlfriend."

Josh blinked. "What?"

"A sissy," Amber said, taking his hand and leading him to the bed. She sat down and patted the mattress beside her. "A boy who gives up his masculinity to live like a girl. That's what you are, Josh. Or at least, that's what you're going to be."

Josh sat down carefully, the bra straps digging into his shoulders. "I don't want to do that. I thought this was about helping you prepare for Rhonda. Your first date with another girl."

"And it is," Amber said. "We'll get to that. But I also like the idea of making you into my sissy girlfriend. And I know you like the idea too."

"I don't—"

"Don't lie to me, Josh." She leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear. "I saw the way you looked at yourself in the mirror yesterday. I saw how hard you got when I called you my girlfriend. You want this. You just don't want to admit it."

Josh opened his mouth to argue, but the words wouldn't come. Because she was right, at least partly. Some twisted, shameful part of him did want this; the attention, the submission, the way she made him feel when she took control.

"See?" Amber smiled, reading the truth in his silence. "You don't deny it. That's good. That's very good." She stood up and retrieved the rest of his outfit from the backpack, laying each piece on the bed. "Now. Put on your full sissy outfit. Everything. I want to see my sissy girlfriend."

Josh looked at the clothes spread out before him. The pink blouse, the short skirt, the sheer stockings, the heels, the wig. His stomach churned with a mixture of dread and anticipation. But he reached for the stockings first, rolling them up his legs with clumsy fingers, then the skirt, the blouse, the heels. Finally, he settled the pink wig over his hair and adjusted it in the mirror.

When he turned around, Amber was watching him with an expression of pure satisfaction.

"Adorable," she whispered. "Absolutely adorable."

She made him stand in the center of the room while she corrected his posture shoulders back, chin up, hips tilted slightly. Then she made him walk back and forth across the room in the heels, correcting his stride, teaching him to place one foot in front of the other like a model on a runway.

"Better," she said after several passes. "Much better. You're starting to move like a girl already."

Josh's ankles ached, and his face was burning, but he kept walking. There was something hypnotic about her attention, something that made him want to please her even as he hated himself for it.

"Now," Amber said, clapping her hands together. "Time to get pretty."

She retrieved a makeup kit from her desk and sat him down on the bed. Josh protested weakly as she applied foundation, blush, eyeshadow, and lipstick, but he didn't stop her. He sat still while she worked, watching his reflection transform into someone he barely recognized.

"There," she said finally, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you're pretty enough to make out with."

She took his hand and pulled him onto the bed beside her. Her lips found his, soft and insistent, and Josh melted into the kiss. He'd been thinking about this since yesterday, dreaming about it, and now it was happening again. Her hand drifted down his chest, over the bra, down to his skirt, and then between his legs.

Josh stiffened as she found him already hard, pressing against the front of his panties.

"Well, well," Amber murmured against his lips. "Somebody's excited again."

"I'm sorry, I—"

"Don't apologize." Her tone shifted, becoming harder, more commanding. "But sissies don't get boy chubbies. You need to learn that."

Before Josh could respond, she pulled her hand back and slapped him between the legs, not hard enough to cause harm, but hard enough to make him gasp and double over.

"Ouch!"

"Sissies don't get boy chubbies," she repeated, her voice cold. "If you're going to play with me, you're going to have to learn to behave."

Josh whimpered, clutching himself. The pain was sharp but fleeting, and somehow the humiliation of it made him even more aroused. His mind was a confused mess. He hated this, hated the way she was treating him, but he loved it too. He loved the way she took control, the way she made him feel small and helpless and wanted.

"Do you understand?" Amber asked.

"Yes," Josh whispered.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes... I understand."

She slapped him again, lighter this time. "Try again."

"Yes, I understand, Amber."

"Better." She leaned back and studied him. "But we still have a problem. That little clitty is still hard, isn't it?"

Josh nodded miserably.

"Show me."

He hesitated, then lifted his skirt slightly. The bulge in his panties was unmistakable.

Amber shook her head. "We're going to have to work on your self-control. But first..." She leaned in and kissed him again, her tongue sliding into his mouth, her hand returning to his panties. This time she didn't slap him. She rubbed him gently, teasingly, through the fabric. "First, I want to play with my girlfriend."

Josh moaned into her mouth, his hips bucking involuntarily. He was lost, completely lost, drowning in the sensation of her touch and the smell of her perfume and the shame of what he was becoming.

Then a knock came at the door.

Three sharp raps, loud and insistent.

Amber pulled back instantly, her eyes widening. "Oh, shit."

Josh scrambled back on the bed. "What? Who is that?"

"It's Rock," Amber hissed, grabbing a robe from the back of her door. "My boyfriend. He's the quarterback, and he's stopping by on the way to practice. If he sees you here dressed like this, he's going to lose his shit and beat your ass."

“Boyfriend?” But I thought you were---”

“You need to hide. NOW!”

Josh's blood turned to ice. "The closet. I'll hide in the closet."

"No," Amber said, pushing him off the bed. "He'll look there. He always looks there."

"Then where?"

"The only place he won't check." She pointed under the bed. "Under there."

Josh stared at the narrow gap between the mattress and the floor. "Amber, I can't—"

Another knock, louder this time.

"OPEN UP," a deep voice bellowed from the hallway. "I gotta do this quick, babe. Come on."

"Coming!" Amber called out. She turned back to Josh, her eyes fierce. "Get under the bed. Now."

Josh dropped to his knees and crawled under the bed frame. It was a tight fit, barely enough room for him to lie flat on his back.

Amber kicked his backpack under after him, then straightened her robe and opened the door.

"About time," Rock said, pushing past her into the room. He was huge, at least six-foot-four, with broad shoulders and muscular arms that strained against his letterman jacket. He looked around suspiciously. "Who's in here with you?"

"Nobody," Amber said, her voice light and playful. "Just me, waiting for my man."

"You best not be lying to me." Rock walked to the closet and yanked it open. Josh held his breath, watching Rock's massive feet from his hiding spot. "Okay then?"

"Baby, I would never cheat on you," Amber said. She walked up behind Rock and wrapped her arms around his waist. "Now stop wasting time. You need to be at practice in thirty minutes."

Rock turned around and looked down at her. "Fine. Let's do this."

Josh watched in horror as Rock's jeans dropped to the floor, pooling around his ankles. Then Amber dropped to her knees in front of him.

"Can I please kiss it first?" she asked, her voice sweet and submissive.

"You better do more than kiss it," Rock grunted.

Josh squeezed his eyes shut, but he couldn't block out the sounds. The wet, obscene sounds of Amber's mouth on Rock's cock, the way she moaned around him, the way Rock groaned and gave her commands.

"That's it, baby. Take it deeper. Fuck, your mouth is so hot."

"It's so big in my mouth," Amber gasped. "Fuck my throat, Rock. Please."

Josh's stomach churned with jealousy and arousal. He wanted to look away, to plug his ears, but he couldn't move. He was trapped under the bed, forced to listen to every degrading moment.

"Enough," Rock said finally. "Stand up. Bend over."

Amber stood up and walked to the bed. Josh pressed himself flatter against the floor as the mattress above him dipped and shifted. Amber was bending over the edge of the bed, her face inches from where Josh lay hidden.

"Fuck me from behind, baby," she begged. "Please, Rock. I need your big cock inside me."

Rock climbed onto the bed, and the springs creaked under his weight. Josh opened his eyes and stared up at the underside of the mattress, watching it bow and bounce as Rock positioned himself behind Amber.

"Damn, you're so wet," Rock said.

"All for you, baby" Amber moaned. "Always for you."

Then Rock thrust into her, and the bed slammed down toward Josh's face. He flinched, turning his head to the side, but there was nowhere to go. The bed rocked above him, each thrust driving the mattress closer to his body. Amber's moans filled the room, growing louder and more desperate with every passing second.

"Faster," she begged. "Harder, Rock. Please, fuck me harder."

Josh's hand found its way to his panties. He was hard again, painfully hard, and he couldn't stop himself from touching it through the fabric. He remembered what Amber had said, sissies don't jerk off, but the sounds of her getting fucked were too much. The bed was slamming down on him, Amber's pleasure was thundering in his ears, and he was rubbing himself in slow, desperate circles, trying to find the same release.

"That's it, baby," Rock grunted. "Take it. Take all of it."

"I'm coming," Amber screamed. "Oh God, Rock, I'm coming—"

Rock roared above him, and the bed shook with the force of his final thrusts. At the same moment, Josh felt his own orgasm crash over him, hot and shameful, soaking through his panties as he bit his lip to keep from crying out.

For a long moment, the only sound was heavy breathing.

"Shit, look at the time," Rock said. "I gotta get to practice."

Josh heard the rustle of clothes, the zip of a fly. Then Rock's feet moved toward the door.

"See you later, baby," Rock said. The door opened and closed, and he was gone.

Josh lay under the bed, trembling, his panties wet and sticky against his skin. He felt disgusting. He felt incredible. He didn't know what he felt.

"Okay," Amber said, her voice calm and collected. "Coast is clear. Come on out now, sissy."

Josh crawled out from under the bed, his wig askew, his makeup smudged. He kept his head down, unable to meet her eyes. His hands covering the wet spot on hos panties.

"Look at me," Amber commanded.

Josh looked up. Amber was standing by the bed, arms crossed, sweaty and still gasping to catch her breath. Her eyes dropped to his skirt, and her expression darkened.

"Is that...?" She stepped closer and lifted his skirt. The dark wet spot on his panties was unmistakable. Her face contorted with fury.

"You little creeper," she hissed. "You were touching yourself under my bed? While I was fucking my boyfriend?"

"I couldn't help it," Josh stammered. "It was so hard listening to you like that. I just—"

"You just what?" Amber's voice was ice cold. "You just decided to make a mess in your panties while hiding under my bed like some kind of pervert?"

"I'm sorry, I—"

"Sorry isn't good enough." Amber grabbed his arm and spun him around. "Bend over."

Josh blinked. "What?"

"I said bend over. Now, sissy."

"But—"

"BEND OVER NOW, SISSY. You need to be punished."

Josh couldn't believe what was happening. Some part of him wanted to run, to grab his clothes and bolt for the door. But another part of him, the part that had knelt to put on the bra, the part that had walked back and forth in heels for her approval, that part wanted to obey.

He bent over the edge of the bed.

Amber pulled up his skirt and yanked his panties down to his knees, exposing his bare ass to the cool air. Josh gripped the bedsheets, his heart hammering.

"Count them," Amber said.

"Count what—"

The first blow landed with a sharp crack, the back of a wooden hairbrush connecting with his left cheek. Josh yelped, his body jerking forward.

"One," Amber said. "I said count them."

"One," Josh whimpered.

Crack.

"Two."

Crack.

"Three."

By the fifth swat, Josh was whimpering, tears streaming down his face, mascara running in black rivers. By the eighth, he was moaning, pushing his ass back to meet the brush. By the tenth, he was sobbing and hard again, his cock leaking onto the bedsheets.

"Ten," Amber announced, tossing the hairbrush onto the desk. She pulled his panties back up and smoothed his skirt into place. "There. Punishment delivered. And don’t forget it."

Josh stood up slowly, his ass burning, his mind reeling. He should hate her. He should scream at her, hit her, run away and never come back. But instead, he felt... grateful. Cleansed. Like she'd taken all his confusion and shame and beaten it into something he could understand.

“Amber, I’m sorry I---"

"Get out," Amber said, pointing to the door.

Josh stared at her. "What?"

"Get out. Don’t make me count."

"But my clothes—"

"You'll get them tomorrow." She marched to the door and yanked it open. "Come back at eight. And wear your panties and bra under your boy clothes tomorrow. All day. Understood?"

Josh opened his mouth to argue, to protest, to beg for mercy. But the words died in his throat. Because the truth was, he couldn't argue. He couldn't protest. She had him, completely and totally, wrapped around her finger in a way that terrified him and thrilled him in equal measure.

"Yes, Amber," he whispered.

"Good sissy girl." She pushed him toward the door. "Now go. Before someone sees you leaving my room."

Josh stumbled into the hallway, still wearing the full sissy outfit, his panties wet and uncomfortable against his skin. The door slammed behind him, and he stood alone in the corridor, his ass burning, his heart racing, his mind more confused than it had ever been.

He should run. He should hide. He should never come back.

But even as he hurried toward the stairwell, his heels clicking against the floor, he knew he would return tomorrow. He knew he would wear the panties and bra under his clothes, just as she'd commanded. He knew he would knock on her door at eight o'clock sharp, ready to be her sissy girlfriend again.

Because Amber had him. And he was never going to escape.


CHAPTER 5

By the end of the second week, Josh had begun to recognize an unsettling pattern dominating his life. It had started the evening after his terrifying encounter with Rock, when he returned to Amber’s room at eight o’clock as instructed, wearing the panties and bra she had ordered him to keep beneath his regular clothes.

He had told himself he was going only to retrieve the clothes she had kept. But once Amber handed them over, he stayed to help her with calculus. By the time he left, she had already arranged another visit.

He would spend most of the day telling himself he wasn't going back to Amber's dorm room, only to find himself standing outside her door that evening with his backpack over one shoulder and a bundle of feminine clothing tucked inside.

Every visit seemed to begin with the promise of studying and end with him wearing something pink. And every time he left, he swore it would be the last.

It never was.

He'd also developed the habit of checking the hallway before knocking on Amber's door. Her dormitory was full of students who attended the same classes, ate in the same cafeteria, and traveled through the same campus buildings he did. All it would take was one familiar face spotting him entering her room night after night. Worse, someone might see him leaving in the wrong clothes or catch a glimpse of him through the open doorway. He had no idea how he would explain that.

Yet his anxiety always seemed to change once he reached her door. He would hear Amber's voice inviting him inside, and the apprehension that had accompanied him across campus would become something harder to define. 

He knew she would probably embarrass him, and he knew he would complain about whatever she had planned. But he also found himself wondering what she might have chosen for him to wear, and whether she would tell him he looked pretty again.

After that second evening, Amber settled into a routine of having him dress up while they worked through their calculus assignments. She would make him change into the blouse, skirt, stockings, and wig before allowing him to sit beside her. 

Sometimes she even let him work through a few equations before interrupting to straighten his skirt or remind him to keep his knees together. What had begun as a ridiculous afternoon of playing girlfriends—and had already led to two humiliating journeys across campus was gradually becoming something much more elaborate.

Amber had also become remarkably good at knowing when to push him and when to reward him. If he protested too much, she would act disappointed and suggest they forget the whole thing. 

If he obeyed, she would become affectionate and enthusiastic, praising him as though he'd accomplished something wonderful. Josh was beginning to notice the pattern but recognizing it didn't make him any less susceptible to her attention. 

In fact, he was beginning to anticipate those moments of approval, which troubled him considerably more than the clothes themselves.

And Amber seemed to have a new idea every time he visited.

On Wednesday evening, Josh arrived to find three outfits arranged neatly across her bed. There was a pink pleated skirt with a white blouse, a blue sundress decorated with tiny flowers, and a short black skirt paired with a fitted lavender sweater.

 Matching shoes and stockings had been placed beneath each outfit. Amber stood beside the bed with her hands on her hips, looking extraordinarily pleased with herself.

"Welcome back, sissy!"

Josh immediately glanced toward the door. "Amber, keep your voice down!"

She smiled. "The door's closed, silly."

"That doesn't mean people can't hear you."

"Then stop making such a fuss." She gestured toward the bed. "Look what I picked out for you."

Josh glanced at the clothes. "What is all this?"

"Your wardrobe, silly. I decided it's time we started giving you a little variety."

"My wardrobe?"

"Well, you can't wear the same pink skirt every time you visit. People might start thinking you don't have any fashion sense."

Josh laughed nervously. "Amber, I don't need a wardrobe. I'm not actually a girl."

"I know that, silly." She picked up the blue sundress and held it against him. "That's why we're having so much fun turning you into one."

Josh looked down at the dress. The fabric was soft and surprisingly pretty, with narrow straps and a little bow at the waist. He could already imagine how it might look with the blonde wig he'd noticed on her dresser. 

The thought came so naturally that he almost forgot to be embarrassed by it. Amber watched his expression, waiting until his eyes lingered on the dress before speaking again.

"You like this one, don't you?"

"It's okay."

"Just okay?" She held it a little higher, letting him see how the bow would sit at his waist. "I thought you might. It's very pretty, and I think blue would look lovely on you."

Josh smiled despite himself. He liked that she'd considered what colors would suit him, and the realization gave him an uncomfortable little thrill. 

Two weeks earlier, he'd been mortified at the thought of putting on a skirt. Now he was standing in Amber's dorm room wondering which of three feminine outfits would make him look the prettiest. 

He also wondered whether Rock might arrive again without warning. The memory of hiding beneath the bed had made every visit more nerve-racking.

Amber noticed immediately. "There we go. My sissy does have good taste."

He looked away, embarrassed that she'd caught him admiring the dress. Amber allowed him another moment to examine it before returning it to the bed.

"Besides," she continued, "you told me you were having fun."

"I said some of it was fun."

"And this is the fun part." Amber picked up the lavender sweater. "Now, let's see which outfit suits my pretty little sissy best."

Josh glanced toward her desk, where his calculus textbook was sitting unopened. "Aren't we supposed to be studying?"

"We will. After you get dressed."

"That's what you said last time."

"And you still got an A on your quiz, didn't you?" Amber smiled. "See? I'm not keeping you from your studies. We're just making them more interesting."

Josh couldn't argue with that. In fact, Amber's grades had improved considerably over the past two weeks, largely because he continued tutoring her between her increasingly elaborate games. 

She was clever enough to keep their study sessions productive, even when she spent half the evening directing his appearance. And whenever he mentioned leaving, she invariably found some unfinished problem that required his attention.

Amber selected the black skirt and lavender sweater. "These. I think you'll look adorable."

Josh examined the outfit. "That skirt is awfully short."

"Then you'd better remember to sit properly." She handed him the clothes with a cheerful smile. "Off you go, girlfriend."

He took the outfit and headed toward the bathroom, but Amber caught his arm.

"Uh-uh. You're forgetting something."

"What?"

She reached into a drawer and produced a pair of lavender panties decorated with a little satin bow.

Josh sighed. "Of course."

"Matching panties are very important, sissy. A pretty girl should coordinate her outfit."

"Amber, nobody's going to see them."

"That's not the point." She dangled the panties from one finger. "You'll know you're wearing them, and so will I."

Josh looked at her for a moment before reluctantly taking them. He had to admit that she was right about one thing. Ever since that first embarrassing day in class, wearing panties beneath his regular clothes had become a strangely significant part of their game. 

He still felt nervous whenever he put them on, but the sensation was no longer entirely unpleasant. Sometimes the secret itself seemed to make an ordinary day feel different, as though he were carrying a private reminder of Amber wherever he went.

What continued to worry him was how easily that private secret could become public. He'd started checking the waistband of his jeans before leaving his dorm room, making certain no trace of pink or lace was visible. 

He avoided changing in the communal showers whenever possible and had become unusually protective of his laundry bag. Evan had already asked why he was suddenly so secretive about his clothes.

Amber watched him retreat toward the bathroom. "And don't take forever. We have a lot to cover tonight."

Twenty minutes later, Josh stood before Amber's full-length mirror wearing the lavender sweater, black pleated skirt, stockings, and low-heeled shoes. 

A shoulder-length blonde wig framed his face, replacing the pink one he'd worn during their first afternoon together. Amber had helped him apply a little makeup, insisting that he needed practice if he was going to become a convincing girl.

He hardly recognized himself.

The blonde hair made an astonishing difference. It softened his features and made the entire outfit seem more natural. The skirt was short enough to make him self-conscious whenever he moved, but he couldn't deny that it looked attractive with the stockings. He turned slightly, examining his reflection from another angle.

There was something deeply unsettling about how much he liked the result. He'd expected to feel ridiculous, and part of him still did, but the girl in the mirror was prettier than he'd imagined he could ever look. 

He found himself adjusting the sweater and smoothing the skirt, wanting everything to sit just right. The fact that he cared about such things was becoming increasingly difficult to dismiss as simply playing along.

Amber stood behind him, watching his expression.

"Well?"

Josh hesitated. "It's different."

"Different good or different bad?"

"I don't know." He adjusted the hem of the skirt. "I guess it looks kind of cute."

Amber laughed. "Kind of cute? Girlfriend, you look adorable."

He smiled before he could stop himself. Hearing Amber call him adorable produced the same warm, nervous excitement he'd once felt whenever she complimented him on something ordinary. 

Except now she wasn't praising his intelligence or thanking him for helping with calculus. She was admiring how pretty he'd become in her clothes.

"There it is," Amber said.

"What?"

"That smile. You always get that little smile when you see yourself dressed up."

"I do not."

"Oh, yes, you do." She stepped beside him and adjusted the blonde wig. "You try so hard to pretend you're embarrassed, but then you catch yourself in the mirror and can't stop looking."

Josh's smile disappeared. He hated how easily she could read him, particularly when she pointed out things he'd barely admitted to himself. Amber didn't press the issue. She simply straightened the wig and told him how pretty he looked, allowing the compliment to restore his confidence before introducing her next lesson.

"Now," Amber said, "let's work on your posture."

"My posture?"

"Yes. We started working on it the other night, but you still stand like a boy wearing a skirt. We need to fix that."

She positioned him in front of the mirror and demonstrated how she wanted him to stand. 

His shoulders were to remain relaxed, his back straight, and his feet closer together. When he placed his hands awkwardly at his sides, she moved one to his hip and adjusted the other until she was satisfied.

"There. Much prettier."

Josh examined the result. "I feel ridiculous."

"You look ridiculous when you slouch. This looks lovely." She stepped away and pointed toward the door. "Now walk over there and come back."

"Seriously?"

"Seriously."

Josh crossed the room, concentrating on keeping his balance in the heels. When he turned around, Amber shook her head.

"Still too stiff. You're marching like a soldier."

"I'm walking!"

"You're stomping." She demonstrated a few graceful steps. "Relax your hips a little. Take smaller steps. And stop looking at your feet."

Josh tried again. Amber watched him closely; occasionally interrupting to correct his posture or adjust the way he held his arms. Whenever he made a mistake, she immediately pointed it out. Whenever he improved, she praised him enthusiastically, making him eager to repeat the movement correctly.

He was surprised by how satisfying it felt when she finally approved. The embarrassment of being instructed how to walk like a girl hadn't disappeared, but it was becoming mixed with a desire to do it well. He wanted Amber to look at him and see the pretty girl she kept insisting was there. That was a thought he would never have admitted aloud.

After several attempts, Amber clapped her hands.

"Much better! See what happens when you listen to me?"

Josh glanced at his reflection and reluctantly smiled. His movements were still awkward, but there was a noticeable difference. He looked less like a nervous guy trying not to fall over and more like someone who actually knew how to wear the clothes.

A burst of laughter sounded from the hallway.

Josh immediately turned toward the door. For one horrible moment, he imagined someone opening it and finding him standing there in his skirt and blonde wig. He knew the door was closed, but the memory of Amber throwing his clothes out the window was still painfully vivid. He'd learned the hard way how quickly a private game could become a public humiliation.

Amber noticed his alarm.

"Relax, girlfriend. Nobody's coming in."

"How do you know?"

"Because I locked the door. And Rock has practice tonight."

Josh glanced toward the lock, reassured but still uneasy. He couldn't believe he'd become so accustomed to dressing up that he'd almost forgotten how vulnerable he was if someone interrupted them. And what disturbed him further was that the interruption had come just when he was beginning to enjoy himself.

Amber smiled at his reflection.

"Good sissy."

Josh's cheeks warmed. "You really need to stop calling me that."

"Why?"

"Because I'm not a sissy."

Amber laughed. "Then what are you?"

"A guy who's helping you with your weird little game."

"While wearing a skirt, stockings, makeup, a blonde wig, and lavender panties."

Josh looked away. Her words were humiliating precisely because they were true, and because some part of him enjoyed hearing her describe him that way.

"Sounds pretty sissy to me," she said sweetly.


CHAPTER 6

Over the following days, Amber's lessons became increasingly elaborate. She taught Josh how to sit without letting his skirt ride up, how to cross his ankles, and how to arrange his hands neatly in his lap. 

        She corrected the way he walked, the way he stood, and even the way he answered her questions. Whenever he forgot one of her instructions, she would stop whatever they were doing and make him repeat the movement until she was satisfied.

Amber rarely corrected everything at once. She seemed to prefer introducing one new expectation at a time, allowing Josh to become accustomed to it before adding another. What had initially seemed like harmless suggestions gradually became rules he was expected to remember. And whenever he complied without being reminded, she made certain he knew how pleased she was.

Josh had begun to recognize another change in himself. He no longer waited for Amber to remind him of every little thing. Sometimes he would catch himself correcting his posture before she noticed, or carefully arranging his skirt simply because he knew she liked it that way. 

The realization could make him feel foolish, but there was also a quiet satisfaction in anticipating what she wanted.

One Friday evening, Josh was sitting at her desk working through a particularly difficult calculus problem when Amber looked up from her textbook.

"Sissy."

Josh continued writing.

"Sissy girl."

He frowned at the equation. "What?"

Amber set down her pencil. "What did you just say?"

Josh glanced over his shoulder. "I said what."

"And how are you supposed to answer when I call you?"

He sighed. "Yes, Amber."

She shook her head. "Try again."

Josh looked toward the ceiling. "Yes, Miss Amber."

"Much better." She smiled and returned to her textbook.

He stared at her for a moment, then turned back to his calculations. He couldn't believe he'd actually said it. More disturbing was the fact that Amber seemed to expect him to say it every time. 

He was even beginning to recognize the peculiar pleasure of earning that satisfied smile, although he disliked how easily she could make him work for it.

A few minutes later, she called him again.

"Sissy."

Josh closed his eyes. "Yes, Miss Amber?"

"Come here, please."

He put down his pencil and walked over to her. Amber was sitting on the edge of the bed, examining him with an expression that suggested she'd already found something wrong.

"What's the first rule about sitting in a skirt?"

Josh glanced down. He'd been sitting at her desk with his knees apart.

"Knees together," he admitted.

"And what were you doing?"

"Not keeping them together."

"Exactly." Amber patted the mattress beside her. "Sit down and show me how a proper sissy sits."

Josh sat, carefully arranging his skirt and bringing his knees together. Amber inspected his posture, then nodded approvingly.

"Very nice. Now, wasn't that easy?"

"Yes, Miss Amber."

She smiled. "You're learning."

Josh couldn't help smiling back. He was beginning to understand that Amber's approval had become a reward in itself. A compliment from her could make him feel absurdly pleased, especially after she'd spent several minutes correcting him. He didn't particularly like being told he'd done something wrong, but he enjoyed the attention she gave him when he finally got it right.

Amber leaned closer. "And what happens when my sissy forgets her manners?"

Josh frowned. "What do you mean?"

"Well, sometimes a girl needs a little reminder." She gave him a playful swat on the backside as he stood up. "Like that. A much gentler reminder than last time."

"Amber!" Josh turned around, startled.

She giggled. "See? Now you'll remember."

"That wasn't necessary. And don't even think about getting that hairbrush again."

"Then don't forget your manners." Her smile remained cheerful, but there was a firmness beneath it that Josh now recognized all too well. "And next time, I expect you to remember without being reminded."

Josh rubbed the back of his skirt and shook his head. He should have been annoyed, and part of him certainly was. But another part found the whole situation strangely compelling. 

Amber was treating him less like the shy math student who'd first come to tutor her and more like someone she was personally responsible for training.

What unsettled him was how much he enjoyed having her attention focused entirely on him. Even her corrections made him feel important to her in a way he hadn't experienced before. 

He'd spent months admiring Amber from a distance, imagining what it might be like if she took a personal interest in him. Now she was doing exactly that, although in a manner he never could have anticipated.

Amber watched his reaction carefully. When he made no move to leave, she smiled and returned to her textbook as though nothing unusual had happened. Josh followed her back to the desk, still trying to understand why he hadn't objected more forcefully.

He wasn't sure when that change had happened.

He was even less certain why he kept allowing it.

By the beginning of the third week, Amber had introduced what she called his sissy homework.

Josh arrived one afternoon to find a folded sheet of pink stationery waiting beside his calculus textbook. His name had been written across the top in elaborate cursive lettering.

Except it wasn't his name.

SISSY JOSH

He picked up the paper and stared at it. "What is this?"

"Your new routine," Amber announced.

"My what?"

"Your sissy homework. You didn't think all your training was going to happen here, did you?"

Josh unfolded the paper. Amber had written several instructions in her neat handwriting. He was to wear panties beneath his regular clothes on designated days, practice his posture in front of the mirror, and spend at least fifteen minutes each evening rehearsing the walk she'd taught him. 

He was also supposed to keep his feminine clothing clean, folded, and ready for their next session.

Josh looked up. "You're kidding."

"Not at all."

"You want me practicing this stuff in my dorm room?"

"Of course. That's why it's called homework."

"Amber, I have a roommate!"

"Then practice when Evan isn't there." She shrugged as though the solution were obvious. "You don't have to parade around in front of him."

Josh studied the paper again. "And what's this about wearing panties on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays?"

"That's your schedule."

"I already have a schedule. It's called college."

Amber laughed. "Well, now you have two."

Josh shook his head. He could hardly believe that a girl who'd originally asked him to help her pass calculus was now assigning him homework on how to wear skirts and behave like a girl. 

The absurdity would have been funny if he hadn't already begun considering how he might fit her instructions around his classes.

And that was the part that bothered him most. He was already calculating which evenings Evan would be away and whether he could practice in front of the bathroom mirror without attracting attention. He was supposed to be rejecting Amber's ridiculous assignment, not figuring out how to complete it.

"There's no way I'm doing all this," he announced.

Amber simply smiled. "Then don't."

Josh looked up, surprised by her easy acceptance.

"Really?"

"Really. I'm not going to stand outside your dorm room and make sure you practice." She took the paper from his hands and folded it neatly. "But if you want to keep playing with me, I expect you to take our little game seriously."

He watched her place the paper on the desk. For some reason, her willingness to dismiss the whole thing bothered him more than another argument would have. 

Amber seemed perfectly content to let him walk away, and he suddenly found himself wondering whether she would simply find somebody else to play with.

The possibility gave him an unexpected pang of jealousy. He imagined another guy standing in Amber's room, wearing the outfits she'd chosen and receiving the compliments she'd been giving him. 

It was an absurd thing to feel jealous about, especially considering how often he'd complained about being dressed up. But he didn't like the thought of somebody else becoming her favorite little project.

"You're making it sound like I'm joining some kind of club."

Amber giggled. "Oh, honey. You're joining something much more interesting than a club."

"What does that mean?"

"You'll find out."

Josh sighed. That was becoming one of her favorite answers.

Amber returned the folded paper to him, but this time she placed it directly into his hand.

"Why don't you take it home and think about it? You don't have to decide right now." She smiled warmly. "I just thought you might enjoy having something to practice between our visits."

Josh looked down at the paper. Presented that way, it suddenly seemed less like an unreasonable demand and more like a personal invitation. He tucked it into his backpack, telling himself that taking it home didn't mean he intended to follow it.

Amber smiled as though she'd gotten exactly the answer she wanted.

That night, Josh waited until Evan left to meet some friends before taking the paper from his backpack. He locked the door, checked that the blinds were closed, and stood in front of the mirror to practice his posture. 

Every sound in the hallway made him glance toward the entrance. He was halfway through his walking exercises when someone rattled the doorknob.

"Josh? You in there?"

Evan.

Josh hurried to his desk, nearly tripping over his own feet. He snatched up a textbook and sat down just as Evan knocked again.

"Yeah! Just a second!"

He stuffed Amber's instructions beneath a notebook and unlocked the door. Evan entered carrying a bag of takeout, looking mildly annoyed.

"Why was the door locked?"

"Just studying."

Evan glanced at the open space in the middle of the room. "With the door locked?"

"People keep wandering in."

Evan shrugged and dropped his bag on the desk. Josh returned to his chair, relieved that his roommate hadn't arrived five minutes earlier. He'd only been practicing his posture in ordinary clothes but explaining why he'd been walking back and forth across the room like a girl would have been difficult enough.

And he still had the panties hidden beneath his jeans.

As Evan settled in front of his computer, Josh tried to return to his textbook. But his thoughts kept drifting toward the instructions concealed beneath his notebook. 

He'd nearly been caught, and the experience should have convinced him to abandon the whole ridiculous routine. Instead, he found himself disappointed that his practice session had been interrupted.

A few evenings later, Josh found himself standing in Amber's room wearing the blue sundress she'd selected for him. He'd become reasonably comfortable walking in low heels, and he'd learned to arrange his skirt without constantly looking down. 

Amber had even complimented his makeup, although she'd insisted on correcting his lipstick before allowing him to examine himself in the mirror.

He was improving. There was no denying it.

That realization troubled him.

Amber was sitting at her desk, reviewing the solutions he'd written for her calculus assignment. Josh stood beside the mirror, studying the girl in the blue dress. The blonde wig framed his face, and the little bow at his waist gave the outfit a youthful, feminine appearance. He tilted his head, experimenting with a smile.

He liked this outfit even more than he'd expected. The dress felt comfortable, the heels no longer seemed impossibly awkward, and the blonde wig gave him a look he was beginning to find genuinely attractive. 

He wondered whether Amber had chosen the dress because she knew how much he would like it. The possibility made him feel strangely flattered.

"Looking at yourself again?" Amber asked without turning around.

Josh immediately stepped away from the mirror. "No."

She laughed. "You're a terrible liar, sissy."

He sighed. "There you go again."

"Doing what?"

"Calling me that."

Amber turned around in her chair. "Calling you what?"

"A sissy."

"Well, you are one."

Josh folded his arms. "You keep saying that, but I still don't understand what it's supposed to mean for me."

Amber studied him for a moment, then closed her textbook. She had already given him a definition on the night Rock interrupted them, but that had hardly settled the matter. 

Over the past two weeks, she had used the word so often that he had begun repeating it himself, usually while protesting that he wasn’t one. Now he wanted to know how far she intended to take it.

"Come here," she said.

Josh approached cautiously.

She pointed toward the chair beside her. "Sit down."

He sat, automatically bringing his knees together and smoothing the dress over his thighs. Amber noticed the movement and smiled.

"See? You didn't even have to think about that."

Josh looked down at himself. She was right. He'd arranged the dress and adjusted his posture without consciously remembering her instructions. A small part of him was pleased that she'd noticed how much he'd improved, even though the improvement itself was something he supposedly didn't want.

"That's what I'm talking about," Amber continued. "When you first came here, you could barely walk in heels. Even after our first lesson, you still struggled to sit in a skirt, and you were terrified of putting on a little makeup. Now look at you."

Josh shifted uncomfortably. "Because you've been making me practice."

"And because you keep coming back."

He opened his mouth to argue, then stopped. That was the one thing he couldn't explain away. Amber had certainly ordered him back more than once, and she had done far worse than merely tease him. 

But he had continued showing up at her door, even after getting his regular clothes back. That was the part he couldn’t explain away.

"Josh," Amber said, her tone becoming unusually serious, "can I ask you something?"

"What?"

"Why do you keep coming over?"

He stared at her. "To help you study."

Amber gave him a skeptical look. "Oh, please. We finished studying an hour ago, and you're still sitting here in a pretty blue dress."

Josh glanced down at himself. He'd been so preoccupied with their conversation that he'd almost forgotten what he was wearing. More importantly, he'd been enjoying himself enough that he hadn't given much thought to changing back into his regular clothes.

"That's different," he muttered.

"How?"

"I don't know."

Amber leaned back in her chair. "Well, maybe you should think about it."

Josh was quiet for several seconds. Then he looked at her with an expression of genuine confusion.

"Why are you doing this to me, Amber?"

She tilted her head. "Doing what?"

"All of this. Dressing me up, making me practice walking and sitting like a girl, giving me homework about panties." He gestured toward the dress. "Why do you keep turning me into your little sissy?"

Amber regarded him thoughtfully. She could have made another joke, but instead she allowed the question to hang between them for a moment. When she finally answered, her voice was calm and matter-of-fact.

"Because I find it amusing."

Josh blinked. "That's it?"

"Well, amusing and pleasing." She gave him a playful wink. "I think you're adorable when you're all dressed up, and I enjoy teaching you how to be a pretty little sissy."

Josh stared at her. "So this is just entertainment for you?"

"Partly." Amber leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. "But I think you're enjoying yourself, too."

He looked away.

"Come on, Josh. You can't tell me you haven't had fun."

"Some of it," he admitted reluctantly.

"Some of it?"

"Okay, more than some of it."

Amber smiled with obvious satisfaction. She'd let him make the admission himself, and now she had something he couldn't easily take back.

"That's what I thought."

Josh rubbed his forehead. "But I don't understand why."

"Why what?"

"Why I like it." He looked down at the blue dress and shook his head. "I mean, I know I'm a guy. I've always been a guy. I never thought about dressing like a girl before you started all this. Now I'm wearing panties and a bra under my clothes when you tell me to and practicing how to walk in heels when Evan isn't around. It's crazy."

Amber listened without interrupting. She'd learned that Josh was much more revealing when she gave him time to talk. If she teased him too quickly, he became defensive. But if she waited, he often volunteered the very things he was trying to hide.

"And the really weird part," Josh continued, "is that sometimes I actually look forward to coming here. Even when I know you're going to make me do something embarrassing."

He hesitated, surprised by how much he'd just admitted. He'd spent two weeks trying to convince himself that Amber was the only reason he kept dressing up. But that explanation no longer seemed entirely convincing. 

There were moments when he genuinely enjoyed the clothes, the way they made him look, and the attention she gave him when he followed her instructions. The pleasure was real, even if he couldn't explain it.

Amber's expression softened into a knowing smile.

"Well, there you go."

"There I go what?"

"You're starting to figure it out."

"Figure what out?"

"That you like being my sissy."

Josh shook his head. "I remember what you told me it means. I just don't know why I want any part of it."

"I told you what it means to me, honey. I get to dress you up, teach you how to be pretty and feminine, and tease you when you forget your lessons." She smiled. "And you get to enjoy being my adorable little project."

Josh stared at her. "Your project?"

"Of course. My special little sissy project."

He couldn't decide whether to laugh or be offended. "That's a terrible way to describe a person."

Amber giggled. "Would you prefer girlfriend?"

Josh tried not to smile.

"There it is again," she said.

"What?"

"That smile."

He immediately looked away. The embarrassing truth was that he liked being called her girlfriend almost as much as he liked hearing her call him pretty. The words made him feel closer to her, even though he knew their relationship was nothing like the one he'd once imagined having with her.

Amber reached over and gently turned his face back toward her. She wanted him to hear what came next without the distraction of another joke.

"Listen, Josh. If you don't want to continue playing with me, then stop coming over. It will end. You can go back to being plain old Josh, and we'll pretend none of this ever happened." The assurance was striking after the way she had sent him out of her room on their first two evenings together.

He looked at her, surprised by the simplicity of the offer.

"But" she continued, "if you keep coming over, then we're going to keep playing. I'm going to choose your clothes, teach you your lessons, and call you my sissy girl. Because I find it amusing and pleasing, and whether you want to admit it or not, I think you do, too."

Josh considered her words. She was offering him a way out, and for the first time he realized how easily he could take it. All he had to do was stop visiting her room. He could return to his ordinary clothes, his mathematics assignments, and his uncomplicated life as a college student.

But he knew things wouldn't be quite that simple. He'd already spent days worrying about Evan discovering the panties in his laundry, and he'd nearly been caught practicing his walk in their room. 

He had also learned what could happen when Rock turned up unexpectedly. Every visit to Amber's dorm brought another opportunity for someone to discover his secret. The longer the game continued, the more likely it seemed that something would eventually go wrong.

And despite knowing all that, the idea of giving it up was unexpectedly disappointing. He would miss Amber's attention, certainly, but he suspected he would miss the clothes and the lessons as well. 

He'd begun to look forward to seeing himself transformed in her mirror, and the thought of never experiencing that again left him feeling strangely deprived.

Amber said nothing. She'd made her position clear, and now she was giving him the opportunity to decide. She watched him glance toward the mirror, knowing that the image waiting there would probably make a stronger argument than anything else she could say.

Josh looked toward his reflection. The blonde-haired girl in the blue sundress was still there, looking back at him with an expression he couldn't quite interpret. 

He remembered how embarrassed he'd been the first time Amber made him wear a skirt, how terrified he'd felt walking across campus in heels, and how ridiculous it had seemed to wear panties beneath his jeans. 

He remembered Rock’s voice on the other side of the bed, and the humiliation of being sent out afterward. None of those memories had kept him away.

And yet here he was, two weeks later, sitting comfortably in a dress and discussing his next lesson.

"I guess I do like it," he admitted quietly.

Amber smiled. "I know you do."

"But I still don't understand why."

"You don't have to figure everything out tonight." She reached over and straightened the little bow at his waist. "All you have to decide is whether you want to keep coming back."

Josh looked at her. "And if I come back tomorrow?"

Amber's smile widened.

"Then tomorrow, my pretty little sissy, we'll have another lesson."

He should have been alarmed by the prospect. Instead, he found himself wondering what she had planned. He knew another visit would mean more embarrassing instructions, more opportunities for someone to discover his secret, and probably another evening of Amber teasing him about how feminine he was becoming.

Yet the anticipation was already there.

Amber rose from her chair and picked up the pink sheet of homework instructions.

"Oh, and one more thing."

Josh sighed. "What now?"

She handed him the paper.

"Don't forget your homework."

Josh looked down at the instructions, then back at Amber. He shook his head, but a reluctant smile crept across his face.

"Yes, Miss Amber."

Her expression brightened immediately.

"That's my good sissy girl."

Josh felt his cheeks grow warm. He understood Amber’s definition of a sissy well enough by now. What he still couldn’t understand was why hearing her call him one affected him the way it did. 

He knew he ought to be embarrassed by how much he'd begun to enjoy her approval, but the satisfaction was impossible to deny. And as he folded the paper and tucked it into his backpack, he knew one thing for certain.

He was coming back tomorrow.


CHAPTER 7

By Friday afternoon, Josh had learned that Amber's lessons rarely ended when he left her dorm room. She had a remarkable talent for introducing some new rule, making it sound perfectly reasonable, and then behaving as though he'd agreed to it months ago.

What began as an evening of dressing up had become a collection of expectations that followed him everywhere. He was supposed to remember his posture, practice his walk, keep his feminine clothes organized, and wear the panties she'd selected on the appropriate days.

And now, apparently, Amber had another concern.

When Josh arrived at her room that evening, she was sitting at her desk with a small black box beside her calculus textbook. She looked unusually serious, which immediately made him suspicious. Amber was generally at her most dangerous when she appeared to have everything planned.

"Hello, sissy," she said.

"Hello, Amber." She raised an eyebrow.

Josh sighed. "Hello, Miss Amber."

"Much better. Come here. We need to have a little talk about your behavior."

Josh glanced at the black box. "What did I do?"

"That's precisely what I'd like to know."

He stared at her. "What does that mean?"

Amber leaned back in her chair and folded her arms. "You've been getting rather comfortable with your little sissy privileges lately. Wearing your pretty panties to class, practicing your lessons when I'm not around, and generally enjoying yourself."

"I thought that was what you wanted."

"Within reason." She tapped one manicured fingernail against the box. "But I've been wondering whether you're behaving properly when I'm not there to supervise you."

Josh felt an unpleasant suspicion forming. "What are you talking about?"

"You know perfectly well what I'm talking about, sissy. I know how excited you sometimes get when you're all dressed up. I suspect you might be getting into mischief when you're alone."

"Amber! No! I would never---"

"Oh, don't act so innocent." She smiled. "You've been very interested in your pretty panties lately."

Josh looked toward the door, relieved that she'd remembered to close it. He had become accustomed to her teasing, but conversations like this still made him nervous. He never knew when someone might knock, or whether Amber might suddenly decide to answer without giving him time to compose himself.

"I haven't done anything wrong," he insisted.

"Wonderful. Then you shouldn't have any trouble with my new idea."

She slid the black box toward him.

Josh looked at it suspiciously. "What's that?"

"A little experiment in self-discipline."

He opened the box, and his eyes went wide with a startled fright. For several seconds, he couldn't think of anything to say. He knew exactly what it was and what it was intended to do.  It was a lockable plastic cage designed to enclose the penis and restrict erections and direct physical stimulation.

“IS this a---?”

“Chastity cage,” she said plainly. “I think it’s time to lock up that little sissy clitty so you can’t play with it when I’m not around.”

"No way, I’m not going to wear this thing," Josh said, firmly.

"Oh, I wasn’t asking, sissy." Amber smiled as though she'd expected that exact answer. "And it's only for the weekend. Think of it as another one of your training exercises."

Josh looked at her. "The whole weekend?"

"Friday evening until Monday morning. Nothing terribly complicated. You keep up with your regular activities, follow your instructions, and demonstrate that you can handle a little responsibility."

"And then it's over?"

"If that’s what you really want to happen, then yeah."

Josh examined the device again. It was bright pink chastity device, a four-inch plastic tube for his penis, a ring for his balls, and the small, locking mechanism where the two pieces met.

He didn't like the thought of wearing something unfamiliar beneath his clothes, particularly when he already spent so much time worrying about Evan discovering his panties. Amber, however, appeared completely unconcerned about those practical difficulties.

“Well, if it’s really just for the weekend.”

Amber's expression brightened.

"YAY. I knew my little sissy could be sensible." She turned to face him, holding the device in one hand and the ring in the other. "Panties from the waist down. Now."

Josh hesitated, then obeyed, sliding his panties down his thighs. The air felt cool against his exposed skin. Amber stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume, and pressed the cool ring against him.

"Already half-hard," she murmured. "Someone's excited about his new cage."

Josh trembled as Amber knelt before him. Her fingers were cool as she gripped his semi-hard length, pulling it through the plastic ring. The ring bit into his flesh, unyielding. Then she tugged his balls through, one by one, and Danni sucked in a sharp hiss through his teeth, his whole body jerking at the pinching pain.

"Stay still," Amber ordered.

She slid the tube over his penis. It was a tight fit. Suffocatingly tight. There wouldn't be a millimeter of room for him to grow, to swell, to find any relief. Already he could feel blood trying to rush in, the first helpless throb of arousal, and the plastic punished him for it, squeezing back.

"Someone is getting quite excited about being locked away," Courtney teased.

"Maybe we could have one last-one last time in bed before you lock me away," Danni stammered, a pathetic twinge of hope cracking his voice.

"No."

The word fell like a stone. Final. Absolute. Danni flinched at the sternness of it, something cold settling in his stomach.

He was still trembling when Courtney pushed the tube upward toward the connector rod that would lock it to the base ring. The metal clicked into alignment. She slid the key into the lock, and then she paused, looking up at him, holding his gaze. The moment stretched, agonizingly long, Danni's breath suspended in his lungs, his heart thundering against his ribs.

She turned the key.

CLICK!

The sound exploded in Danni's ears like a thunderstorm. He gasped, his body jolting, knees buckling. He'd fantasized about this moment for so long, but nothing-nothing-had prepared him for the reality of it, the sudden, crushing permanence of that single mechanical sound.

"Much better," Courtney said, grinning now, almost diabolical. She inspected the cage, turning it this way and that, watching him squirm. She tapped it with her fingernail-tink-and Danni whimpered at the strange vibration traveling through plastic into flesh. 

She gave it a couple of playful strokes, and when Danni gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily, she leaned in and opened her lips wide.

She took the cage into her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down, mimicking the rhythm of a blowjob, and Danni’s vision whited at the edges. He began to twitch, to gasp, his fingers clawing at the bedsheets.

"Could you-please-not do that," Danni pled, voice breaking.

Courtney pulled back with a wet pop. "Why? You never complained about me taking you in my mouth before."

"This is different, and you know it."

"You've watched dozens of videos of this." Her smile was sharp as broken glass. "So don't start pretending you don't want this."

Danni was twitching too hard, too overwhelmed to argue. He could feel himself trying to get erect, his traitorous body straining against the cage, but the plastic held him mercilessly, squeezing, constricting, denying. The pressure built and built with nowhere to go, a maddening, excruciating ache that made his eyes water.

Amber worked with methodical precision, her fingers warm and sure as she fitted the ring and positioned the cage. Josh bit his lip as she guided him into the pink plastic, the snug pressure both frustrating and thrilling. When the cage settled into place, Amber held up the small padlock, letting it swing gently from her fingers.

"Don’t worry, sissy! You’re going to learn to love this"

"I hope so."

The click of the lock snapped through the room like a verdict.

"There." She lifted the key between two fingers. "My first official act as your Mistress."

Josh looked down at the pink cage, then at Maddie. The woman he'd dreamed of was standing before him, holding the key, and he was already aching against the unforgiving plastic.

Amber retrieved a delicate silver chain from her jewelry box and threaded the key onto it. She fastened the chain around her neck, allowing it to rest between her breasts, then placed the spare key in the dresser.

Josh studied the necklace. "You're going to wear it?"

"Every day." She ran a finger along the chain, drawing his eyes to the key resting against her skin. "And whenever you see it, you'll know exactly who holds the key to your chastity."

She stepped closer and adjusted his wig, her fingers trailing along his jaw. "Now,. stand in front of the mirror."

He obeyed. Amber positioned herself behind him, her body pressed lightly against his back and examined their reflections. Her black dress and heels contrasted sharply with his blonde wig, white blouse, and short pleated skirt.

"Look at us," she whispered against his ear. "You in your pretty little outfit, locked and helpless, and me holding the key. Something about it just feels right, wouldn’t you agree?"

"Yes, Amber. I would."

And somehow, he meant it too.




**********

Saturday morning arrived far too soon, although Josh wasn't entirely certain the night had ever ended. He had spent most of it tossing and turning, watching the glowing numbers on his alarm clock creep toward dawn, and regretting the moment he'd allowed Amber to talk him into wearing the chastity cage.

He couldn't lie on his stomach, his usual sleeping position had become impossible, and every attempt to get comfortable only made him more conscious of what Amber had locked around him. Worse, he couldn't simply take the damned thing off. Amber had the key, and knowing her, she was probably sleeping like a baby while he suffered through the longest night of his life.

His roommate Evan was considerably less sympathetic.

"Jesus Christ, Josh. Are you wrestling an alligator over there?"

"Sorry," Josh muttered, pulling his blankets up.

"You've been tossing around for hours. What the hell is wrong with you?"

"I can't sleep."

"No kidding. Neither can I, thanks to you."

Josh shifted onto his back, hoping that would finally settle things.

"Read a book. Count sheep. Knock yourself unconscious with a frying pan. I don't care. Just stop moving around. Some of us have lives."

Josh stared at the ceiling, silently cursing Amber and her ridiculous ideas. He would have loved to explain why he was having such a miserable night, but that would require admitting what he was wearing beneath his pajama bottoms. 

Evan already thought he'd been acting strangely lately. Discovering that his roommate had voluntarily allowed a pretty blonde sorority girl to lock his penis inside a little pink cage would probably convince him Josh had completely lost his mind.

By morning, Josh was exhausted, irritable, and thoroughly annoyed with Amber. He had half a mind to call her and demand that she come over immediately and unlock the damned thing. 

Unfortunately, he could already imagine her response. She would laugh, call him a naughty little sissy, and lecture him about discipline. Somehow, she had developed a remarkable talent for making him feel guilty whenever he complained about something she'd talked him into doing.

Instead, he reached for his phone and sent a message.

Wearing this is thing a lot harder than you said it would be.

Her reply arrived almost immediately.

Good morning, sissy! Did my pretty little princess sleep well?

Josh scowled.

No. I barely slept at all. This thing is driving me crazy.

Three little dots appeared as Amber typed her response.

Poor baby! Remember your posture today. Shoulders back, tummy in, and no slouching!

Another message followed.

And don't forget to be a good girl.

Josh stared at the screen in disbelief.

She hadn't answered his complaint. She hadn't even acknowledged that he was miserable. Instead, she'd reminded him to stand up straight, as though the biggest problem in his life was that he wasn't behaving like a proper young lady.

He dropped the phone onto his bed and rubbed his tired eyes.

Somewhere across campus, Amber was probably having the time of her life.

And the worst part was that she still had the key.




**********

Saturday dragged on with agonizing slowness. Josh had hoped that getting out of his dorm room and burying himself in schoolwork would take his mind off the little pink chastity cage Amber had locked around him.

Instead, he discovered that concentrating on calculus was nearly impossible when he couldn't stop thinking about his predicament. Worse, Amber had the key, which meant there was absolutely nothing he could do about it until she decided otherwise.

After two hours, he'd accomplished nothing. He'd read the same page of his textbook four times, answered three calculus problems incorrectly, and spent more time checking his phone than studying. He finally abandoned his chair and wandered between the bookshelves, hoping a change of scenery might clear his head. It didn't.

His thoughts kept returning to Amber and the astonishing ease with which she'd convinced him to surrender control over something he'd never imagined allowing another person to control.

Even worse, Josh had developed the irrational conviction that everybody could tell. Whenever someone glanced in his direction, he wondered if there was something suspicious about the way he walked.

Was he standing strangely?

Did his jeans look different?

He knew perfectly well that nobody had any reason to suspect what was hidden beneath his clothes, but that didn't stop him from becoming increasingly self-conscious. By late afternoon, he was exhausted, frustrated, and beginning to resent every cheerful little instruction Amber had given him.

His phone rang just as he was leaving the library. One glance at the screen told him exactly who was calling.

"Hello, Amber."

"Well, hello there, my good little sissy!" she sang. "And how is my pretty little princess enjoying her Saturday?"

"Terrible."

"Oh, dear! That doesn't sound very cheerful. What's the matter, sweetie? Having a bad hair day?"

"Amber, I'm serious. I hardly slept last night with this thing on, I can't get comfortable lying down, and Evan keeps asking what's wrong with me. I've spent the entire afternoon trying to study, and I can't concentrate on anything."

"Goodness! Someone's certainly grumpy today."

"Wouldn't you be?"

"I wouldn’t know," she said and giggled mischievously.

"Listen, I don’t think I can keep this on for another minute."

"And I'm listening. But I don't remember asking your opinion."

Josh frowned. "Amber, be reasonable. I need this thing off as soon as possible."

"It the cage hurting you?"

"No. It's just annoying, and I can't stop thinking about it."

"Then it's doing exactly what it's supposed to do, sissy. You're learning that your little boy parts don't get to make all the decisions anymore."

"Amber, this isn't funny."

"It’s funny to me," she said.

"Hey, that’s just mean."

"So now you’re saying I’m a mean person?"

“No, I just---” Josh hesitated. "Maybe we could take it off for a while."

"No."

"Just for a little while."

"No.”

“You can’t just say no.”

“I can and I did?"

Josh struggled to find an answer. He'd been ready to demand that she unlock him, but now he found himself trying to explain why he deserved a break.

"Amber, this isn’t fair."

"Sissy, you need to take it down a notch,“ she snapped. “If you don’t stop throwing a tantrum I’ll have to punish you."

"I'm not throwing a tantrum."

“Temper. Temper. One more word and your little booty and my hairbrush are going to have a date tonight,” she said. “Do you understand mem sissy?”

Josh looked around. Two students were approaching along the sidewalk, and he turned toward the library wall.

"Yes, Miss Amber," he whispered.

"I couldn't hear you."

"Yes, Miss Amber."

"Much better. Now, I don’t want to hear another word about your little cage. And remember your posture. Shoulders back, tummy in. I don't want my pretty little sissy slouching around campus like some sloppy frat boy."

"Yes, Miss Amber."

"That's my good girl!" Her cheerful voice returned as though nothing unpleasant had happened. "See? I knew you could behave yourself. We'll talk later, sweetheart. Kisses!"

The call ended.

Josh stood outside the library, staring at his phone. He'd been ready to demand that Amber unlock him. Instead, he'd spent the last five minutes defending his attitude, apologizing with his manners, and agreeing to follow another set of instructions. She literally had him by the balls and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.


CHAPTER 8

By Sunday evening, Josh was ready to put the entire weekend behind him. He had spent the better part of two days counting down the hours until Monday morning, when their little agreement was supposed to end.

He was looking forward to getting out of the chastity cage, putting Amber's ridiculous lessons behind him, and returning to something resembling a normal college life. He arrived at her dorm room hoping they could finally discuss exactly when she intended to give him back the key.

Amber, however, appeared to have an entirely different agenda.

Spread neatly across her bed were his lavender sweater, black skirt, stockings, and blonde wig. Beside them sat a handwritten sheet of paper decorated with little pink hearts. Across the top, in Amber's unmistakably cheerful handwriting, were the words Sissy Privileges.

Josh stared at the arrangement. "What's all this?"

"Your new reward system, silly!" Amber announced, looking rather pleased with herself.

"My what?"

"Privileges, sissy. I've been thinking about your progress, and I believe it's time you started earning some of the things you've been taking for granted."

Josh picked up the paper and examined it. Amber had divided the page into several categories: proper manners, completing his practice assignments, keeping his feminine clothes neatly organized, maintaining good posture, and following her instructions without constant reminders.

Beside each category were little empty boxes waiting to be checked off. At the bottom, she'd drawn a large pink star with the words Good Girls Earn Special Rewards!

He looked up at her. "You made me a chore chart?"

Amber giggled. "Well, I suppose you could call it that."

"I'm in college, Amber. I'm not six years old."

"And yet I still have to remind you to sit like a lady and say please and thank you. Honestly, Josh, sometimes I feel like I'm raising you myself."

"Very funny."

"Careful, sissy. That's not the attitude of a girl who wants to earn her first gold star."

Josh gave her an incredulous look before returning his attention to the paper. "And what exactly am I supposed to get for collecting all these little checkmarks?"

"Rewards, of course!"

"Such as?"

"That depends on how well you behave." Amber sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. "Perhaps I'll let you choose your own outfit for an evening. Or we could have a special girlfriends' night, just the two of us. Maybe I'll even decide you've earned a little vacation from your lessons."

Josh looked up immediately. "You mean you'll unlock me?"

Amber smiled. "Wouldn't that be a lovely reward?"

"Amber, that's supposed to happen tomorrow anyway."

"Then I suppose you'd better make sure you've been a very good girl, hadn't you?"

Josh stared at her. "Wait a minute. Are you telling me you're changing our agreement?"

"I'm telling you that I've been thinking about how much progress you've made, sissy. I think it would be a shame to stop just when you're finally getting the hang of things."

"But we agreed on Monday."

"Yes. We can discuss it then." She tapped the sheet with one perfectly manicured fingernail. "Right now, we're discussing your privileges."

Josh looked at the paper again. The more he studied it, the more ridiculous the whole arrangement seemed. Amber had somehow turned ordinary things like choosing his own clothes and deciding how to spend his evening into rewards he was supposed to earn by pleasing her. 

Even the possibility of getting out of the cage had become another little prize dangling just beyond his reach.

"You're making up rules as you go along," he complained.

Amber merely smiled. She picked up the blonde wig, gave it a little shake, and held it out to him. "Now, are you going to spend the entire evening being a grumpy little boy, or would you like to get dressed and show me what a pretty girl you can be?"

Josh looked from the wig to the clothes arranged across the bed. He'd come here determined to settle the matter of their agreement, yet Amber was already planning another evening of sissy lessons as though the question had never arisen.

Much to his annoyance, he found himself wondering how the lavender sweater would look with the black skirt. He remembered how pleased Amber was with him the last time he'd worn that outfit, and how she'd complimented him on arranging his wig without her help. He'd actually been rather proud of himself.

He glanced at the paper one more time, then back at Amber. She was still holding out the wig, smiling patiently, apparently quite certain of what he would do. Josh sighed and reached for it.

"That's my good sissy," Amber said.

She picked up her pencil and placed the first checkmark on his chart. "See? You're already earning privileges!"

Josh turned toward the mirror, already fussing with the blonde wig.

Behind him, Amber quietly added another item to the bottom of his chart.

Accepts Miss Amber's decisions without arguing.

She studied the new entry for a moment, then drew a little empty box beside it.

Monday morning was going to be very interesting.




**********

The argument happened on Monday morning.

Josh called Amber shortly after breakfast, determined to put an end to their weekend experiment. He'd spent three days following her increasingly ridiculous instructions, endured two miserable nights in the chastity cage, and even allowed her to introduce a reward chart as though he were a little girl in kindergarten. But Monday was Monday, and he intended to hold her to their agreement.

"Morning, sissy girl!" Amber answered cheerfully. "Did my pretty little princess sleep well?"

"Amber, it's Monday."

"Very observant, sweetheart. And here I thought you were going to tell me something interesting."

"You said this was only for the weekend. I want to take the cage off."

"Then take it off, silly."

Josh blinked. That was certainly not the answer he'd expected.

"What?"

"I said you can take it off. I'm not stopping you."

"But you have the key."

"And I'll happily unlock it for you. We can meet this morning if that's what you want."

Josh sat up straighter on his bed. "Seriously?"

"Of course! But there's one little thing you should understand first."

He should have known there would be a catch.

"If you take off your pretty little chastity cage, our game is over. No more sissy lessons, no more dressing up in my pretty clothes, and definitely no more playing girlfriends together. You'll go back to being plain old Josh, and I'll find myself another little sissy to play with."

Josh stared at his phone. "Wait a minute. What?"

"You heard me, sweetheart. You can take off the cage whenever you want. But if you do, we're finished."

"Amber, that's not fair!"

"Why not? You get to decide whether you want to keep playing, and I get to decide who I want to play with. Sounds perfectly fair to me."

"But you're making me choose between wearing this thing and never seeing you again!"

"Oh, don't be so dramatic. You'll still see me around campus. I'll probably even wave hello." She giggled. " I won't be inviting you over for our special little girlfriend playtime anymore."

Josh rubbed his forehead. "You're unbelievable."

"How long do you suppose it would take me to find another boy who'd love to dress up in my pretty panties and play sissy girlfriends with me? A day? An hour?"

"Amber—"

"And how long do you think it would take you to find another pretty girl who'd let you wear her clothes, teach you how to look feminine, and spend hours playing these delicious little games with you?"

"I never even wanted to get started with all this! You're the one who talked me into dressing up in the first place!" Josh protested.

"That's true," Amber admitted. "But that was before you discovered how much you enjoyed it."

Josh opened his mouth to protest, but she continued before he could get a word out.

"Oh, come on, Josh. You can pretend all you want, but we both know the truth. You like wearing my pretty clothes. You like it when I call you my girlfriend. You practically glow whenever I tell you what a pretty little sissy you've become. And you absolutely love it when I tell you what to do."

"That's not true."

"Really? Then why are we having this conversation? If you hate it so much, I'll unlock you, we'll put your little game behind us, and you can go back to being a boy."

Josh shifted uncomfortably on the bed. He hated how confidently she spoke, as though she'd already worked out exactly what he was going to say before he said it. "You're putting me in an impossible position."

"No, sweetheart. I'm giving you a choice. You can be my pretty little chastity sissy, with all the special attention and lovely little adventures that come with it. Or you can go back to being plain old Josh, with your little penis and your boring boy clothes, wondering when some pretty girl might finally notice you."

"Amber, please!"

"Tell me something. Before I invited you to my room, how many pretty girls were lining up to play with you? How many were asking you out on dates?"

Josh stared at the floor.

"That's what I thought. And now you've got a pretty girlfriend who wants to dress you up, spoil you with attention, and teach you all sorts of wonderful things. Are you really going to throw that away?"

"You're not actually my girlfriend," he muttered.

"Well, of course not, silly. You're my girlfriend. That's the whole point!"

Josh wanted to argue, but the words wouldn't come. The infuriating thing was that Amber understood him far better than he wanted to admit. Before she'd invited him into her room, he'd barely dared to imagine spending an afternoon alone with someone like her.

Now she called him almost every day, invited him over, and treated him as though they shared some wonderful secret that nobody else on campus could possibly understand. 

He'd spent the entire weekend complaining about her rules, yet the thought of losing those afternoons with her was suddenly far worse than the prospect of another few days in chastity.

"So what's it going to be?" Amber asked. "Do you want your freedom, or do you want to keep being my pretty little sissy?"

Josh hesitated. "Can't we just keep playing without the cage?"

"No."

"Not even for a few days?"

"No."

He could practically picture her sitting on her bed, twirling a strand of blonde hair around one finger, perfectly relaxed while he struggled with the decision she'd placed before him.

Josh knew she had him by the balls, figuratively and, thanks to the little pink contraption, quite literally. He hated the smug certainty in her voice, the way she could make him feel embarrassed and helpless with a few carefully chosen words.

Yet there was something intoxicating about surrendering to her authority. He liked being the focus of her attention. He liked pleasing her, even when her expectations drove him crazy. And the possibility that she might simply find another boy to take his place bothered him more than he cared to admit.

He could end the game. Amber had made that perfectly clear.

But he didn't want to.

"Well?" she prompted. "I'm waiting."

Josh sighed. "All right."

"All right, what?"

"I'll keep wearing the chastity cage."

Amber gave a delighted squeal. "I knew you wouldn't disappoint me!"

"I want you to understand something. I'm not agreeing to wear it forever. And I still think you're being completely unfair."

"You can think whatever you want, sissy. But I’m still calling the shots."

Josh shook his head. Somehow, even his complaints had become irrelevant.

"Now," Amber continued, "I believe there's something you forgot to say."

“What did I forget.”

“To properly thank me for locking you in chastity.”

“You think I should thank you?”

“Shouldn’t you?” Her tone was almost shrill.

He glanced toward the bathroom, where Evan was getting ready for class, and lowered his voice.

" Thank you, Miss Amber. for locking me in a chastity cage."

"There's my good sissy! See how much nicer everything is when you stop arguing?"

Josh closed his eyes. "Amber, can I at least ask you for one thing?"

"Depends on what that one thing is."

"Could I maybe take it off for just a little while? To get some... you know, some needed release? Then I'll put it back on."

Amber let the silence linger long enough for him to wonder whether she'd heard him.

"We'll see, sissy."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the answer you're getting today." Her voice brightened. "Now, don't forget we're having another lesson tomorrow evening. Bring your lavender outfit. I have something special planned for my pretty little sissy girl."

"Amber, what about—"

"Kisses, sissy!"

The call ended.

Josh remained seated on the edge of his bed, staring at the phone. He'd called expecting to arrange his freedom, and Amber had offered it to him without hesitation. All he had to do was walk away from their little game.

Instead, he'd agreed to stay in chastity, accepted another of her vague promises, and committed himself to another evening of sissy lessons. He ought to have been furious. Part of him was.

But beneath the frustration was an anticipation he couldn't quite explain. Tomorrow evening, he'd be back in Amber's room, wearing his lavender sweater and blonde wig, waiting to discover what she had planned for him next.

And that was when the most troubling realization finally settled over him. Amber hadn't needed to force him to keep wearing the cage. She'd simply made him afraid of what he'd lose if he took it off.


CHAPTER 9

Six days had passed.

Josh couldn't focus. He'd been staring at the same calculus problem for twenty minutes, the numbers blurring together into meaningless shapes. The pink chastity cage beneath his jeans was a constant, maddening presence, tight, unyielding, a reminder with every shift of his weight that Amber owned him completely.

Six days since she'd clicked the tiny padlock shut and slipped the key onto the chain around her neck. Six days of waking up with painful morning strain pressing against unforgiving plastic. Six days of walking to class, sitting in lectures, eating in the dining hall, all while locked and denied and slowly losing his mind.

He shifted in his desk chair, trying to find a position that didn't make the cage dig into him. It was useless. Every movement was a tease, every step a torment.

"Dude, you've been acting weird all week," Evan said from across their dorm room. Josh's roommate was sprawled on his bed, controller in hand, eyes locked on the TV screen. "And what's with your crotch? You got like a... bump thing going on."

"Stop looking at my crotch," Josh snapped, sharper than he'd intended.

"Fine." Evan held up his hands. "Just saying. You've been snapping at everyone. You yelled at the RA about the trash."

Josh turned back to his textbook, his face burning. He had yelled at the RA. And yesterday, he'd talked back to Professor Chen, a professor he respected, a professor whose recommendation he would need for grad school.

He'd questioned her grading in front of the entire lecture hall, his voice tight with frustration that had nothing to do with partial derivatives and everything to do with the throbbing, denied ache between his legs.

Professor Chen had scowled at him with quiet disappointment from behind her think black glasses. "Mr. Halbrook, perhaps you should address whatever is troubling you outside of my classroom," she said.

He'd wanted to crawl under his desk and die. Instead, he'd muttered an apology and spent the rest of the lecture staring at the cage-shaped outline in his jeans, praying no one else noticed.

Now, at 7:45 PM, Josh stood in the hallway outside Amber's dorm room. His backpack hung heavy on his shoulders, not with textbooks, but with the outfit she'd commanded him to bring. The panties, the bra, the stockings. Everything except the cage, which he couldn't remove even if he'd wanted to.

He raised his hand to knock, then hesitated. Every rational thought told him to walk away, to find bolt cutters, to free himself from this madness. But his hand was already knocking, and his heart was already hammering with a mixture of dread and desperate, pathetic hope.

"Come in," Amber called. "It's unlocked."

Josh pushed the door open and stopped cold. Amber was lying on her bed in a sheer black babydoll negligee, her legs crossed at the ankles, scrolling through her phone. She looked up at him with a slow, knowing smile.

"Close the door, sissy."

Josh shut it behind him, his mouth dry. "Amber, I can't do this anymore. The cage, it's too much. I can't think, I can't sleep, I snapped at my roommate, I was rude to Professor Chen—"

"Poor baby." Amber sat up, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed. She stood and walked toward him, her hips swaying, the negligee barely covering anything. "You've been such a good girl, wearing your cage and your panties every day like I told you."

"I'm not—this isn't—" Josh ran his hands through his hair. "Please, Amber. I need out. I need to come. I'm going crazy."

Amber stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell her perfume. She reached down and cupped him through his jeans, her fingers finding the hard plastic cage beneath the denim. Josh gasped, his hips jerking forward involuntarily.

"So desperate," she murmured. "I can feel how full you are. How long has it been since you made a squishy mess?"

"Six days," Josh whispered, humiliated.

"Six days." She squeezed gently, and Josh whimpered, the pressure exquisite and agonizing through the cage. "No wonder you're being such a bitch to everyone. Your little clitty is controlling your brain."

"Please," Josh begged. "I'll do anything. Just unlock me. Let me cum."

Amber studied him for a long moment, her eyes glittering with something between amusement and cruelty. Then she smiled. "Fine. I'll give you a release day."

Josh's knees nearly buckled with relief. "Thank you, thank you—"

"Amber interrupted, pressing a finger to his lips, "you're staying locked. The cage doesn't come off."

Josh blinked. "What? But how am I supposed to—"

"Trust me, sissy. There are ways." She stepped back and pointed to his backpack. "Now strip. I want to see my caged girlfriend in her pretty things."

Josh's hands shook as he undressed. The hoodie came off, then the t-shirt, then the sneakers and socks. 

Finally, he unbuttoned his jeans and let them drop, revealing the pink lace panties stretched over the hard curve of the chastity cage. The plastic bulged obscenely against the delicate fabric, a vulgar contrast that made Josh's face burn.

Amber laughed, delighted. "Oh, that's perfect. Look at you, that big cage ruining the line of your panties. Turn around."

Josh turned slowly. Amber stepped up behind him and ran her hands over his ass, then reached around and cupped the cage through his panties. She pressed her palm against it, grinding the plastic into his trapped flesh, and Josh groaned, his head falling back against her shoulder.

"Does it hurt?" she whispered in his ear.

"Yes," he gasped.

"Good." She squeezed harder. "Pain reminds you who you belong to."

She led him to the bed and pushed him down onto his back. Josh lay there, trembling, watching as she retrieved something from her desk drawer, a sleek, pink phallic vibrator, curved and thick, with a wicked-looking bulge near the tip.

"What—what is that for?" Josh stammered.

"This," Amber said, climbing onto the bed and kneeling between his legs, "is going to give you your release. Without ever unlocking you."

She pulled his panties down just enough to expose the cage. The pink plastic tube was straining, Josh's cock swollen and compressed inside it, the tip barely visible through the slit at the end. A bead of precum glistened there, already leaking from his desperation.

"Look at that," Amber cooed. "Your little clitty is weeping for attention."

"Amber, please—"

"Shhhhh." She turned on the vibrator. It buzzed to life with a low, menacing hum. "No more talking. Just feel."

She pressed the tip of the vibrator against the end of the cage, right where Josh's sensitive head was trapped and compressed. The sensation was electric; intense vibrations traveling through the plastic, amplifying against his confined flesh. Josh's back arched off the bed, a strangled cry tearing from his throat.

"Oh God—"

"Correction. You mean goddess," Amber corrected, dragging the vibrator slowly down the length of the cage. "As am I’m your goddess. Now say it right, sissy."

"You," Josh gasped, his hips bucking helplessly. "You, my goddess, please—"

"Please what? Please stop? Or please don't stop?" 

She circled the vibrator around the base of the cage, pressing it against his balls through the panties, then dragged it back up to the tip. 

"I don't think you know what you want anymore,: she teased. "I think your little clitty is so confused, locked up and desperate, that you'll take anything I give you."

Josh whimpered, his hands gripping the bedsheets. The vibrations were overwhelming, but the cage made it worse. Every surge of arousal was met with unyielding plastic, his erection straining against its prison, pleasure and pain blurring into a single, maddening sensation. He was getting harder, the cage tighter, the pressure building toward something that felt like it might break him in half.

"It hurts," he moaned.

"I know." Amber smiled, cruel and beautiful. "That's because boys get to grow when they're excited. But you're not a boy anymore, are you? You're my sissy girlfriend. And sissies don't get hard. They stay soft and locked and pretty."

She increased the vibration speed. Josh cried out, his legs kicking uselessly against the mattress. The sensation was too much; the buzzing against his sissy clitty, the pressure of the cage squeezing him from all sides, the knowledge that he couldn't get fully erect no matter how aroused he became. It was torture and ecstasy twisted together, and he was drowning in it.

"Please," he begged, tears pricking his eyes. "I'm so close—"

"Close?" Amber tilted her head. "Close to what?"

"Close to cumming. Please, Amber, I need—"

"You need?" She pulled the vibrator back, just an inch, just enough that the vibrations became a tease rather than a demand. Josh sobbed in frustration, his hips thrusting upward, seeking contact.

"All week you've been whining. Whining to your roommate, whining to your professor, whining to me about how hard it is, how much you need out. Do you know how annoying that is?" Amber asked.

"I'm sorry, I—"

"Sorry isn't enough." She pressed the vibrator back against him, hard, and Josh screamed, the sensation catapulting him back to the edge. "You want to cum so badly? Fine. But we're going to do this my way."

She worked him with the vibrator, finding a rhythm that drove him higher and higher. Josh was panting, sweating, his body trembling as the pressure built toward an orgasm that felt like it might tear through the cage. He was right there, right on the precipice, his balls tightening, his vision going white at the edges—

And then Amber pulled the vibrator away.

Josh wailed, a sound of pure anguish, his hips humping empty air. The orgasm receded, leaving him throbbing and denied and more desperate than before.

"No," he sobbed. "No, no, please, I was right there—"

"I know," Amber said sweetly. "That’s the point."

"Why are you doing this?"

"Because you whine too much." She turned the vibrator back on, lower now, and traced it along his inner thigh. "You complain about the cage. It was too frustrating to sleep. To frustrating to sit at your desk at school. Well, now you get to learn what real frustration feels like."

She brought him to the edge again and again. Each time, Josh was sure he would explode, sure the pressure would find some way to release through the plastic prison.

Each time, Amber watched his face with clinical precision, waiting for the exact moment when his breathing hitched and his eyes glazed, and then she withdrew the vibrator, leaving him gasping and empty.

By the fourth round, Josh was crying openly. "Please," he whimpered, his voice broken. "I'll be a good sissy. I won't complain anymore, just please let me cum—"

Amber raised an eyebrow. "You'll stop whining about the cage?"

"Yes, yes, anything—"

"Then say it. Say you're not a boy anymore. Say you're my sissy girlfriend and this is how sissies cum."

Josh swallowed, his throat raw. "I'm not a boy anymore," he whispered. "I'm your sissy girlfriend. This is how... this is how I cum."

"Louder."

"I'm not a boy anymore! I'm your sissy girlfriend!" The words tore out of him, humiliating and desperate. "Please, Amber, I'm begging you—"

"Good sissy." She pressed the vibrator against the cage one final time, high speed, direct pressure on the tip.

It took less than thirty seconds. The buildup from all the denial crashed over Josh like a wave, and he felt his orgasm begin, not the powerful, thrusting release he'd known before, but a helpless, ruined thing, his cock straining uselessly against the cage as he spilled in weak, dribbling pulses through the slit.

The plastic trapped every surge, turning what should have been pleasure into a strange, compressed ache that made him whimper and writhe.

"There it is," Amber giggled, watching the wet spot spread across his panties. "There's my sissy cumming like a girl."

Josh lay panting, his chest heaving, his mind foggy with the aftermath. It hadn't been satisfying. It had been humiliating and strange and left him feeling hollow. But at least it was over. At least the pressure was gone.

He reached down to adjust his panties, to wipe himself clean.

"Did I say you could move?" Amber slapped his hand away.

"Miss Amber, I—"

She laughed, a sharp, cruel sound. "Sissy, that wasn't a real orgasm. That was a leak. A dribble. And do you know what happens when a sissy dribbles in her cage?"

She pressed the vibrator back against his cage.

Josh shrieked. The sensation was instant, electric, unbearable. His cock was still sensitive, still recovering from the ruined climax, and the direct vibration against the cage was like touching a live wire. He tried to squirm away. Amber pinned his hip with her other hand, holding him in place.

"Stop!" he begged. "Please, it's too much, I can't—"

"This is your punishment," Amber said calmly, working the vibrator in slow circles around his trapped head. "You whined all week about wanting out. You complained and begged and made everyone's life harder. So now I won't let go until I'm satisfied you've learned your lesson."

"I'm sorry!" Josh wailed, tears streaming down his face. "I'm sorry I complained, I'm sorry I whined, just please stop—"

"But you look so pretty when you cry." She increased the speed. "And your little clitty is still trying to get hard, even now. Even when it hurts so bad. You really are a slut for this, aren't you?"

Josh couldn't answer. He was sobbing, his body convulsing, the overstimulation driving him toward a madness he hadn't known existed. The cage that had been his prison was now his tormentor, amplifying every vibration against his hypersensitive flesh, turning pleasure into pain and pain into something that made his hips buck helplessly toward her hand.

Minutes passed. Josh lost track of time, lost track of everything except the buzzing between his legs and Amber's beautiful, merciless face watching him come apart.

Finally, she turned off the vibrator.

Josh collapsed against the mattress, gasping, his chest heaving, his panties soaked and his cage still throbbing with phantom sensation. He felt hollowed out, stripped bare, reduced to nothing but a shaking, crying mess.

Amber set the vibrator aside and stood up. She looked down at him with an expression of perfect satisfaction.

"With that done, it’s time for you to leave," she said.

Josh blinked up at her through tear-blurred eyes. "What?"

"You heard me. Leave."

"But—"

She walked to the door and yanked it open. "Come back tomorrow night at eight. And maybe next time, you'll think twice before whining about your cage."

Josh lay there for a moment, unable to process what was happening. His body was still shaking, his cage still aching, his mind a shattered wreck. Slowly, painfully, he sat up and pulled his panties back into place. The wet fabric clung to him, cold and humiliating.

“I can’t walk out there like this. If people see me---”

“Girls call it the walk of shame. Get used to it, slut.”

Josh knew better than to argue. He stumbled toward the door, still wearing nothing but the panties and the cage, his backpack forgotten on the floor.

"Wait," Amber said.

Josh stopped, his heart leaping with pathetic hope. "Yes?"

“You forgot your bra, slut.” She flung his pink bra at him. Without argument, he slipped it on and hooked it around his back.

“Can I have my skirt too?”

“No!”

Josh stumbled into the hallway, the door slamming behind him. He stood alone in the corridor, wearing a pink bra and his panties soaked with his ruined release, his caged penis still throbbing with the ghost of overstimulation.

He should run. He should find bolt cutters, smash the cage, burn the panties, never come back.

But as he hurried toward the stairwell, arms wrapped around his chest, he knew he would return tomorrow. He knew he would wear her lingerie under his clothes, feel the cage pressing against his sissy clitty, remember the way she'd broken him with nothing but a vibrator and a smile.

Amber had him. And he was never going to escape.


CHAPTER 10

Another week in chastity had turned Josh into something brittle and raw. He snapped at a barista over foam. 

         He walked out of a study group when someone breathed too loud. The pink cage beneath his jeans was a constant, throbbing reminder that Amber owned his pleasure, his focus, his temper-and she wasn't giving any of it back.

By Friday evening, he was a live wire. He arrived at her dorm at 7:58, already sweating beneath the long black coat she'd told him to wear. 

Underneath, he was fully dressed in his sissy attire: the pink lace bra and matching panties, the sheer stockings clipped to a garter belt, the short skirt and blouse, the heels that clicked against the floor no matter how carefully he walked. He'd pulled the coat tight, cinched the belt, but he still felt naked. Exposed. Ridiculous.

He stood outside her door, hand raised, telling himself to leave. Just turn around. Walk down the hall. Take the stairs. Find a bolt cutter and a therapist.

But his knuckles rapped against the wood, and his heart hammered with that same sick cocktail of dread and hunger.

"Come in," Amber called.

Josh pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Amber was standing by her desk, wearing a simple white blouse and a knee-length plaid skirt. There was something different in the way she held herself. Something predatory.

"Close the door," she said.

Josh shut it, clutching the coat closed at his throat. "Amber, I don't know if I can do this tonight. I'm barely holding it together. The cage-"

"The cage is exactly why you're here." She walked toward him, her hips swaying beneath the plaid skirt. "You've been mouthing off again. I heard you made poor Evan cry."

"I didn't-"

"You made your roommate cry, Josh." She stopped inches from him, close enough that he could smell her vanilla perfume. "And Professor Chen? You walked out of her office when she tried to talk to you about your behavior. Your attitude needs an adjustment. So..." She reached down and took hold of the coat's belt, slowly unknotting it. "It's time to take your sissy training to the next level."

The coat fell open.

Amber's eyes passed over him-the blouse, the skirt, the stockings, the heels-and her lips curved into a smile that made Josh's stomach drop.

"Good girl," she whispered. "Already dressed for me. That saves time."

She stepped back and reached beneath her skirt. Josh watched, confused, as her fingers worked at something strapped to her hips. Then she pulled it free-a thick, flesh-colored strap-on dildo, jutting obscenely from a black harness beneath her plaid skirt.

Josh's blood turned to ice. "No way."

"Yes way." Amber gripped it at the base, stroking it slowly, watching his face. "Every sissy girlfriend needs to know how to please a real man. And since I don't feel like sharing you with Rock just yet, you're going to practice on me."

Josh shook his head, backing toward the door. "Amber, I'm not-I can't-I'm not doing that. That's too far."

She didn't move. She just watched him, her hand still moving up and down the silicone shaft, her expression calm and knowing. "Then leave."

Josh's hand found the doorknob. He wrapped his fingers around the cold metal and stood there, frozen.

"Go ahead," Amber said softly. "Walk out. Go back to your dorm and explain to Evan why you're wearing a skirt and heels under your coat. Explain to security why you're wandering campus dressed like a slut. Explain to yourself why you're running away from the only person who's ever made you feel like this."

Josh's fingers tightened on the knob. His chest heaved. Every instinct screamed at him to run, to save whatever scraps of dignity he had left. But his feet wouldn't move. Because she was right. He wasn't going to leave. He was never going to leave.

He let go of the doorknob.

Amber smiled. "That's what I thought. Now get on your knees."

Josh hesitated, his throat dry. "Amber, please-"

"On. Your. Knees." Her voice cracked like a whip. "You've been mouthing off too much. Snapping at everyone, acting like a spoiled little brat. It's time for you to learn what a sissy's mouth is good for."

Josh wanted to protest more. He wanted to beg, to negotiate, to find some line she wouldn't cross. But he'd learned enough to know that protesting only made it worse. It only gave her more ammunition, more reasons to push him further, to break him down until he was grateful for whatever scraps of mercy she offered.

So he complied.

He sank to his knees on her carpet, the skirt bunching around his thighs, the heels digging into his calves. He looked up at her, his face burning, his cage suddenly tight and aching beneath his panties.

"Better." Amber stepped forward until the tip of the strap-on was inches from his face. It was thick-thicker than he'd expected-with a pronounced ridge around the head and veins molded into the silicone. It smelled faintly of rubber and her body wash. "Now. A sissy doesn't just shove a cock in her mouth and hope for the best. There's technique. There's art. And you're going to learn it."

She gripped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. "Lick the tip. Just the tip. Slow, like you're tasting something sweet."

Josh's stomach churned with humiliation, but he leaned forward and touched his tongue to the silicone head. It was smooth and slightly bitter, nothing like skin. He lapped at it tentatively, his eyes squeezed shut.

"Eyes on me," Amber commanded. "And don't just flick at it. Use your tongue. Flatten it. Swirl around the ridge. Like this."

She demonstrated with her fingers, showing him the motion she wanted-slow, deliberate circles around the head, then a flat drag up the underside. Josh copied her, his tongue moving in wet spirals around the silicone, his face burning as he heard himself making small, involuntary sounds.

"Good girl," Amber murmured. "Now the shaft. Use your hand. Stroke it while you lick. Sissies use everything they've got."

Josh wrapped his fingers around the shaft-warm from her body heat, slightly yielding-and began to stroke in time with his tongue. Up and down, lick and stroke, the motions awkward at first, then finding a rhythm. He didn't understand why she was making him do this. 

He didn't understand why she wouldn't explain what any of this had to do with their arrangement, with her date with Rhonda, with anything rational. But he knew better than to ask again. She wouldn't explain. She never explained. She just commanded, and he obeyed, and the not-knowing was part of the trap.

"Take it in your mouth," Amber said, her voice lower now, huskier. "Just the head. And swirl your tongue while you suck. Like a lollipop, sissy. A big, thick lollipop."

Josh opened his mouth and took the head inside. It filled his mouth, pressing his tongue down, bumping against the roof. He swirled his tongue the way she'd shown him, sucking gently, his hand still working the shaft.

"Fuck," Amber breathed. Her hips jerked forward, pushing another inch into his mouth. "That's it. That's exactly right. Now deeper."

She began to move, rocking her hips in slow, shallow thrusts. Josh gagged as the silicone hit the back of his tongue, his eyes watering. He tried to pull back, but she gripped his hair-gripped the pink wig-and held him in place.

"Relax your throat," she ordered. "Breathe through your nose. And keep that tongue moving."

Josh whimpered around the gag, tears streaming down his cheeks, mascara from yesterday's makeup smearing beneath his eyes. He gagged again, his throat convulsing, but she didn't stop. She kept working his mouth, pushing deeper with each thrust, teaching him to accept it, to breathe around it, to stop fighting and let it happen.

"You're a natural," Amber purred, her hips picking up speed. "I knew you would be. All that whining, all that attitude-it was just a sissy desperate to find out what her mouth is good for."

Josh choked, saliva dripping from his chin, his nose running. He felt disgusting. He felt used. But beneath the humiliation, beneath the gagging and the tears, some dark, traitorous part of him was aroused. The cage was straining against his panties, his clitty hard and trapped, and every thrust of her hips drove him deeper into a surrender he couldn't name.

"Look at you," Amber said, her voice thick with satisfaction. "My little sissy cocksucker. Taking it like you were born for it."

The words should have shattered him. Instead, they sank into his chest like warm stones. He stopped gagging. He stopped fighting. He let his jaw go slack, let his throat open, and she slid deeper-past the gag reflex, into the tight channel of his throat, until his nose was pressed against the harness and his eyes rolled back.

"There," she whispered, holding him there, buried to the root. "That's it. That's my good girl. Accept it. Accept what you are."

Josh's vision swam. He couldn't breathe, couldn't think, could only feel the silicone pulsing in his throat and the cage throbbing between his legs. Black spots danced at the edges of his sight. He was going to pass out. He was going to black out with a cock in his throat and a cage on his clitty, and some part of him wanted it.

Amber pulled back just as his consciousness began to fray, letting him gasp for air in great, ragged sobs. Then she thrust back in, deep and hard, and began to fuck his throat in earnest.

Josh surrendered. He stopped thinking about dignity, stopped thinking about escape, stopped thinking about anything except the rhythm of her hips and the acceptance flooding through him. He was her sissy cocksucker. He was made for this. The realization should have destroyed him, but instead it set him free-in the most degrading, absolute way possible.

She worked his throat until he was limp and gasping, until his face was streaked with tears and spit, until he was barely conscious, swaying on his knees like a doll. Then she pulled out with a wet, obscene sound and stepped back, leaving him panting and hollowed out on the floor.

Josh knelt there, trembling, his throat raw, his mind blank. He didn't know how long he stayed like that-seconds, minutes-but when he finally looked up, Amber was watching him with an expression of pure ownership.

"Good girl," she said softly. Then her voice hardened. "Now bend over."

Josh blinked, reality crashing back. "What?"

"I said bend over. Hands on the bed. Sissy panties in the air."

"No!" The protest tore out of him before he could stop it. He scrambled back on his knees, shaking his head. "Not that. Amber, please-not that. I can't-I won't-"

Amber smiled. It wasn't cruel. It was worse than cruel-it was knowing. Patient. Certain.

She reached down and stroked his cheek, wiping away a streak of spit and tears. "You know you want it," she whispered. "You've wanted it since the first time you put on my panties. Since the first time you knelt for me. Since the first time you realized what you really are."

Josh stared up at her, his chest heaving, his cage aching, his throat still tasting of silicone and submission.

And he didn't deny it.


CHAPTER 11

Josh stared up at her, his chest heaving, his cage aching, his throat still tasting of silicone and submission.

And he didn't deny it.

"Say it," Amber whispered, her fingers tracing his jawline. "Say you want it."

Josh's mouth opened, but the words lodged in his throat like a physical weight. He wanted to scream no, wanted to bolt for the door and never look back. 

But his body betrayed him-the cage was tight and throbbing beneath his soaked panties, his nipples hard through the lace bra, his knees sore from the carpet and still perfectly positioned beneath her.

"I..." He swallowed, tasting salt and shame. "I can't."

"You can." Amber straightened, gripping the strap-on at its base. It jutted from beneath her plaid skirt, obscene and undeniable. "And you will. Now get up and bend over the bed."

Josh shook his head, but it was a weak gesture, reflex rather than resolve. "Amber, please. The mouth thing was one thing, but this-this is different. I'm not... I can't take that. It'll hurt."

"Everything hurts at first, sissy." She reached down and tangled her fingers in his wig, using it to pull him to his feet. His heels wobbled beneath him, his skirt swishing around his thighs. "That's how you know it's working. Now bend over."

She marched him to the edge of the bed and pressed between his shoulder blades. Josh resisted, his body stiffening, his hands clutching the mattress.

"Amber, no-"

"Yes." She slapped his ass through the panties, sharp and stinging. "You've been running that mouth all week. Snapping at Evan, disrespecting Professor Chen, acting like some entitled little boy who thinks the world owes him orgasms." Another slap, harder. "Well, news flash: you're not a boy anymore. Boys get to fuck. Sissies get fucked. And you've been a sissy since the moment you knelt for me."

Josh whimpered, his cheek pressed against the bedspread. "It's too big. I can't-"

"You took it down your throat," Amber interrupted, leaning over him, her breath hot against his ear. "Your sissy throat. And you loved it. Your little clitty was straining the whole time, leaking in your panties like a faucet. So don't tell me what you can and can't take."

She straightened and gripped his hips, pulling them back until his ass was raised, presented, vulnerable. Josh squeezed his eyes shut, his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his fingertips.

"Fine," he muttered, his voice cracking. "Fine. Just... just get it over with."

"Oh, we're not 'getting it over with,' sissy." Amber laughed, a low, cruel sound that made his stomach flip. "We're just getting started."

She reached beneath his skirt and hooked her fingers in the waistband of his panties. Josh gasped as she dragged them down his thighs, exposing his caged clitty-pink plastic straining against swollen, desperate flesh, a thin string of precum connecting the tip to the fabric. The cool air hit his exposed ass, and he shivered, humiliation flooding through him in waves.

"Look at that pretty little cage," Amber cooed. "Still trying to get hard. Still thinking it's a real cock." She ran her finger along the crack of his ass, teasing, testing, and Josh flinched, his knuckles white against the bedspread.

"Please," he whispered. "Be gentle."

Amber didn't answer. She retrieved a bottle of lube from her desk drawer-she'd planned this, Josh realized, his stomach dropping-and squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers. The sound of it, wet and obscene, filled the silence of the room.

She pressed one finger against his entrance and Josh tensed, his whole body going rigid.

"Relax," she ordered, circling the tight ring of muscle. "Push back. Let me in."

"I can't-"

"You can." She smacked his ass again, then pushed her finger inside in one smooth motion.

Josh cried out, his face buried in the mattress. It was strange-uncomfortable, invasive, too much-and his body tried to reject it, his muscles clamping down instinctively.

"Breathe," Amber commanded, working her finger in slow, deliberate strokes. "Breathe through it. This is just my finger. Imagine what's coming next."

Josh whimpered, his legs trembling. She added more lube, then a second finger, stretching him open with patient, relentless pressure. The burn was intense, a foreign sensation that made his eyes water and his cock strain uselessly against its prison.

"Please," he moaned. "Please, Amber, I can't take it-"

"Yes, you can." She scissored her fingers, opening him wider, and Josh gasped, a strange, electric sensation sparking somewhere deep inside him. "There it is," Amber murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. "There's your sissy spot. That's going to make you sing."

She withdrew her fingers and Josh felt empty, exposed, his hole twitching against the cool air. Then he heard the wet sound of lube being applied to the strap-on, the thick silicone shaft being coated in slick, clear gel.

"Now," Amber said, positioning herself behind him, gripping his hips with both hands. The head of the strap-on pressed against his entrance, firm and insistent, and Josh's breath hitched. "Before I fuck you, sissy, I want you to understand something."

Josh turned his head, his cheek still pressed to the mattress, his eyes blurred with tears.

Amber leaned down until her lips brushed his ear. "You are no longer a man at all," she whispered, each word a nail driven into his psyche. "You are a sissy. My sissy. And this-" she pushed forward, just enough that the head breached his tight ring, and Josh cried out, his back arching "-this is your pussy now. Not your ass. Your sissy pussy. Say it."

"I..." Josh gasped, the stretch burning, his mind reeling. "I can't-"

"Say it." Amber pushed deeper, another inch, and Josh's vision swam. "Say 'I am a sissy.'"

"I am a sissy," Josh whimpered, the words torn from him by desperation and pain.

"Again."

"I am a sissy!"

"Louder."

"I AM A SISSY!"

Amber thrust forward, burying half the shaft in one smooth motion, and Josh screamed, his fingers tearing at the bedspread. It was too much-too full, too deep, too real-and his body tried to buck her off, tried to crawl away, but she held his hips in an iron grip.

"Say it again," she commanded, withdrawing slowly, then thrusting back in. "Say it while I fuck your sissy pussy."

"I am a sissy!" Josh cried out, his voice breaking. "I am a sissy, I am a sissy, I am-"

She began to move in earnest, finding a rhythm that drove the air from his lungs with every thrust. The burn never quite faded, but beneath it, something else was building-that strange electric spark she'd found with her fingers, now amplified by every drag of the silicone against his inner walls.

"Please," he moaned, not knowing if he was begging her to stop or to keep going.

"Please what?" Amber panted, her hips slapping against his ass, the harness pressing into her own flesh. "Please fuck your sissy pussy harder? Please make you come like a girl?"

"Yes," Josh sobbed, the word escaping before he could stop it. "Yes, please-"

"Good girl." Amber gripped his hair and pulled his head back, arching his spine, changing the angle. The strap-on dragged across that spot inside him and Josh howled, a sound of pure, animal pleasure that he'd never made before in his life.

"There it is," Amber growled, pounding into him now, relentless and merciless. "There's my good little sissy. Taking it in her sissy pussy like she was born for it."

Josh's mind shattered. He stopped fighting. He stopped thinking. His body went limp and receptive, his hips pushing back to meet her thrusts, his moans becoming rhythmic, desperate, female. 

The cage was forgotten, his clitty leaking a constant stream of precum onto the bedspread beneath him, but he didn't care about release anymore. He cared about the fullness, the friction, the way she owned him completely.

"Fuck," Amber breathed, watching him transform beneath her. "Look at you. My little sissy slut. Fucking back on my cock. You love this, don't you?"

"Yes," Josh gasped, his eyes rolling back, his mouth hanging open. "Yes, I love it. I love it, please don't stop-"

"Say it again. Say what you are."

"I am a sissy!" he screamed, the words pouring out of him like a confession, like a prayer. "I am a sissy, I am your sissy, this is my sissy pussy, please fuck my sissy pussy, please make me cum-"

Amber reached beneath him and gripped his cage, her fingers finding the wet slit where his clitty strained against the plastic. She pressed her thumb against it in time with her thrusts, and Josh felt the orgasm building-not from his cock, not from stroking, but from somewhere deeper, somewhere she'd created inside him with every thrust of her hips.

"Cum for me, sissy," Amber commanded.

Josh's back arched, his mouth opening in a silent scream, and then he was coming-harder than he'd ever come in his life, his body convulsing, his sissy pussy clamping down on the strap-on as his clitty pulsed uselessly in its cage, spilling in weak, ruined spurts that soaked the bedspread beneath him. 

It went on and on, wave after wave of pleasure radiating from his core, from the place where she was buried inside him, from the place that was no longer his ass but his sissy pussy, his center, his truth.

Amber kept fucking him through it, riding the clenching spasms of his body, her hand still working his cage until Josh was sobbing, overstimulated, broken open in every possible way. Only then did she slow, did she withdraw in one long, slick motion that left him gaping and empty and utterly spent.

Josh collapsed onto the bed, his legs giving out, his body trembling uncontrollably. He couldn't move. He couldn't think. He could only feel-the ache in his sissy pussy, the wetness beneath him, the cage still tight and throbbing, the bra straps digging into his shoulders, the skirt bunched around his waist.

Amber stood over him, breathing hard, the strap-on glistening in the lamplight. She looked down at him with an expression of absolute triumph.

"Good girl," she whispered. "My very good girl."

Josh lay there, panting, tears streaming down his face, his mind blank and blissful and ruined. He didn't try to get up. He didn't try to cover himself. He just lay in the wet spot he'd made, wearing nothing but a bra and a skirt and a cage, and knew-with a certainty that terrified and freed him in equal measure-that he would never be a man again.


CHAPTER 12

Josh didn't know how long he lay there, wrecked and trembling in the wet spot he'd made, before Amber finally moved. 

               She unbuckled the harness and let the strap-on fall to the floor with a heavy, obscene thud. Then she walked to her closet and began rummaging through hangers, humming to herself like she hadn't just destroyed him.

"Get up," she said, not looking back.

Josh's legs felt like jelly, his sissy pussy aching and raw, the cage still clamped tight around his shrunken, spent clitty. He tried to push himself up and collapsed, his arms shaking.

"I said get up." Amber turned, holding something black and shiny in her hands. "We don't have all night. We're going out."

Josh blinked, his brain slowly rebooting. "Going... out?"

"Yes, sissy. Out." She smiled, and it was the kind of smile that made his stomach drop all over again. "There's a sorority party at Delta Gamma tonight. Theme is 'Naughty Schoolgirls.' And you're coming with me."

Josh's blood ran cold. He shook his head, scrambling backward on the bed until his back hit the wall. "No way. No way, Amber. I'm not going out dressed like... like this. In public. Where people can see me."

"Why not?" She stepped toward him, the black garment rustling in her hands. "You're so pretty and passable, sissy. Nobody will ever know you have boy parts under your skirt." Her eyes dropped to his caged clitty, still visible where his skirt had ridden up. "Locked up parts, that is."

"Amber, please." Josh pulled his knees to his chest, trying to cover himself. "Someone will recognize me. Someone will know. I can't-"

"This is your chance to be one of the girls." Amber grabbed his wrist and yanked him off the bed. His heels hit the floor, and his knees buckled, but she held him upright. "Your chance to stop pretending you're still some college guy who accidentally ended up in panties. You're a sissy. My sissy. And tonight, you're going to act like it."

She dragged him to her vanity and shoved him into the chair. Josh stared at his reflection-ruined makeup, smeared mascara, lipstick long gone, the pink wig tangled and askew. He looked like a disaster. He looked like a whore.

"Good thing we're starting from scratch," Amber said, pulling out her makeup case. "Because tonight's outfit is special. Tonight, you're not just my sissy girlfriend. Tonight, you're my slutty little party favor."

She went to work with terrifying efficiency. She stripped him down until he was nothing but the cage and the wig, then pulled out garment after garment from her closet and drawers. First came the lingerie-a sheer black bra with cups so small they barely contained his chest, matching panties cut high on the hips with a tiny pink bow at the front. 

Then the stockings-black fishnets that she rolled up his legs slowly, attaching them to a lace garter belt that sat low on his hips. Then the skirt-a plaid schoolgirl skirt so short it barely covered the tops of his stockings, the hem flaring out with every trembling breath he took.

"Stand up," she ordered.

Josh stood, his legs shaking, and Amber knelt at his feet with a pair of platform heels-black patent leather, six inches tall, with ankle straps that she buckled tight enough to bite. Then she added the finishing touches: a white blouse tied in a knot beneath his chest instead of buttoned, a little black choker with a silver heart, and fingerless lace gloves that ran halfway up his forearms.

"Now the wig," she said, tearing off the tangled pink mess and replacing it with a fresh one-long, platinum blonde this time, curled in loose waves that fell past his shoulders. She brushed it out, arranged the bangs, pinned it in place.

Then she turned him back to the mirror and Josh barely recognized himself. The boy in the reflection was gone. In his place was a girl-a slutty, exaggerated parody of a schoolgirl, all legs and lace and barely-there skirt. The cage was invisible beneath the panties, but Josh could feel it, a constant pressure reminding him what he really was beneath the costume.

"I look..." He swallowed. "I look like a girl."

"You look like a fuckable little sissy," Amber corrected, adjusting his wig. "And that's exactly the point. But we're not done yet."

She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small velvet bag. Josh watched, confused, as she untied the drawstring and shook the contents into her palm. His stomach dropped.

It was a chastity cage. But not his cage. This one was smaller-much smaller. A tiny pink plastic tube no more than two inches long, with a ring even narrower than the one he was currently wearing.

"What's that?" Josh asked, though he already knew.

"Your party cage," Amber said, holding it up to the light. It looked ridiculous, impossibly small, like something designed for a doll instead of a person. "The one you're wearing now is too big. Four inches. It shows through your panties. I can see the bulge from here."

Josh looked down at himself. He couldn't see anything, but Amber shook her head.

"Trust me, sissy. In that skirt, with those panties, every curve matters. And this-" she wiggled the tiny cage "-is only two inches. It'll keep you perfectly flat and pretty. No one will ever know."

"Amber, no." Josh backed away, his platform heels wobbling. "The one I have on is already too small. You know it is. You saw how I barely fit, how it hurts when I get hard. This one is half the size. I can't-"

"I don't care."

She said it simply, flatly, the way she said everything that mattered. Then she grabbed his arm and pulled him toward the bed.

"Wait, please-"

"Sit."

Josh sat, the skirt riding up, his fishnet-clad legs splayed helplessly. Amber knelt between his knees and reached for his panties. Josh whimpered as she pulled them down, exposing the cage he'd been wearing for weeks-the four-inch pink tube that had become his prison, his identity, his constant companion.

She produced the key from around her neck and unlocked it. The tube separated from the ring, and Josh's penis sprang out, grateful and confused, swelling in the cool air.

It got hard fast. Too fast. One moment it was shriveled and compressed, the next it was rising, thick and needy, jutting from his lap like it was trying to escape.

Amber's expression darkened. "Oh, for fuck's sake."

"I'm sorry, I can't help it, it just-"

She smacked it. Hard.

Josh yelped, his hips jerking. "Go back down," she snapped, and smacked it again, the flat of her palm cracking against his shaft. "This isn't playtime, sissy. You're not getting hard tonight. You're getting locked."

"It hurts!" Josh cried, tears springing to his eyes as she struck him again, and again, each smack sending a bright bolt of pain through his groin. His penis bobbed and twitched, refusing to obey, and she kept hitting it-sharp, stinging blows that turned the skin pink and made him sob.

"Go. Back. Down." Smack. "Bad. Little. Clitty." Smack. "You. Don't. Get. Hard. Anymore."

Josh squeezed his eyes shut, his body tense, his hands gripping the bedspread. The pain was intense, humiliating, his own body betraying him while she punished it for responding. Smack after smack, his penis slowly, reluctantly began to wilt, the blood retreating, the shaft softening until it hung small and defeated between his thighs.

"There," Amber breathed, her palm stinging. "Finally. Now hold still."

Josh was still whimpering, tears streaming down his made-up face, mascara running in black rivers. He watched through blurred eyes as she picked up the new cage-the tiny two-inch prison-and brought it toward his lap.

"Please," he whispered. "Please, it's too small."

"That's the point."

She gripped his softened penis and began to stuff it into the tube. It was a tight fit from the start, the plastic unforgiving, the ring pinching as she forced his flesh through the narrow base. Josh groaned, his hips trying to buck away, but she held him firm with one hand on his thigh.

"Almost," she muttered, pushing, squeezing, compressing his penis into the impossibly small space. It folded slightly, bent against the end of the tube, the head squashed and flattened. Josh felt like he was being shoved into a tube sock three sizes too small, every millimeter a battle against his own flesh.

"Please," he sobbed. "Amber, please, it hurts-"

"Stop whining." She gave one final, brutal push and the ring snapped shut around the base, the lock clicking into place with a sound like a gunshot.

Josh looked down, panting, his chest heaving beneath the knotted blouse. The new cage was cruelly small, barely containing him, his compressed flesh visible through the slit at the tip, straining against the plastic. It looked obscene. It looked pathetic. It looked perfect.

Amber stood back, admiring her work. She reached down and adjusted his panties, smoothing them over the flat, tiny bulge. Then she stepped back and smiled.

"Perfect," she said. "Locked and pretty. Just like a good sissy should be."

Josh stared at himself in the mirror again. The girl looking back had tears streaming down her face, her lipstick smeared, her legs shaking in platform heels. And between those legs, barely visible beneath the sheer panties, was the tiniest hint of a bulge-a secret only he and Amber knew, a locked-up boy squashed into two inches of pink plastic humiliation.

Amber grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the door. "Now let's go party, sissy."

Josh stumbled after her, his heels clicking, his sissy pussy still aching from earlier, his clitty screaming in its new prison. He didn't know what waited for him at the sorority house. He didn't know if he'd be discovered, humiliated, ruined. But as Amber opened the door and the cool night air hit his exposed thighs, he knew one thing with absolute certainty.

He would follow her anywhere.


CHAPTER 13

The Delta Gamma sorority house throbbed with bass and laughter before they even reached the porch. Colored lights bled through the downstairs windows, painting the lawn in pulses of pink and violet. Girls clustered on the front steps in clusters of bare legs and glitter, and the air smelled like vodka, perfume, and the humid promise of bodies pressed close.

Josh's pulse hammered in his throat. He could feel the tiny cage straining against his panties with every step, a constant, maddening pressure that made him hyperaware of the friction between his thighs. The new two-inch prison Amber had locked him into was already proving its cruelty. Every shift of his hips, every brush of the fishnet stockings against his skin, sent sparks of arousal straight to his trapped clitty, which swelled uselessly against unforgiving plastic until the ache became a low, throbbing thrum he couldn't escape.

Amber walked beside him like she owned the night. Her black dress clung to every curve, the hem riding high enough to make Josh's mouth dry. Strappy heels clicked against the pavement with metronome confidence. Her silver necklace caught the porch light as she turned to him, and the smile she gave him was sharp enough to cut.

"Remember," she said, her fingers trailing down his blouse to adjust the knot beneath his chest. Her thumb brushed his nipple through the thin fabric and Josh gasped, the sensation arrowing straight to his cage. 

She continued. "You don't speak unless spoken to. You don't touch anyone unless I tell you. And if I catch you staring at any girl's ass for too long..." She leaned in, her lips grazing his ear, her breath hot and wet. "I'll make you thank her for the privilege. On your knees. With your tongue."

Josh's knees weakened. The cage gave a vicious throb, and he felt the familiar, humiliating leak of precum dampening his panties. "Amber, please. This cage is already-"

"Already what?" She pulled back, her eyes glittering. "Already making you drip? Good. That's exactly how I want you. Desperate. Leaky. Mine."

She took his hand and pulled him up the steps. Josh followed, his platform heels wobbling, the plug Amber had insisted on before they left shifting inside him with every step, pressing against his prostate in rhythm with his heartbeat. 

He'd protested at first-cried, actually, when she'd bent him over her bed and worked the slick silicone into his already-sore sissy pussy-but she'd just laughed and told him pretty girls needed to be filled. Now, walking, the dual pressure of plug and cage was turning every step into an erotic torment he couldn't escape.

"AMBER!"

A girl in a silver dress squealed from the porch, launching herself at Amber with enough force to make her stumble. The two embraced, bodies pressed flush, and Josh watched Amber's hands slide down the girl's back to grip her ass with casual familiarity. His cage throbbed.

"Where have you hiding been, bitch?"

"Been busy making myself prettier by the day," Amber laughed, pulling back but keeping one hand possessively on the girl's hip. "Obviously."

The girl in silver turned, and her eyes found Josh with predatory interest. She was stunning-dark hair spilling over her shoulders, a body that the dress did absolutely nothing to hide, and a smile that made Josh's stomach flip with a mixture of terror and arousal.

"And who is this little cutie?" she asked, looking him up and down in a way that felt like being undressed in public.

"This is my sissy, Josie," Amber announced, loud enough that several nearby girls turned to look. Josh felt his face burn as a dozen pairs of eyes traveled over his outfit-the micro skirt, the fishnets, the heels, the way his blouse clung to the bra beneath. "Isn't she adorable?"

"Oh my God, she's precious!" The girl stepped closer, and before Josh could react, she had one hand on his waist and the other cupping his chin, tilting his face to examine his makeup. Her thumb brushed his lower lip, and Josh's breath hitched, his cage giving another desperate pulse. "I love the skirt. And those heels are fabulous. Very fuckable."

"Thank you…I think" Josh managed, his voice barely a whisper, the soft tone Amber had trained into him feeling natural and humiliating all at once.

"I'm Melissa." She didn't let go of his chin. Her thumb pressed into his lip, parting it slightly, and Josh's knees nearly buckled as she held his gaze with something between amusement and hunger. "Welcome to Delta Gamma, sweetheart. We love fresh meat here."

She released him with a pat on the cheek that felt suspiciously like a claim, and Amber was already pulling him through the door before Josh could process what had happened.

The living room hit him like a wall of heat and sound and perfume. Dozens of girls moved beneath strings of pink lights, bodies grinding to the bass, hands roaming over hips and waists with casual intimacy. 

Josh had never seen so much exposed skin in one place-short dresses riding up, crop tops revealing taut stomachs, cleavage everywhere he looked. And every glance, every brush of a passing body against his arm, sent fresh blood rushing to his trapped clitty until the cage felt like it was trying to split him open.

"Wait here," Amber commanded, pressing him against the wall near the makeshift bar. Her hand found his skirt and smoothed it, her fingers lingering on the hem just above his stockings. 

Then she reached higher, her palm pressing against the front of his panties, and Josh gasped as she found the hard little bulge of his cage. "Already leaking," she murmured, her fingers coming away glistening in the colored lights. She held them to his lips. "Clean it."

Josh's face burned, but he opened his mouth and sucked her fingers clean, tasting his own arousal, his own desperation. Amber watched him with heavy-lidded eyes, her tongue touching her lower lip.

"Good sissy," she breathed. "Now stay here. Act slutty. I'll be back."

She disappeared into the crowd before Josh could beg her not to leave him alone, and he pressed himself against the wall, trying to make himself invisible. It didn't work. Girls kept glancing at him-smiling, whispering, their eyes dropping to his legs, his skirt, the obvious swell of his chest beneath the blouse. 

He felt like a piece of meat on display, and the worst part was how much his body loved it. The cage was slick with precum now, his panties damp, the plug shifting with every nervous shift of his weight.

"Hey, sexy. Haven't seen you around before."

Josh turned and found himself looking up at a mountain of a man-broad shoulders filling out a varsity jacket, a red plastic cup dangling from thick fingers, and a grin that reeked of entitlement and alcohol. 

The guy was gorgeous in a brutal, masculine way, and Josh's body betrayed him instantly, his clitty swelling against the cage at the sheer testosterone radiating off the stranger.

"Uh, hi," Josh said, his voice barely audible over the music.

"What's your name, sweetie?" The guy stepped closer, and Josh caught the scent of beer and cologne, something dark and musky that made his head spin.

"Josie."

"Josie." The name rolled off his tongue like a caress. "Pretty name for a pretty little girl. Real pretty." His eyes dropped to Josh's chest, his waist, lingering on the hem of his skirt. "You here with somebody?"

"Amber."

"Oh, you’re Amber's new toy." The grin widened, something knowing and hungry in it. "That explains it. Explains why you're walking around looking like a wet dream in a schoolgirl skirt."

Josh's face burned, but his cage throbbed harder. "I should find her-"

"Not just yet." The guy stepped closer, crowding Josh against the wall, one hand bracing beside his head. He was huge, overwhelming, and Josh could feel the heat radiating from his body, could smell the beer on his breath. 

"Amber always did have the best toys. Tell me, Josie..." He leaned in, his lips brushing Josh's ear, his voice dropping to a gravelly whisper. "Does she let you cum? Or does she keep you locked up and desperate while she plays with real cock?"

Josh's knees buckled. The guy caught him with a hand on his hip, fingers digging in, and Josh felt the plug shift inside him, pressing against his prostate, sending a bolt of pleasure so intense his vision swam.

"Please," Josh whimpered, not knowing if he was begging him to stop or to keep going.

The guy laughed, low and rough, and his hand slid down to cup Josh's ass, squeezing hard enough to make him gasp. "Easy, sweetie. Just getting to know Amber's new little toy."

He pulled back, but his hand lingered, giving Josh's backside a sharp smack that made him yelp and stumble forward. The plug shifted again, cruel and perfect, and Josh had to bite his lip to keep from moaning in the middle of the crowded room.

"See you around, sissy," the guy said, raising his cup in a mock salute. As he passed, he gave Josh another sharp smack, his fingers lingering long enough to brush the plug through Josh's skirt, pressing it deeper. "Maybe we can get nice and friendly later."

Josh stared after him, trembling, his cage soaked, his ass stinging, his whole body lit up like a live wire. Then the recognition hit him-that voice, those shoulders, the way he'd said "sissy" with such casual familiarity.

Rock. Amber's boyfriend. The quarterback who'd fucked her while Josh hid beneath the bed, listening to every thrust, every moan, every slap of flesh against flesh. And now he'd been flirting with him. Touching him. Talking about his cage like he knew exactly what Josh was.

Josh needed air. He needed to get away from the heat and the bodies and the overwhelming sexual tension before he did something humiliating. Like come in his panties from a stranger's touch.

He stumbled toward the hallway, found the bathroom, and locked himself inside with shaking hands. The room was done in pink, a vanity mirror surrounded by bulbs, cosmetics scattered everywhere like a girl's private sanctuary. Josh leaned against the sink and looked at himself in the mirror.

The girl staring back was flushed, her lipstick slightly smeared, his eyes blown wide with arousal. The blouse had shifted, revealing the lace edge of his bra. His skirt was twisted, showing more thigh than he'd intended. And between his legs, the tiny cage created a visible wet spot on his panties, dark and obscene.

"Fuck," he whispered, reaching down to press his palm against the cage. The pressure made him whimper, his hips bucking involuntarily. He was so close, so desperate, one more touch and he might-

The bathroom door handle jiggled. Josh jerked his hand away, heart pounding.

"Occupied," he called, his voice cracking.

"Josie? It's Melissa. Open up."

Josh hesitated, then unlocked the door. Melissa slipped inside before he could change his mind, closing it behind her and leaning against it with a smile that made Josh's stomach drop.

"There you are," she purred, stepping closer. "I've been looking for you. Amber mentioned you might need some... attention."

"I don't-"

"Shhhhh." Melissa pressed a finger to his lips, then replaced it with her mouth, kissing him slow and deep and filthy. Josh melted against her, his hands finding her waist, his cage throbbing against her thigh as she pressed against him. She tasted like cherry vodka and sin, and when she finally pulled back, they were both breathing hard.

"Poor thing," she murmured, her hand sliding down his stomach to cover the wet spot on his panties. Josh gasped, his hips jerking into her touch. "So locked up. So desperate. Amber really did a number on you, didn't she?"

"Please," Josh whimpered, again not knowing what he was begging for.

Melissa smiled and sank to her knees.

Josh's brain short-circuited. He watched, frozen, as she lifted his skirt and peeled his soaked panties down just enough to reveal the tiny pink cage, glistening with precum, his clitty swollen and trapped inside. Melissa's eyes darkened with hunger.

"Gorgeous," she breathed, and then she leaned in and licked the cage, her tongue hot and wet against the plastic, pressing his trapped flesh against the unforgiving walls.

Josh screamed. His hands flew to her hair, gripping the dark waves, his hips bucking helplessly as she licked and sucked at the cage, her tongue finding the slit where his clitty head pressed against the plastic, flicking it with cruel precision. The pleasure was unbearable, overwhelming, built on weeks of denial and frustration, and Josh felt his orgasm building with terrifying speed.

"Please," he sobbed. "Please, I'm going to-"

"Not yet." Melissa pulled back with a wicked smile, leaving him trembling on the edge. She stood, smoothing his skirt back into place, and pressed a kiss to his cheek. "Amber has plans for you tonight, sissy. Big plans. And trust me..." She opened the door, pausing to look back with eyes that burned. "You don't want to waste it in a bathroom."

She was gone before Josh could respond, leaving him leaning against the sink, his cage dripping, his mind shattered, his body screaming for release he couldn't have.

He didn't know how long he stayed there, panting and trembling, before he finally managed to fix his panties and smooth his skirt. His reflection looked wrecked-lipstick smeared, eyes wild, a visible wet spot darkening the front of his skirt that no amount of smoothing could hide.

When he finally stumbled back into the living room, the music had shifted to something slower, dirtier. Bodies moved in grinding pairs now, hands roaming more freely, and the air had thickened with the scent of sweat and arousal. Josh scanned the crowd for Amber, his heart hammering.

He found her across the room, pressed against the wall in the shadows, Rhonda's body flush against hers. The redhead from Amber's literature seminar wore a dress the color of emeralds, and her hands were everywhere-on Amber's waist, her hips, tangled in her hair. 

They moved together like they were already fucking, hips rolling in rhythm, and when Rhonda leaned in to kiss her, it wasn't gentle. It was teeth and tongue and claiming, Amber's head tipping back with a moan Josh could hear even over the music.

Josh stopped walking, his breath catching. He'd spent weeks helping Amber "practice" for this moment-kissing her, touching her, teaching her how to approach a girl while she laughed and called him her sissy girlfriend. And now here she was, devouring Rhonda like she'd never needed his help at all.

The jealousy hit him like a gut punch, sharp and humiliating. But beneath it, something darker stirred. His cage throbbed as he watched them, imagining Amber's hands on Rhonda's body the way they'd been on his, imagining Rhonda's fingers sliding beneath that emerald dress while Amber whispered the same filthy things she said to him.

"Earth to Josie." A hip bumped his, and Melissa was there again, her arm sliding around his waist, her hand dropping to cup his ass with possessive familiarity. "You still with us?"

"Yeah," Josh managed, his voice barely there. "Sorry."

"Don't be sorry. Be present." She turned him away from Amber and Rhonda, pulling him toward the center of the room where bodies moved in grinding pairs. "Dance with me. Forget everything else. Just feel."

She pulled him into the crowd, and Josh let her, too overwhelmed to resist. Melissa moved against him like liquid sin, her hips rolling into his, her hands roaming over his back, his waist, dipping low enough to brush the plug through his skirt. Josh gasped, his head falling back, and Melissa took the opportunity to press her lips to his exposed throat.

"That's it," she murmured against his skin. "Let go. Be a good little sissy and just feel."

Josh did. He stopped thinking about Amber and Rhonda, stopped thinking about Rock's hands on his ass, stopped thinking about anything except the music and the heat and the constant, maddening pressure of the cage against his thigh. 

He moved with Melissa, letting her lead, letting her use his body the way Amber had taught him to be used, and for the first time that night, he felt something like freedom.

"Hot girl life," he breathed, grinning despite everything.

Melissa threw back her head and laughed, the sound rich and wicked. "Hell yeah, girlfriend. Hot girl life is the best life."

They danced through another song, and another. Josh's feet ached in the heels, his cage leaked constantly, his plug shifted with every movement, and he didn't care. He was surrounded by beautiful women who touched him like he belonged to them, who smiled at him like he was one of them, who made him feel more desired than he'd ever felt as Josh.

Then the music stopped.

A collective groan rose from the dancers, but before anyone could complain, the double doors at the far end of the living room swung open with theatrical flourish.

Six sorority sisters stepped through.

They wore schoolgirl uniforms like his, but theirs were obscene-parodies of modesty, with skirts so short they barely covered anything, blouses tied beneath their breasts, stockings held up by garters that were clearly visible. 

And beneath their skirts, strapped to their hips with black harnesses, were strap-on dildos-thick, veined, obscene things that jutted proudly as they walked.

The head sister’s name was Terra, and she was dressed like the others, but her ample breast were fully exposed.

The room erupted in cheers and catcalls. Girls pressed against the walls, clearing a space in the center of the room, and Josh felt his stomach drop as he watched the costumed sisters strut into the open area, stroking their silicone cocks with practiced hands.

"All right, ladies!" Terra raised her voice over the noise, her hand wrapped around her strap-on, pumping it slowly. "You know what time it is!"

The cheering grew louder, hungrier.

Josh looked around, confused and terrified and impossibly aroused. The cage was throbbing in time with his heartbeat, the plug pressing deep, and every girl in the room seemed to be staring at the four sisters with expressions of eager anticipation.

"Delta Gamma sisters!" Terra announced, her eyes scanning the crowd with predatory satisfaction. "It's time for tonight's special entertainment!"

More cheers, more catcalls. Someone whistled.

Josh glanced toward the door, calculating his chances of escape. But the crowd was thick, the energy electric, and his legs felt like jelly.

Then Terra made her announcement, and Josh's blood turned to ice.

"It's time for the hazing to commence!"

The room exploded. Girls screamed and laughed and clapped, and Josh's stomach twisted as he realized this wasn't a show. This was participation.

"Mistresses!" Terra called out, her voice carrying over the noise. "Present your sissies!"

Josh felt his smile vanish. He looked around wildly, searching for Amber, searching for an exit, searching for anything that might save him from whatever was about to happen.

That was when he saw her approaching through the crowd.

Amber moved like a queen through her court, her black dress catching the light, her eyes fixed on him with an expression of pure, predatory satisfaction. Rhonda followed a few steps behind, the emerald dress swishing around her thighs, her smile matching Amber's hunger.

"Amber?" Josh's voice came out as a squeak.

She didn't answer. She reached him, her fingers wrapping around his upper arm with iron strength and turned him toward the open space where the six sisters waited with their strap-ons gleaming.

"Amber, what's happening?" Josh's voice cracked, his body trembling.

She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear, her breath hot and smelling of whatever Rhonda had been feeding her. "This is your moment to shine, sissy. Your chance to show my sisters what a good little girl you've become."

Josh looked from Amber to the waiting sisters, their silicone cocks jutting obscenely, to the crowd of girls watching with eager eyes, to Rhonda who was already moving toward one of the sisters with a smile of anticipation.

"You knew about this," Josh whispered, the realization sinking in with sickening clarity. "You planned this. The outfit, the cage, the plug... all of it was for this."

Amber's grip tightened, her nails digging into his arm. Her playful mask vanished, replaced by the commanding expression that made his knees weak and his cage throb.

"Do not," she said softly, dangerously, "embarrass me in front of my sisters."

Josh swallowed hard, his throat dry, his mind reeling. A few minutes ago, he'd been dancing, laughing, feeling like he belonged. Now he understood with perfect, terrifying clarity-Amber hadn't brought him here to be one of the girls.

She'd brought him here to be entertainment.

And from the way the crowd was watching, from the way the sisters were stroking their strap-ons, from the hungry smiles on every face...

Josh was about to find out exactly what kind of show he was expected to put on.

He looked up at Amber, his eyes wet, his body trembling, his cage soaked and throbbing and desperate.

And he let her lead him toward the center of the room.


CHAPTER 14

The center of the living room felt like a stage under a spotlight. Josh stumbled as Amber pulled him into the open space, his heels clicking against the hardwood, his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his trapped clitty.

The six sisters with their strap-ons formed a loose semicircle around the clearing, stroking their silicone cocks with lazy, threatening motions, and the crowd of girls pressed against the walls like spectators at some ancient Roman spectacle.

"Line them up," Terra commanded, her voice rich with amusement.

Josh didn't understand what she meant until he saw them.

Other sissies.

Five of them, pushed forward from different corners of the room by other sorority sisters. Josh's breath caught as they stumbled into the light, and he realized with sickening clarity that he wasn't the only one Amber's world had claimed.

They were all dressed in variations of the same humiliating costume-micro skirts and blouses, stockings and heels, wigs and makeup. One was a brunette in a pleated skirt so short it barely covered the cage visible beneath his sheer panties. Another was a blonde in pigtails and knee socks, his face painted like a doll, his eyes wide with terror. A third wore a redhead wig and a leather collar, his hands clasped in front of him like he was praying. The fourth...

Josh's stomach twisted. The fifth sissy was being led by Rhonda.

The redhead gripped his arm with the same possessive strength Amber used, and the sissy beside her-a pretty thing with a black bob wig and a trembling lower lip-looked just as terrified as Josh felt. 

Rhonda's emerald dress caught the light as she positioned her sissy in the lineup, and she gave Amber a nod that made Josh's blood run cold.

This was planned. All of it. A coordinated event. A shared ritual.

"Look at these pretty little sissies," Terra purred, walking slowly along their line, her strap-on swaying with each step. "My, my. Don't you all look delicious?"

Josh kept his gaze fixed on the floor. He couldn't bring himself to look at the others-couldn't bear the mirror of his own humiliation staring back at him through their painted eyes. The shame was physical, a weight pressing down on his shoulders, making his cage feel even tighter, even more inescapable.

He was scared, yes, but seeing the other sissies-knowing he was part of this, that he belonged to this-made it so much worse. He wasn't special. He wasn't unique. He was just another sissy bitch being presented for entertainment.

"Heads up, sluts," Terra said. "Inspection time."

A sister stepped forward from the crowd-a tall brunette with cruel red lips and a measuring gaze. She carried a small clipboard, which struck Josh as absurdly official for what was happening. She started at the far end of the line, moving from sissy to sissy with methodical precision.

"Attire: acceptable," she announced, flicking the brunette's skirt up to check his panties. "Makeup: heavy but passable. Panties: pink lace, adequate coverage."

She moved to the next sissy, repeating the process. Josh watched from the corner of his eye, his stomach churning, as she lifted skirts, checked makeup, fondled cages, and assigned grades with the detached efficiency of a quality-control inspector. Each sissy trembled beneath her touch, whimpering as she handled their locked parts with casual ownership.

Then she reached Josh.

"Attire: excellent," she said, her voice dropping to something almost appreciative as she ran her fingers along the hem of his micro skirt. "The fishnets are a nice touch. Very fuckable." She circled him, her nails trailing down his back, over his ass, making him flinch. "Makeup: flawless. Someone took their time with you."

Josh said nothing, his eyes still downcast, his hands shaking at his sides.

She lifted his skirt with one finger, exposing his soaked panties and the hard little bulge of his cage. "Panties: absolutely soaked. Dirty little thing, aren't you?" She cupped him, squeezing just enough to make him whimper. "Chastity cage..." She paused, her thumb tracing the outline through the wet fabric. "Your mistress still has you wearing a size medium."

Josh blinked, looking up despite himself. "This is a medium?"

She laughed, a sharp, cruel sound. "Oh, sweetheart. You think that two-inch prison is small?” She leaned in, her red lips brushing his ear, her breath hot against his wig. "Wait until you see our inverted flat chastity. Your pathetic little clitty will be pressed so far up into your body you won't have any sign of a boy bump in your panties. Not even a whisper. And an erection?" She pulled back, smiling at his horror. "Entirely impossible. Your body would try, your the pain would be... exquisite."

Josh couldn't even imagine it. The two-inch cage already felt like torture, like his flesh was being compressed into something it was never meant to be. The idea of something even smaller, flatter, more absolute-something that would erase even the memory of his manhood beneath his skirt-made his stomach clench with fear.

"I..." he whispered. "I could never-"

"Quiet, bitch," she said, and slapped his cage through his panties.

Josh yelped, his hips jerking forward, the pain bright and shocking. She made a note on her clipboard and moved on, leaving him trembling, his eyes watering, his mind reeling.

When she finished with the last sissy, she handed the clipboard to Terra and stepped back into the crowd.

"Excellent," Terra said, surveying them like a general reviewing her troops. "Now then. You all know why you're here. My sisters have been generous enough to bring their little pets tonight, and we can't let that generosity go to waste." She stroked her strap-on slowly, her eyes darkening. "It's time for the sissies to show off their slut skills."

The crowd cheered. Josh's knees knocked together.

"On your knees, bitches," Terra commanded.

Josh hesitated, but Amber's hand found the back of his neck and pushed. He dropped hard, the floor bruising his knees through the stockings, his skirt riding up, his cage pressing painfully against his thigh. 

Around him, the other sissies sank to the floor in various states of grace-some collapsing immediately, others lowering themselves with trembling obedience.

The sisters with strap-ons stepped forward, positioning themselves in front of the kneeling sissies. Josh looked up and found himself staring at Terra’s silicone cock-thick, veined, obscene, jutting from her harness at face level. It smelled like rubber and something else, something musky and deliberate.

"Look at these pretty little mouths," Terra said, gripping her cock and smacking it against Josh's cheek. The impact stung, the silicone heavy and solid, leaving a wet streak of something slick across his face. "All dressed up and ready to blow."

She smacked his other cheek, then his lips, the cock bouncing off his face with wet, humiliating thwacks. Around him, Josh heard the same thing happening-the sharp sounds of dildos striking flesh, the gasps and whimpers of the other sissies as they were similarly degraded.

"SUCK, BITCHES!" Terra commanded.

Josh opened his mouth, and she rammed the cock inside.

It filled him instantly, stretching his jaw, pressing against his tongue, bumping the back of his throat before he'd even adjusted to the intrusion. She didn't wait for him to get comfortable. 

She didn't care about his gag reflex or his whimpers or the tears that sprang to his eyes. She grabbed his wig with both hands and began to fuck his face with brutal, mechanical precision.

"That's it," she growled, thrusting deep, pulling back, thrusting deeper. "Take it, sissy. Show me what that mouth is good for."

Josh gagged, his throat convulsing around the intrusion, spit flooding his mouth and spilling down his chin. She didn't slow. If anything, his gagging seemed to excite her-she thrust harder, faster, using his hair as leverage to pull him onto her cock again and again. The sounds were obscene-wet, choking, sloppy-the slap of silicone against his lips, the desperate sucking as he tried to breathe, the whimpers he couldn't control.

He looked up at her through tear-blurred eyes, and something in his mind flipped.

She was gorgeous. Powerful. Cruel and perfect, her hips snapping forward, her breasts heaving beneath her tied blouse, her eyes burning down at him with absolute ownership. And he loved it.

He loved the feeling of being used like this, of being nothing but a warm hole for her pleasure, of being so completely at her mercy that his own desires didn't matter. 

His cage throbbed in time with her thrusts, his clitty swelling uselessly against the plastic, and he realized with horrified clarity that he was leaking again-soaking his panties, his thighs, probably the floor beneath him-and he didn't care.

He couldn't understand why. But he loved it.

"Good," she grunted, slowing her pace but pushing deeper, holding his head still as she buried the cock in his throat. "Swallow it. Take it all, you little cock slut."

Josh fought his gag reflex, his throat working around the intrusion, his eyes streaming, his body shaking. He wanted to make Amber proud. He wanted to be the best sissy here, the most obedient, the most desperate.

He could hear the other sissies around him-gagging, choking, sobbing-but he tuned them out, focusing only on the woman using him, the rhythm of her hips, the way she commanded him with nothing but her grip and her cock.

"Now," the Terra called out, her voice carrying over the wet sounds of throats being fucked. "Let's see who can take the deepest throat. Who's the best little cock sleeve here?"

The sisters pulled back, leaving the sissies gasping and drooling, their makeup ruined, their eyes wild. Josh coughed, spit hanging from his chin, his chest heaving. He glanced to his side and saw the black-haired sissy Rhonda had brought-he was on his hands and knees, hacking, mascara running in black rivers down his face.

"Deep throating contest," Terra announced, her hand wrapped around her slick cock. "Who can take it the longest without blacking out or throwing up?"

Josh's stomach dropped. He looked toward Amber, searching for some sign of mercy, but she just smiled-that sharp, predatory smile-and mouthed two words: Make me proud.

"Three..." Terra counted, positioning herself in front of Josh again, her cock glistening with his spit.

"Two..."

Josh opened his mouth, trembling.

"One!"

The sister rammed forward with her entire body, driving the cock past his gag reflex and into his throat in one brutal thrust. Josh's eyes went wide, his nose pressing against her harness, his throat bulging around the intrusion. He couldn't breathe. Couldn't swallow. Couldn't do anything but exist as a sheath for her silicone cock while the crowd screamed and cheered.

Around him, the other sisters did the same-ramming deep, holding, their sissies choking and gagging and thrashing. Josh's vision swam at the edges, black spots dancing in front of his eyes, but he fought it. He fought the urge to pull back, to gag, to vomit. He relaxed his throat, accepted the invasion, let his body become nothing but a hole for her pleasure.

He wanted to make Amber proud.

Seconds ticked by like hours. His lungs burned. His throat convulsed helplessly around the cock. Tears streamed down his face, mixing with spit and mascara, ruining his makeup completely. But he held on. 

He held on longer than the blonde in pigtails, who pulled away gagging and collapsed onto the floor. He held on longer than the brunette, who retched and had to be held back by his mistress.

Finally, Terra pulled back with a wet, obscene sound, and Josh fell forward, gasping, hacking, spit dangling from his lips in long, humiliating strands. He collapsed onto the floor, his cheek pressed against the hardwood, his chest heaving, his throat raw and aching.

"Good sissy," Terra purred, crouching beside him and stroking his ruined wig. Her fingers traced his swollen lips, and she smiled down at him with something almost like affection. "You're going to make a wonderful cock slut."

Josh whimpered, his cage throbbing, his body shaking, his mind shattered.

But this wasn't over.

"Bring in the chairs," Terra called out, standing and adjusting her harness.

Josh lifted his head, confused, as two girls wheeled in wooden chairs from the dining room-six of them, arranged in a neat row in the center of the open space. But these weren't ordinary chairs. Mounted in the center of each seat, pointing straight up like obscene flagpoles, were dildos-thick, veined, terrifying things that made Josh's stomach turn to ice.

Terra addressed the room with a wicked grin. "We usually turn you sissy bitches over and strap-on fuck you until your eyes go crossed," she said, stroking her cock lazily. "But we came up with a more entertaining idea." She gestured to the chairs, her smile widening. "Now have a seat, sissies."

Josh stared at the dildo on his chair, his brain refusing to process what he was seeing. She couldn't mean they wanted the sissies to sit on the chairs and take the dildos into their sissy pussies. That was insane. That was impossible. The things were huge-bigger than anything Amber had ever used on him, bigger than the plug currently stretching him open.

But that was exactly what they expected.

He looked toward Amber, searching for rescue, and found her watching him with those dark, hungry eyes. She stood near the wall, Rhonda beside her, and when their gazes met, she didn't smile. She didn't soften. She just held his eyes and spoke two words that cut through the noise like a knife.

"Make me proud, sissy."

Josh swallowed hard, his throat raw from the throat-fucking, his cage aching, his sissy pussy already sore from the plug. He looked at the other sissies-the brunette was already being positioned over his chair by his mistress, the blonde was crying as she hovered above hers, the black-haired sissy Rhonda owned was squirming and squealing as he tried to lower himself onto the obscene intrusion.

Josh watched them for a moment, watched their humiliation and their fear and their desperate obedience. Then he stood up.

His legs shook. His knees ached. His whole body felt like it had been dismantled and reassembled wrong. But he walked to his chair, positioning himself over the dildo, feeling the tip press against his already-stretched entrance through his soaked panties.

He looked up at Amber one last time.

"I've come this far," he whispered. "So why stop now?"

And he sat down.

The dildo slid into him-deep, relentless, impossibly thick-filling his sissy pussy with a burning stretch that made him scream. It was bigger than the plug, bigger than anything he'd taken, and the sudden invasion tore through him like fire. His eyes rolled back, his mouth opened in a silent scream, and he felt his body settling onto the chair with the dildo buried to the hilt inside him.

Before he could even get his head clear from the pain, before he could process the fullness or the stretch or the sheer obscene reality of being impaled on a chair-mounted cock in front of fifty sorority girls, the women hurried over.

They strapped his legs to the chair-leather bands around his ankles, his calves, his thighs, buckling them tight to the wooden legs so he couldn't lift himself up. They shackled his hands behind his back, metal cuffs biting into his wrists, pinning him in place. He was completely immobilized, completely helpless, the dildo buried deep in his sissy pussy with no way to dislodge it.

They did the same to the rest. All around him, sissies were being strapped and shackled, their whines and whimpers filling the air. The blonde was sobbing. The brunette was begging. The black-haired sissy was thrashing against his restraints, the dildo bouncing inside him with every movement.

Then came the ball gags.

A sister approached Josh with a bright pink sphere attached to leather straps. He tried to turn his head, tried to plead, but she grabbed his chin and forced his mouth open. The ball pressed between his teeth, stretching his jaw, muffling his screams into pathetic whimpers. She buckled it behind his head, tight enough to make his jaw ache, and patted his cheek.

"We don't need you all whining and complaining through the fun," she said, her voice bright and cheerful.

Terra stepped back into the center of the room, her strap-on dildo jutting from her harness, her eyes scanning the row of impaled, gagged, helpless sissies with pure satisfaction.

"And speaking of fun..." She gripped her cock and smiled. "Let's get to it, sluts."


CHAPTER 15

Terra’s words hung in the air, but instead of the immediate assault Josh expected, the room shifted into a new kind of theater. The sisters moved with choreographed precision, and one of them produced a small remote, black and sleek, pointing it at the row of impaled sissies.

A low hum filled the room.

Josh felt it before he heard it-a vibration deep inside him, radiating from the dildo buried in his sissy pussy. Setting one. Gentle. Teasing. A slow, rhythmic pulse that made his eyes roll back and his bound body tense against the straps. Around him, the other sissies moaned into their gags, their hips twitching helplessly.

"First things first," Terra said, her voice cutting through the hum and the whimpers. She walked to the blonde in pigtails and unbuckled his ball gag with one practiced motion. It popped free, trailing spit, and the sissy gasped for air. "We need to hear those pretty voices. Gags off, ladies."

The sisters moved down the line, unbuckling gags one by one. Josh felt fingers at the back of his head, the strap loosening, and then the pink sphere was pulled from his mouth. He coughed, drool spilling down his chin, his jaw aching. He licked his swollen lips, trembling, the vibration in his sissy pussy making it hard to focus.

"Now then," Terra continued, standing before the blonde again. "Let's hear it. Why do you want to become a Sorority House Sissy?"

Josh blinked, his mind reeling. He hadn't known this was coming. Amber hadn't prepped him for this-hadn't warned him there would be questions, an interrogation, a demand for declarations of intent while impaled and helpless. He didn't even know if he wanted to be a Sorority House Sissy. He didn't know if this was what he wanted at all.

The blonde swallowed hard, his voice shaking. "I... I want to serve, Mistress. I'm pathetic. I could never be in the presence of such gorgeous women without being a servant. I exist to please you. To be used by you."

"Good girl," Terra purred, patting his head.

She moved to the brunette. "You?"

The brunette's voice was barely a whisper. "I'm nothing, Mistress. A worthless sissy. I need to be owned. I need to know my place at the feet of real women. I could never... never be worthy of anything else."

One by one, they answered. The redhead in the leather collar sobbed through his confession, admitting he was a failure as a man, that the only time he felt whole was when he was being degraded by women. The black-haired sissy Rhonda had brought whimpered that he was pathetic, that serving was all he was good for, that he deserved to be locked and fucked and forgotten.

They all seemed to know they were going to do this. Their answers flowed with the rehearsed sincerity of converts reciting scripture. Josh's stomach twisted. He hadn't prepared. He hadn't rehearsed. He didn't even know if he believed what they believed.

Then Terra stood before him.

"And you?" she asked, her eyes boring into his. "Why do you want to be a Sorority House Sissy, Josie?"

Josh's mouth opened and closed. The vibrator pulsed inside him, making his thoughts scatter. He looked toward Amber, desperate for rescue, but she just watched him with that unreadable expression, her arms crossed, Rhonda leaning against her shoulder.

"I..." Josh's voice cracked. He looked down at his lap, at the cage visible beneath his soaked panties, at the straps holding him to the chair. "I don't know if this is what I want," he admitted, the words tumbling out raw and honest. "I didn't... I didn't know this was going to happen. I don't know if I want to be a Sorority House Sissy."

A murmur rippled through the crowd. Josh felt his face burn.

"But..." He looked up, his eyes wet, the vibration making his hips shift helplessly. "But the idea of it is becoming... quite intriguing. I can't stop thinking about it. About her." He looked at Amber again, and this time she didn't look away. "I know I could never be with a woman like Amber. She deserves to get fucked by big cocks like Rock's. Real men. I'm not... I'm not that."

He swallowed hard, the truth burning his throat like whiskey.

"But I love serving at her feet," he whispered. "I love being punished by her. Teased. Locked up in chastity for her. I love that she owns me. I love that she decides when I hurt, when I beg, when I... when I feel like this. I don't know if I'm a Sorority House Sissy. But I know I want to be whatever she wants me to be."

The room went quiet. Josh's chest heaved, his heart hammering, the vibrator pulsing mercilessly inside him.

Then Terra smiled-a real smile, sharp and pleased.

"Good answer, sissies," she announced, stepping back to address the room. "Very good answers. You all know your places. Now... let's see how well you stay in them."

She raised the remote and pressed a button.

The vibration doubled.

Setting two.

Josh cried out, his back arching against the restraints. The gentle pulse became a steady, insistent thrum, pressing against his prostate, making his cage feel even tighter, even more desperate. Around him, the other sissies screamed and moaned, their bound bodies writhing on their chairs.

"Setting two," Terra called out, as if announcing a game. "Let's see how you handle it."

She waited a beat, watching them squirm, then pressed again.

Setting three.

Josh's vision blurred. The vibration intensified, becoming a relentless, buzzing assault on his most sensitive places. He could feel it in his bones, in his teeth, a vibration that seemed to shake his very core. 

The sissies around him were losing control-the blonde was screaming, the brunette was crying, the black-haired sissy was thrashing so hard the chair legs scraped against the floor.

"Oh God," Josh whimpered, his head falling back, his hips bucking uselessly against the straps. "Oh God, please..."

"Setting four," Terra announced, and the room erupted in fresh screams.

The intensity got crazier. Josh's mind fragmented, becoming nothing but sensation-the vibration in his sissy pussy, the pressure on his prostate, the ache of his cage, the straps biting into his wrists and ankles. He was screaming. He was crying. Tears streamed down his face, ruining what was left of his makeup. And somehow, impossibly, he was loving it.

He looked to his left and saw the brunette's eyes rolled back, drool pouring from his mouth, his body convulsing in rhythmic spasms. 

To his right, the blonde had gone limp, his head lolling, his whimpers continuous and mindless. They were all partying in their own way-screaming, crying, laughing, begging-a symphony of broken sissies being vibrated into oblivion.

Josh was too. He screamed until his throat was raw. He cried until his eyes burned. But somehow, through the chaos and the pain and the overwhelming, relentless pleasure, he was taking it. He was loving it. His body had become a vessel for sensation, and every pulse of the vibrator was teaching him something he hadn't known about himself.

He looked across the room, searching for Amber through the blur of tears and colored lights.

He found her.

She was on the couch, snuggled against Rhonda, the redhead's arm draped over her shoulders, their bodies pressed together in intimate warmth. Rhonda whispered something in Amber's ear, and Amber laughed-that bright, beautiful laugh that had first drawn Josh to her. They looked so happy together. So perfect. So complete.

Josh felt a wave of emotion crash over him-jealousy, yes, but something deeper, something purer. He was happy. She deserved this. 

She deserved to be held by someone beautiful, someone worthy, someone who could give her everything Josh never could. She deserved Rhonda's lips on her neck, Rhonda's hands on her waist. She deserved to be loved by someone whole.

And Josh deserved to be here, strapped to a chair, impaled and vibrating and crying, because this was his place. This was where he belonged.

"Setting seven!" Terra shouted, and the world exploded.

The dildos cranked higher, and Josh lost all sense of reality.

The vibration became a violent, shuddering force that obliterated thought. His penis-trapped, useless, pathetic-was dripping. Oozing. A continuous stream of precum leaked from his cage, soaking his panties, running down his thighs, pooling on the chair beneath him. He was a mess. A broken, dripping, sobbing mess.

But his orgasm didn't come from his clitty.

It came from within.

It built deep in his sissy pussy, radiating from his prostate, a pressure unlike anything he'd ever felt. It wasn't a male orgasm-not the sharp, localized release he remembered from before Amber's training. This was something vast and overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure that started in his core and consumed his entire body.

His back arched violently, his head snapping back, his mouth opening in a silent scream. The vibration hammered into him, relentless, merciless, and he felt himself tipping over the edge, falling into an abyss of sensation.

As he blacked out of consciousness, as the room faded to white and then to darkness, he came to the realization with perfect, crystalline clarity.

I am not a man.

The thought echoed through his fading mind, resonating like a bell.

I am a sissy. And I was born to serve my goddess in whatever way she tells me to serve her.

The orgasm crashed through him, endless and overwhelming, his body convulsing against the restraints, his vision going dark at the edges. He couldn't see. Couldn't hear. Couldn't think.

Everything faded to euphoric darkness and joy.

And Josh-Josie-fell willingly into it, smiling as he went.


CHAPTER 16

When Josh came to, he was on the floor.

Not the hardwood of the living room. Somewhere else. Carpet, soft and plush against his cheek, smelling faintly of lavender and something darker. His whole body felt like it had been dismantled and rebuilt wrong-his jaw ached, his throat was raw, his sissy pussy throbbed with a dull, satisfied ache, and his cage felt slick and tight against his thigh.

He blinked, trying to focus, and pushed himself up on trembling arms.

Then he saw them.

A dozen sorority girls stood in a loose circle around him, shoulder to shoulder, blocking out the light. And every single one of them had a strap-on dildo strapped to her hips-thick, veined, obscene things that jutted toward him like accusations. 

Some were pink, some black, one glittered with sequins that caught the overhead light and threw sparks across the walls. They stroked them lazily; their eyes fixed on him with expressions ranging from hunger to amusement to predatory anticipation.

Josh's breath caught. He tried to scramble back, but his arms gave out and he collapsed onto his elbows.

"Welcome back, sleepyhead."

Amber's voice cut through the haze. She stepped through the circle of girls, her black dress replaced by something even more devastating-a sheer lace bodysuit that left nothing to the imagination, her nipples dark and visible through the fabric, her legs bare and endless in heels that could kill a man. She looked down at him with a smile that made his stomach flip.

"Congratulations," she purred, crouching beside him. Her fingers traced his jaw, her thumb brushing his swollen lower lip. "You are the only sissy to endure the games. The others tapped out. Passed out. Couldn't handle the vibration." She leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. "But you? You took it all. Every setting. Every second. You didn't break."

She pulled back, her eyes glittering.

"So now you get your reward."

Josh swallowed hard, his throat clicking. "What's... what's that?"

Amber stood, spreading her arms to encompass the circle of waiting women. "A sissy slut gangbang, obviously."

Josh's blood turned to ice and fire simultaneously. He looked around at the dozen strap-ons, the hungry eyes, the hands stroking silicone cocks with practiced menace. His cage gave a desperate throb.

"Unless," Amber continued, her voice dropping to something almost casual, "you'd rather we call up the football team. Let you pull a train with their massive man cocks. Swallow about a gallon of cum." She tilted her head, considering. "Rock's teammates are... enthusiastic. And very, very rough."

One of the sorority girls-a tall blonde with a black strap-on that looked bigger than Josh's forearm-stepped forward and laughed. "He really doesn't want that, trust me. Been there, done that." She shuddered dramatically, but her eyes were bright with dark memory. "Those boys don't know the meaning of gentle. They'll split you open and keep going. At least our dildos don't bruise your insides."

Josh stared up at Amber, his mind reeling. The football team. A dozen athletes using him like a disposable hole. The image should have terrified him completely. But beneath the fear, something traitorous stirred-a curiosity, a hunger, a desperate wondering what real man cock would feel like after weeks of nothing but silicone and denial.

But not tonight. Tonight, he wanted this. He wanted to be Amber's prize. Her show. Her slut.

He pushed himself up to his knees, his movements shaky but deliberate. He reached up and straightened his wig, adjusting the dark waves that had gone askew during the chair. He smoothed his blouse, tugged his micro skirt into place, ran his hands down his fishnet stockings to smooth the wrinkles. Then he lowered himself fully onto his knees, his hands resting on his thighs, his back straight, his eyes downcast in the posture Amber had taught him.

He looked up at her through his lashes.

"Teach me to be a sorority sissy slut," he whispered.

The room went quiet. Then Amber smiled-a smile that could have lit cities.

"There's my good girl," she breathed.

She snapped her fingers.

The circle closed in.

Hands grabbed him-rough, eager, possessive. Someone pulled him up by his arms while another pushed him forward, and Josh found himself on all fours, his hands pressed into the carpet, his knees spread wide, his skirt flipped up over his ass. 

His soaked panties were peeled down just enough to expose his cage-glistening, pathetic, dripping-and his sissy pussy, still loose and wet from the chair, twitching in the cool air.

"Look at that greedy little hole," someone laughed.

"And that cage," another voice purred. "So leaky. She's been ready for hours."

Josh didn't have time to respond before the first dildo pushed into his mouth.

It was thick and pink and tasted like silicone and strawberry lube. He gagged as it filled him, his jaw aching, but the hands in his hair held him steady. Then another pressed against his sissy pussy from behind-thicker, colder, unrelenting-and he moaned around the cock in his mouth as it slid into him in one smooth thrust.

They didn't wait for him to adjust. They didn't care about his whimpers or his tears.

The dildo in his mouth began to move, thrusting in rhythm with the one in his sissy pussy, and Josh felt his mind start to fragment. Someone pressed another silicone cock into his right hand, then his left, and he found himself gripping them automatically, stroking them in time with the thrusts, his hands moving like they belonged to someone else.

It was a blur of dildos coming from every direction.

The girl in front of him grabbed his wig and fucked his face with brutal precision, her hips snapping forward, her strap-on bumping the back of his throat again and again. The girl behind him gripped his hips and pounded into his sissy pussy, the silicone dragging against his prostate with every thrust, making his cage throb and leak in helpless rhythm. 

The girls on either side thrust into his palms, their hands covering his, guiding his strokes, using him as a masturbation sleeve.

"Take it, sissy," the girl behind him grunted, her nails digging into his ass. "Take it like the little cock whore you are."

Josh couldn't respond. Couldn't think. He was nothing but holes and hands, a warm body being used from every angle, his only purpose to pleasure the women around him. The sounds were obscene-wet slapping, desperate gagging, the slick slide of silicone against spit and lube, the filthy encouragement of a dozen voices.

"Fuck her harder. She can take it."

"Look at that cage drip. She loves it."

"Such a good little slut. Such a pretty little sissy."

Josh's eyes rolled back. His body moved on instinct, pushing back against the cock in his sissy pussy, swallowing the one in his throat, his hands stroking frantically. He was drowning in sensation, in submission, in the absolute certainty that this was what he was made for.

Then, without warning, the cock in his mouth changed.

It was subtle at first-a shift in texture, a difference in heat, a pulse that silicone didn't have. Then the taste registered. Not rubber. Not lube. Something musky and alive and male.

Josh's eyes snapped open.

The dildo had been replaced by real flesh. Thick, veined, burning hot against his tongue. It filled his mouth completely, stretching his jaw wider than the silicone had, pressing against the back of his throat with a weight and urgency that made his stomach clench with panic and desire.

He pulled back, coughing, and looked up.

Rock.

The quarterback stood over him, naked from the waist down, his varsity jacket still on, his cock glistening with Josh's spit. He was grinning-that same brutal, entitled grin from the party-and his hand was wrapped around the base of his shaft, pumping slowly.

"Hey there, sissy," he rumbled. "Miss me?"

Josh tried to scramble back, but Amber was suddenly behind him. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging in, holding him in place. Her lips brushed his ear, her voice a whisper that carried through the room.

"Take it," she commanded. "Please it. Suck it dry."

Josh whimpered, his eyes wide, his heart hammering. The cock was huge-far bigger than any dildo, far bigger than anything he'd ever had in his mouth. It filled most of his oral cavity, heavy and throbbing, and he could feel Rock's pulse against his tongue, could taste the salt and musk of real man.

"Come on, Josie," Rock growled, his hand finding the back of Josh's head. "Amber says you're the best little cocksucker she's got. Prove it."

Josh hesitated for one heartbeat. Two.

Then he did what he'd been taught.

He licked. Long, slow drags of his tongue up the underside of Rock's shaft, from base to tip. He sucked at the head, his cheeks hollowing, drawing a groan from Rock's throat that vibrated through Josh's entire body. He opened his throat and took him deeper, relaxing his gag reflex, swallowing around the intrusion the way the sisters had taught him.

"Fuck yeah," Rock groaned, his grip tightening in Josh's wig. "You’re a good slut."

And then Rock started to mouth-fuck him.

Harder and harder, his hips snapping forward with athletic precision, his cock driving into Josh's throat with brutal, punishing thrusts. 

Josh's eyes watered, his nose pressing against Rock's stomach, his hands still gripping the dildos on either side, stroking them mindlessly as he was used. The girl behind him hadn't stopped either-she kept pounding his sissy pussy, the dual penetration making Josh feel like he was being split in two, like he was nothing but a vessel for other people's pleasure.

Rock's thrusts grew erratic, his breathing ragged. "I'm gonna cum," he grunted.

The sorority sisters surged forward. Hands grabbed Josh from every side-holding his shoulders, his arms, his wig-pinning him in place so he couldn't pull away. Their voices blended into a chorus of command.

"Swallow, slut."

"Swallow that real man's cum."

"Take it all, you little cock whore."

Rock roared and thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt in Josh's throat. Josh felt the first pulse-hot, thick, overwhelming-then the flood. It filled his mouth, spurt after spurt, coating his tongue, sliding down his throat, leaking from the corners of his lips. 

It was salty and bitter and alive, and Josh swallowed instinctively, his throat working, his body obeying the commands even as his mind reeled.

"That's it," Rock groaned, his hips jerking with aftershocks. "Swallow it all. Every drop."

Josh did. He swallowed until his throat was raw, until Rock finally pulled back with a wet, obscene sound, his cock still half-hard and glistening. Josh coughed, cum dripping from his chin, his chest heaving, his vision blurred with tears.

Then the girl behind him pulled out too, and Josh collapsed.

He hit the floor hard, his cheek pressing into the carpet, his body convulsing with aftershocks. He was filthy-cum on his face, spit on his chin, lube and precum soaking his thighs and stockings. His cage was dripping continuously, a thin stream of clear fluid pooling beneath him. His sissy pussy ached, gaping and used. His jaw felt dislocated.

He was dirty. Disgusted with himself. Disgusted and broken and used.

And glowing.

A warmth radiated from his core, spreading through his chest, his limbs, his ruined face. He felt complete in a way he couldn't name. Whole. Owned. Perfect.

Amber crouched beside him, her fingers tracing the cum on his chin. She smiled down at him with an expression that looked almost like love.

"You have the look of slut shame," she murmured, her thumb pressing into his swollen lower lip. "And I'm so proud of you."

Josh whimpered, his eyes fluttering closed. "Can we... can we go home now?"

Amber laughed-that bright, beautiful sound that had first drawn him to her. She stood, smoothing her lace bodysuit, and looked down at him with a smile that made his stomach drop.

"Nope," she said cheerfully. "There's one thing left to do."

Josh groaned, his body too wrecked to process more. "What else could there possibly-"

The door to the room opened with a theatrical click of heels on hardwood.

Josh turned his head, his vision swimming, and froze.

Professor Chen strutted into the room.

But this wasn't the woman who droned about differential equations in lecture hall B. This wasn't the boring math professor in her cardigans and sensible shoes, her hair in a tight bun, her glasses perched on her nose.

This woman was a goddess.

She wore thigh-high boots of polished black leather that laced up the sides and ended just below her hips. A corset of vinyl and leather cinched her waist to impossible dimensions, pushing her breasts up until they threatened to spill over the top.

Her dark hair cascaded over her shoulders in loose, dangerous waves. Her lips were painted crimson, her eyes lined with kohl, and she carried a riding crop that tapped against her boot with every step.

She looked like every dark fantasy Josh had ever had and never admitted to.

"Well, well," Professor Chen purred, her eyes scanning the room until they found Josh on the floor, covered in cum and spit and lube, her strap-on still jutting from her harness-sleek, black, and terrifying. "What do we have here?"

Josh stared up at her, his ruined mind struggling to process what he was seeing. His math professor. His boring, droning, equation-obsessed math professor. Standing over him in dominatrix attire, looking like she owned the world and everyone in it.

"Professor Chen, is that really you?" Josh whispered.

Professor Chen smiled-a slow, predatory curve of crimson lips-and tapped his chin with her riding crop. "Hello, Josie," she said softly. "I've been waiting to meet you properly."


CHAPTER 17

Professor Chen turned to Amber, her riding crop tapping against her thigh with rhythmic menace. "Thank you for training my new sissy so thoroughly," she said, her voice rich with satisfaction. "He looks absolutely perfect."

Josh blinked up at them both, his ruined mind struggling to piece together the conversation. Her new sissy? Training? What was going on?

Amber stepped forward, her lace bodysuit gleaming under the lights, and smiled down at him with an expression that was almost fond. "Professor Chen is going to be your new mistress, Josie," she said simply, as if she were announcing a change in the weather. "Isn't that exciting?"

Josh's mouth opened, but no sound came out. His new mistress?

Chen crouched beside him, the leather of her corset creaking, the scent of her perfume-dark and expensive-washing over him. "

You're going to become my personal office sissy," she purred, her crimson lips curling. "You'll do all my grading, my class preparation, answer all those tedious student emails. All the administrative drudgery that eats up my time." She reached out and stroked his cheek with one manicured nail. "So as far as sissy life goes, it's a pretty good deal. You'll be useful."

Josh stared at her, his throat clicking as he swallowed. Office sissy? Grading exams?

Chen's smile widened. She reached into a small black bag Josh hadn't noticed before and pulled out something that made his stomach flip-a ball gag, but obscene, wrong. A pink sphere with a thick, veined dildo sticking straight up from it, glistening with lubricant.

"A dildo gag," Chen explained, holding it up for the room to see. "I buckle this into your pretty little mouth, and then I ride that cock while you sit under my desk, helpless and gagged, doing my paperwork." She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear. "I can fuck your face while I grade  exams. Doesn't that sound productive?"

Josh whimpered, his eyes wide.

Chen pulled back, her gaze shifting to Amber. "Has he been properly trained in using a strap-on dildo on a mistress?" she asked. "I do require... penetration service."

Amber shrugged, her smile sharp. "I decided to leave that aspect of training for you, Professor. Consider it a housewarming gift."

Josh found his voice, shaky and broken. "I... I would never agree to this," he whispered. "This is insane. You can't just... give me away..."

"You'd be expelled," Chen said softly, reading his thoughts. "Possibly worse. Potential legal entanglement with campus police. Running across campus in lady’s undergarments on numerous occasions. Public indecency charges would be the least of your worries. You also committed lude misconduct under the bed of a female student." She ticked each off on her fingers. "Your life as you knew it is over, Josie. The only question is whether you walk out of here as my sissy... or as a convicted creeper."

Josh felt the blood drain from his face. He was trapped. Completely, utterly trapped.

"You mean you two have been conspiring together all along?" he asked, his voice hollow.

"Not entirely from the beginning," Amber said, stepping closer. She ran her fingers through his wig, adjusting it with casual intimacy. "But when Chen found out I was training you, she was the one who made the deal." She looked at Chen with something like respect. "Because you're smarter than the average sissy, Josie. You're a math genius. And that makes you a perfect office sissy for an overworked university math professor."

Josh stared up at her, betrayal and understanding warring in his chest.

Amber knelt beside him, her eyes meeting his. "Remember when you told me you'd do anything to help me get an A+ in her class?" she asked softly. "Well... this is it. I give you to her, and she gives me my A+."

Josh's breath caught. "You did this to me just for a grade?"

Amber's expression didn't waver. "I told you, sweetheart-getting into law school is tougher than you think. And I'll do whatever it takes to get there." She stood, looking down at him with a cool detachment that hurt worse than any slap. "And you... you're just a little nobody boy that was prime for sissification. You were always going to end up on your knees. I just gave you a destination."

Josh's eyes burned with tears he didn't have the strength to shed.

Chen moved behind him, her boots clicking on the hardwood. Before he could react, something cold and metal clicked around his neck-a collar, tight and unforgiving, with a small silver ring at the front.

"Come along, sissy," Chen commanded, her voice brooking no argument. She gave the collar a testing tug that made him gasp. "Watching you get gangbanged by all these sorority girls has got me all hot and bothered, and I have a stack of exams that you need to get to grading."

She reached down and hooked a leash to the ring on his collar. The leather strap dangled from her fingers, a physical symbol of his new ownership.

Josh looked back at Amber, his heart breaking. "Can I... can I have one minute to say something to her?" he asked Chen, his voice cracking.

Chen raised an eyebrow, her lips thinning. "It better be worth it," she said coldly. "And you're going to pay for this deviation of my time."

Josh turned to Amber, crawling forward on his knees until he was close enough to touch her. He looked up at her face-the face that had started all of this, that had awakened him, destroyed him, rebuilt him.

"Despite everything," he whispered, "despite you basically selling me for a grade... I'm grateful. For everything you've done for me. You awoke something in me that I didn't even know was there. A feminine sissy side of myself. And I love what you made me into."

Amber's expression softened-just for a moment, just a flicker. Then she smiled-that same bright, beautiful, terrible smile.

"Good sissy," she murmured. She bent down and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead, her lips warm against his skin. "Wishing you the best of luck, Josie. Serve her well."

Then Chen's hand tightened on the leash and yanked him backward. Josh stumbled, falling against her boots, the collar biting into his throat.

"Enough sentiment," Chen growled. She pulled him close, her fingers tangling in his wig, her eyes burning down at him with raw, predatory hunger. "Watching that little display has got me too sexed up to wait."

She reached down and pressed a thick strap-on dildo into his trembling hands. It was black, heavy, and terrifyingly large.

"Put this on, sissy," she commanded, her voice dropping to a guttural purr. "You're going to fuck me until my eyes go crossed."

Josh looked up at her-at his new mistress, his new owner, his new life. The tears dried on his cheeks. The fear settled into something warm and inevitable in his chest.

He was owned. He was claimed. He was exactly where he was meant to be.

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered.




A SISSY’S NEW BEGINNING
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