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PART 1: THE VISIT


PART 1: THE VISIT




CHAPTER 1

The phone call came in a little after 12.00 am, and I instantly knew something was wrong.

You see, no one called me. Ever. And phone calls made me anxious, even if they turned out to be spam more than half the time. 

My phone continued to ring loudly while I scrambled to find it. I was in the middle of a web designing project for one of my most important clients, and my apartment looked like a disaster zone. The phone turned out to be buried under a stack of old printouts. Rubbing my eyes wearily, I peered down at the caller ID…and did a double take. 

Of all the people I’d expected to call me, I hadn’t expected him. 

“Hey,” I said nervously, pressing the green button. 

“It’s Alex,” the person on the other line said. As if I didn’t know who it was. He sounded miserable. Stressed, sad, but most of all…scared?

“Yeah?” The last time I’d spoken to my brother was maybe two years ago, and I was grateful for that. 

“I’m in trouble,” Alex said.

“Okay…” I said slowly. I wanted to laugh and say what else is new? and hang up in his face. Alex was always trouble—he made it, he asked for it, and he swam in it. But I held back, sighed, and asked, “Why?”

He coughed and cleared his throat. “Look, man, I don’t have time to explain.”

“Then why did you call me?”

“I called you because I fucked up and…they might be after you too.”

My stomach turned. “They? Who? What do you mean?”

“I borrowed some money, Corey. And, well, I wasn’t thinking and I kind of lost it all. In a poker game. And now they’re after me.”

“Who’s they?”

“Big men. Powerful men.” He coughed again. “A gang.”

“Fuck!” I breathed, feeling my nerves frazzle. I wished Alex was right beside me so I could hold and shake him until his teeth fell out one by one. “Dude, you’re such an idiot. You deserve whatever is coming for you.”

“Jesus, man, I know I fucked up,” Alex muttered. “The thing is, they know I have a brother. And…they know where you live.”

My palms were suddenly sweating, and I squeezed my phone tight so it wouldn’t slip out of my hand. “Okay, wait. How much money are we talking about?”

“A little upwards of five hundred,” he whispered. “Thousand.”

“Jesus.” The amount was almost too much to process. My legs suddenly felt weak and I slumped down on my computer chair and wiped a palm across my thigh. “You’re kidding me, right?”

“No, man.”

“What the hell do you think I should do then?”

“Get out,” Alex said simply. “Don’t let them find you. Just…go stay at a friend’s or something. Lay low until they disappear.”

“It’s not as easy as you—” I started angrily.

But the line had gone dead. 

Heart sinking, I punched the call back button. Alex didn’t answer. I stared down at my phone in shock, feeling my bones disappear, one by one, until I turned into an anxious blob. My head pounded. Was Alex even telling the truth? My brother loved his half-truths and exaggerations, and he was amazing at manipulating our family. Maybe this had all been a giant ruse for him to get some money from me. Well, in that case, I wasn’t playing—and he could fuck right off.

But…there’d been something in his voice that told me this was more than a ruse. I’d smelled fear while talking to him. Alex was scared. Maybe even scared for his life…and he’d still taken the time to warn me. So who were these gangsters? Alex had barely told me anything about them. Were they street thugs, or the fucking cartel? Did they traffick drugs or launder money? Did they extort people? Torture them? Humiliate them? Kill them? 

I swiveled in my chair, my limbs cold with dread and my veins shivering. I stared at my desktop screen and my half-eaten mac and cheese and swore out loud. My client was expecting me to complete his project by midnight, and there was a good chance a group of dangerous criminals were after me. This wasn’t the problem I wanted to be dealing with at midnight, when I was hangry, stressed out, and really needed some shut-eye. What the heck was I supposed to do?

The answer was quickly made up for me. Because right then there was a knock on my door. 

A very loud knock. 

I froze. Without thinking, I scuttled toward my bedroom and slid under my bed with my stomach somewhere up my throat. I was thankful all my lights were switched off—I preferred working in the dark—but then I remembered my phone, which was on my desk and could start ringing any minute now if Alex decided to call me back. I groaned quietly and started gnawing on my knuckles, hopeful that whoever was at the door would go away soon. 

“Hey, shithead, I know you’re in there!”

I froze. It had been a female voice—a slightly drawly, husky female voice, like she’d just woken up from a bad night of sleep.

A female gangster? What?

At least it hadn’t been some beefy bald guy with a million tattoos who could beat me up for fun. How bad could it be? Maybe I could just answer the door. Explain to her how I had exactly $0 to my name, and they were essentially wasting their time. She was a woman. She’d understand, wouldn’t she?

Too bad I couldn’t do it. 

“Open the fucking door!” the woman yelled.  

I cowered like a scared rabbit, breathing in balls of dust and flexing my nose to scratch the itch that had just started. I had a big problem, and not for the first time, I was getting screwed because of it. I hated talking to girls. They made me anxious the point I’d engineered my life to avoid them as much as I could. I’d never had a girlfriend in my twenty-two years of life. I’d never even kissed a girl. Yes, it was bad, but I’d stopped beating myself up about it a year ago, when I’d quit my corporate job and decided to work for myself as a freelance web designer. My life wasn’t the healthiest, mentally or physically, but at least I was happy and wasn’t hurting anyone. 

I slowly slid out from under the bed, my nose itching madly. I could sense a sneeze coming up on the horizon so I held my breath and pinched the tip of my nose. The thought of confronting a female gang member was making my stomach churn like a washing machine. There was no way I could do it…just no way. Besides, I didn’t know these people. For all I knew, I could be in real danger. Maybe she had a male accomplice right outside the door, waiting to barge in at any second.  Maybe she had a gun…

Still on my knees, I crawled out of my bedroom and hesitated there, eyeing the phone on my desk. 

I needed that phone. I needed to call 911.

There was a sudden, stifling silence, the darkness suffocating my living room, and for second I thought the woman had gone away. But then the silence broke with a bang and my front door started to rattle, the knob twisting this way and that. I wanted to scream and hide at the same time but I stayed very still and very silent as the thuds continued, like someone was repeatedly pushing against the door with all their body weight. Fear kept me frozen in place, but my brain was speeding on a loop, trying desperately to figure out an escape. I could grab a knife…except I didn’t have one, since I didn’t even cook. I could jump out of a window…and meet an instant death. Fuck. I was trapped. I stared in shock as the door gave way with a blunt slam, and the person standing there came into view. 


CHAPTER 2

“You just made things harder for yourself,” the stranger said in that slow, husky voice of hers, walking through my doorway.

I looked up at her. And sneezed. She sneered and kicked me in the shins with the dusty sole of her boot. 

“Speak up, shithead,” she rasped. “Or is your mouth full of shit too?”

I wiped my runny nose surreptitiously using the sleeve of my T-shirt and rose unsteadily to my feet. For the first time, our eyes met and I felt like I was going to wet myself. The woman was about thirty years old and very pretty. No, not just pretty. Hot. She was as hot as a raging wildfire. Her face was somewhat gaunt, but her eyes were big and blue and bursting with emotion. Her blonde hair was cut into a shag and they swept like feathers onto her face. She was wearing a red hoodie and underneath, a black crop top that exposed her stomach and looked suspiciously like lingerie. She wasn’t tall by any means, but those boots of hers were probably adding a good three inches to her height and made her look very daunting. 

I sneezed again. 

“Fucking loser,” she said, completely unamused. She messed around with the ties on her hoodie and then snapped her fingers. “Can we have some fucking lights around here? We came out of the dark ages a few years back, you know?”

“S-sorry,” I mumbled and headed for the light switch. We both blinked as white light flooded over our heads. I took a deep breath and said. “I…I don’t know where he is.”

She scowled. “Who?”

I locked my gaze on hers, but quickly looked away. Her eyes had an ominous sheen to them, and they reminded me of a feral cat. “My…brother? Isn’t that what this is all about?”

She laughed. “This isn’t about your brother,” she drawled. “This is about you, Corey.”

My name had spilled out of her mouth like it was a dirty word. 

“But I—I didn’t do anything,” I said. 

The stranger shrugged off her hoodie, letting it fall to the messy floor. With her arms exposed I could see the ink across her toned bicep. It was a coiled snake, filled in with black and blue, its mouth open, fangs glinting and a bloody tongue curling out in a hiss. I shrank back as she sat on my work chair and placed her feet, dirty boots and all, on top of my desk, causing a plume of dust to escape into the air.

“Listen here, you little shit,” she said. “Your fucking brother took our cash and ran. Ran out of town like his pussy was on fire. So now the question is: what are you gonna do to make things right?”

“But…but I don’t have anything to give,” I said meekly, feeling the air around us catch on fire because of her wrath. “I barely have money to pay rent…”

The woman swung her legs down and crossed them. Her knee started to shake up and down restlessly. My stomach was in knots. I hated the way her snake tattoo kept glaring at me like it wanted to have me for dinner. 

“Not my problem,” she said, her blue eyes drilling into me. “We’re not playing around, Corey. Your brother signed a blood contract with the Black Serpents. That puts the onus on you. If the money isn’t here by 24 hours, you’re the one who’s gonna pay it back.”

The hairs on the back of my neck shot up. A contract? What the hell was my dumbass brother even doing, signing fucked-up contracts with fucking gang ringleaders? This was so far beyond anything I’d imagined. This was terrifying. I couldn’t breathe. I looked around frantically, sweeping my apartment for some kind of answer. A solution. My brain turned up nothing, and I let out a small whimper. 

“Where…where am I going to find half a million dollars?” I whispered.   

“Good question, virgin,” she asked, smirking. “Looks like you’re exactly the kind of guy who has the time to figure it out.”

I blushed unexpectedly, wondering if she knew the truth in those words.

She stood up and walked up to me, so close I could see the dusting of freckles across her nose. “I just need the damn cash in my hand,” she snarled. “I don’t give a flying fuck where it comes from.” She smoothed her hand over her backside, and I was confused for a second, until I saw the object peeking out from the holster tucked inside her waistband. She started fingering the gun as if she was flirting with it and wanted me to see it. “And don’t even think about running. I’m keeping tabs on you, virgin. Trust me, you’re not going to make it far.”

Holy shit. This was a woman who liked violence. 

Her eyes swept down, and suddenly she went quiet, like something had distracted her. I felt my bones start to quiver. Why was she looking at me like that? My T-shirt had, embarrassingly, a few holes in it (it was old) and the shorts I had on were so tiny and frayed they might as well have been underwear. I wished I’d had the sense to wear something more sensible—but then again, how could I have expected this? At least the clothes on me were somewhat clean, and at least I hadn’t been sleeping naked when she’d barged into my home…

I was cut off from my thoughts when the woman muttered something that sent chills down my back. It had sounded like, ‘that body’ or ‘that booty’, which was pretty confusing since she wasn’t in a position where she could see my ass. She could see my body, though, and she had been studying it, the same way I’d ogle naked pictures of girls in the privacy of my own home. Why the hell would she say something like that?

“That body,” she said again, and now that it was crystal-clear what she was saying, another shiver slithered down me. “Someone would pay top dollar for that.” And then she laughed in my face and bolted out of the door, leaving me trembling like a leaf in the wind. 

I ran to the window and parted the blinds. Minutes later, she emerged out of the building, her face covered by her red hoodie. With perfect timing, a black Cadillac zoomed toward the entrance. She got into the front and it sped off. 


CHAPTER 3

The first thing I did was throw up. 

I hurled maybe a day’s worth of stomach contents into the toilet bowl, and by the time I was done, I was sweating and curled up on my bathroom mat. I rinsed my mouth and tried to vomit again, but nothing came out. The memory of the woman and our conversation kept whirling in my mind. It was a miracle I’d even been able to string two words together in her presence. This was the first time someone of the opposite sex had been in my apartment. The first time I’d actually spoken to one in a long time. She was the sort of girl who wouldn’t dream of talking to someone like me unless she was forced to. Fate would never make our paths cross…unless, of course, something fucked up like this was bound to happen. It was all too much. Too much.  

I stumbled out of the bathroom and grabbed my phone off my desk. Alex, of course, hadn’t called me back. He hadn’t texted me. I logged into my bank account to check my balance even though I didn’t know why. It wasn’t like anything had changed. I had less than a day to pay off a debt that wasn’t even mine, or I was going to get punished by a terrifying gang. What had they called themselves? The Black Serpents? I remembered the woman’s icy blue eyes and that snake tattoo and felt bile trickle up my throat again. 

What the hell could I do? Why the hell was I being sucked into this mess? I’d spent the last year engineering my life to make myself happy and at least a little bit sane, and yet, here I was, being forced into the fucking underworld. All because of Alex. 

I wanted to find out where Alex was and let that girl know so she’d light a fire under his ass. He fucking deserved it. 

I chewed on my nails while I stared at my half-completed freelance project. Should I file a police report? No, that would be stupid. I had a feeling the gang had a grip on the police, instead of the other way around. I also had nothing of value, really, to sell. There was no one I could borrow the money from. 

That body. 

Something stabbed into my heart. Why had she said that? Was she suggesting I could do sex work or something? To pay the debt off? Have some pervy old men bid to take my virginity? I laughed bitterly, even though my heart was sinking. She’d just been mocking me—I was sure of it. 

Everything felt like a dead end, and two hours later I found myself buried under the sheets, finally tired from all the thinking. 

I have to find Alex, I thought as my eyes started to droop and sleepiness weighed over me. That was the only way I could crawl myself out of the hole he’d dug up for the both of us. He could sell his body for all I care.

***

I woke to the sound of someone rapping on my door. 

Gasping, my eyes flew open, and everything from last night flooded back to me. My mouth tasted horrible and was as dry as a bowl of sand. The gang girl. I could almost hear her raspy, smoke-filled voice. Could see the freckles dotted underneath her lashes and the glint in her pretty but cruel face. 

Was she back already?

I blinked in the sunlight washing over me. It couldn’t be. I’d slept for maybe six or seven hours, and it was still morning. 

I stayed in bed and prayed, until…

“Hello? Corey! Are you dead?”

I almost screamed in relief. I knew who that was. I got up and quickly unlocked the makeshift bolt I’d made last night for my front door. 

My friend Rob raised an eyebrow at my appearance. “Corey. You okay? I must’ve called you a hundred times.”

I groaned. “My phone must be dead.”

He waltzed inside. “Are we going for our run or not?” He must have inadvertently taken a whiff of my stained t-shirt because he dry heaved. “You stink of puke, man. What the fuck?”

I gave him a wistful smile. “Just sit down. You’ll never believe what happened to me.”

***

It was done. I was packed up and ready to go. 

I hauled two bags of my belongings—my toothbrush and a ball of clothes and  underwear in one, my laptop, portable hard drive, mobile router and my wallet in the other—and Rob and I hurried down the stairs to the ground floor of my apartment building. We didn’t dare wait for the elevator. Rob had an uncle who had a cabin three hours away in a very remote location. It had been boarded up for the winter but he was prepared to let me stay there for a short amount of time. We would go to Rob’s place first to sort out all the logistics and then I’d be off. 

I wiped sweat off my brow and tightened the straps of both packs on each of my shoulder. In the daylight, I was ridiculously conscious about what I was wearing. I had on the same ratty T-shirt and shorts from yesterday, plus flip-flops. I also hadn’t brushed my teeth or showered, but I guess when your life is on the line those things come second. 

We walked swiftly along, Rob in front of me. We crossed the street and made our way uphill. Just a few more minutes, I thought. My heart was pounding so wildly I was sure I was on the cusp of a heart attack. Then I’ll be safe. For now. 

We hurried onto the parking lot we used as a shortcut to pass through the intersection. I squeezed my way between vehicles, trying to keep up with Rob. A sudden screech stopped me in my tracks. Out of nowhere, a vehicle had come to a stop right in front of Rob, blocking our route. 

“Oh, fuck,” Rob muttered, stumbling to the side.

“Well, well, well…” A voice drawled as the car door swung open. “If it isn’t our runaway virgin…”


CHAPTER 4

I didn’t have to look up to know who was inside the black Cadillac. My gut churned at those icy, husky words. 

“Hey! Virgin! You hear me?” 

I steadied my eyes at her—well, it wasn’t just her this time. There were two men sitting on either side of her at the back. The guy closest to me was bald, with a pinched, leathery face. The other guy was huge and had a suit on. Both wore smoked sunglasses. 

The bald guy sprung out of the Cadillac like a panther. “You sure this our man, Ivy?”

The woman—Ivy—chuckled. “Man? I’m not so sure he’s a man, Brick.”

I cringed inwardly. Was she really talking about me?

“You,” the man growled at Rob. “Get the fuck out of here before I fuck you up.”

Rob flitted his eyes at me. He looked terrified. I could see he was debating whether this moment was worth tossing our decade-long friendship away. I couldn’t really say or do anything to help him out, but I felt sorry for him. No friend should be put in a situation like this. I gave him the tiniest nod, hoping he’d get the message. He did. Within the next second he’d begun his dash out of the parking lot. 

The female gang member waved me over silently. The bald guy nudged me from the back at the same time. “Get inside, princess,” he rasped.

I knew if I got into that car anything could happen, but my legs had already begun moving. My bags were taken away from me and I was seated in between her and the bald guy. When the car roared to life I wanted to plead my case but no words were coming out of me. I was numb and in shock. But more than anything, I was terrified about one thing: that this beautiful but dangerous woman could smell the dried-up puke on me. I was ready to die if that was going to happen. 

“Did you really think we were gonna let you go that easy?” she asked me with a sneer. She lit a cigarette and breathed in and out with a satisfying sigh. 

I turned cautiously toward the person whose face I finally had a name for. Ivy. Ivy…like poison ivy. One touch and you’ll feel her venom. It seemed accurate. She wore a black crop top, no hoodie, jeans, and her hair was in double French braids. I was floored by the effect she had on me. Girls had always intimidated me and I tended to just admire them from a safe distance. But her? I was so captivated by her I couldn’t look anywhere else. 

“If the Serpents hate one thing, it’s runaways. Chickens like you,” Ivy said. She patted my bare knee, which instantly started to vibrate with nerves. “Relax, virgin,” she continued. “We’re not going to fuck you up. Not if you tell us where Alex is.”

“I don’t know where he is,” I said, quiet as a kitten. “I promise.”

“Yeah, you do,” the bald guy—Brick—said. He placed an arm over my shoulder, gripping me tight. The black handle of a pocketknife jutting out from his jeans flashed before my eyes. “Listen, princess. It’s all in your hands. We can do this slow…or we can do it rough.” He started to hump the air and everyone laughed. 

At that point, I felt more anger than I’d ever felt in my life towards Alex. I wouldn’t have had to suffer through these humiliating jabs if it wasn’t for him. Not to mention, I was in serious danger, in the company of criminals, with nothing to offer them. 

Alex…you single-handedly fucked up my life. 

With a quick flick, Ivy got rid of the ash from her cigarette and exhaled in my direction. The smoke made me my throat itch. The corner of her upper lip tipped up. “What are you looking at?” 

“N-nothing,” I squeaked. 

“Poor fucker. I don’t think he’s ever seen a hot girl in his life,” she said. “Isn’t that true?”

I swallowed. Tried to make my throat work. And failed.

Her knee jerked mine. “Thought I asked you a question, virgin.”

“No,” I whispered dumbly. 

“What?” she asked, cocking her head at me like I was an idiot. 

“I…I forgot the question.” 

My head burned with shame. Why was I so pathetic?

I thought Ivy was going to laugh at me again, but she just ignored me, jostling up against the guy in the suit. Her hand was traveling over his crotch. My eyes widened as her fingers began to casually massage him. His pants were tight and pretty soon I could see the bulge that was starting to form underneath her palm. He whispered something into her ear and she giggled, flashing me another one of her cruel grins. 

“God, my feet are killing me,” she muttered. She hoisted herself up and sat on Suit Guy’s lap, resting her head against the window. Shrugging off her heels, she raised her legs and stretched them across my lap, scrunching her toes once before releasing them. My gaze fell over her polished toenails—only slightly chipped but painted black like her fingernails—and the tan skin showing through the distressing on her jeans. Jesus. I’d never seen such beautiful feet up close. My nose twitched because I wanted to smell them. Yeah, right. Keep dreaming. 

I held my breath throughout the rest of the ride, resisting the urge to ogle at Ivy’s lower body. Through the windshield, I saw the sky was becoming dark and hazy, the little bit of sun we’d had in the morning giving way to murky clouds. Where were the Black Serpents taking me? I had no clue and didn’t have the balls to ask. Fear and adrenaline pitted against each other as I waited for my fate. 

We wandered farther into the city, to neighborhoods I had never been in before, filled with rubbish-strewn streets, dilapidated apartment complexes, and the sort of depressed-looking people who you knew had never seen the nicer side of life. After what seemed like hours, the car finally pulled to a stop at a motel. Brick held me by the shoulders like he wanted to escort me inside, but Ivy motioned him aside. She grabbed my arm, her face as menacing as the firearm I knew was in her jeans. 

Through the entryway, we were greeted by flaking, water-damaged walls and stained carpeting. The whole place stunk of weed and rotting food. 

I gulped, knowing I’d made a terrible mistake getting into the car. 

This was a motel of nightmares.
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CHAPTER 5

Ivy led me down a hallway, pulling me by the elbow. The door at the end swung open just as we reached it. Inside was a meeting place of sorts, with futons lining each wall and more cushions crowding the floor. The smell of stale smoke and sweat clung to the air. Seated smack dab in the middle futon was a man. An old guy who looked thin as rails and lacked any physical fitness, but was dressed like he wanted to appear younger and fitter than he actually was. There was a tattoo of a snake spiraling around his neck, but it didn’t give off the effect it wanted because of his turkey neck. 

Even though he looked old and frail, the man filled me with terror. Because this, I could tell, was the Black Serpents’ ringleader. And I was in the heart of their nest. 

I was pushed into a chair in front of him. The two guys who’d ridden with us stood on either side of the old man, and Ivy stood behind me, both hands pinned onto my shoulders.

The old man grinned coldly at me, flashing a gold tooth. “The Kermasan brothers have a real knack for running, wouldn’t you say?” he asked in a condescending tone.

“I wasn’t trying to run away.” The words had slipped out of me with no warning. My ass squished harder into the chair as I tried to increase the distance between us, but Ivy’s hands simply pushed me back to where I was.

The old man got up and rounded the chair, peering at me with a bone-chilling smile. Fresh sweat rimmed the bags under his eyes. “Bad boys lie. Lying can get you in trouble. So…” He pushed the back of the chair, causing me to lean back precariously on just two of its legs. He was apparently much stronger than he looked. “Think before you answer, son. Can you tell me where Alex is?”

“I can’t, because I-I don’t know,” I stammered as I swayed dangerously again. “I swear! I’ve been trying to contact him too.”

He let go of the chair, and Ivy’s grip on me tightened so I wouldn’t fall. He stroked his stubble and a bit of his turkey neck. “You know, Corey, that’s gonna be a problem for me. A big problem. ’Cause your brother’s running around with a ton of my money.”

It was at that point I realized that the Black Serpents actually didn’t know something critical: that Alex didn’t have the money with him. That he’d lost it all by gambling with it. My head spun with all the implications. How could that be? Or had my brother lied to me? How the fuck was I supposed to know?

One thing was for sure: I wasn’t going to let them see how confused I was…because that could quite possibly be my death sentence. 

“Please…” I pleaded. “Please just let me go. I really have no idea where my brother is.”

The old man let out a nasal laugh that grinded my ears. “Let you go? What do you think this is? A church? You want us to forgive and forget?”

The guy in the suit handed him something, which I instantly recognized was my phone. 

“So you’re telling me this thing doesn’t work?” he said. “This thing couldn’t contact your brother?” He flung the phone to the ground and stomped at it. I watched as it disintegrated with a sickening sound.

“Give us an answer soon or that’s gonna be your dick,” he growled.

I gulped as I averted his gaze. 

“Calm down, baby,” Ivy murmured. She stepped to the front and placed her hand over his chest. “You know this isn’t good for your heart.”

“My heart can go fuck itself.”

“Don’t say that, Frankie baby,” she whispered. She kissed him on the cheek and gave him a soft, gentle look. He burrowed his face in her hair and reached down to stroke it in a gesture I wasn’t sure was romantic or fatherly. 

“I’ll take care of him,” she said. 

He scoffed. “How?”

“You don’t have to worry about it. Trust me, baby. I’ll fix this.” Without waiting for him to answer, she led him back to the futon, then graced me with a scowl that felt like it could kill on the spot.

“Up,” she snarled. She yanked me out of the chair and out of the meeting room. 

***

I trailed behind Ivy as she walked through one of the many hallways of the motel. A small part of me was happy that she’d rescued me from the wrath of their ringleader, but another part wasn’t so sure about her intentions…

How exactly was she planning on fixing this?

Ivy opened a door and suddenly we were outside on a cobbled path, surrounded by the rear section of the motel. This place didn’t look so rundown—the walls seemed freshly painted, the lawn area was covered with trimmed grass, and huge potted plants flanked the doors of each room. She took out a key and unlocked a door marked ‘Room 17’. I forced down the big lump in my throat before following her inside. 

The room smelled heavily of bleach, but the good thing was it much cleaner than I’d expected. 

“You can stay here for a while,” she said, sounding just a tad calmer. “Give me a shout when you’re ready to tell us where Alex is.”

I drew in a breath. I wanted to yell at her—yell at all of them—and tell them for the umpteenth time that I had no fucking clue and that her guess was as good as mine. But I simply ground my teeth and said, “I’m not a liar. I don’t know where Alex is.”

“Coward,” she said, her feral eyes glinting with anger. “You’re a pussy just like your brother, huh. Birthed from the same womb, after all.”

Something inside me twitched, a part of me that hadn’t been lit in a long time. I wanted so badly to ask her why she’d cut into my interrogation. Had the fuss been about protecting her leader—Frankie? Was it because she felt bad for me? Or…did she want me? Want me for more than just money and a location, that is…

There was a towel on the bed, rolled neatly on top of a pile of smaller hand towels. Ivy grabbed it and hurled it at me, hitting me on the chest. “I have a feeling you don’t know how dangerous the people you’re dealing with are. You’re being very stupid. Think about that and take a goddamn shower,” she spat. “Didn’t your mom teach you basic hygiene?”

“I don’t think she really got the chance,” I replied. “She died when I was six.”

It was like the words had dribbled out through a crack in my mouth. As a rule, I never spoke about my mom. Ivy’s face tightened, her lips pursing. I’d shut her up and now I felt bad about what I’d done. 

“How did she die?” she asked. 

Some girls loved trauma like it was porn, but the question seemed genuine, so I answered. “A head-on collision with another car. She was driving drunk. As usual.”

“Okay.”

“Yeah. After the accident, my brother moved in with my aunt, and I lived with my father until I was ready to move out. We were never really close.”

As I spoke, I could feel my anxiety fading away. I’d heard about this happening countless times, about your anxiety peaking and going away if you were exposed to it long enough, but I’d never personally experienced it. Mostly because I never bothered facing my fears when avoiding them was the easy way out. Now, though, a small surge of confidence was flowing in my veins, and for the first time I felt like I could talk to her, human to human. 

“Not having a male role model fucked my brother up,” I said. “I don’t care what people say. Boys need their fathers.”

Well, then, Corey, what’s your excuse? 

Of course Ivy hadn’t really said that, but that’s what I imagined was going through her mind. How did you turn out so shy, lame, and just so utterly un-masculine and unattractive? She moved just a step closer to me and I breathed her in and this red-hot blast of desire shot through me. I could count the freckles in her face. I’d never been so close to another girl…and she was so beautiful. It was unreal. 

Ivy’s lips curled into a half-smile as she watched me. “None of that changes the fact you need a shower,” she said. 

I cringed. Okay. I had no one to blame for that one but me. 

“I…I don’t have my clothes,” I said. 

She pointed at a dresser. “You’ll find plenty in there.”

“Thanks.” I got the sense she was only trying to be apathetic. Because something was different now. The energy in the room had shifted. Maybe it was just a buttload of pity—seeing me as the small, young, motherless virgin who’d grown up without any social skills. I didn’t want to get my hopes too high. 

Trying to shrug those distracting thoughts away, I picked the towel off the floor and made my way to the dresser—but Ivy quickly beat me to it. She pulled open the top two drawers and got a laundry bag out from a woven basket placed next to the dresser. She inspected what was inside it for a minute, then took out a bunch of clothes. Some men’s shorts and underwear, two T-shirts, and a raggedy old pair of jeans. I thought she was going to hand them over to me, but instead she just tossed them all inside the laundry bag, tied it up and walked to the door. 

“I’ll leave you to it,” she said. 

She gave me an odd look. Like she was…pleased with herself?

Confused, I nodded. I stared at the door once she banged it shut and locked me inside. Adrenaline flooded into me along with a storm of emotions and I groaned, melting into the wall beside me. I wasn’t sure what to think or make of what had just happened between us. What had happened to me, period. I’d been humiliated, exposed, bullied and yelled at in so many different ways it was a miracle I was still standing.

Maybe…just maybe I was stronger than I thought. 


CHAPTER 6

Or…not. 

Sighing, I walked to the dresser and opened the topmost drawer. I was expecting some ratty old clothes, a set of pajamas maybe, or a shirt that was two sizes too big. But all I saw were…panties. Three of them, to be exact. A pale pink pair, a dark pink pair (a little like magenta but not quite), and a black pair. I opened the second drawer and found a bra. It was pink and had very obvious padding. I opened up the third drawer, and found just a nightie. It was also pink, the top and bottom sections stitched with sheer lace, and there was a big pink bow in the center, right where the cleavage was supposed to be. Heart thudding, I inspected the rest of the drawers, and saw they were empty. 

I let out another groan, feeling more than defeated. So Ivy had swiped the small stash of men’s clothing that had been here, leaving me with nothing but these embarrassing girly garments. Did she really think I’d wear panties and some sexy nightgown that belonged to god knows who? Was she getting off on humiliating me like this? Poking fun at my masculinity and calling me a pussy and a virgin? I felt the little confidence I’d had with her minutes ago trickle out of me, possibly to disappear forever. 

But as of now, I only had two choices. Reuse my old, stinky clothes or wear what Ivy had wanted me to wear. 

It was a question of which of the two was more embarrassing. 

After some deliberation, I found my hands reaching for the pink nightie. I also took the bra and the pale pink panties and lay them over the comforter. It was better to be a little girly than very stinky, I’d decided. I’d chosen the pale pink panties because anything other than that color would’ve made it too obvious I was wearing them. And…the bra would have to go on too because the top of the nightie was way too sheer, and there was possibly nothing worse than male nipples poking through a feminine garment. 

I undressed and trudged to the bathroom. The Serpents had made it pretty clear I had no dignity in here, and I guess I shouldn’t have expected it either. 

I had my shower on the hottest setting. I lathered myself with several palmfuls of shower gel from the built-in dispenser, making contact with every surface and crevice on my body. Then I did it again for good measure, scrubbing my skin raw under the gushing water. Despite the horrors I’d faced so far that day, it felt good being clean. I could actually think clearly again. 

There was no toothpaste in the shower, so I pumped a little bit of the shower gel onto my fingers and brushed my teeth and tongue with it. It would do for now. There was also a disposable razor in a cup on the shower basket, still in its wrapping. I don’t know why but I picked it up. I tore off the wrapping and let it float to the wet tiled floor. I shaved my face and then, without thinking, glided the blade along my arm. Watching my hair swirl down the drain made my stomach flutter a little. The razor switched hands and pretty soon my other arm was shaved clean too. Crooking my elbow at an odd angle, I shaved my armpits and then did my legs and crotch too, so quickly I was lucky I didn’t cut myself. 

I stared down at my body afterwards, wondering when I’d gone batshit crazy. This was a weird sort of self-destruction I wasn’t used to. 

In my mind, wearing a nightie with visible male body hair seemed wrong, so I’d just gone ahead and shaved everything. Except…I hadn’t thought through the consequences. Hadn’t I just sent out an open invitation for more mockery, humiliation, and bullying?

Way to go, Corey. Clap, clap, clap.

I tossed my dirty clothes into the sink bowl, planning to hand wash them as soon as could, then walked out of the bathroom with the towel wrapped around my waist. It’s going to be fine, I thought. Hair grows back. At least I was going to have some privacy now. 

I picked up the panties, feeling foolish. Was I really going to do this? Well, it wasn’t like I could stay in the nude, so…I stepped into them and brought them up my calves. They were soft against my freshly shaven skin, soft in a way my own clothes had never been before. 

The knot in my towel loosened and the towel fell to my feet at the exact moment the motel room door blasted open behind me. 

I froze with my fingers still clenched around the panty waistband, my legs half-bent, and my lower body completely naked. 

It was Ivy. 


CHAPTER 7

Ivy’s smile was wide and excessively cruel as her eyes raked over me. My heart went dock, dock, dock at the speed of light as an awkward silence grew between us.

“Hot bod,” she drawled, breaking the silence. “But I must say, Alex has a better bod than you.”

My face flushed hard as I tried to cover my nudity with the towel, but the stupid thing slipped through my buttery fingers again, making her snicker. Fuck. Fuck! When I finally covered myself my cock had swollen up with all the attention. 

Alex has a better bod than you.

I was trying not to show how mortified I was by her comment. My brother had always been the handsome one, the one with the rugged face and curly hair and that pensive look that drove girls crazy. Though he was lean like me, he had the height to make up for it. I’d gotten the short end of the stick in every way possible.

I looked at Ivy, bad thoughts racing through my mind. Why had she said that? How well had she known Alex? Had she slept with him? I wouldn’t have been surprised, but the thought made me feel sick.

“Hurry up and get dressed. Don’t mind me,” she smirked and said. She had a handbag with her—one of those tote-style bags I’d only ever seen businesswomen wear—which she tossed onto the dresser, along with her rings and her watch. Then she sat on the bed with her legs crossed.

I stood there awkwardly wondering what the hell I needed to do. 

My brain started working again and I reached down for the panties. I wanted to pull them up as fast as I could, but I couldn’t really see what I was doing under the towel. After what seemed like several minutes, I finally managed to wiggle them up over my thighs, but then they just didn’t seem to pull up any further. Was it too tight on me, or did I just need to pull harder? I started to sweat. Ivy was eyeing me with that hot, sadistic smirk of hers, savoring every second of my humiliation.

“I knew you’d choose one of the pinks,” she muttered. “That’s your favorite color, huh?”

I gulped, my cheeks flushing, my tongue completely tied. I couldn’t resist looking at her one more time before carefully tugging at my panties, from my left side and then from my right. I felt like a penguin and I knew I looked ridiculous. But finally I could feel the waistband settle just over my hip bones. From the back, I could feel the panties press well below the top of my ass crack, but there was nothing I could do about that now…

“Very good,” Ivy said as she saw me struggling with my towel knot again, terrified it was going to give up on me again. She picked up the bra, and, holding it by just one strap, she passed it over to me. 

The problem was I had no idea how to wear a bra. It wasn’t like I’d ever had a girlfriend to see how they were worn, and I didn’t have any sisters. So I just stood there again, fiddling with the miniature buckles on the straps, wondering if I had to adjust them first before putting them on…

“Oh come here, you useless person,” Ivy said and yanked on the bra so forcefully I fell face-first onto the bed. “Lift your arms up,” she commanded. She expertly looped the bra straps through them, then snapped the hooks behind my back. It turned out the straps didn’t need any adjusting—they were tight but snug. 

Ivy asked me to stand up. When I did, she pulled on the towel, and then I was exposed. To say that I was horrified would’ve been an understatement…I was scared out of my wits. I had a hot girl looking at me—at my body—while I had on panties and a bra. My stomach fluttered again. What was she thinking? I looked like a bad joke! She was going to laugh at me and make a snarky comment. 

But Ivy said nothing. All she did was circle a finger in the air, asking me to turn around. My face turned pinker than the panties I was wearing, knowing she’d definitely see my ass crack if I did. But since I didn’t want to see her get mad if I didn’t do what she said, I obeyed her, and then she was silent again for the longest time. 

“Did you shave?” she asked suspiciously.

“I…uh…I…”

“Answer me.”

“No, I mean, yes…”

Ivy snickered. “I knew it. You’re gay.”

“I’m not gay!”

“Oh, yeah? What kind of straight guy shaves off all his body hair?”

I didn’t have an answer to that. 

“You don’t like cocks? Bet you want to suck a nice, hard, juicy cock till it jizzes all over you.”

“No,” I said, horrified at the thought. “That’s disgusting.”

Ivy seemed amused by my response. “Sissy!” she mocked. “You wanted to look sexy in lingerie and that’s why you fucking shaved, you lying sissy.” She threw the nightie at me. “I want to see how you look in this.”

I picked it up and hesitated, feeling unbelievably embarrassed. I didn’t like where our conversation was heading.

“What’s the big deal, virgin?” she asked sternly. Her eyes were clouding over, and she sounded weirdly hurried, like she couldn’t wait for me to complete the look. “You haven’t come anywhere close to being a man until now, so it’s not like putting on a bunch women’s lingerie and a nightgown is suddenly gonna make your dick fall off. And, let’s face it, you’ve never had sex, barely been able to attract women, and I can tell you want to puke just thinking of talking to them. So why not try something else, huh? If you’re lost in life, you go in the other direction, because you’ve got nothing else to lose…”

I winced. She’d hit a nerve. Told me everything I didn’t want to hear about myself. When you have a girl lay out all your insecurities and weaknesses like that…it hurt. A lot. What did I have to lose? Nothing, that was what. I was at the lowest point possible and it wasn’t like I could sink any lower. 

“Don’t tell me you don’t like wearing that,” she said when I put the nightie on. “Doesn’t it feel nice?”

“I guess so,” I said, and frowned. I didn’t want to admit it, but it made feel different wearing it. Like I wasn’t Corey anymore, but a pretty girl who was maybe planning on romancing her boyfriend later that night. But it was all an illusion, wasn’t it? It didn’t really mean anything.

“Well, I want to say you look really good,” Ivy said, wandering over to the dresser where she picked up her tote. “Much better than the ugly shirt and shorts you had on. But I want to take this one step further.”

She made me sit down on the bed, then took out—what I thought at first glance—was a dead fucking poodle. I shrank back, ready to scream bloody murder. But when she held it up with both hands I could see it was actually a wig. It was curly and glossy like white poodle fur, but the roots were dyed a darker brown. 

“Put this on,” she ordered, but she ended up laying it on my head herself. Then she told me to pout my lips a little and applied some red lipstick from an almost-empty tube. I knew that the lipstick was hers—she’d been wearing it that first night she visited me.

“Now what?” I said quietly. 

“Now what…” Ivy repeated, and then she looked down at me and I suddenly saw how hungry she looked. Her intimidating blue eyes were glowing with something I couldn’t quite put a finger on. I’d never been more conscious in my life about what I was wearing until then. Electricity started to sizzle between us, a stare-down that had my head swimming and my nerves thrumming with desire. I felt like an object in front of her, just a doll that was completely defenseless but meant to tempt her deviant mind. She had skinned me after all…killed my manhood…laid me bare…and now I was exposed and so, so vulnerable…

Someone banged on the door.

Fear made me freeze in place. “What’s going to happen to me?” I whispered, hugging my waist with my arms. My mind was suddenly filled with all these horrible scenarios. Maybe this had all been the gang’s idea. Maybe they wanted to do some terrible things to me. I felt dizzy and nauseous again. 

Ivy’s face twisted, and right then I knew she wasn’t going to tell me. It was easy to deal with what was known, and infinitely harder to deal with what wasn’t…and that’s what I hated, and she knew that. 

Ivy opened the door a crack, and I could see the shadow of the Brick standing on the mat. “We got some shit here for the princess,” he said. 

“I’ll give it to him,” she said.

“What’re you doing to him in there?” he asked.

“Fuck off,” she said, and shut the door in his face with a kick.

She tossed a plastic bag in my lap. “Eat up,” she said. “You’re going to need your energy soon.”

And then she propped the door open again and merged with the shadows outside, leaving me behind once more. 


CHAPTER 8

After Ivy left, I ate and watched TV. The food wasn’t much, just a sandwich and a bottle of water, but I wasn’t feeling hungry anyway. When I went to the bathroom I saw my old clothes marinating in the sink. I pulled them out and threw them in the bin. I didn’t see the point in keeping them. 

I spent a long time looking at myself in the mirror. It was like looking at a stranger. A blonde curly-haired stranger with pretty red lips. I reached up and touched the nightdress, softly stroking the fabric through the surfaces and contours of my body. I played with the bow on the front, then cupped my chest with both hands. My bra straps were digging into my shoulder, but the padding was doing a great job at giving me the illusion of breasts. 

I looked exactly like the kind of girl I’d once been so afraid of. 

I thought about Ivy. Why had she done this to me? To put me in my place? To make me scared of her? Did she think that punishing me like this would make me cough up the money or Alex’s whereabouts? Or was the plan to offer me to one of her men? To get the debt paid off like that, so to speak. 

But now, strangely enough, I didn’t really feel anxious about any of those possibilities…but the bad news was that my anxiety had been replaced by something much more dangerous and fateful. 

Longing. Attraction. Lust.

It was so fucked up. 

I headed to bed and watched TV. I knew I had more important things to think about—like my life, my work, the money, Rob, Alex. But I had this fuzzy feeling in my chest that simply wasn’t going away. I reduced the aircon and then squeezed myself under the comforter, only to realize too late that it was pretty dusty. I sneezed a couple of times. When I closed my eyes I could still see Ivy through my eyelids. 

I decided to fantasize about her until I was sleepy enough to take a nap. It wasn’t like there was anything else I could do right now. My imagination quickly took off, and in my mind’s eye Ivy and I were doing things that were far beyond just holding each other and kissing. At some point, I really did fall asleep and my fantasies all blurred together into a very nice dream. 

I was in the weird realm between sleep and wakefulness when I felt something rub against my nose. I wanted to sneeze again. Shit, I better not wake up from this. The object landed on my nose again and dragged itself down my lips. I found myself thinking it smelled really erotic, like a girl’s armpit, except it wasn’t as soft. Was it a hand? An arm? Or a foot? 

It’s a foot, I decided. And I’m still dreaming. 

I inhaled deeply, willing my brain to create more of that erotic scent. And it did. It was difficult to describe, but it was sweet and and warm and hypnotic. The smell was making me horny. I imagined I was back in that car, and it was just Ivy and me in the backseat, and Ivy’s foot on my face. I pictured its shape and its arch and just how perfectly feminine it was from all angles and I began to descend into this confusing but strangely euphoric adventure. I wanted it to be a giant foot and I wanted to be underneath it while it trampled me and overwhelmed me with its smell. 

The toes started to move, tickling the tip of my nose. I remember thinking, Wow, this is a very vivid dream. I raised my head and my lips made contact with the foot, and I had the sudden urge to make out with it. I reached down and touched my crotch. My hand felt soft panties instead of skin but I started to stimulate myself right over the fabric. I admitted to myself it felt kind of nice. 

“Oh, let me kiss your toes, Ivy,” I moaned to myself. “You’re such a goddess. Let me suck them. Please. I’m begging you.” I had a bad habit of talking to myself whenever I jerked off because I’d never had to worry about roommates.

My cock was rock hard now, and I was rubbing it aggressively over my panties while kissing and sniffing the foot in my dream at the same time. I opened my jaw wide and pictured Ivy burying all her toes in my mouth. 

I let out a moan and that was when someone snickered. 

My eyes shot open, and through my sleep-induced delirium, I saw Ivy herself hovering over me, sitting on the armchair by the bed, her leg raised and her foot over my face. 

God. No!

What happened to my dream?

“Is that what you wanted to do to me in the car?” I heard Ivy say. She was smirking. “Suck on my toes?”

No, no, no. Fuck no. What the fuck have I done?

My heart pumped wildly. This was as bad as it could possibly get. What the hell had just I just done?

“I asked you a question, virgin,” Ivy said. 

“Sorry. I…I thought I was dreaming…” I gazed at her, blinking through the dryness. She had changed into a skirt and button-down, and the arms of her hoodie was wrapped around her waist.

“Oh? Let me suck your toes, Ivy, ohhh…” Ivy moaned, mocking me. “You’re such a goddess…I’m begging you…”

I couldn’t believe my ears. My face felt as red as a boiling beetroot. How unlucky could a guy get? Just when I thought I had a private moment…

“I’m sorry,” I groaned. “You weren’t meant to hear that.”

“You’re a bigger loser than I thought,” she said as she stared disapprovingly at my rapidly vanishing panty bulge. “I don’t think I’ve heard of anything more pathetic than a virgin with a foot fetish.” Then she wiped her foot free of my saliva by dragging it across my forehead and down my nose. “Disgusting,” she muttered. “But it looks like you really like your panties.”

“I…uh…”

Ivy stood up. “No, I’m serious. It looks kind of cute on you.”

Heat rose in my cheeks. I pulled at the nightie that had ridden up, but it wasn’t like that did anything. It was sheer enough that she could still see the outline of what lay beneath it.

“So I can see you have a little crush on me.” She had a cunning smile that filled me with both dread and desire. “To be honest, I’m not surprised. A loser virgin sissy like you…you’re bound to get a little crazy when you see someone like me.”

She walked up to me. She sat on the bed and her hand was on my thigh, sort of touching me there, lightly enough to start a tickle. I stared at her, my eyes a big question mark.

“Would you like to taste more of me?” she asked. 

“Ho-huh?”

It was like she’d dropped a bomb. Surely my ears weren’t working properly.

She folded her arms across an obviously braless chest. “I said, Corey Kermasan, would you like to taste more of me?”

I blinked, but then a small thrill rippled through me, enveloping me in a warm buzz. “Y-yes…” I said. “I mean, I would love to…”

“Then say I would love to, mistress,” she said softly. 

“I would love to, Mistress,” I said, my voice matching her softness. 

“Good,” she said. “Then put your arms behind your back.”

When I did, she took off her hoodie and pulled out the piece of string holding the top together. She wound it around my wrists and tied it up, quickly and skillfully. It was obvious she was an expert at tying people up. Getting them to bend to her will as easily as if they were pipe cleaners. None of what she was doing made sense, but a wildfire of hope was beginning to light up within me. Maybe Ivy wanted me. Not like a friend, not like a target, but sexually…

“Very good,” she said when she let go of me. “You’re going to learn to enjoy being tied up like this. Now get off the bed and get down on the floor. Don’t move your arms.”

It was hard to get up from the bed with my arms bound behind my back, but I managed to without falling. Ivy shoved my head down so that I sank to my knees. 

She walked to the door and smiled. “Stay right there. Don’t fucking move.”


CHAPTER 9

When Ivy wasn’t back several minutes later, I began to think I’d made a mistake. I was tied up and if someone like Frankie or Brick walked through that door, they’d find me looking like a prostitute with no means to defend myself. 

Why had I let her do this? I’d been stupider than stupid. Did I really think she wanted me to fuck her or something? That she was attracted to me? That I was going to have my first kiss and lose my virginity to a fucking gangster? Yeah, right. Dream on, idiot. 

Still, I didn’t move. Just lay there kneeling, chewing on my lip while I stared at the door. After what seemed like ages, I heard footsteps and it creaked open. 

It was Ivy. 

Just her. 

I whooshed out the breath I’d been holding. She had a shoulder bag with her, out of which she pulled out a scarf. Without saying anything, she scooched down and tied it around my eyes like a blindfold. My heart thumped wildly. Fear pooled in my veins as the world turned black as coal.

“You look so good like this,” Ivy said huskily. “So sexy. Just like a girl, so sweet and obedient. Like you’d do anything I’d say.”

As someone who’d never heard a good word, let alone a compliment from a girl, it was hard not to give in. “Thank you, Mistress,” I said. 

“It’s true. Do you want to smell my foot now?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

“Well, that’s too bad,” she said. “I’m not here to do what you want. We do things my way.” I could feel her moving, shifting, and it was driving me crazy that I couldn’t see her. “If you want me to do what you want, you’ve got to earn that, virgin. That’s how this world works.”

I nodded, my pulse pounding hard. I quickly understood what she’d said, intimately and instinctively. Strangely enough, it felt like music to my ears. To someone who was self-conscious, inexperienced, and full of fear about their first time, the thought of having someone take over was comforting. I just had to listen and serve her. I had to make her happy. And I was ready to do all of that and more.  

Something crept down my neck, slowly down to my chest. My heart stilled. It was Ivy’s hand. It snuck inside my bra, and then it was toggling my nipple. My breath went heavy. She pinched my nipple and pulled it, so hard I jerked out a cry. She did it again, and then again, and through the pain it started to feel good.

“You like this?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How it hurts?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you want me to do it again?”

My knees felt weak as I answered. 

“Good. Because that’s exactly what I was planning to do.”

She was stimulating my other nipple then, and pinching it and pulling it and turning it. Her grip was as tight as a clothes pin. My mind was blank through the pain. All that mattered was the pain…that it felt so good…that she wanted to give it…it was so hot…

“I love seeing your face in pain,” Ivy whispered. “It’s so pretty then.” She let go. “Your nipples are so sensitive. Just like a girl’s. You should see how swollen they are. They’re purple. I love it.”

I was blushing like a bride on her wedding day. 

When she let go, my nipples were still throbbing.

“Mm, so you enjoy pain. You like domination. I can tell. And that’s good because I like giving pain and I love dominating men like you. But…I think we can go further. I like pushing limits. I want to see what your limits are. Are you really a virgin?”

“I am, Mistress.”

“Never kissed? Never ate someone out? Never sucked a cock, even?” She chuckled. 

“I haven’t even kissed a girl, Mistress. I’ve been alone my whole life.”

“That’s all going to change today.”

She was shifting again. The pain in my nipples was an echo, but it was a loud echo. I badly wanted her to touch me again. Ivy’s hand was suddenly on my head, yanking at my curly-haired wig, making me lean back. My knees hurt, yet I didn’t dare move positions because I knew she’d notice. Then I could feel soft skin around me, a soothing warmth covering me, and her scent. 

“I’m standing over your head, Corey.” I nuzzled my cheek against the warmth I felt and realized it was her thigh. There was a faint rustling noise, then something stroked my cheek for a brief moment. 

“Do you know what I’m doing now?”

“No, Mistress.”

“I’m removing my skirt.”

My senses heightened. I took in a deep breath. My imagination was running wild. 

“I’m wearing a thong. Too bad you can’t see it.”

I bit back a groan. All I could think of was tearing my blindfold off and letting my eyes feast on this once-in-a-lifetime moment. I had never seen a woman in her panties up close before, let alone been just inches away from it…

“I just removed my thong, virgin,” Ivy said.

There had been no need for her to say that, because her smell had wafted up my nose. It was so fucking strong. My cock flexed—an instant biological reaction—and only one thing consumed me. Was she shaved? Or did she let it roam free? Did she trim? Did she have hair all over, or just at the top, or did she let it sprout along her lips? Did the carpet match the drapes? Jesus Christ…what did it look like? There was no way for me to know…

So all I ended up saying was, “Wow, you smell so good, Mistress. I wish I could take this blindfold off.”

That was when she slapped me. She didn’t slap me like she was hitting a human. She slapped me like she was slapping a puppet that felt no pain. I fell backwards and rolled over the carpet, reeling. I struggled to lift myself up, both my arms and sight working against me. Ivy started to kick me so I’d hurry up. She was laughing. 

“Did I tell you to speak?”

“No, Mistress,” I whispered. 

“I was about to speak,” Ivy said sternly. “You fucking cut me off. I don’t like that. And you asked me to take the blindfold off? You’re a fucking idiot. You’ve earned nothing yet, virgin. Nothing. You don’t get to see my body. You’ll never do.”

Why was Ivy revealing so much of herself to me, yet holding back? Was it just to torture me? My cock was suddenly throbbing hard, but it was strange. Her words had just made me feel so gross and low. So why was it turning me on so much?

“You don’t get why I’m doing this to you, do you, virgin?”

I shook my head.

I was almost scared to know the answer. The truth.

“Because I can,” she said and laughed. “It’s so much fun, seeing you like this, all vulnerable and confused. You’re so innocent, Corey. I like playing with you. I like hurting you with my own hands.”

There was something about the way she said it that gave me goosebumps.

“Can I tell you a secret, virgin? You’re one of my favorite victims so far,” she said. 

My heart seized. Victim? Was that all I really was to her? 

“All of my favorites get special names,” she continued. “So I’ll give you one. Carrie. It sounds cute and innocent, just like you. I like destroying cute things.”

My heart twisted. A girl finally thought I was cute. I felt shame as the words echoed through me. She thought I was cute…but she’d turned me into someone that wasn’t me. She thought I was cute because she wanted to break me. I wasn’t sure whether this was all a ploy to get information from me. But surely she had more effective methods? She had a fucking weapon, after all. 

“Let’s make one more thing clear before we continue,” Ivy said. “You open your mouth only when I ask you to. I don’t wanna hear you talk. But if I ask you to, I want you to speak exactly like a girl. You’re a sissy so I know you can do it. You got it?”

I nodded.  

Ivy’s breath grazed my ear, sending a shiver down my back.

“Do you want to know what I’m doing now?” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I said excitedly.  

“I just removed my shirt. I’m not wearing a bra, Carrie.” She paused for a moment, and I felt like I was losing air. I wanted to keep listening to her mesmerizing voice. Hear her teasing me, torturing me with every word. “You’re not going anywhere near my breasts, virgin, let’s get that straight. But I love pinching them. Girls love having their nipples pinched, just like you do. Guess what I’m doing right now?”

“Oh,” I breathed. I swayed a little. 

Just teach me, Mistress. Teach me what you want me to do. 

“I’m pinching them both so fucking hard. Mmm, fuck yeah! Wanna know something, virgin? I like it when my partners bite my nipples. I like it when they bleed the next day. Bet you’d love to do that, huh?”

I felt faint now. 

“Tell me, Carrie, can you smell my pussy?”

“Ohh, shit, Mistress, I smell it,” I whispered, sniffing, leaning, resting my cheek against her thigh again.

“It’s really too bad you can’t see it. Or even touch it. You should be pretty happy I’m even letting you smell it.” 

My crotch lurched at what was being denied to me.

“You love this, don’t you. You should see what a big boner you have. I’m impressed, actually. Thought you had a little shrimp dick. Those panties feeling good? Answer me quickly, Carrie.”

I could feel my cock push and pulse against the feminine barrier of my pink panties. “Y-yes, Mistress…”

“What did I tell you about talking to me?”

I quickly corrected myself and spoke in a girly voice. 

“That was really nice,” she drawled, her voice now shimmering with excitement. “Now listen very carefully, Carrie. I want you to taste my cunt. Taste it with your hot sissy tongue.”

Her soft pussy descended on me. I felt no hair, just slippery wetness and that hot, wild scent that lit every one of my nerves on fire. Ivy’s hand dove into my wig, pulling, gesturing me to lift my face. 

“That’s right, pleasure me, virgin. Worship me. Make me feel fucking amazing.”

Her powerful presence was taking over me. My tongue leapt out greedily. The greed was so strong I had to stop myself from drooling. She sighed when I found her clit. My heart banged against my ribcage as I took my first licks. My brain was screaming at me to do it right. How many times had I watched a guy eat a girl out in porn? Hundreds? Easily. It had seemed easy enough. But now, sitting in the driver’s seat, it felt like there was no easy way to make it to the top.

I licked and nibbled with my tongue wagging. When Ivy started to moan, I glided my tongue over her fluids, letting it soak into me. Her scent grew even stronger as she spread her thighs and began to bob lightly over my head. 

“Get your fucking tongue in there! Right into my horny cunt, do it,  Carrie, oh…fuck, oh, I’m so wet…I’m gonna cum…oh fuck!”

She let out a scream of uncontrolled pleasure. Grabbed onto my head and pushed me even harder into her cunt, until there was no air for me to breath. She screamed again, her thighs squirming and flattening my face. I fucked her with my mouth, desperate not to fail when I was so close now. I needed to taste every bit of her. Suck in every drop of her cream. Her pussy was hot now, as hot as lava, dripping syrup, and I could almost see her as she moaned through her orgasm behind the dark curtains of my eyelids, her tits bouncing, her mouth open, bliss etched into every line of her face…all because of me. 

“Mmm,” Ivy said hoarsely. “You’re good with your tongue, I’ll give you that.”

A thousand butterflies take off inside my stomach. Her compliments were like a drug—and I couldn’t get enough of them.

“Wanna know what I want to do now, virgin?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

She was moving again, going around me, then shuffling through something in the back of the room. “Well, I’m not going to tell you,” Ivy said with a little snicker. “You’re gonna find out for yourself. Bend over, girl. Put your chin on the ground.”

I bent forward until my face rested on the carpet, keeping my hands as steady as I could behind my back. I shivered. I felt so vulnerable in this position, with the aircon blasting directly on my ass. Even though I was technically clothed, my useless nightie had already ridden up to my waist, and my equally useless panties were resting well below my crack. 

There was a long silence. My arms shook. What was Ivy doing? How long did she plan to keep me bent over like this?

Her ice-cold hands came out of nowhere. She began to paw at my panties. “Oh, Jesus!” I breathed, forgetting everything about her orders including my female voice. 

She spanked me then, just as hard as she’d slapped me across the face. 

“Bitch,” she snarled. “You’re gonna pay for that.” She yanked my arms upwards and backwards, with so much force I was sure my bones were going to crack. Gripping onto my wrists, she drew my panties roughly out of the way, leaving my ass entirely without cover. My full bare crack was smiling sideways at her like a Cheshire cat.

There was another long silence. A whine escaped me. I sounded scared and anxious, and yet my cock was still throbbing above my dangling balls, pressing against the front of my panties. There was something so erotic about being exposed like this, helpless and bound, with someone able to see the most private part of me. I suddenly smelled cigarette smoke, and realized Ivy was right behind me. Was she admiring my ass while having a smoke? How much of my asshole could she really see? A hell of a lot more than I’d ever seen myself, that was for sure, since I could sense just how much my cheeks were spread apart due to the position I was in. Did she…like what she was seeing? The, uh, shape? The color?

Fuck. I had no idea what my own asshole looked like!

A faint thump pulsed through the floor—probably her crushing down her cigarette.

“Ready, Carrie?”

“I-I think so, Mistress…”

I had no idea what was coming up next, but that was a big fat lie. Because there was only one reason she had bared my virgin asshole and got me bent over like this…

I was about to get fucked. Literally.


CHAPTER 10

Ivy’s hands lowered slowly onto my ass. Her weight leaned in, adding pressure on my spine. Something wet and hard grazed my back entrance. My heart thrummed. Wait...did she...holy shit...what was that?

“Mistress,” I choked out desperately. 

My heart was sinking. Had all this been an elaborate ruse? Was there someone else in the room with us? Had Ivy tricked me...dressed me up so that some man could stick his nasty dick in my ass?

“It’s a fucking dildo, idiot,” she said as if she’d read my thoughts. “Now stop shivering or it won’t go in.”

I found myself believing her. I had to. My hands were clammy. I was staring into a dark, unknown world as I felt the tip of something slimy brush against my sensitive hole. I tried to ease my mind. Loosen my muscles. But it was all useless. My body felt tight, tighter even as the long, wet thing penetrated me. 

Ivy sighed happily as she started to thrust. I smashed my nose into the carpet—which felt weirdly soggy and gross— trying to breathe through the pain. 

Was this really happening? None of it felt real.

The dildo dove deeper into me, making me whimper in shame. I had no idea why, but even through the shame, what Ivy was doing to me felt so erotic. She was taking my virginity only to fuck me in the ass. It was a deal with the devil…because it was starting to feel pretty good…

“Oh, Jesus...” I whimpered, except this time it wasn’t out of shock. 

I heard Ivy’s breath hitch. She apparently liked hearing that. “Does my cock hurt a lot, virgin?”

I had a feeling she wanted me to say yes. “Yes, Mistress…”

She tugged on my wig sharply, my neck snapping up. “Don’t fucking lie to me, sissy, or you’re going to feel real pain soon.” She punctuated her words with a harsh thrust, sending both pain and pleasure shooting through me. 

“You like this, don’t you? You like being fucked in your ass while looking all sexy and tied up like that? You like tempting me? Baring your cute little asshole for me to see until I had no choice but to bring out my cock?”

Oh. God. Fuck. 

“You look so pretty, Carrie. Letting me use you like you don’t even have a brain inside you. God, your asshole is so fucking tight. But don’t worry, baby, Mistress is going to fix it for you. You’re not a virgin anymore…soon, you’ll be able to take two cocks in your pretty white ass…then three…then ten! God, I know you can see it too. Oh, fuck. I can’t wait to break you like that…hear you moan with pain…”

The world as I’d known it had faded away. Every single one of my problems—the colossal debt, my stupid brother, my demanding clients, my anxiety, the danger I was facing—it had all disappeared. Ivy was fucking me hard and it was bliss. 

I moaned. Except I moaned like a girl. I didn’t even have to think about it, because I was so close to the peak…

“Let go,” Ivy whispered. “Let me hear you cry like that while you cum. Cum hard with my cock in your ass.”

I moaned again. My knees shook. My ass trembled. Shame and pleasure burst inside me as I opened myself even wider for Ivy. 

“Show me. Show me you’re my sissy. Show me how much you love submitting to me.”

The tension in my balls grew. My cock hurt. And then I came, and it was such a beautiful release I saw fireworks in the darkness. I spurted straight into Ivy’s palm, which was coiled around my privates, and when I was done she dragged my jizz back over my ass crack, making me cry in shame. 

Ivy let go of me, and I smashed straight to the floor, as limp as a doll.

Her laughter rang in my ears.


CHAPTER 11

When the laughter died, my blindfold was taken off me. Light flooded over my face, and I blinked. Ivy was looking down at me. I met her eyes, expecting to see hatred or spite or anger, but they were soft and almost tender.

She bent down and got rid of the ties binding my arms together, then mouthed, “Go.”

I blinked, opened my mouth to speak, then remembered my instructions and clamped my mouth shut again. 

She smirked. “You can speak now, sissy.” 

“Go?” I echoed. 

Ivy stood up and unlocked the motel room door, throwing it wide open. A breeze blew in. Outside, it was evening, the sky cloudless, but all was quiet. 

“Get out.”

I inhaled. The dildo that had been inside me was still between her legs, held together by a harness. This was the woman I’d surrendered myself to, and she looked so oddly powerful with a cock. I teetered between logic and desire, until finally one won over me. “I…I want to stay with you,” I said pathetically.

Ivy folded her arms. “I’m giving you a lifeline, sissy,” she said sharply. “You don’t have much time. Frankie isn’t here, so just leave and stay somewhere else for a couple of days. Just go.”

“But…but what about the debt?” I asked, my mind whirling. 

“I’ll take care of it,” she said. “Now fucking go…before I fucking change my mind!”

I stood up. I knew the logical thing to do was run out of here and never look back. So why weren’t my legs moving? Why did my knees feel so weak? I flipped my long curly hair and looked pleadingly at her. She’d just fucked the shit out of me. Taken my virginity. Did she know how I felt? Did she have any idea that my asshole was still throbbing for her? That I was…falling for her?

“What if I stayed?” I asked quietly.

“Then you’re fucking stupid. Do you know what Frankie has in plans for you?”

“You never told me, so how am I supposed to know?”

She glared at me, and for a second I thought she’d stomp over and strike me across the face again. But her face was tense. Like sex was now the furthest thing on her mind. “Put two and two together, stupid,” she said. “This isn’t your grandmother’s book club. We’re a gang. Paying back your debt means you’re going to have to do something big. Sometimes the things we do are disgusting. They’ll make your skin crawl. I know you and it’s not for you. You won’t make it out alive.”

I swallowed. I was dancing with the devil now, but I didn’t have the strength to worry. Or be anxious. I’d been that a thousand times before, and it was time to do something different. 

“I don’t care,” I whispered. “At least I’ll get to be with you.”

What the hell are you doing to yourself, Corey?

“You deserve a spanking,” Ivy hissed. 

“Spank me then.” I sank to my knees, feeling the fire spark between us again. “Fuck me.”

“Don’t do this to me.”

“Do me.”

“You’re fucking stupid, do you know that?”

“It’s what you do when you love someone.”

Ivy laughed scathingly. She looked just about ready to spit venom at me. “You don’t fall in love with someone in a day, fool.” She seemed pretty angry at me. I started to speak, but then she just unstrapped her harness, turned on her heels and stormed out, locking the door behind her. 

She didn’t come back again. 
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CHAPTER 12

I didn’t see Ivy the whole of next day. I was trapped in my musty room with nothing to keep me company but my own thoughts, which were spiraling out of control. I knew I’d blown it. Why would she want to be around someone so clingy? So pathetic? So desperate? I was like the stereotypical girl who’d gotten annoyingly attached to the bad guy who’d fucked her once and bounced. Hadn’t she called me her victim, after all? 

But even though Ivy had turned my world upside down, given me a taste of what I’d missed out on all these years…she’d also given me an out. And I’d been stupid enough to refuse it. That was the worst part. How the fuck could I have been so stupid? Now I was well and truly fucked, and I had no one but myself to blame for it. 

No one visited me that day apart from Brick. He came in to deliver food and water, but that was really it. The last time he came he gave me some fresh clothes—‘fresh’ being all relative, of course. It was just an old pair of jeans and a T-shirt. When I changed out of my panties, bra, and nightie, and somehow managed to remove my wig, I felt sad. They were the only memories I had of Ivy, really. But it wasn’t like I could keep wearing them forever. So I folded them all up neatly and tucked everything—along with the dildo and harness she’d left behind—in the bottom drawer of the dresser for safekeeping. 

Things changed the next morning.

I had barely woken up when someone banged on my door. 

It was Brick again.

“Come with me,” he said. 

Fear gripped me, and in that moment I could only think of one thing for comfort. “Is…is…Ivy there?”

He shot me an irritated look. “No questions,” he snarled. 

I was taken up the cobblestone path back through to one of the many hallways, which ended on a different room this time. Fear soaked over me again as the door was blown open and I took in the interior. The room was built like a booth with a pebbled round table. Frankie was sitting in the middle, and several other gang members stood around him. Ivy was nowhere to be seen. The room was stuffy and all I could smell was dank sweat and alcohol.

“Pour me a drink, son,” Frankie said. 

There was nothing I could do but obey him. I poured him a glass of whisky and handed it to him, praying my strength was enough to hold the glass.

“Go ahead and pour yourself one too,” he said, his voice full of fake kindness.

“No, I’m uh…I’m fine…”

“So, considering you still haven’t told us where your brother is,” Frankie began. He was wearing so much jewelry they were shining like stars, and I noticed from his grip that his nails were painted black too. “I’ve been forced to consider alternative arrangements. I’ll tell you right now, you’re not going to like it, son.” His beady eyes were suddenly full of anger. “Do you know what we’ll do to you? We’ll make you a prostitute. That’s right. We’ll feed you to men who are dogs. You’ll be on your knees begging me to suck them off.” He looked down at his drink and smirked at himself in the reflection. “Looks like you’ve already been fucking one of us, so it shouldn’t be too bad, huh? Our pretty Ivy got your little asshole loosened up, isn’t that right?” He stared back at me. Low giggles erupted through the room, but Brick was laughing hard.

I started to stutter and shake. I’d been so stupid I couldn’t believe it. I’d been thinking with my dick and not my brain. I was going to be pimped out and it was all going to be my fault. I’d really been a fool for saying the ‘l’ word. It was clear she didn’t love me back. 

Frankie motioned for me to come closer. He grabbed me by the neck of my T-shirt and pulled me towards him. I stared into his cold eyes. I could almost hear his heart beating with anger. When he spoke, his spit flew over my face. “This is your last chance, motherfucker. Or I will make you suck this dick for the rest of your life.” He thrust my head towards his crotch and I stifled a scream, gasping for air, my head giddy and my guts churning, and then…

The door slammed open, making everyone in the room freeze. 

Frankie’s hand went limp and I slumped to the floor, my head twisting just enough to see who’d made an entrance. A man was being dragged in by two of Frankie’s men, both wearing smoked glasses. His curly hair flopped over his forehead like the ear of a golden retriever. He looked like a caveman that hadn’t shaved for a decade, and he was limping. His wild, dilated eyes darted around and caught mine.

A sound sparked in my throat. A cry for help that died as soon as it started. 

Because I couldn’t do anything, not right then, to help my battered brother. 


CHAPTER 13

I wasn’t allowed to witness what happened in that room after they dragged Alex in.  

Instead, I was sent back to my room, where I stayed curled up in bed, chewing on my knuckles while my mind went wild about my brother’s interrogation.

And then, a miracle happened. 

Ivy came to see me. She was accompanied by a short guy I’d never seen before. She dragged me out of my room, showing no trace of our history. There was no, hey, sorry for ghosting you or hey, remember me? I took your virginity or even you told me you loved me, how fucking pathetic! 

I was taken to the motel’s entrance where a car was parked by the curb. She said something to the short guy and he nodded, stepping back. 

“Get in the car,” she said. 

Because the short guy was still watching us, I got in the back. Ivy slid into the driver’s seat, and then we were off.

I had so many questions, but luckily I didn’t have to muster up the courage to ask them this time. After a short, tense silence, Ivy filled me in. It turned out Alex had had the money with him the whole time. He hadn’t lost it, or gambled with it. That had just been a cover story he’d fed me so he could set me up and have the Serpents come after me instead. While he hopped out of the country with the money in tow. 

Alex had lied to me in such a vile way.

I was angry, confused, and most of all, I felt betrayed. 

It wasn’t like this was anything different from what I’d expected of him. It was textbook Alex. But the fact that he’d taken it this far…

My brother was sick. 

“So, um, where are we going now?” I asked cautiously.

I saw Ivy smile from the rearview mirror. 

“Back home,” she said simply. 

At my apartment building, Ivy pulled to a stop. She tapped her nails on the steering wheel, apparently waiting for me to get off. She seemed different now, almost like she was treating me like a friend. I liked it. But there was a big bulge in my throat. My nerves frazzled as I steeled myself to push past the fear. 

“Aren’t you going to drop me off?” I asked.

Her face went flat. “No,” she said.

I tried not to show how disappointed I was. “Please. I’ll make you a coffee?”

Ivy sighed. “Fine.”

She turned into the visitor’s parking and opened the trunk so I could grab my belongings. What was left of it, anyways. I took a quick peek and it looked like most of my electronics had been destroyed.

“So, y’all aren’t going to chase me again, are you?” I laughed nervously as we went up the stairs.

Ivy laughed, but there was no humor in it. “Nope.”

Good, because that was all just a little traumatic, I wanted to say. 

“We’re cutting off ties for good,” she added.

I didn’t quite catch what she said, because I had noticed a small piece of paper that someone had slipped under my front door. It was a note from Rob. My heart warmed as I picked it up and pushed it inside my pocket. So he hadn’t forgotten me. 

I found myself feeling nervous again as I straightened the cushions on my couch before letting Ivy sit down. I made our coffees and sat down next to her. But it was awkward again. She barely spoke two words, and it seemed like her mind was somewhere else entirely. 

“Will I get to see you again?” I asked. 

She shook her head. “I think that’s the best for both of us.”

No! I thought. That can’t be. 

This has to have a happy ending. 

She took out her phone, her sharp brows furrowing as she thumbed through her messages. This is not going well at all. She wants to leave. 

“I, uh, guess I need to take a shower,” I said, giving her an out. 

But Ivy was still engaged with her phone. “Take one,” she said. “I’ll be here.”

“Oookay,” I said, surprised by that. 

I showered quickly, fully expecting Ivy to be gone by the time I got back. I was sure she’d been hoping to make a clean exit and get out of an awkward and clingy goodbye. So I was sighing when I walked out of the bathroom, holding my towel up with just two fingers, and shook my dripping hair like a wet dog.

Then I looked up and saw her. My jaw dropped. 

Ivy was naked on my bed, her clothes just a pile on the floor. I moved very slowly, my heart skipping faster and faster, feeling like I was walking through a dream. There was a naked girl on my bed. There. Was. A. Naked. Girl. On. My. Bed. For the first time ever. It was a huge shock to say the least. 

Ivy smirked at me as I ogled at her. Her breasts were as big as I’d pictured them, and they swooped upwards in perfect curvy cups. Her big brown nipples were already erect. Her hips, her legs, her shaved pussy…she was fucking divine. A goddess in the flesh. 

The fact that she was even letting me see her body felt like the biggest privilege. 

Ivy raised an arm in the air and turned over. She tossed her blonde hair from one side to the other, knowing fully well what she was doing. There was a tattoo running along the curve of her back—a long string of Japanese characters—and it made her seem taller than ever. And her ass. God, that ass. It was so big and rosy. I wanted to kiss it. Run my hands all over her cheeks and make out with them. 

“Thank you,” I finally said. “You’re so beautiful. I…thank you for showing me your beauty. You have no idea what that means to me.”

Ivy just laughed and said, “Get dressed, princess.”

She was pointing at her clothes at the foot of the bed. An excited shiver ran through me as I wore her things, one by one. At first I wanted to do it as quickly as possible, because I was impatient, but then I realized there was an art to transforming myself, an art that she’d taught me. Plus, I wanted to give these special items the attention they deserved.

The thong and bra went on first. Ivy’s thong fit me so much more better than the panties I’d worn the other day, and I had an easier time with the bra than I thought I would. Ivy looked like she was enjoying watching me, and, strangely enough, I felt comfortable in front of her. Comfortable and…comforted, knowing I could openly show just how turned on I was wearing her sexy clothes.

I completed the transformation with her short tennis skirt—similar to the one she’d had on the other day, except this one was black—plus her black tank top. Ivy ordered me to wear her heels, too, then asked me to fetch her shoulder bag from the living room. From the bag she took out her tube of lipstick and unrolled it. She dabbed the same blood-red color onto my lips and asked me to rub them together. Then she took out another tube that looked like hand lotion, except when she squirted a bit onto her hand I could see it was a very pretty pink color. She applied the liquid onto my cheeks, blending with the pads of her fingers, then she applied a little onto my eyelids too. Even though I couldn’t see myself, the makeup had given me an edgy yet feminine look—though I knew I’d never look as edgy as Ivy herself.

I swept a hand over my hair and joked in my light feminine voice, “Will I be rocking a pixie cut today, Mistress?”

Ivy shrugged and said, “I mean, it’s not like you look any less like a girl without a wig.” 

I blushed. 

“You still look like Carrie. My Carrie. My favorite.”

I melted right then. Victim or not, I wanted to be her favorite. Her dominance was so sexy. 

“Sissy, I want you to make me cum again,” she said.

I nodded. “Your wish is my command, Mistress.”

But when I tried to dive in between her legs to get a taste of her, she smacked me away and said sternly, “You’re not listening. Did I ask you to do that?”

I looked at her, confused. 

She gave me a piercing look, one that made the butterflies in my stomach return tenfold. “Did you forget, sissy? We do things my way.”

She pinned me down to the bed and straddled me. Her hand swept down my short skirt, her beautiful face full of lust. Then—to my shock—she lifted my skirt up and exposed my cock. 


CHAPTER 14

“Such a small, useless little cock,” Ivy murmured, staring at it intensely. “I know you’re a grower, but honestly…I’ve had so much better, sissy. I don’t know why I’m even wasting my time. You’re in the wrong body, do you know that? You should’ve been born a girl.”

I suppressed a groan. I loved the way she was talking to me, like she knew my soul. I’d always thought something was wrong with me, and maybe she was right. Maybe this was who I was meant to be and it was getting me so worked up. 

“Well, it’s a good thing I can do whatever I want to it,” Ivy said. “Because I’m gonna force you to make your teeny-weeny sissy pee-pee work for me.”

She started to fondle my cock, tweaking and jerking my pale mushroom head. It stiffened, so quickly it hurt. My heart was dancing around in my ribs like it was going to jump out of me at any moment. What was she going to do? Give me a handjob? Blow me? She was so unpredictable it was crazy. 

Ivy let go of my cock and descended onto my pelvis. My cock brushed against her lower lips, the head caressing her wetness, and I groaned. The feeling was electrifying. My head spun while a thousand wings flapped and swirled inside me. Was she going to…? Were we going to…?

“Don’t move,” she said. 

I held back, trying to stop myself from trembling. Ivy pressed down until her pussy had swallowed my entire length. I couldn’t believe just how good it felt, with her on top of me, my cock rising into her from beneath my skirt. It was an act that was supposed to be manly, yet I didn’t feel like a man at all. I was Carrie, and I was serving my Mistress. I was a girl, a girl with a cock, yes, but still a girl who wore lipstick and eyeshadow and wore heels for the woman she loved. I’d never felt so feminine. 

We stayed still just like that, even though every cell in my body wanted me to thrust upwards and fuck her. Ivy was getting wetter and wetter, staring down at me, her eyes glinting with ruthless lust. To go against my instincts was torture, and she knew that. She wanted me to suffer.  

This wasn’t about me, though. This was all about serving her, though I could’ve easily orgasmed just laying there beneath her, with my parts inside her. 

Then she started to ride me. 

I puffed out an excited breath. I couldn’t believe I was having vaginal intercourse for the first time like this, as a sissy. Ivy lay all her weight on my arms as she lifted her ass up slightly and started to twerk with my cock still inside her. The friction was making me weak in the knees, and when I involuntary began to jerk upwards, my body wanting to help her, she hissed and instantly locked my wrists with hers, reminding me who was in charge. I wasn’t fucking anyone here. She was the one calling all the shots. 

“No,” she said. “Let me use you, sissy. I own your fucking cock and I’m going to do whatever the hell I want to with it.”

I was trapped—trapped with nothing to do except watch Ivy’s gorgeous body bounce on mine and feel the pleasure in dizzying waves. I was close to exploding. But I clenched my teeth, knowing she had to cum first. I was hyperventilating from trying to hold back. I wanted so badly to touch her and kiss her, but she was pushing me down, her black nails striking against the side of my arms. Her arm flexed, boasting that terrifying serpent tattoo, its tongue targeting her victim. Me. And all I could do was stay still while she used my cock—essentially as a sex toy—to pleasure herself. 

“I want you to make me cum,” she moaned. 

Oh, shit. 

“Do it, sissy! Cum in my cunt. Be a whore for me and cry like a girl while you do.”

I was shaking so hard as I cried and filled her. Her pussy grew hot. It squeezed and pulsed around my cock, her orgasm milking me even further. She thrust my head roughly in between her breasts, and I knew what I had to do. I licked her big nipples, and bit them when she screamed at me. I was really in a dream, because could pleasure like this really exist? I’d never felt more connected to a person than I felt at that moment, while we came together, sweat dripping down both our faces, submitting to her even in my weakest moment.

Afterwards Ivy asked me to lick her, just like I’d done that day, to clean her up so she could get changed. When I was done she kissed me, on the lips, and said I’d been a good girl. 

“You like being my sissy?” she asked me huskily.

“You changed my life,” I said with a lump in my throat. 

I still had no idea how our story would end. When she climbed off my bed, I quickly realized she wanted her clothes back. I started to strip her top off, but Ivy shook her head and walked to my closet. She took out one of my T-shirts, sniffed it, and decided to wear it. She also pulled out a pair of clean trousers I’d once worn for work. She wore her hoodie and told me I could keep her clothes.

In the living room, she was just about to leave when she grabbed a pen that was on the floor and took my hand in hers. She scribbled something on my palm. 

“Bye, Carrie.” 

I smiled at her. Ivy smiled back. 

When she left, I sank to the couch and hugged myself. I looked down at my palm to see what she’d written on it. It was a number.

A grin spread across my face. I didn’t have a phone…but I guess I could work things out. 

I stood up and walked to my bedroom. The whole room still smelled of her, every corner full of her energy.  Her name ghosted through my mind like the hiss of a serpent. Ivy. I went to the bathroom and studied myself in the mirror. I did look pretty cute, with my rosy cheeks, red lips, and short black skirt. I twirled. The skirt slid up to show her thong, which was now wet with arousal. I never wanted to change out of her clothes. Ivy had sunk her teeth in and I was never going to be the same. I was no longer a virgin, and I was in love. Yes, in love. I didn’t care what anyone else said. 

For once. 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love,

Rae
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