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Highest Bidder



“This can’t be happening.”

Corey stood behind the curtain, peering out at the crowded gymnasium as he waited in the wings and muttered to himself.

The thumping bass of pop music vibrated through the floor, mingling with the murmurs and raucous laughter of eager girls hollering and jeering.

His soccer teammates jostled him from side to side, their grins wide and mischievous as the sounds of the host’s static-laden microphone and thunderous applause sounded from behind the curtain.

"Ready, bro?" said Jake, clapping him on the back. “It’s just some harmless fun.”

"It's for charity, dude! What's the worst that could happen?" Ricky added. “Some desperate girl is gonna’ ‘buy’ you for a day and you know what that means; you’ll probably end up getting to fuck her all day long—like a gigolo or something,” Ricky said, bursting into laughter.

“He wishes,” Jake bickered. “The girls out there are way hotter this year, bro.”

“Really?” Ricky said, looking through the curtain. “Holy shit,” he said. “Lucky bastard! Some punishment,” the soccer player scoffed.

“Just because the girls are hot doesn’t mean they aren’t freaky or weird,” Jake reminded his buddy.

“Sign me up for freaky, bro,” Ricky grinned.

The fear inside Corey’s body momentarily turned to curiosity and excitement, imagining himself getting ‘bought’ by some beautiful girl, only to have her suck his dick all day long.

The quartet of soccer players sneered with laughter, giving Corey playful shoves as the bashful, slender teen suddenly felt smaller than ever.

He knew his teammates were full of it; if the auction ever truly yielded such great rewards, they wouldn't have to scramble for participants each year. And his buddies certainly wouldn't have deemed it a fitting punishment for his missed goal.

Worried his buddies were setting him up for disaster, Corey swallowed and took a deep breath, waiting to step out onto the catwalk stage and become the center of attention in what felt more like an execution than harmless fun.

The eighteen-year-old couldn’t believe he’d let his freshman teammates wrangle him into this mess.

Though it was his first year at the university, Corey had already heard all about the infamous charity auction, cheekily dubbed ‘Captive for a Day,’ with a tropical-island and pirate theme.

Single guys signed up, and girls from campus—as well as older, female alumnae—would bid on them in a spectacle similar to a bachelor auction. The winning bidder would ‘own’ her ‘captive’ for a day of her choosing, making him do whatever she desired.

Though the guys who ended up becoming the ‘captors’ were not forced to do anything against their will, refusing the winning bidder's desires was highly discouraged, to the point that those who defied their "captors" faced college discipline.

Because of the importance of attracting donors and alumna to bid in the auctions, it was made quite clear to the college boys participating, that they would face stiff penalties for any disobedience, to the point where even athletes would even face suspension from a few games.

Though the juvenile fantasies of most guys on campus to be “owned” by a beautiful woman interested many guys, the threat of such consequences kept most of them from signing up in the first place.

And the ones who did were usually desperate, lonely nerds hoping that a girl might buy them and use them in sexual ways.

But everyone knew that never happened.

Instead, the winning bidder typically subjected her ‘captive’ to a day of wearing humiliating signs, or handing out pamphlets door-to-door for local feminist organizations—or, for the older and wealthier alumna, working for free for a day at her boutique spa or clothing store or wherever else.

Nobody had ever heard of a guy entering the auction and ending-up as the sex slave of a gorgeous sorority girl or a MILF alumna.

Though Corey would never have signed himself up for the humiliating affair, his teammates had done it for him.

Since signing up and backing out was also means for academic discipline, they knew Corey would have little choice but to go through with the embarrassment.

Corey knew he deserved it, in a way.

He had missed the game-winning penalty shot in the team’s opening match for the new season.

And now, the team considered the auction to be a small bit of payback for Corey; a sort of rookie hazing.

Typically, the rookies would be lambasted in other, less public, ways. But, thanks to how well the situation aligned with the annual charity auction, Corey was not so lucky.

Corey forced a smile, his stomach in knots. Images of lining up for the penalty kick flooded his mind. He replayed the moment endlessly, desperate to rewrite the past and escape his current predicament. Now, here he was, standing in the wings of the charity auction, forced to face the consequences of his mistakes.

"Number 8!" The announcer's voice boomed through the microphone, snapping him back to reality. "Corey Mathers, come on out!” the voice said.

Corey stumbled from behind the curtain, as the bright lights made it hard to see much beyond the first few rows of faces.

He winced and adjusted himself as the host continued, “Who wants to take this soccer boy ‘captive’ for a day? Ladies?”

The crowd erupted in cheers and applause as Corey managed an awkward smile.

“Corey is a freshman, new to campus and one of our very own Trojan soccer players. He might be a small guy, but he’s quite a cutie!” the host continued.

The freshman was taken aback by the enthusiastic response, having braced himself for silent, cold disinterest from the beautiful girls in the audience.

Though Corey was a beautiful college boy, he was not what girls found to be sexy. At five feet and three inches, he was too short, too slender, and too ‘pretty’ for the girls around campus, who all seemed to clamor for the big, brawny athletes, just as they had back in high school.

Yet there in the audience, gorgeous girls—the sort who rarely paid him the time of day—seemed to erupt with excitement over his presence on the catwalk stage.

"And we have our first bid—$50? Yes 'ma’am," called the announcer with excitement. “Come on, ladies; get him while he’s hot!”

Corey's heart raced as small bids rolled in, and the tally climbed higher and higher. He caught glimpses of eager bidders raising their paddles and felt like his head was spinning from the chaos of the moment.

"Goodness, ladies. You must have a real thing for soccer boys! Do I hear $2,000 from any of our prestigious alumnae or female donors? Come on, ladies. He’s ready to be your captive for the day!" The host continued to make small talk, until a paddle rose and a voice crooned, “$5,000.”

“Oh, wow!” The host said. Her wide eyes scanned the audience as she smiled and nodded.

Silence fell over the room like a thick fog as everyone turned to see who had placed such an extravagant bid. Gazes centered upon a beautiful, older woman in the back of the audience, her paddle held high and an unmistakable smirk on her lips.

"Going once... going twice… to Miss Langdon for $5,000!” the host gushed, as the audience roared with cheers and applause.

Corey looked at the sorority girls near the stage who looked somewhat defeated and gave Corey playful little waves goodbye.

Unable to see the face of the woman who had “won” him, Corey felt defeated, too, to not have a chance to go home with one of the utterly gorgeous girls who had placed smaller, earlier bids for him.

Corey’s teammates hollered with glee, but his stomach dropped like a stone. The curtain closed behind him as he made his way offstage, congratulated by several pats on the back and bemused snickers.

“Dude, that chick was smoking hot,” Jake said to him.

“Really?” Corey said. “I didn’t see her at all.”

As the group of soccer players laughed and jeered, their little party was suddenly interrupted.

Miss Langdon approached the boys with measured steps, her heels clicking rhythmically against the gym floor. She looked more stunning—and intimidating—than Corey could have ever expected. The woman was tall—nearly six feet, in fact. Her hourglass figure was taut inside a charcoal-grey business suit, with a knee-length skirt that showed off a hint of her delicious legs. Her hair was dark and silky, flowing down over the voluptuous chest contained in her grey business top.

Her eyes were cool, greyish blue and seemed as assertive and confident as any big-city CEO. The woman seemed, appropriately, ready to conduct business, without a moment for nonsense.

Her eyes held an amused glint—and her brow arched slightly—as she extended her hand.

"Hello again, Corey," she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed menace. "I knew we'd meet again."

Corey swallowed hard and took her hand reluctantly. “Um, do we… do we know each other?”

Corey’s buddies quickly made for the exits, leaving the blonde soccer player all alone in the backstage with Miss Langdon, who towered over him with an air of dominance.

Her grip was firm as she pulled him closer, her breath warm against his ear when she whispered,

Without answering Corey’s question, the woman said, "Tonight, at ten o’clock sharp—my penthouse in the Baldwin tower. You will be there and your twenty-four hours will start, then."

She paused long enough for her words to sink in before pulling away with a satisfied smile.

"Don't be late," she added with a wink.

“I… tonight? I thought it would start, um… maybe in a few days?” Corey asked.

Miss Langdon’s lips turned downward at the corners before a smile pulled them up like stage-curtains.

“I believe the arrangement is that I decide your time. And I’ve decided you will be my ‘captive’ starting tonight at ten,” she smiled. “That gives you three hours to prepare yourself. I want you to go home and shower yourself very well—and shave all your body-hair. Is that understood?”

Corey couldn’t believe his ears. “Wh—what?” he asked, on the verge of laughter.

“Is there a problem, young man? Do we need to go see Coach Kilmer? I certainly hope not, because he would be rather embarrassed to find that his new soccer player is being difficult for one of the school’s top donors. I doubt that would look very nicely for you?”

Corey swallowed silently. The woman looked to be about forty or forty-five. She was not like the girls Corey was used to interacting with—insecure and quiet. Miss Langdon knew what she wanted, and she expected it from Corey without delay.

The blonde knew he was bound to obey the woman. With a quiet nod, he decided that it would, indeed, be better to obey Miss Langdon than take the gamble.

To him, it seemed a minor inconvenience to shave off all his body-hair, but it left him with far more questions than answers as to what he would be doing for the woman for the next twenty-four hours.

“Why do I need to do that?” Corey asked, before clearing his throat nervously. “Not that I won’t do it—I will. I just, I don’t understand.”

“Yes,” Miss Langdon said with a glare and a subtle grin. “You will.”

With that, she turned on her heel and walked away, leaving Corey standing there confused. As she made her way to the doorway, she turned and added, “I want you smooth all over. I’d better not find one hair anywhere on you except the top of your head.”

Corey, again, almost felt like laughing as the woman disappeared. He wondered if what had just happened… had actually happened. Had he dreamt it? It seemed far too surreal to be true; a smoking-hot older woman arrives and tells him to shave all of his body—and then disappears without a single word of elaboration?

Corey shook his head and laughed for a moment, but almost as quickly as his gut-reaction toward humor, was the dread that whatever Miss Langdon had planned for him, it would not be typical.

As he walked back to his dorm that night, Corey's mind raced with what awaited him in only a couple of hours. He knew he’d need to rush back and get to work “preparing” himself, for fear of showing up late to the Baldwin Towers.

Heaving a deep breath through pursed lips, Corey steeled himself for whatever lay ahead as he marched back to the Crandall Hall dormitory.
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Corey stood at the base of Baldwin Towers, his heart pounding within his chest. The towering structure reached high into the sky, its reflective windows giving it an ominous sheen in the twilight. He took a deep breath and stepped into the lobby, glancing nervously around at the opulence that surrounded him.

The doorman nodded politely as Corey approached, directing him to the elevator with a gesture.

Corey's legs felt like jelly as he waited for the lift to arrive. He glanced at his reflection in the polished metal doors, barely recognizing himself without his usual scruff. He had done as Miss Langdon asked—showering and shaving every inch of his body until he was as smooth as a newborn.

When the elevator dinged and opened, Corey hesitated for a split second before stepping inside.

The ride up felt interminable, each floor passing with a soft chime that increased his anxiety tenfold. With every passing second, he grew more confused and fearful of what Miss Langdon had planned for him.

Why did she want him completely hairless? His mind raced with possibilities, none of them comforting.

A soft chime announced his arrival at her penthouse. The doors slid open to reveal a lavish foyer. He stepped out hesitantly, feeling the plush carpeting underfoot, and approached the door marked 4500. He raised a trembling hand and knocked softly.

The door swung open almost immediately, revealing Miss Langdon clad in a form-fitting black dress that accentuated every curve of her lithe figure.

Her stern yet beautiful face softened into a wicked smile when she saw him.

"Right on time," she purred, stepping aside to let him in.

Corey swallowed hard and stepped into her living room, marveling at its elegance. Expensive art adorned the walls, and sleek modern furniture filled the space. He couldn't help but admire Miss Langdon's taste—and her beauty.

"Sit," she ordered, pointing to an ornate chaise lounge in the center of the room.

Corey obeyed instantly, sinking into the plush seat while she took her place opposite him in an elegant armchair. Her eyes bore into him with an intensity that made him squirm.

"You dated a girl named Holly Richmond during high school," she began without preamble.

Corey blinked in shock, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. Holly had been one of his only girlfriends in high school; a sweet girl he thought he'd left far behind when he graduated, especially considering they had only dated for one year—junior year.

"I—yes, I did," he stammered. “How did you know that?”

Miss Langdon's eyes narrowed slightly. "Do you remember how you failed her?"

“How I… what? What is going on?” Corey asked.

“Holly is my niece,” Miss Langdon explained. “There. I answered your question, and now you can answer mine.”

Corey's heart sank at her words. Scenes from his past flashed before his eyes—the jeers from his friends as they taunted Holly for her quirky fashion sense and love of anime. He had stood by doing nothing, too cowardly to defend her against their cruelty. Even worse, he’d participated, making fun of Holly behind her back, under the peer pressure of his buddies who found Holly ugly and boring.

At the time, when Holly discovered on Corey’s phone that he had been making fun of her to his buddies, and even complaining about how boring she was, she confronted him and laid bare her horror. Afterwards, she refused to speak to Corey, again, giving him nothing more than a cold-shoulder anytime she passed him in the hallway at school.

Corey had been plagued with guilt ever since he and Holly broke up and went their separate ways.

He had tried—and failed—to reconcile with her more than a few times. Since arriving at college, he thought about Holly often, feeling more alone than ever. The loneliness echoed the way he felt when he moved to a new town and started his freshman year of high school. Holly had been one of the few girls to treat him decently, despite his short stature and soft features.

"I... I don’t know what you’re talking about," he muttered weakly.

“Oh, you don’t? Are you sure about that? You don’t recall breaking my niece’s heart, saying awful things about her behind her back while you two were dating?” Miss Langdon snapped.

Corey took a deep breath, though his nerves continued to build.

“I… I messed up. I know I did. I tried to apologize to her. I honestly liked her, but my friends at school, they were… they were assholes. We aren’t even friends anymore, because of it,” Corey explained.

“Mmhm,” Miss Langdon nodded. “Blaming it on somebody else, I see?”

Corey shook his head. “No, it was my fault. I know that. My friends were making fun of Holly and I should have defended her, but I was too worried about what they might think. So, I just… I joined in.”

Corey felt the sting in his voice as he confessed to Miss Langdon.

"And therein lies your problem," Miss Langdon said coldly. "You're not man enough to stand up for your girlfriend." She leaned forward slightly, her gaze piercing into him. "Holly always said you'd make a better girl than a boy—more suited for softness than strength."

Corey’s face flushed with embarrassment and shame at her words. “What? She said that?”

Miss Langdon chuckled and nodded. “Corey, you might’ve broken my niece’s heart—temporarily—but she got over you very quickly when she realized what a sissy you are. She told me all about it—even while the two of you were still dating; about how pretty you were, but how useless you were as a ‘man.’”

Miss Langdon covered her mouth and stifled her laughter, before continuing, “I suppose you weren’t the only one talking about your partner behind their back, hm?”

Corey's heart pounded in his chest as Miss Langdon's words sank in. He couldn't believe his ears, yet the stern determination in her gaze left no room for doubt.

“And that’s why I bought you at the auction,” Miss Langdon said. “My niece knew you were meant to be a beautiful girl—not a boy. And when she told me you would be in the charity auction—thanks to a coincidental placement in the alumni magazine—she suggested I work my magic on you.”

“What do you mean, you 'bought' me at the auction?” Corey stammered, eyes wide with confusion and dread. “It’s just for charity—that’s all.”

Miss Langdon's smile was almost predatory.

“Exactly what I said, Corey. The charity auction? Everyone thinks it's just harmless fun, but it’s not. I bought twenty-four hours of your time—and I intend to use every minute to shape you into what you were always meant to be.”

Corey swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. He had heard about strange things at charity events, but this was beyond anything he could have imagined. “You can't do this,” he whispered desperately.

“Oh, but I can,” Miss Langdon purred, her voice a dangerous lullaby. She moved closer, her elegant presence overwhelming him. “And you know it. I’m one of the University’s most important donors. Sure, you could refuse my ‘help,’ but it really wouldn’t be wise for your college—or soccer—hopes.”

Miss Langdon licked her lips and her eyes flared with excitement. “What can I say? I get my kicks turning sissy boys like you into beautiful girls. I do it every year. Only this year, it seems I will get a big of revenge for my niece.”

Corey felt frozen under her gaze, torn between compliance and rebellion.

But the truth was undeniable: he had agreed to the terms of the auction—or at least, his buddies had, when they signed him up without his knowledge.

Now, facing Miss Langdon's undeniable command, he had no choice but to follow through. Perhaps if it had been a sorority girl or another student who had bought him—somebody with little clout or influence—he could have blown them off and refused to participate.

But Miss Langdon was clearly powerful in their college town, and now Corey was at her mercy.

“Come,” she ordered, turning on her heel and striding towards the master bedroom door without waiting for his response.

Corey's legs felt like lead as he followed her through the opulent penthouse apartment.

When they entered the master bedroom, his breath caught in his throat at the sight before him. The high ceilings loomed overhead like an oppressive sky. The room was swallowed in shades of dark grey and black, with sleek surfaces that gleamed ominously under dim lighting. Deep red velvet curtains adorned the windows, casting an air of sensual decadence over the space.

The bed was immense, draped in intricate black lace and surrounded by plush pillows in crimson and gold. It seemed less a place for rest and more a throne of dominance and desire—perfectly befitting Miss Langdon's aura.

“Strip,” she commanded without hesitation, positioning herself by the foot of the bed where she could observe every move he made.

“R… right here? Right now?” Corey asked, nervous and bashful.

“Of course,” Miss Langdon said, crossing her arms. Her slender, graceful frame was sturdy and attentive as her cool, greyish-blue leer worked over Corey like an old prison-yard spotlight.

Corey couldn’t believe what was happening, or what he’d gotten himself into. But he knew he had little choice. Miss Langdon was in charge, and Corey was hers to use however she pleased.

Does she seriously want to turn me into… a GIRL? He thought, eyeing her. There’s no way. She’s just fucking with me. Shit, maybe if I get naked, she’ll suck my dick or something. At least there’s a chance.

Corey's hands trembled as he fumbled with the buttons of his shirt.

His mind spun with conflicting thoughts. Still, dread battled with a sick thrill at the idea of being helpless before this powerful woman. As each piece of clothing fell away from his slender, athletic body—revealing taut muscles and pale skin—a mixture of vulnerability and arousal grew inside him.

Corey turned away from Miss Langdon and slipped out of his shorts. He followed with his boxers, until he felt the cool air on his ass and knew his rear-end was utterly exposed to Miss Langdon. He wondered what she thought about his round, smooth little butt, or if she could see his balls between his skinny thighs, before he had a chance to hide them.

Corey stepped out of his shorts and took a deep breath. He cupped his hands around his genitals and turned around to face Miss Langdon—exposed and humiliated.

Miss Langdon's eyes raked over him appraisingly. “You’re going to need to move those hands when I come back,” she said, standing up.

She smiled—a cruel twist of pleasure dancing across her lips—and then disappeared into a spacious walk-in closet off to one side.

When she re-emerged moments later, she carried an array of feminizing garments: a skimpy dress in soft pink satin that shimmered under the light; delicate lace stockings; a silky white lingerie bra and matching thong; and finally, a strawberry-blonde wig that looked almost ethereal in its beauty as it shone beneath the sensual lights in the high ceilings of the bedroom.

“Now we’re going to have some real fun. Put these on,” she barked sharply while tossing each item onto the bed and pointing at them, as if an owner demanding its pet to act.

Miss Langdon’s eyes sparkled with an almost predatory delight as she reached into her purse and pulled out a small, pink plastic device. Corey’s eyes widened in confusion at the sight of it, his mind racing to understand what this new accessory could possibly be for.

“What is that?” he asked, despite the weight of nervousness in his voice.

Miss Langdon’s smile broadened as she knelt before him, her graceful hands positioning themselves with practiced precision around his genitals.

“This,” she purred, “is a chastity cage. And it’s going to ensure you’re exactly what I want you to be for the next twenty-four hours.”

Miss Langdon snapped, “Move your hands. Let’s get a look at that penis.”

Corey reluctantly moved his hands to the side and looked down. His cheeks flushed red with embarrassment as Miss Langdon got a close-up view of Corey’s small dick. It was only four inches when hard. When soft, it was not even an inch, proving hopelessly small.

Corey gulped with humiliation. He knew his penis was much smaller than average, and his testicles were no different. He expected Miss Langdon would make great fun out of his shortcomings—and he was right.

“Goodness,” Miss Langdon said, teasing the tip of Corey’s penis with her finger, as though it were some sort of diminutive and adorable animal.

“Please,” Corey muttered.

“It’s so tiny,” she giggled. “I was expecting it to be small, but this?” she continued.

Corey's heart thudded in his chest as he tried to comprehend what she was doing. She began to latch the pink plastic device over his reluctant but still soft penis and scrotum, each movement meticulous and unyielding.

“Now… you don’t need to worry about understanding anything right now,” Miss Langdon said, her tone condescending yet oddly reassuring.

“Just know that this little cage will keep you focused on becoming the pretty girl you were always meant to be.”

As the lock clicked into place with a small brass key that Miss Langdon then dangled teasingly before his widened eyes, Corey felt a dull ache in his penis. His body reacted instinctively to the close proximity of her hands, trying to grow hard but finding itself unable to expand within the confines of the plastic prison.

A throbbing pressure built up inside him, a peculiar blend of discomfort and twisted arousal. The sensation both frustrated and disarmed him; he hated how helpless it made him feel yet couldn’t entirely repel the strange thrill of being under Miss Langdon’s control.

“Look at how tiny you are,” she mocked softly, running her fingertips along the edge of the cage. “Such a small little thing… it’s no wonder you’re better suited as a girl than a man.”

Corey’s cheeks flushed crimson with humiliation. He grit his teeth against the rising shame and anger bubbling within him but found himself unable to tear his gaze away from Miss Langdon's steely eyes.

“You’ll thank me… eventually,” she continued, standing back up and folding her arms across her ample chest.

“You see, when that pathetic excuse for manhood is locked away like this, you have no choice but to embrace what you're truly meant to be.”

Miss Langdon moved closer again, leaning down so her lips were near his ear.

“And don’t think for one second that this cage is coming off anytime soon,” she whispered. “You’ll remain like this until I decide otherwise. Only when I am thoroughly convinced that you've fully accepted your role will I unlock you.”

Corey could feel every inch of skin shivering with mixed emotions—fear and frustration blending seamlessly with an inexplicable arousal.

The way Miss Langdon exerted power over him left him feeling unmoored from reality; he didn’t want any part of this feminization journey, yet something deep inside fluttered at being molded by such an intoxicatingly dominant force.

As he struggled within himself, Miss Langdon began arranging the delicate feminizing garments on the bed with methodical precision.

“Now then,” she said briskly, pointing at each piece once more while maintaining unwavering control. “It’s time for you to get dressed.”

Corey's heart continued to race as Miss Langdon watched him with those piercing eyes, unyielding and full of expectation. The delicate garments laid out on the bed seemed both a source of dread and an inevitable step in his humiliating transformation.

"Come on, now; get dressed," her voice was firm, leaving no room for defiance.

With trembling hands, Corey reached for the first piece—an impossibly frilly, shiny pink dress. The fabric felt cool and smooth against his fingers, its texture foreign and unsettlingly sensual. He hesitated for a moment, swallowing hard as he brought the dress to his chest.

The weight of Miss Langdon’s gaze bore down on him, making refusal seem like an impossible option.

He slipped the dress over his head, feeling the silky material glide down his skin, coming to rest just above his knees.

The hemline was scandalously short, much shorter than anything he had ever worn before. As he adjusted it nervously, the cool air teased at his exposed thighs, sending shivers up his spine.

Next came the lingerie set—a silky, lacey white bra and thong.

Corey’s cheeks burned with humiliation as he picked up the bra, feeling its delicate straps and soft cups.

With clumsy fingers, he lowered the top of the dress and struggled to fasten the bra around his chest. The lace brushed against his nipples, a stark contrast to the roughness of his soccer uniform. It made him feel incredibly vulnerable, each movement heightening his awareness of how exposed he was.

The thong was even worse. He stepped each foot into it and carefully pulled the silky-soft panties up his legs. His dick flared inside its cage as the girlish panties tempted him with dirty thoughts.

All Corey could think about was how such sexy panties would typically arouse him if he saw them clinging around the slender waist of a beautiful girl. Yet, now, he was expected to become that beautiful girl. It was a strange, surreal position to be in.

Slipping it on felt like crossing some irrevocable line. He could feel the thin band nestling between his cheeks and the front tightening around his caged penis. The sensation was bizarrely intimate and mortifying all at once.

What is happening to me? Why do I kind of like this? I mean… sure… it’s horrible and humiliating but… at least the fabric is really nice and soft? Corey thought.

Despite himself, Corey couldn’t deny the strange thrill curling in the pit of his stomach. It was wrong—so deeply wrong—but there was no denying that being forced into these feminine clothes by Miss Langdon held an inexplicable allure.

Corey felt the soft, silky panties hugging around his body; the skimpy little band slipped between his butt cheeks and caressed his asshole with velvet smoothness. Corey couldn’t help but enjoy the sensation of the scantily fabric against his smooth-shaved body.

Miss Langdon watched, arms crossed, as Corey continued onward.

The sheer white stockings were next; they slid up his legs like liquid silk, cool and whisper-soft against his skin.

Each inch upwards seemed to transform him further from who he'd thought himself to be. He smoothed them out with tentative hands, trying not to think about how provocatively they accentuated his slender legs.

Finally, there was the wig—a lush strawberry-blonde cascade of silky strands. Corey’s hands shook as he positioned it over his own hair, adjusting it until it fell naturally around his face and shoulders. The weight of it was strange but surprisingly comforting—like sinking into an unfamiliar role that fit disturbingly well.

As he looked at himself in the tall mirror across from the bed, Corey could scarcely believe what he saw.

A beautiful girl with wide blue eyes stared back at him; her cheeks flushed with a mix of shame and something else he couldn't quite name.

He swallowed with nervousness as Miss Langdon smiled.

He felt emasculated beyond measure—his identity stripped away one piece of clothing at a time. And yet… there was an undeniable beauty in what he saw too; a fragile elegance that woke confusing emotions within him.

Miss Langdon’s reflection appeared behind him in the mirror, her expression one of satisfaction mingled with hunger.

“See?” she whispered softly into his ear—her breath warm against his skin. “Look how beautiful you are now. So much prettier than you were before.”

Corey gulped and peered at his reflection. He couldn’t deny that Miss Langdon was correct. And yet, he hated the fact that she was turning him into a beautiful girl.

I’m straight, he thought, as protest laced his temperament. But it was no use; he would become a pretty girl—Miss Langdon would see to that.

“Now,” Miss Langdon said, clutching Corey’s shoulders. “We need to take care of your makeup,” she smiled.

She turned over her shoulder and said, “Miss Ramirez will help you with this part.”

Corey looked to see a beautiful, older Mexican woman standing in the doorway. He felt more embarrassed than ever, that not one—but two—women now saw him all dressed up as a cutesy girl.

The woman was stout with an expressionless face, as though she had little judgement one way or the other towards Corey or Miss Langdon’s dirty games. She simply brought a silver platter of several cosmetics over and implored Corey to sit at a large vanity in an adjoining room.

Corey followed Miss Ramirez and the woman had him sit on a small, cushioned seat before a large mirror with several bright lights; as if something an actress might sit before while getting prepared for her movie scene.

“Now,” Miss Langdon smiled. “Miss Ramirez will take good care of you. And when she is done, she will send you back out here for the final phase of your transformation.”

Corey followed Miss Ramirez into a small, attached space that looked like the backstage of a movie set. A large vanity was in the center of the wall, with big bulbs lining the mirror.

The woman motioned for Corey to sit on the small, cushioned stool.

Corey obeyed, and Miss Ramirez sad beside him. Her eyes were dark and unyielding as she selected a brush from the silver platter and wasted little time before getting to work on Corey’s face.

Corey’s heart thundered in his chest, every thud a reminder of how out of place he felt in this feminized persona. As the woman worked with swift precision, Corey caught the faint mingling scents of rose and lavender from the various cosmetics she applied.

“Now, Candy,” Miss Ramirez purred, her accent wrapping around the name like a caress, “we will start with a light foundation to balance your complexion."

She lightly dabbed at his face with a sponge soaked in a silky liquid.

The cool sensation against his skin contrasted sharply with the warmth growing inside him—a discomfiting mix of shame, confusion, and something else he couldn't quite name. As she dusted his cheeks with a soft blush, Corey’s eyes flickered to his own reflection. The contrast between his masculine core and this delicate facade was striking.

“Such beautiful skin you have, Candy,” Miss Ramirez said softly, tapping a compact powder over his features.

Corey clenched his fists in his lap, the cushion beneath him feeling like a stage prop for this surreal play.

He wanted to protest, to tell her that he wasn't ‘Candy’, that he was Corey—a man—but the words died in his throat. He bit back a whimper as she began applying eyeliner with deft strokes. The touch was gentle yet invasive, making him feel like an unwilling participant in some ornate transformation ritual.

As Miss Ramirez brushed on mascara, elongating his lashes until they looked almost absurdly feminine, she continued talking.

“You know,” she whispered conspiratorially into his ear, “once we are done here, you will be such a heartbreaker in college. All those handsome boys will be chasing after you.”

Her words struck a chord deep within Corey.

An image flashed in his mind—himself surrounded by the tall, muscular guys from his soccer team; they would be captivated by him, their eyes filled with hunger and desire as they pulled him close.

He imagined their bodies pressing against him; their hands exploring every inch of this new, feminized form.

His breath hitched as Miss Ramirez continued to paint glossy pink lipstick onto his trembling lips.

The scent of vanilla filled the air with each stroke.

An undeniable heat pooled in his core; conflicting emotions surged through him like an unrelenting tide—the humiliation of being seen as nothing but an object of desire mixed with an insidious arousal that left him aching and confused.

"It’s alright," Miss Ramirez cooed softly as if sensing his turmoil. "Look how beautiful you are, now."

Corey's stomach twisted painfully; he felt trapped within this cage of feminine allure that Miss Langdon had created for him—as though every carefully applied cosmetic was another chain binding him to this identity he didn't choose.

He was falling deeper and deeper into his new feminine identity, that he worried he would soon forget who he had been before that night.

“You’re going to make all those boys fall head over heels,” Miss Ramirez teased once more, before adding the final touches—a spritz of delicate perfume that wafted through the air like an intoxicating cloud around him.

The floral scent clung to him as she took a step back to admire her handiwork—a smug smile playing upon her lips. “Perfect.”

“Now,” Miss Ramirez said. “Go ahead and read this sentence, but read it like a girl. Make your voice sound like a girl.”

Corey looked at a small, laminated card that Miss Ramirez handed him.

It read:

‘I AM A BEAUTIFUL EIGHTEEN-YEAR-OLD GIRL. I FEEL SO PRETTY AND SEXY. I AM READY TO PLEASE MEN AND SUBMIT TO THEIR EVERY DESIRE.’

Corey couldn’t believe the words on the card. Miss Ramirez cleared her throat, and Corey knew he should oblige. He worked his voice into a higher octave and read the card. As he heard himself, sounding like a girl—and saw his reflection—he felt as if he was having an out-of-body experience.

Was it really him sitting there? Or was it, indeed, a beautiful eighteen-year-old girl? Corey had never felt so beautiful and pretty in all his life. He could not believe how much the makeup—and the higher-pitch of his voice, could actually make him seem so convincing, to the point that he barely recognized himself at all.

He felt flush with pink embarrassment as he read the card several times at Miss Ramirez’s behest. Finally, when she nodded with approval, she instructed Corey to stand up.

“You are ready,” she smiled. “When you go back out there, this will be your new voice. Do not change it. It sounds perfect,” she continued.

Corey stared at himself— at Candy—in the mirror one last time before swallowing hard and standing up.

“Go on—Miss Langdon is waiting for you, Candy. You are going to make James very happy, aren’t you?” Miss Ramirez said.

Cody furrowed his brow with confusion as he started out of the bathroom. “James?” he muttered to himself. “Who is James? What did she mean by that?”

Corey stepped out of the vanity closet, each step feeling like a descent into deeper waters.

The short hallway back to the bedroom was dimly lit, a soft murmur of classical music floating through the air as he made his way back.

The scent of tobacco and vanilla enveloped him like a fog, mingling with his own floral perfume in an intoxicating mix that made his head swim.

He hesitated at the threshold, taking a deep breath before pushing open the door.

The room was even more lavishly decorated than he remembered from moments before, with details that he had not noticed, before—plush velvet drapes framing large windows, ornate red-framed mirrors reflecting the soft glow of chandeliers hanging directly above the bed.

Thick, rich rugs covered the grey-stained hardwood floor. And, of course, the enormous four-poster bed stood at the center like a throne.

Miss Langdon stood beside it, her sharp eyes immediately locking onto Corey as he entered.

She looked every bit the queen of this decadent realm, her hair perfectly styled, and her lips pursed and proper. Beside her stood a man—a giant compared to Corey's slight frame.

James was nothing short of breathtaking.

He towered over both Corey and Miss Langdon, his frame wide and muscular like that of a Greek god come to life.

His broad shoulders strained against the fabric of his tight black T-shirt, which did little to hide the well-defined muscles beneath.

His jeans clung to thick thighs and tapered down to powerful calves, but what drew Corey's eye was the unmistakable bulge straining against his zipper—a promise of both intimidating size and overwhelming virility.

Corey swallowed hard as James’s cool blue eyes met his own; they were piercing yet held a certain casual nonchalance that only added to his allure.

His dark hair was styled to perfection, slick and shiny under the warm light. For an agonizing second, Corey wondered if James knew—if he saw through the layers of makeup and femininity—but those eyes showed nothing but raw desire.

"Ah, Candy," Miss Langdon purred, breaking the tense silence. "Welcome back. Come here, darling."

Corey’s heart pounded in his chest as he obeyed, his heels clicking softly across the floor until he stood before them. His pink dress rustled faintly with each movement, whispering secrets of silky confinement against his skin.

"Kneel," Miss Langdon commanded softly but firmly.

Corey dropped to his knees on the plush rug, feeling its softness beneath him as if to mock his predicament. His white stockings gleamed in contrast against the deep red fabric below.

“This is James,” Miss Langdon said. “You might recognize him from around campus? His picture is on a few of the banners on the main street. He’s one of the best tight-ends the college has ever produced.”

James remained silent, but cracked a grin at this response.

“Hello,” Corey said, still maintaining his girlish tone.

“Ah, very well, Candy,” Miss Langdon smiled.”

The woman paced over to where James stood, and Corey knelt before the jock.

“See, Candy; James is Holly’s new boyfriend. She found herself a real man. And I decided to invite him over here, so you could see what a real man looks like. And, even better; you’re going to reward James for taking the time to come all the way down here.”

Miss Langdon clasped her hands together and smiled excitedly.

"You’re going to make James very happy tonight," Miss Langdon continued with a wicked smile. "Now be a good girl and unbutton his jeans."

“Wh—what?” Corey asked quietly.

“Unbutton his jeans—and then do his zipper,” Miss Langdon said. “You don’t want to be seen as a difficult girl, do you? I would hate for the college’s board of directors to hear about this. They would be awfully sad to miss out on my annual winter donation this year.”

Corey gulped and shook his head. “I… of course not,” he stumbled. The soccer teen looked back at the hulking jock ahead of him—specially at the big bulge in his jeans, which sat only inches from his mouth.

“Be a good girl,” Miss Langdon said. “Isn’t she beautiful, James?” she smiled.

“Super-hot,” James grinned.

Corey did not know what to do with this information. He felt his cock throbbing in its chastity cage. Even as he was repulsed his treatment—by his humiliating transformation—he could not deny that he was aroused to be down on his knees and serving a big, strong guy like James.

And he couldn’t deny that he liked the scent of the perfume clouding his nose; the silky thong slipping between his butt-cheeks, and the beautiful, satin dress around his torso.

He looked at the mirror and saw a beautiful girl on her knees before a beautiful, handsome man, and knew that there was no going back—not now.

Corey’s hands trembled as he reached out, fingers brushing tentatively against the rough denim.

He felt James's intense gaze boring into him, magnifying every ounce of humiliation coursing through him.

Here he was—dressed and painted like some beautiful doll—about to perform for this Adonis who had no idea who—or what—he really was.

With deliberate slowness born from dread, Corey fumbled with the button, finally succeeding after what felt like an eternity. The zipper followed with an almost deafening sound in the otherwise quiet room.

"Go on," Miss Langdon urged softly but firmly from above him. “I want you to take his cock out and give it a look.”

Corey’s hands trembled as they tugged the zipper down, each metallic click echoing in the otherwise silent room. The jock's jeans parted, revealing the white waistband of his boxers. Corey hesitated, feeling the weight of both Miss Langdon and James's anticipation pressing down on him. A cold dread mingled with an undeniable thrill, twisting his insides into a confusing knot.

"Go on," Miss Langdon’s voice sliced through his hesitation, sharp as a blade. "Don't make me repeat myself."

The threat of academic punishment loomed large in his mind, casting a dark shadow over his reluctance. He couldn't afford to disobey, not with so much at stake. His trembling fingers slipped into the waistband of James's boxers, feeling the heat radiating from within. Slowly, he pulled them down, revealing James’s cock in all its intimidating glory.

It was a sight to behold: throbbing and veined, its pinkness standing out starkly against the jock's tan skin.

It was as thick as Corey's wrist and nearly eight or nine inches long—an intimidating length that made Corey’s breath catch in his throat. The jock’s massive balls hung low in a pink sack, each orb the size of a chicken egg.

The air around them seemed to thicken with tension as Corey grasped James’s cock with unsure hands.

Despite the humiliation burning through him, he couldn't ignore the surge of arousal pooling in his belly. The satin dress brushing against his skin, the thong slipping between his cheeks—all combined to heighten the surreal and erotic nature of this enforced servitude.

James’s gaze was locked onto Corey, a look of raw hunger burning in his eyes. The jock groaned lowly as Corey tentatively began to jerk him off, each stroke causing James’s cock to pulse in his grip.

"That's it," Miss Langdon cooed from above. “Be a good girl and suck it now.”

Corey hesitated for half a heartbeat before lowering his head towards the swollen tip of James’s cock.

The scent of musk assaulted his senses—primal and male—making his own trapped cock throb painfully—and unfairly—within its cage.

“Go on,” Miss Langdon urged. “Do not make me repeat myself, young lady. You will perform your duties as pleasure James as you are expected.”

Corey could not believe what was happening. It was the ultimate humiliation to—not only be dressed up like a pretty girl—but made to submit and suck the cock of his ex-girlfriend’s new boyfriend? A guy who put him to shame in every department of what it meant to be a man.

And there was little Corey could do about it but obey the cruel, vindictive Miss Langdon.

He closed his eyes briefly before parting his lips and taking James into his mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming—the heat and firmness filling him, stretching his lips wide.

Corey could taste the saltiness of pre-cum on his tongue, mixed with the muskiness that clung to James’s skin. The sounds around him intensified: the slurping noise as he worked his tongue along the shaft, James's groans growing louder with each bob of Corey's head, and Miss Langdon's approving smile etched into her face.

James's hand slid behind Corey’s head, gripping a handful of hair and guiding him deeper onto his cock until Corey nearly gagged on its length.

Tears pricked at the corners of Corey's eyes as he struggled to accommodate more of that thick hardness.

“Keep going,” Miss Langdon urged softly yet commandingly. “Make that big cock happy—that is your job, young lady.”

James soon took control entirely—his hips thrusting gently while pulling Corey's head down further onto him.

For fifteen relentless minutes, Corey sucked diligently; every inch he took inside made him feel more degraded yet oddly exhilarated.

His small, caged penis oozed enough pre-cum that he felt the cool stains in his satin thong—betraying the repulsion he felt at submitting before Miss Langdon and James.

The large room echoed with the sounds of Corey’s slurping mouth, James’s moans, and Miss Langdon’s delighted sighs as she watched on with satisfaction.

Corey’s lips stretched as wide as they could—leaving lipstick on James’s fat shaft—as he sucked over and over, feeling the crest of his dick-head rub against the roof of his mouth and drive towards his throat with hunger and demand.

“How does her mouth feel for you, James?” Miss Langdon asked.

“So good,” James crooned. “It’s so good. She has the softest mouth, ever. It’s like… I’ve never had a girl suck me so well; like she knows her way around a dick.”

Miss Langdon gave a little clap of delight just as James began to moan.

“Ugh, she’s going to make me cum, though. Fuck, her mouth is amazing… I’m… fuck, I might cum… ugh… ugh,” James winced.

Just then, Miss Langdon stepped forward and grabbed James’s massive cock, yanking it out of Corey’s mouth until an audible ‘pop’ echoed in the bedroom.

“Not yet,” she wagged her finger. “You don’t really want to finish down her throat, do you?”

“Where else could I finish?” James said, with a careful grin.

Miss Langdon smiled and cocked her brow. “Well, unfortunately Candy is… on her period right now, so you won’t be able to have traditional sex. But I happen to know that Candy loves anal sex. James, would you be willing to fuck Candy in her butt?”

James’s eyes lit up as dread knotted in Corey’s gut.

“Wh—what?” Corey said, with a whimpering tone.

“That’s right, Candy, you’re a good girl who is going to give James whatever his penis wants. And I think it wants to feel inside that cute little rear-end of yours,” Miss Langdon smiled. “And you’re going to be a good young lady, I assume?”

Corey felt nervous from head to toe, looking at James’s massive, thick cock as it danged between his thighs, shiny and wet with his saliva. He’d never stuck so much as a finger into his butt, before. And now, he would be expected to take a cock that was as thick as a cucumber?

He took a deep breath and sighed with defeat. “Of course,” he said softly.

“Good,” Miss Langdon said. “Now, be a good girl and get onto the bed—on your back. Face up,” she continued.

“James, honey, I’d like to kindly ask you not to look at Candy’s vagina. She’s a touch insecure about it, with her period and all. So just slip her panties to the side and have your fun with her nice little butthole—it’s all yours!”

“Fuck yeah,” James growled, following Corey onto the bed.

Corey fell back with his head against a cool, satin pillow, made to look up at James, who scooted closer to his splayed legs and licked his lips.

It was as if Corey was being punished every step of the way. He would have rather been on his belly, or bent over and facing away. But he knew Miss Langdon would not want that; it would not be sufficiently humiliating as having to see the hungry, empty eyes of the man who would fuck his butt and take his innocence.

“That’s it,” Miss Langdon said, as James reached down and grabbed Corey’s thong.

Corey could feel, underneath his frilly, satin pink dress, as James’s strong hand yanked his silky thong to the side. He felt the cool air against his smooth-shaved butthole and it puckered as he nervously sighed.

“Here,” Miss Langdon said, handing James a small, silver bottle of lube.

James too the bottle and dabbed the clear lube on his fingertip, before reaching down and sliding it against Corey’s tight butthole.

“Ugh, oh, mmm…” Corey moaned.

Miss Langdon smiled. “Good girl,” she said.

James then greased his fat, hard cock with lube and began to rub the head against Corey’s slick, rosy butthole.

“Be gentle, James,” Miss Langdon said. “Ease into her and then you can have your fun and be a bit rough,” she grinned.

James grabbed the base of his cock and thrust slow and gentle, watching as the head of his cock began to disappear into Corey’s asshole.

Corey cried out softly, feeling as if the breath had been stolen from his lungs. The pressure quickly turned to discomfort, which quickly turned to pain. His butthole stretched wider and wider, and yet still continued to split open to take in James’s girth.

The jock moaned with delight; Corey moaned with intense pain. Miss Langdon smiled and sat beside Corey’s head, brushing his cheek.

“That’s a good girl, Candy,” she teased. “You’re doing very well. Just relax and take a deep breath; open your hole for James. That’s it. Open up and let him inside you. Let him claim you.”

Corey lay there, on his back, wincing and moaning loudly as James's fat cock continued its relentless pummeling of his tight, virgin asshole.

The pain was unlike anything he'd ever felt before, a searing, burning agony that started at the very core of his being and radiated outwards.

It felt like his whole world was being torn apart, as if his very insides were being ripped out.

His butthole stretched to its limit, and still, James's cock pressed onwards, relentlessly forcing its way deeper and deeper into his tight, swollen depths.

His eyes watered up with the intensity of it all, but there was no escape.

Miss Langdon's words echoed in his head: "Open up and let him inside you. That's it. Open up and let him claim you."

Each thrust of James's hips seemed to drive her words home even further, along with the thick shaft splitting him open.

Despite the pain, however, Corey couldn't deny that there was something else stirring within him—a twisted sense of pleasure that made itself known in the form of a dampness between his thighs.

Pre-cum oozed from his cock trapped in its chastity cage underneath the silky thong panties, a betrayal to his masculinity that only served to heighten his humiliation.

Looking up at James's face, contorted with lust and desire, Corey saw a hunger in those eyes that both terrified and aroused him. James would fuck his ass until he was satisfied, and Corey would be made to take it; to submit, as was his new duty, as a beautiful girl.

Miss Langdon smiled and served as cheerleader to Corey’s reluctant deflowering.

“Look up at him—into his eyes. Look at him as he plunges deep into you,” she urged.

Corey looked and clenched his jaw, riding out the pain, as James carelessly slammed into his greasy, tight asshole over and over; his heavy ball sack spanking the bottom of Corey’s butt with each thrust.

“Ugh, fuck,” Corey huffed. Over and over, he moaned with pain, until, somewhere along the line, he moaned more from pleasure than pain.

Corey continued to submit, the soft mattress beneath him doing little to alleviate the searing pain tearing through his ass.

James's cock was like a branding iron, searing deep into his very core as he relentlessly pounded away.

Each thrust stretched him beyond what he thought was possible, splitting him open and claiming him as his own.

Corey's eyes watered with the intensity of it all, but still, he couldn't look away from the sight of his own dick trapped in the silky prison of the chastity cage and white thong panties. He felt as his dick oozed pre-cum and flared with each hard thrust, a testament to his arousal even in the face of such humiliation.

The room was filled with the sounds of their rough coupling; the sticky smack of lube, James's panting breaths, and Corey's own pathetic mewling as he tried to process the sensations raging through him.

The room reeked of sweat, sex, and a musky animalistic scent that only heightened his shame.

His skinny body was slick with perspiration, and mascara ran down his cheeks in streaks as he stared up at James's contorted face.

"That's it, baby," Miss Langdon purred in his ear, her nails digging into his thighs as she held him in place. "Take that cock like the good little slut you are; keep looking up at him as he takes you. Give your body to him and let him do as he pleases."

Corey wanted to protest; wanted to deny it all, but every time James bottomed out inside him, a shard of white-hot agony shot through him, stealing his breath away, mingling with a strange, flickering pleasure somewhere deep in his core.

“Ugh… fuck,” Corey moaned, as the pleasure grew stronger and stronger. He bit his lip and leered at James with big, wide eyes.

“Fuck me,” Corey whispered. Suddenly, the blonde teen felt as though something had broken in his brain; a switch had been flipped.

He found himself gasping and begging for James to fuck him—all in his girlish voice.

“Yes, yes!” Miss Langdon cheered. “He must be fucking right up against your sissy-spot,” she laughed.

“Oh… oh, fuck,” Corey moaned over and over.

“Pound away, James. Have your fun,” Miss Langdon smiled.

James slammed into Corey’s throbbing, swollen butthole, pounding over and over as the pressure built and he neared climax. His face contorted and tightened, and Corey wondered if James was as close to his orgasm, as he was to his own.

With each hard, primal thrust, something inside of Corey's mind began to unravel.

The pain and humiliation of being used like a worthless whore should have enraged him, but instead, it kindled a fire deep within him. It was as if the rough, relentless pounding was tearing down the last vestiges of his old self, revealing an insatiable hunger for this twisted form of submission.

The smell of sex was intoxicating as James continued to pound away at Corey's helpless, feminized body.

The wet, slick sounds of their bodies colliding filled the room, punctuated by moans and gasps of pleasure that were no longer just his own. It was as if a switch had been flipped in his brain, and the once familiar voice that screamed for him to stop had been replaced by a new one—one that begged for more, that yearned to be used and degraded in ways he'd never thought possible.

Miss Langdon looked on with a victorious smile, her cold blue eyes fixated on the transformation before her very eyes.

"That's right, my pet," she purred. "You know you love it. You were made for this."

Corey's softened penis strained against the chastity cage, desperate to be free to join in on the depravity.

His hips bucked involuntarily against James's own, meeting each thrust with growing fervor.

He couldn't believe the filthy words that were spilling from his lipstick-stained lips:

"Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me like the whore Miss Langdon has made me into! I'm nothing but your slut!"

With that, Corey suddenly felt his entire body begin to tighten and tense. His body felt warm and his muscles swelled as his core churned.

“Oh… oh FUCK!” Corey cried out at the top of his lungs.

With a gasp that verged on a sigh, Corey felt something break inside him—the last wall of denial collapsing under the weight of his arousal. His chastity cage became a cruel reminder of his submission as his soft penis twitched in futile attempts at release. Suddenly, without further warning, Corey felt as if every nerve ending came alive; white-hot pleasure burst forth from within him.

The feminized teen suddenly felt his asshole tighten and clench around James’s cock. As the jock continued to pound into his gushy, swollen depths, Corey felt his penis pulsating inside its cage.

Moments later, Corey felt the warm, steamy gush of cum flooding his silky white thong as climax gripped him. Cum spurted out in desperate shots against the silken confines of his thong, soaking through the fabric with warm wetness that contrasted starkly against his pink, flushed skin.

“Yes!” Miss Langdon smiled. “Let a real man show you how to do it,” she giggled. “See how he is fucking you to orgasm? You were meant for this, sweetie,” she teased. “Isn’t it obvious by now?”

Corey wailed over and over as James spanked his cheek and laughed at him, following with a tight expression on his face.

James's own cries grew louder and more urgent until he grunted a guttural warning.

"Fuck, I’m gonna’ cum," he panted heavily.

Miss Langdon's voice cut through the haze that clouded Corey's mind.

"Candy, are you going to be a good girl and let James cum in your butt? Don’t be difficult, now," she cooed like a siren luring him to deeper depths.

With reluctance that faltered under waves of ecstasy, Corey could only nod weakly, giving in to her command.

The scent of musk and sweat permeated the air, mingling with the faint hint of lavender from his perfumed body, creating an intoxicating aroma that seemed to seep into his very pores. The sounds around him were an indecipherable mix of flesh slapping against flesh and guttural grunts from James' exertions.

Miss Langdon stood to the side; her glee palpable as she watched the spectacle unfold with a predatory smile. Corey could hear her laughter, low and rich with satisfaction, as she reveled in the fruits of her meticulous crafting.

She was witnessing the final stroke of her masterpiece—the complete and utter transformation of a once reluctant, stubborn boy into a willing, feminized sissy; maybe even a girl, forever.

The moment James climaxed was cataclysmic—his hot seed jetted forth with primal vigor deep into Corey's butt.

Corey felt each pulsating spurt fill him like liquid fire—branding him a sissy for life. Heat spread from deep within his bowels outwards until it seemed to fill him completely.

“Ugh, FUCK!” James moaned over and over.

Corey watched up at James’s pleasure, which seemed like agony on his contorted face, as the jock’s massive dick pulsated deep inside the swollen, smooth walls of Corey’s butt.

As they both descended from their peaks, their panting breaths filled the air—a ragged symphony of spent desire.

Sweat glistened on their skin like dew on morning grass, tracing lines along Corey's delicate curves and pooling in the hollows created by the rough sex.

In front of them stood a large mirror reflecting back an image that seemed foreign yet undeniably real.

Staring back at Corey was not the reflection of a soccer player or even a boy coming into manhood; instead, what met his eyes was a beautiful, disheveled girl—hair tousled and skin flush—dirty, sticky cum in her panties and panting with breath.

She was splayed out with her dress hiked and her chest rosy and blotched with heat, looking every bit a used, fucked slut.

Corey could see James’s cock plunged deep inside his asshole—his silky white thong to the side. His own dick throbbed as he caught a glimpse of this.

James began to pull out and Corey felt the walls of his ass gripping the big cock, as if trying to keep it inside. The swollen churning of his body played out until James’s cock popped free of the steamy, tight hole.

The jock spanked Corey on his cheek and leaned forward to peck him on his lips.

“Thanks, babe,” James said to him.

Dazed, Corey said nothing. He simply looked around and tried to comprehend what had just happened.

Miss Langdon chatted quietly with James and the jock then took off for the bathroom. “Go ahead and get yourself a shower, honey,” she said to him as he walked off.

The woman sat back down on the bed and the mattress sagged. “Well, well, well,” Miss Langdon smiled. “You did even better than I expected. You truly were meant to be a girl, after all, weren’t you?”

Corey did not protest. He did not fight it. He knew it was true. Deep-down, the transformation had already started and there was no stopping it. As sure as the cum pooling in his guts, he knew he was a sissy slut made for big cocks, and there would be no going back to his old life, now.

Miss Langdon's smile widened into a grin, the corners of her mouth curling with a sinister sort of pride. She reached out and traced a lacquered fingernail down the side of Corey's flushed face.

The touch was both tender and possessive—a reminder that Corey had crossed a threshold there was no stepping back over.

"Congratulations, my dear," she purred, her voice as smooth as the satin dress clinging to Corey's transformed body.

"You really, truly are every bit the sissy slut I knew you could be." Her gaze lingered on Corey's panting form, taking in every detail—the way his chest heaved, the scent of cum that oozed from him, the look of vulnerable confusion in his eyes.

"And let's not forget," Miss Langdon continued with a calculating glint in her eye, "you're still mine for another twenty hours." She tilted her head mockingly, as if considering what to do with such a precious commodity.

Her hand now trailed lower, settling on Corey's bare thigh with a possessive squeeze. "And I intend to use every last second. James is only the beginning," she disclosed, watching Corey closely for his reaction.

"He's going to fuck you again and again until there's nothing left of that annoying college boy who walked in here, earlier. Until your masculinity is just a memory swallowed up by your new, insatiable hunger. You’re going to be dressed in all sorts of fun ensembles for each round of sex, too. You’re going to love all the beautiful, girly clothes I have picked out for you, Candy."

Corey's lips parted slightly, but no sound came forth. He was caught between two worlds—one where he fought this undeniable urge and one where he embraced it.

Miss Langdon leaned in closer; her scent enveloped him—a mixture of expensive perfume and unspoken promises of debauchery.

"Oh, and there's more," she whispered conspiratorially, as if sharing a delicious secret. "James has some friends—all strong football players with appetites like wolves. They're coming over to enjoy my lovely penthouse... and you."

She drew back and smiled at the dawning horror mingling with lust in Corey's eyes.

"Picture it—a room full of hungry men eager to use you as their own personal cum dumpster. A gangbang fit for a queen—or should I say princess?" Her laughter filled the room, cruel and melodic all at once.

Corey felt the dread deep in his stomach; it twisted and snaked its way through his insides like a living thing. But something else stirred within him too—a dark excitement that made his pulse quicken and his butthole twitch with anticipation.

"You're scared," Miss Langdon observed shrewdly. “But part of you wants this—craves it even. That’s why you’re not going anywhere. You could leave right now, but you won’t. Because you are a sissy slut and you want this," She delivered each word like a blow designed to chip away at any remaining resistance.

"And when they fill you up tonight," she said while running her hand across his shaking body, "when they paint you white with their seed and make you moan like a cheap whore—all night long—you'll thank me."

For all the fear that crept along his spine, Corey could not deny the warmth spreading through him at her words or how his body seemed to yearn for the fulfillment of her promises.

Corey bit his lip, secretly excited for the next twenty hours of his transformation.
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