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I sat on my dorm bed, controller in hand, trying to lose myself in the game while a thin thread of anxiety twisted through my gut. I’d forgotten to text my stepmom, Carla, “Happy Mother’s Day.” One careless oversight, and of course she freaked out. She went on and on over text about how rude and thoughtless it was of me to forget and about what an ungrateful brat. The words had truly enraged me; she had some nerve. After everything she’d done over the years, I couldn’t believe she would actually call me ungrateful. Carla was cruel and maybe even sadistic, taking almost every opportunity she could to demean or humiliate me. Years ago, she’d introduced “Natalie time,” forcing me into frilly dresses, makeup, and a sickeningly girly voice and mannerisms that I quickly became accustomed to. At first I was only forced to become Natalie as a punishment, but that was barely any relief considering she seemed to find an excuse to punish me almost every day. Sometimes, we both knew I had done nothing wrong, and it was obvious she was just making me dress up for her own entertainment. I hated her for it, but I also feared her. I knew how harsh her punishments could get, and how easily she could overpower me and yank me over her knee for a spanking if I dared refuse.

Being away at college had made me feel untouchable. She couldn’t reach me here, I’d told myself. So when she had the audacity to get angry with me over not texting her, I’d fired back with attitude, texting that she needed to relax and that she was being an uptight bitch over nothing. Her reply had been a simple “okay.” For a moment it had felt like a victory. But over the past few hours sitting alone in my room, that victory had dissolved. Anxiety had been building steadily, a cold certainty that I shouldn’t have talked back, that she was up to something.

I was still trying to push the worry down, thumbs working the controller, when a sharp knock sounded at the dorm door.

I paused the game, set the controller on the bed, and crossed the small room. I figured it was probably one of my friends or my roommate forgetting his key again. I turned the knob and pulled the door open.

My eyes bulged and my heart pounded against my chest.

Carla stood there in the hallway, arms crossed, holding a big shopping bag. Her face wore that familiar cruel and imperious look. She was dressed in a tight white low-cut blouse that showed off her D-cup boobs, black leather pants molded to her legs, a small black purse slung over one shoulder, and very high black heels. Big hoop earrings dangled from her ears, her long blonde hair falling over her shoulder, and she wore a full face of sharp, almost dominant-looking makeup finished with bright red lipstick.

My throat tightened. My fingers gripped the doorframe so hard the wood bit into my palm. All the color drained from my face as my pulse hammered wildly.

She looked me over slowly, then smirked, her red lips curving with satisfaction. “Aren’t you gonna invite me in, Natalie?”

I stood frozen in the doorway, heart slamming against my ribs. My voice came out small and shaky. “Um… come in, Carla.”

She brushed past me without a word, her high heels clicking sharply on the tile floor like little hammer blows. The scent of her perfume, something expensive, filled the small dorm room as she dropped the big shopping bag on the floor with a heavy thud and plopped herself down on my unmade bed like she owned the place. The mattress creaked under her weight. She crossed her leather-clad legs and looked at me with those sharp, expectant eyes.

“Your stuff is in the bag, little girl,” she said calmly. “Go shave and get changed.”

Still terrified but with a spark of anger rising in my chest, I swallowed hard. “I can’t.”

Carla’s expression went ice-cold. She slowly raised one perfectly arched eyebrow, saying nothing, just staring until the silence pressed down on me like a physical weight. My shoulders curved inward. My voice dropped, softer, almost pleading. “I’m supposed to go to a frat party at nine… it’s the frat I’m pledging. I have to be there.”

She stared at me for a long moment, her red lips pressed into a thin line, looking incredibly annoyed, like I had just said the most ridiculous thing imaginable. Then her voice came out sharp and menacing. “Now, Natalie. Unless you want me to do it for you.”

Every bit of pride inside me crumbled. My resolve slipped away in an instant, leaving only a hollow ache behind my sternum. I hung my head, staring at the floor as I accepted that tonight was going to be a very different kind of night than the one I had expected. Without another word I grabbed my room key, a towel, and the heavy shopping bag, then slipped out into the hallway.

The bathroom door clicked shut behind me. I stripped off my clothes quickly, the cool air raising goosebumps on my skin, and stepped into the shower. The water was hot, almost scalding, as I lathered and shaved my legs, arms, and armpits with practiced strokes. Years of this had made it fast, and since she’d forced me to be Natalie less than a month ago, the hair hadn’t grown back much. Still, every glide of the razor reminded me exactly how helpless I was.

I dried off with my towel, the rough fabric dragging over smooth, hairless skin. A deep sigh escaped me as I stood there, already dreading the walk back. I hoped desperately that no one would see me coming out of there wearing girls’ clothes.

I dug through the bag. The first thing I pulled out was a pair of panties I didn’t immediately recognize, shiny pink satin ones in a bikini style. I figured she must have bought them for today. When I turned them around to step into them, the white lettering across the ass caught the fluorescent light: daddy’s little bitch. My stomach twisted painfully. She was really trying to put me in my place, and it was working. I stepped into the cool, slippery satin anyway, feeling it hug my hips and cup my ass tightly, the words sitting right there against my skin like a brand of emasculation.

Next, I pulled out a lacy little white bralette. The delicate fabric scratched lightly as I pulled it on, the underwire pressing into my chest and the lace edging tickling my smooth skin. It barely covered anything the kind of thing meant more as lingerie than functional clothing. Then I pulled out the short pink pleated skirt she had packed for me. The moment I stepped into it and tugged it up, I began to panic, it was ridiculously short. The hem barely covered anything; the bottom curves of my ass cheeks peeked out from underneath, and I knew the slightest movement would flash the humiliating words on my panties to anyone behind me.

I dug through the bag looking for a top but found nothing. I was shocked and horrified when I realized that she actually expected me to wear the bralette as my top. It was so skimpy and ridiculous, it could never pass for actual clothing. I tried to take a deep breath and calm down, telling myself that this was actually a good thing: she had chosen these clothes for humiliation, not for public wear or passing as a girl. I reasoned that meant she probably had no intention of exposing me or taking me around campus like this. As I stood there trying to guess her intentions, it hit me. I didn’t have to do this. I could put my normal clothes back on and walk right into the dorm and tell her to leave. But the memory of Carla’s cold stare and the threat in her voice snapped me back into line fast.

I reached for the heels she had left me, very high white ones, around five inches. I slipped my feet into them, the straps tightening around my ankles as my balance shifted forward onto my toes. The height forced my posture to change instantly, hips tilting, ass pushing out slightly. I checked the bag again for my wig and felt another jolt of panic when I only found makeup. There was no wig in the bag. I realized that Carla must have kept it in her purse on purpose, so that I’d have to walk out of here looking like a crossdresser. The realization that I’d have to walk the hallway like this sent a shiver down my spine. My hands started trembling with fury and terror.

I turned to the mirror. The sight that stared back mortified me completely. Without the wig or makeup, it was obvious I was a boy. I looked like a very feminine twink. Between the tiny pink skirt that barely covered my ass, the lacey white bralette that left my entire petite torso on display, and the heels, I looked like a very girly gay boy getting dressed up all sexy for his boyfriend. My smooth, shaved legs looked long and ridiculous in the towering white heels. I blinked hard, fighting the sting behind my eyes, and took several deep, shaky breaths until I could calm myself enough to move.

Eventually I cracked the bathroom door open and peeked out. The hallway was empty. I grabbed the bag, took a breath, and stepped out. In the heels I could only manage a quick, girly little shuffle: short quick steps, hips swaying, hands held up for balance. The satin panties shifted with every movement, the skirt bouncing and threatening to flash anyone who opened their door. I reached my door, opened it quickly, and slipped inside.

A small sigh of relief left me as soon as the door clicked shut. Thankfully, no one had seen me.

Then I saw Carla still sitting on my bed, watching me with that cruel, victorious smirk on her bright red lips. She was clearly enjoying every second of my anxiety. Any trace of relief vanished instantly, replaced by a heavy, sinking dread that settled deep in my gut.

I took a few more hesitant steps inside on the towering white heels, the tiny pleated skirt swishing against my bare ass cheeks with every tiny movement, the satin panties sliding smoothly underneath.

Carla’s lips curved into a mocking smile as her eyes swept over me. “Well, well, look at the big macho man,” she purred. “I love that little outfit on you, honey.”

I hung my head, chin dropping toward my chest, the heat in my face spreading down my neck. I suddenly felt ridiculous for ever having thought I could stand up to her. My voice came out barely above a whisper. “Look Carla, I’m sorry…”

“No no, I don’t want to hear it, girly boy,” she cut me off sharply. “Go do your makeup and nails and then we’ll talk.”

Defeated, I picked up the bag and shuffled over to my desk. The heels forced my hips to sway more than I wanted as I sat down in front of the small mirror. I was practically an expert at this point. I started with primer, smoothing the cool liquid over my hairless face, then layered on foundation until my skin looked smooth and flawless. I dusted on the bright pink blush she’d brought, the color blooming across my cheeks like I was some blushing doll.

Just as I reached for the eyeshadow palette, Carla’s firm voice cut through the room. “Smokey eyes, Natalie. And I put false lashes in there for you too.”

I said nothing, too upset and shaken by her presence to respond. I picked the darkest shades and worked them across my lids, blending carefully into a sultry smokey look. The false lashes were next, thick and dramatic. I glued them on with practiced fingers, then winged out my eyeliner sharply. For lipstick I found only one tube, a shade Carla liked to call cocksucker red. I pouted my lips, overdrawing them slightly the way she had taught me, then filled them in carefully until they looked plump and glossy.

When I finally looked at myself in the mirror, the sight hit like a punch to the gut. My face was undeniably pretty, not to mention slutty-looking. The smokey eyes made them look huge and seductive, the pink blush gave me a constant embarrassed flush, and the shiny red lips screamed for attention. Without a wig or breast forms, the whole thing was even worse; I looked like a femboy, an extremely feminine but obviously male person trying to look slutty for male attention. I never in a million years thought I would be dressed like this in my own dorm, my space where I was supposed to be free of Carla and Natalie. The tiny sheer white lace crop bralette clung to my flat chest, my smooth midriff exposed, while the minuscule pleated skirt rode up my thighs. Every inch of me screamed girly, slutty, and emasculated.

Humiliation burned through me as I dug out the bright red nail polish. I started painting my nails finger by finger, the glossy red turning my hands into something delicate and pretty. Each stroke made my stomach twist tighter.

When I finished, I looked nervously toward the bed. “Um, Carla…”

“Blow on them till they’re dry, Natalie,” she said clearly still annoyed. “And make sure you look in the mirror while you do it… it’ll help you remember what you are.”

I obeyed, turning back to the mirror. I lifted my hands and began blowing gently on the wet polish, soft puffs of air fluttering across my glossy red nails. The feminine gesture combined with my humiliating reflection made me shrivel. I felt ridiculous. Pathetic. Less like a man than I ever had in my life. I wished more than anything I’d texted her Happy Mother’s Day.

When the polish finally dried, I shakily stood up. The heels clicked loudly as I rose.

Carla, still sitting on my bed with her legs crossed, glanced up from her phone, irritation clear on her face. “Did you put your perfume on, sissy?”

I quickly grabbed the pink bottle from the bag and sprayed myself generously. The sweet, feminine scent enveloped me, clinging to my skin and clothes.

I walked over to my bed very timidly and stood at attention in front of her, feeling utterly pathetic in my tiny outfit. Carla remained seated, legs crossed, scrolling on her phone with a clear look of smug satisfaction on her face.

She finally glanced up. “Knees. Now.”

Tears welled up in my eyes, threatening to spill and ruin the makeup. I blinked them back rapidly, refusing to let them fall and ruin my makeup, which I knew would enrage her. Coyly, I lowered myself to my knees in front of her, a picture of defeated submission.

I stayed on my knees as Carla sat up straighter on the bed, adjusting her body to face me directly. She let out a long, bored sigh, like this whole thing was barely worth her time. “Now you can apologize, Natalie.”

A mix of hate and fear churned together in my chest, making my throat tight. I couldn’t believe she was doing this, here of all places, where my roommate could walk in at any moment. I fought hard to keep the tears from spilling over my lashes. My voice came out shaky and broken. “I’m sorry, Carla. I’m really sorry. I should’ve texted you. You’ve done so much for me. And I should’ve never spoken back to you… I promise it’ll never happen again.”

I bowed my head afterward, staring down at my glossy red nails and smooth, hairless thighs, feeling like I had been castrated. The words tasted like ash in my mouth.

Carla looked down at me, clearly amused. “Those are really nice words, princess. But you know I have to punish you, right?”

Barely able to speak, I muttered, “Yes, I know.”

“Great,” she said, standing up slowly. She towered over me in her high black heels, the scent of her perfume wrapping around me as she continued. “Let me make this clear. Your punishment will begin the moment you get off the floor, understood?”

I knew there was no way out of this now. “Yes, Carla.”

She smirked at me expectantly, like she was about to say something she knew would hit hard. “Do you remember my friend…Yvonne?”

The name sent a jolt of terror through me instantly. Yvonne worked at a sex change clinic and had offered Carla female hormones for me more than once. My stomach clenched up as I began to tremble. “Yes,” I squeaked.

“Good. Well, here’s your punishment: if you don’t obey every single thing I tell you tonight and do so enthusiastically, I’m pulling you out of school and bringing you to Yvonne. She’d be more than happy to set you up with some testosterone blockers and estrogen. Her clinic also does breast and butt implants that I’d be more than happy to pay for. Once you have the body of a Brazilian model, I’ll send you over to my other friend, Ralph. He owns a strip club in the city and he’s always looking for new girls. Got it?”

I was horrified by what she was saying. I felt like it had to be a bluff, but she had never bluffed before, and I definitely knew that the part about Yvonne was true. My hands trembled violently against my thighs, the thought of becoming a stripper and having a woman’s body making me sick to my stomach. I couldn’t let that happen, I knew I had to do whatever she said. I stammered anxiously, “Yes Carla, I…I promise…I’ll do everything you say… and super enthusiastically.”

Carla smirked, her cherry red lips curving with satisfaction. “Good girl. You can start with your voice. This isn’t how my little Natalie talks.”

My lip quivered. I forced the high, breathy, girly voice I’d been trained to use over the years. “Yes, Carla. Sorry, Carla.”

She giggled. “That’s a good girl. Now stand up.”

Shaking with fear, I rose to my feet as quickly as I could, desperate to obey. The white heels pinched my toes and forced my ass to push out slightly, the pleated skirt brushing teasingly against the exposed lower curves of my cheeks. Carla looked me deep in the eyes, savoring every bit of my utter defeat and terror. She knew she owned me, and I knew it too. Then she walked over to my desk, snatched my room key and the bright red lipstick I was wearing, and dropped them into her purse.

“Alright, girly girl. Let’s go,” she said, striding toward the door.

I froze at the thought of stepping into the hallway like this, makeup heavy and slutty, no wig to disguise me, just my obvious boy face on this hyper-feminine body. But the threat she’d just laid out was so much worse. Trembling, I girlishly minced behind her toward the door.

Carla walked slowly down the hallway, her high heels clicking deliberately on the tile as if she wanted to savor every second of my dread. The tiny pleated skirt bounced with each mincing step I took, the cool air brushing against the exposed bottoms of my ass cheeks and the satin panties with their humiliating message. My glossy red lips felt sticky, the smokey eyeshadow and false lashes weighed heavily on my eyes, and the sweet feminine perfume clung to my skin with every movement.

Four familiar figures appeared ahead walking towards us: Jim, Sam, Rachel, and Leah. My heart seized. Leah was a girl on my floor that I’d had a crush on since orientation. We’d spoken a few times, but I never had the courage to ask her out or flirt with her. she was the last person I wanted to see me like this.

They all stopped dead in their tracks and stared.

Sam’s eyes widened. “What the fuck… Jack, is that you?”

I looked down at the floor, mortified, my cheeks burning under the layers of makeup. Words wouldn’t come. My throat had closed completely.

Carla’s voice rang out happily beside me. “She actually goes by Natalie now, isn’t that right, sweetie?”

I forced myself to glance up at their confused faces, then immediately looked back down in shame, unable to face them. In the high-pitched, girly voice she demanded, I mumbled, “Yes, Carla.”

Both guys immediately cracked up laughing. Leah’s voice cut through the laughter, soft and bewildered. “Jack…I mean, Natalie… is this what you want? I mean, I kinda got the sense that you had a thing for me. You seemed like a normal guy.”

Carla laughed lightly. “Sweetie, she’s been dressing up as Natalie since she was twelve years old. This isn’t new. You must’ve just misread the signals. Besides Natalie likes boys, right cupcake?”

Both girls stared at me intently, like they were in disbelief. I wanted to scream that it wasn’t true, that none of this was me, but the threat of Yvonne and the strip club loomed too large. Reluctantly, in that same humiliatingly feminine voice, I answered, “Yes, I like boys.”

“You see?” Carla said brightly. “She’s probably more interested in you two boys.”

My cheeks burned and my eyes immediately found the floor as the two of them erupted in hearty laughter again. I had never felt so deeply humiliated, not only were my floormates, including my crush, seeing me as a sissy, they now also thought I was gay. Any chance of ever asking out Leah was not effectively dead.

“We need to go though, guys,” Carla announced. “You can check in with Natalie later.”

She took my hand in hers, her grip firm and possessive, and led me down the hall toward the elevator, my heels forcing me into short, girlish steps that made the skirt flare and my ass cheeks peek out with every movement. The group’s eyes burned into my back the entire way, and I heard Rachel giggle as I walked away, “Did you see what it said on the back of his panties?”

Inside the elevator, as soon as the doors closed, tears welled up in my eyes and I started to sniffle, my lower lip trembling.

Carla looked down at me harshly. “You better not ruin your makeup, girl.”

I blinked rapidly, trying to force the tears back. My voice came out broken and small. “Sorry, Carla.”

Twenty minutes later I sat in the passenger seat of Carla’s car, the leather cool against the bare skin of my thighs where the tiny pink pleated skirt had ridden up. The sweet scent of my perfume filled the small space, mixing with the fainter smell of hers. As the car slowed and pulled up right in front of the loud, pulsing frat house I had been planning to pledge, I began to panic. My chest tightened, breaths coming fast and shallow until I was hyperventilating, the sheer white lace bralette rising and falling rapidly with my chest.

Carla seemed completely unfazed. She put the car in park and turned to look at me with a calm, almost nonchalant expression. “This is the frat you were planning on joining, right Natalie?”

My voice cracked with terror. “Yes, but please Carla, please don’t make me go in there.”

She stayed perfectly calm. “Okay. If you don’t want those boys to meet Natalie, I’m sure the men at the strip club would be happy to.”

The words ripped me back to the reality of her earlier threat. I immediately started begging, my glossy red lips trembling. “No Carla please, I’m sorry, I’ll go, I’ll go.”

She looked at me with pure disgust, her voice dripping with it. “I told you to obey everything I said and to be enthusiastic about it. If you want to go in there then you better convince me of how much you want all those boys in there to see how pretty you look.”

Completely broken and trapped, I forced my voice into its highest, breathiest girly tone and begged desperately. “Please, please let me go to the party Carla. I really want all the guys in there to see how cute I look in my new outfit. I love my new skirt, and I love my new panties…and I’m sure all the boys in there will too. Please! I want to show off my cute ass for them so bad. Please let me go Carla.”

Chuckling at my pathetic performance, Carla shook her head. “Alright, alright, I get the point Natalie. You’re a total sissy and a fag and want to show off for some real men. Come on then, let’s go.”

She opened the driver’s side door and stepped out. Mortified beyond words, I followed behind her on my towering white heels, the short skirt swishing and threatening to flash the words on my panties with every dainty step. But I knew I had no real choice.

The frat house was dark, bass-heavy music thumping through the crowded rooms while everyone drank and shouted over the noise. The second Carla pulled me inside, eyes started landing on me from every direction. My face burned under the heavy makeup as I felt completely exposed, the tiny pleated skirt barely covering anything and my smooth legs on full display in the white heels.

Carla grabbed my hand and tugged me forward quickly. The sudden movement made my short skirt flutter up behind me, cool air rushing across my ass. I heard a girl’s voice right behind us giggle, “Cute panties,” and my cheeks flared even hotter beneath the pink blush.

Eventually Carla spotted Kevin, the frat president, standing with a few of the other guys. She pointed them out and asked, “Is that the president?”

I nodded timidly. “Yes.”

She dragged me over with a bright smile on her face. “Hello boys, great party you’re throwing here.”

All of them were smirking and chuckling as they looked me up and down. Kevin grinned wide at Carla. “Thanks… so what’s the deal here, lady?”

Carla grinned at me first, then turned back to him. “The deal is my little sissy stepson Natalie here, or Jack as you may know her, was planning on pledging your frat.”

One of the guys behind Kevin burst out laughing. “I don’t think that’ll be happening.”

I looked down in shame, staring at the floor as the reality set in that my brief social life as a normal guy was definitively over.

Carla continued smoothly, “Yeah, I figured… but I had another idea that you guys might be interested in.”

Kevin smirked. “What might that be?”

Carla looked at me and grinned, like she was about to drop a bomb, and then she did. “Well, Natalie here will be attending school full time as a girl from now on.”

The words landed like a slap. I stared at her in utter disbelief and shock, trying to process what she had just said. It didn’t feel real.

She continued nonchalantly, like she hadn’t just casually revealed something that would change my entire life for the next four years. “She’ll be growing her hair out and possibly taking hormones and getting some plastic surgery. I figured with all you manly men living here, you could use a little feminine energy in the frat… how do you feel about having a house girl? Your own personal sissy maid…”

I was trembling hard now, humiliation and fear twisting through every inch of me as I began to have hot flashes. I thought I might faint, completely helpless and vulnerable as all the guys stared openly at me like I was something they were considering buying.

Kevin crossed his arms. “What’s in it for us?”

Carla answered easily. “Oh, she cooks, she cleans, she’s extremely obedient, and if you boys treat her right, I’ll make sure she gives at least three blowjobs a week. You guys can decide who gets them.”

The guys all perked up with obvious excitement. My stomach churned at the thought of having to suck them off and serve as their personal maid every single day. I desperately hoped they would turn the offer down.

Kevin tilted his head. “This sounds a little too good to be true… what’s the catch?”

“No catch really,” Carla said. “I just need you to make sure she’s being her girliest, prettiest self every day. I’ll do most of the work, I just need you guys to help keep an eye on her…keep her in line if she forgets she’s a sissy.”

All the guys were looking way too excited. Kevin nodded. “Alright, alright, we’re definitely interested. But how do I know she’ll listen?”

Carla smiled. “Oh, she’s very submissive, aren’t you Natalie?”

Fighting back the tears stinging my eyes as I began to realize this was really happening, I answered shakily, “Yes, Carla.”

She grabbed my arm and yanked me forward. “And if she’s really acting up you can spank her… Watch. Turn around and bend over, Natalie.”

A single tear rolled down my cheek, cutting through the makeup. I obediently turned around and bent over, hands on my knees, pushing my ass out toward them. The tiny miniskirt rode all the way up, completely exposing my pink satin panties and the words daddy’s little bitch stretched across my ass for the entire group to see.

The guys all cracked up instantly, loud and rowdy:

“Damn, daddy’s little bitch, huh? Who’s your daddy, bitch?”

“She’s actually got a pretty nice ass. I’d hit that.”

“Bro, she’s literally wearing a sign…she wants this.”

Carla laughed right along with them, clearly delighted. “Now watch this,” she said, and brought her hand down hard on my ass with a loud smack. The sting bloomed across my skin, but after hundreds of spankings from her I stayed perfectly still, bent over and trembling only slightly.

“Go on, boys,” she encouraged. “Give her a proper welcome. Show her who’s boss.”

One by one they stepped up. Each slap was much harder than Carla’s, their big hands cracking loudly against my barely covered ass. The force jolted through my whole body, making the satin panties wedge tighter between my cheeks and the short skirt bounce uselessly as I whimpered pathetically with each one. By the time the last guy finished, several more tears had slipped down my cheeks, cutting tracks through my blush and makeup. I felt completely broken, hollowed out, defeated.

“Alright, sissy,” Carla said brightly. “Stand up straight and thank these gentlemen for spanking you.”

I rose shakily on the white heels, the tiny skirt falling back into place but still barely covering my ass. Trembling, I murmured in my high, breathy voice, “Thank you for spanking me, gentlemen.”

The entire group lost it, whooping and laughing even harder. I felt utterly pathetic standing there in front of them, thanking them for my degradation like I wanted it. I could feel inside that my days of feeling like a man were long gone.

Kevin wiped tears of laughter from his eyes and grinned at Carla. “Alright, we’ll definitely take her.”

“Perfect,” Carla replied. “I’ll come by her dorm tomorrow to drop off the rest of her stuff and get rid of all her boy clothes, then I’ll pick her up from here and take her to get her hair done and get her a sexy little maid’s uniform so you boys can enjoy it while she cooks and cleans for you.” She turned and gave me a cruel smile, then looked back at Kevin. “She’s all yours. Feel free to take her up on that blowjob offer.” She gave me one last look. “I’ll see you tomorrow, sissy,” before turning on her heel and walking out.

I stood there in horror, still trembling as the reality settled over me.

Kevin took my hand, his grip warm and firm. “Come on, sissy.” He led me through the crowded, noisy party and up the staircase, my heels clicking loudly on every step. As we climbed he asked, “It’s Natalie, right?”

Tears streaming down my face, I answered softly, “Mhm.”

When we reached his room he sat on the edge of his bed and patted the spot next to him. I gingerly lowered myself down, the short skirt riding up again as I sat.

“Don’t worry, Natalie,” he said. “No one’s gonna force you to suck their dick, and I’m not gonna let any of the brothers hurt you. But you will have to be a good girl for us and do your best to look pretty and act feminine every day from now on. You’re gonna have to cook, clean, and do whatever else we say. Also, if you don’t wanna suck dick, that’s fine, but if that lady you came in with finds out…”

Horrified at what Carla would do if she found out, the words tumbled out automatically. “I’ll suck your dick. I promise. I want to.”

Kevin smiled, patting my smooth, hairless thigh. “You know she said three blowjobs a week…if you want, you can give them all to me. You don’t have to. I just figure that’d be better than blowing a bunch of guys. And obviously I don’t mind.” He chuckled, then looked at me kindly. “What do you think?”

I nodded timidly, too overwhelmed to speak, but grateful he wasn’t forcing me to do anything and wasn’t being mean or abusive.

He smiled at me the way you do when you’re trying to cheer a child up. “You okay?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered.

“Good girl,” he cooed as he pulled me gently into his lap, one arm wrapping around my waist and settling on my panties while his other hand stroked slowly through my short hair. His palm rubbed soothing circles over my still-stinging ass, tracing the satin panties. It was strangely calming after everything that had happened, and despite everything, I felt oddly safe around him. He whispered, “you’re really pretty, you know.”

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, pressing closer against his chest in a haze of defeat and submission. My mind felt fuzzy, unable to think straight anymore. I slipped deeper into a sort of submissive autopilot, the weight of my new life pressing down on me as I nestled against him, my hand almost involuntarily slipping down between his legs and massaging his growing manhood over his jeans.

The End.
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