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Chapter 1: The Rabbit Hole

Noah Thompson sat cross-legged on his dorm bed, laptop balanced on his knees, scrolling through the news feed with mild curiosity.

The headline had been everywhere for days:

“Sissy Ownership Act Passes: New Regulations for White Males Presenting as Sissies”

He clicked the article, telling himself he was just staying informed. As a 19-year-old sophomore studying computer science, he liked understanding how the world worked. That was all.

The law was sweeping. Any white male who consistently presented as feminine — wearing women’s clothing in public, using sissy identifiers online, or attending sissy events — now had to be formally registered under a Black male guardian or owner for legal and financial purposes. Renting an apartment, signing contracts, even getting certain jobs now required owner approval.

Noah’s eyes widened as he read further. It was real. This wasn’t some fringe proposal anymore. It was law.

Curious, he clicked on a link titled “Full Text and Requirements.” The page loaded with dense legal language. He scrolled, skimming sections about registration processes, mandatory sissy parties for unregistered individuals, and “rehabilitation programs.”

Then, without thinking, he clicked on a related suggested article titled “Understanding the Sissy Lifestyle in 2050.”

The page auto-loaded with images.

The first thumbnail hit him like a punch: a slim white boy in full makeup, wearing nothing but pink lingerie and a collar, kneeling submissively. The title above it read: “Beginner Sissy Training – From Curious to Owned.”

Noah’s breath caught. He knew he should close the tab. Instead, his cursor hovered… and clicked.

The video started automatically.

A soft, feminine voice narrated over slow-motion footage of a boy transforming — panties, makeup, heels, then being used by a much larger Black man. The captions were filthy. The boy moaned in a high, practiced voice as he was fucked.

Noah’s cock hardened instantly in his sweatpants.

“Fuck,” he muttered, slamming the laptop shut.

His face burned with shame. He felt gross. Disgusted with himself. Why did that turn him on? He wasn’t gay. He wasn’t a sissy. It was just… some weird porn thing. A one-time lapse.

He opened the laptop again, determined to fix it. He quickly searched for regular straight porn — a popular video of a curvy brunette riding a guy. Safe. Normal.

He stroked himself urgently, trying to focus on the woman’s breasts and moans. It worked, but his mind kept flashing back to the pink lingerie, the collar, the submissive whimpering…

He came hard, but the orgasm felt hollow. Guilty.

Noah wiped himself clean and closed every tab, breathing heavily.

“That’s enough,” he said out loud. “Never again.”

But even as he said it, he could still see the image of the collared boy burned into his mind.

And somewhere deep down, a tiny, dangerous voice whispered:

What if you tried it… just once?

Chapter 2: The Pull

The next day, Noah couldn’t stop thinking about the article.

During lunch with his friends in the campus cafeteria, the conversation inevitably turned to the new Sissy Ownership Act.

“Dude, this is insane,” his roommate Tyler said, scrolling on his phone. “They’re actually making it law. If you get caught dressing up or whatever, you have to have a Black owner to do anything. Rent an apartment, get a job, open a bank account… it’s wild.”

Another friend, Jake, laughed nervously. “Yeah, basically if you go full sissy, you’re legally someone’s property. No going back.”

Noah stayed quiet, pushing his food around his plate. The research he had done yesterday kept flashing through his mind — the images, the videos, the submissive moans. He felt a strange heat rising in his chest.

By the time he got back to his dorm room that evening, the curiosity had become unbearable.

He told himself he would just look for a minute. Research. Nothing more.

He typed “sissy hypno” into the search bar, telling himself it was to understand what people were talking about.

The first video that loaded was titled “Beginner Sissy Training – Makeup & Submission.”

Noah’s hand hovered over the mouse. He pressed play.

Soft, hypnotic music filled his headphones. A feminine voice whispered affirmations as swirling pink patterns filled the screen. “You are a pretty girl… you crave cock… you need to be owned…”

Then the video transitioned.

A beautiful platinum blonde sissy was sitting at a vanity, carefully applying mascara and lipstick… while slowly riding a thick Black cock. The man was off-camera except for his powerful thighs and the heavy shaft disappearing into the sissy’s ass. The sissy moaned softly between instructions, voice breathy and feminine.

“See how I blend the eyeshadow here…? Mmm… keep your hips moving just like that… good girls stay nice and full while they get pretty…”

Noah’s cock was rock hard in seconds. He stroked himself slowly, unable to look away. The sissy’s breasts bounced gently as she rode, her makeup becoming more perfect even as she was fucked. The contrast, the submission, the soft voice teaching while being used — it was overwhelming.

He was so close. His hand moved faster.

Right before he could cum, Noah slammed the spacebar, pausing the video.

“Fuck… no,” he gasped, breathing hard.

He quickly closed the tab, heart pounding with shame and guilt. He felt gross again. Disgusted with himself.

To “reset,” he opened a new tab and searched for regular straight porn. He found a video of a busty woman riding a guy and stroked himself urgently, trying to focus only on her. He came hard, but the orgasm felt forced and unsatisfying. The images of the sissy riding while doing her makeup lingered in his mind even as he finished.

Noah wiped himself clean and closed his laptop, lying back on his bed with a heavy sigh.

“This has to stop,” he muttered to the ceiling. “I’m not like that. I’m not.”

But even as he said the words, he could already feel the pull returning — quiet, persistent, and growing stronger.

Chapter 3: Casual Conversation

A few days later, Noah was hanging out with Sophie — the cute brunette from his Intro to Psychology class who he’d been crushing on for months.

They were in her dorm room, studying for an upcoming exam. Or at least pretending to. Sophie was sitting cross-legged on her bed in shorts and a tank top, while Noah tried not to stare too obviously at her legs.

The conversation drifted, as it often did lately, to the new Sissy Ownership Act.

“I actually think it’s kind of hot in a weird way,” Sophie said casually, twirling a pen between her fingers. “Like… having a sissy best friend. Someone soft and pretty who you can dress up and play with. Maybe fool around with sometimes when you’re bored. No drama, no weird guy ego. Just a cute little toy who knows his place.”

Noah’s stomach did a flip. He tried to keep his voice steady.

“You… you’re serious?”

Sophie shrugged with a mischievous smile. “Yeah. I’ve seen some videos. The way they get all dolled up and submissive? It’s hot. I wouldn’t mind having one as a bestie. Especially if he’s really into it. Imagine having a sissy who does your makeup while you ride his face or something.”

Noah’s cock twitched hard in his jeans. He shifted uncomfortably, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

The image burned into his brain.

That night, back in his own dorm room, Noah couldn’t resist.

He told himself he was just curious. He searched for “sissy makeup tutorial” again.

The first result that loaded was even more explicit than before.

A pretty sissy with long blonde hair and full makeup was sitting on a thick Black cock, slowly riding it while facing the camera. She was carefully applying eyeliner, her voice breathy and feminine as she gave instructions.

“Make sure you keep your hips moving… just like this… while you blend the shadow… good girls stay full while they get pretty…”

Her breasts bounced gently with every roll of her hips. The wet sounds of her riding mixed with her soft teaching voice. She moaned cutely every few seconds but never stopped the tutorial.

Noah’s hand slipped into his pants almost on its own. He stroked himself slowly at first, then faster, eyes glued to the screen. The combination of the feminine beauty routine and the raw submission was devastatingly effective.

He was right on the edge when the sissy looked directly into the camera and whispered:

“Are you touching yourself, pretty girl? Good… cum with me…”

Noah slammed the laptop shut at the last second, breathing hard.

He didn’t cum.

Instead, he quickly opened straight porn again — a generic scene of a woman getting fucked — and finished to it, feeling guilty and unsatisfied.

He lay on his bed afterward, staring at the ceiling, heart still racing.

Why does that turn me on so much? he thought. I’m not supposed to want that.

But the images wouldn’t leave his mind.

The sissy’s soft voice. The way she rode while doing her makeup. Sophie’s casual comment about wanting a sissy best friend.

Noah closed his eyes, trying to push it all away.

He was losing the battle.

And a small, terrifying part of him was starting to enjoy it.

Chapter 4: Caught

Noah was in Sophie’s dorm room again two days later, ostensibly to study. They were sitting side by side on her bed, laptops open, when Sophie reached over to grab his computer to look something up.

She froze.

Her eyes widened as she saw his recent search history still open in a tab:

​●​       sissy makeup tutorial riding

​●​       beginner sissy hypno

​●​       sissy training while getting fucked

Sophie’s lips parted in surprise, then slowly curved into a delighted, mischievous smile.

“Oh my god, Noah…” she whispered, voice filled with excitement rather than judgment. “You’ve been watching this stuff?”

Noah’s face turned bright red. He tried to snatch the laptop back, but Sophie held it away, already clicking on the most recent video.

“Wait— Sophie, don’t—”

Too late.

The video started playing. The same pretty sissy was riding a thick Black cock, slowly bouncing while carefully applying lip gloss and giving soft, breathy instructions.

Sophie’s eyes sparkled. She shifted closer to Noah, her hand resting on his thigh.

“Shhh… let’s watch it together,” she murmured, clearly turned on. “This is really hot.”

Noah was mortified, but his cock was already rock hard. Sophie noticed immediately. With a soft giggle, she slid her hand into his sweatpants and wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly as they watched the video.

The sissy on screen moaned cutely while continuing her makeup tutorial, hips rolling sensually.

“Good girls stay nice and full while they get pretty…” the sissy whispered.

Sophie stroked Noah faster, her grip firm and teasing. She leaned in and whispered in his ear, “You like this, don’t you? Watching a sissy get fucked while she does her makeup?”

Noah could only whimper, hips twitching into her hand. The combination of Sophie’s touch and the hypnotic video was too much.

As the sissy on screen started riding faster and moaned, “Are you touching yourself, pretty girl? Good… cum with me… cum for me right now…”

Sophie tightened her grip and stroked him perfectly in rhythm.

“Now, Noah,” she whispered hotly. “Cum for her.”

Noah groaned and came hard, spurting into Sophie’s hand and all over his stomach. The orgasm was intense and humiliating, especially with Sophie watching his face the entire time.

When he finally stopped shaking, Sophie pulled her hand out, smiling sweetly. She slipped her own pink panties off under her skirt, then handed them to him.

“Here. Put these on. I want you to wear my panties home tonight.”

Noah hesitated, but Sophie’s excited expression left little room for argument. He slid them on, the warm, slightly damp fabric hugging his spent cock.

Sophie kissed his cheek.

“I have to go plan some things,” she said mysteriously, eyes bright. “But this is going to be so much fun. Text me later, okay?”

She left him sitting there in her panties, mind spinning, heart racing, and already wondering what she was planning.

Chapter 5: Girly Best Friend

The next afternoon, Sophie texted Noah to meet her at a quiet café on campus. When he arrived, still wearing her pink panties under his jeans, she was already sitting at a corner table with two iced lattes.

Sophie smiled brightly as he sat down, but there was a playful, mischievous glint in her eyes.

“I’ve been thinking about yesterday,” she said softly, keeping her voice low. “And I promise — I’ll keep your secret. As long as you want me to. I won’t tell anyone.”

Noah let out a shaky breath of relief. “Thank you. Seriously.”

“But…” Sophie leaned in closer, her smile turning sweet but firm. “There’s a condition. Anytime I want to do girly things — you know, stuff I’d normally do with my girlfriends like shopping for clothes, getting nails done, trying makeup, gossiping, whatever — you’re coming with me instead. You’re my new girly best friend now.”

Noah’s face heated up instantly. “Sophie… I’m not—”

“You don’t have to be fully girly yet,” she interrupted gently, but her tone left no room for argument. “Just come with me when I ask. Deal?”

He hesitated for a long moment, then nodded slowly. “Deal.”

Sophie’s smile widened. She reached into her bag and pulled out a small, neatly wrapped package, sliding it across the table.

“As a little starter gift… since you’re still technically a ‘man’ and all.” She giggled. “A 7-day pack of lacy boyshorts. One for every day of the week. They’re super cute and comfy. I want you wearing them from now on instead of your boring guy underwear.”

Noah stared at the package, mortified but unable to say no. He could already imagine how they’d feel — soft lace hugging him all day.

“Thank you,” he mumbled, quickly stuffing the package into his backpack.

Sophie reached across the table and squeezed his hand.

“This is going to be so much fun, Noah. You’ll see.”

As they finished their drinks, Sophie was already planning their first “girly outing” for the weekend — a trip to the mall to look at clothes.

Noah walked back to his dorm with her panties still on underneath his clothes and a new pack of lacy boyshorts in his bag, feeling the slow, terrifying pull of something he wasn’t sure he could stop anymore.

Chapter 6: Private Fitting

Saturday afternoon, Sophie dragged Noah to “Lace & Desire,” an upscale lingerie boutique known for its luxurious private fitting rooms.

“I rented the big showroom for two hours,” she said excitedly, swinging her shopping bag. “It’s usually for bachelorette parties so the bride can try on wedding night stuff with her friends. Perfect for us.”

Noah’s stomach was in knots as they were led to a spacious, mirrored private room with plush seating, soft lighting, and a full wall of mirrors.

Sophie locked the door behind them.

“Sit down and watch,” she told him with a playful grin.

She started trying on lingerie.

One piece after another.

A sheer black babydoll that made her nipples clearly visible. A tiny red lace teddy that barely covered anything. A white bridal-style corset set with garters. Each time she came out of the changing area, she posed for him, turning slowly, asking his opinion.

Noah was painfully hard within minutes. His cock strained against the lacy boyshorts Sophie had given him, leaking steadily into the soft fabric.

“You’re getting so turned on,” Sophie teased, noticing the bulge. “Look at you. Sitting there all flustered while I play dress-up.”

After she’d tried on several more pieces, Sophie turned to him with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes.

“Your turn.”

Noah froze. “Sophie… I can’t—”

“Come on,” she cooed, pulling him toward the rack. “Just try a few. For me? I want to see how they look on you.”

She picked out the girliest, sluttiest pieces she could find:

A hot pink micro-babydoll with white lace trim and a tiny matching thong. A sheer baby-blue teddy with heart cutouts over the nipples. A slutty black lace bodysuit that snapped at the crotch.

Noah was mortified, but Sophie’s excited energy made it impossible to say no. He changed behind the small screen with trembling hands.

When he stepped out in the hot pink babydoll and thong, Sophie’s eyes lit up.

“Oh my god, Noah… you look so cute.”

The outfit was ridiculously feminine. The babydoll barely covered his ass, and the tiny thong framed his leaking cock obscenely. His face was burning red. He was so embarrassed he wanted to sink into the floor.

Sophie circled him slowly, admiring every angle in the mirrors.

“Look at you leaking already,” she whispered, gently brushing her fingers over the front of the thong. “You’re making such a mess. That’s so hot.”

Noah was painfully hard and dripping. The humiliation mixed with the soft lace against his skin was overwhelming.

Sophie made him try on two more outfits, taking photos on her phone (promising to keep them private). By the time they were done, Noah was a flustered, leaking mess.

“You have to buy at least one,” Sophie said firmly. “You can’t try all these on and not get something. I think the pink babydoll and thong set is perfect for you.”

Noah, too embarrassed to argue, ended up buying the pink set — along with the black lace bodysuit — using money he’d been saving for textbooks.

As they left the store, Sophie slipped her arm through his, smiling brightly.

“This is just the beginning, Noah. My cute little sissy best friend.”

Noah walked beside her in silence, the shopping bag heavy in his hand, already wondering how he was going to hide his new lingerie from his roommate.

And how long he could keep telling himself he wasn’t enjoying this.



Chapter 7: Caught in Pink

Noah waited until his roommate Tyler left for evening practice before he locked the dorm room door.

His heart was pounding as he pulled the shopping bag out from under his bed. The pink babydoll and matching thong felt impossibly soft and dangerous in his hands. He stripped down completely, then stepped into the tiny thong first. The lace hugged his cock tightly, the front panel sheer enough to show everything.

He pulled the babydoll over his head. The sheer pink fabric settled over his chest and barely reached the top of his thighs. He looked at himself in the small mirror on the closet door.

He looked… slutty. Feminine. Ridiculous.

And it made him rock hard.

Noah sat on his bed, opened his laptop, and searched for sissy porn. He told himself he’d only watch for a minute. He clicked on a popular video: a slim sissy in similar pink lingerie riding a thick dildo while moaning about being a good girl.

His hand slipped into the thong almost immediately. He stroked himself slowly at first, then faster, eyes glued to the screen as the sissy bounced and whimpered.

He was so lost in it that he didn’t hear the door unlock.

Tyler walked in, backpack over one shoulder, and froze.

“What the fuck…?”

Noah’s eyes snapped open. He tried to cover himself, but it was too late. Tyler stood there, staring at his roommate wearing nothing but a sheer pink babydoll and lacy thong, cock in hand, sissy porn playing loudly on the laptop.

Tyler slowly closed the door behind him.

“Bro…” Tyler said, voice low with disbelief. “Are you serious right now?”

Noah’s face burned with the deepest shame of his life. He quickly closed the laptop, but the damage was done.

“I… it’s not—” Noah stammered, voice cracking.

Tyler stared for a long moment, then let out a slow breath.

“I won’t tell anyone,” he said finally. “But you’re going to do something for me.”

Noah swallowed hard. “What?”

Tyler’s eyes flicked down to Noah’s obvious erection straining against the pink lace.

“Every day. You’re going to suck my dick. Nice and quiet. Whenever I want. In exchange, I keep your little secret.”

Noah’s stomach dropped. The humiliation was crushing. But the alternative — everyone on campus finding out — was worse.

He nodded slowly, voice barely a whisper.

“…Okay.”

Tyler smirked, already unzipping his jeans as he stepped closer.

“Good girl.”

Chapter 8: The First Payment

Noah knelt on the floor between Tyler’s legs, heart hammering.

Tyler had already pulled his cock out — thick, hard, and waiting. Noah hesitated for only a second before leaning forward and taking him into his mouth.

It felt surreal. The taste, the weight on his tongue, the way Tyler sighed in relief. Noah tried to stay detached, telling himself this was just a transaction. A secret for a secret.

But his body betrayed him.

The pink babydoll still clung to his chest. The lace thong hugged his leaking cock. Every bob of his head made the sheer fabric brush against his sensitive skin. The memory of the sissy in the video — riding while doing makeup — kept flashing through his mind.

Tyler groaned and put a hand on the back of Noah’s head, guiding him gently.

“Fuck… you’re actually pretty good at this.”

Noah’s cock throbbed painfully in the tiny thong. Shame and arousal twisted together until he couldn’t tell them apart. He sucked harder, faster, trying to get it over with.

It didn’t work.

Without warning, Noah came.

His eyes widened as his caged cock — still trapped in Sophie’s pink panties — spurted weakly into the lace. He moaned around Tyler’s cock as the orgasm hit him, hips twitching pathetically.

Tyler noticed immediately.

“Holy shit,” he laughed softly. “You just came from sucking me? Damn, dude.”

Noah pulled off, gasping, face burning with humiliation. Cum dripped down his thighs inside the soaked panties.

Tyler stroked himself a few more times and finished on Noah’s face and chest, marking him.

Afterward, Tyler zipped up and looked down at his flustered roommate.

“Clean yourself up,” he said, almost kindly. “And remember — this stays between us. You keep sucking me when I want, and I won’t tell anyone what a little sissy you are.”

Noah nodded weakly, wiping his face with a tissue.

Alone in the room after Tyler left, Noah sat on his bed in the cum-stained pink lingerie, staring at the floor.

This has to stop, he thought desperately. If too many people find out… if anyone reports me… I’ll be registered. Owned. I’ll lose everything.

He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself.

“I’m just experimenting,” he whispered to the empty room. “This is just a phase. I’m going to stop. Go back to normal. Delete everything. Be a regular guy again.”

Even as he said the words, he could feel the soaked lace against his skin and the lingering taste in his mouth.

He wasn’t sure he believed himself anymore.

Chapter 9: The Breaking Point

Noah lasted five days.

Five days of forcing himself to avoid anything sissy-related. He deleted his browser history daily, blocked the sites he’d been visiting, and made excuses to avoid Sophie every time she texted. He threw himself into studying, gym workouts, and video games — anything to keep his mind occupied.

He told himself it was working. That it was just a weird phase. That he was going back to normal.

But the pull never really left. It waited, quiet and patient, growing stronger every time he tried to push it down.



On the sixth day, a plain brown package arrived at the dorm mailroom with Noah’s name on it. No return address. No note. Just a small box.

He took it back to his room, heart already beating faster. Tyler was at basketball practice.

Inside was a realistic, medium-sized flesh-colored dildo with a strong suction cup base. High quality. Discreet packaging. Clearly expensive.

Noah knew immediately who sent it. Sophie.

He sat on his bed staring at it for almost twenty minutes, telling himself he would throw it away. Instead, his hands moved almost on their own.

He locked the door.

He stripped down to just the pink babydoll and lacy boyshorts Sophie had given him.

He stuck the dildo to the floor in front of his mirror, lubed it generously, and slowly lowered himself onto it.

The stretch made him moan softly. It felt bigger than he expected. He turned on his laptop, searched for the sissy makeup tutorial video he’d tried so hard to forget, and pressed play.

The pretty sissy appeared on screen again — riding a thick Black cock while carefully applying eyeshadow and giving breathy instructions.

Noah started riding.

Slowly at first, then faster. He watched himself in the mirror — pink lingerie, leaking cock straining the sheer boyshorts, bouncing on a dildo like a desperate slut. The sissy on screen moaned about being a good girl while getting fucked.

Noah’s hand wrapped around his cock through the lace. He rode harder, eyes locked on both the video and his own reflection.

When the sissy on screen whimpered “Good girls cum while they’re full… cum with me, pretty girl,” Noah couldn’t hold back.

He came hard, spurting into the pink boyshorts while impaled on the dildo, moaning pathetically as his body shook.

Afterward, he sat there panting, covered in his own cum, the dildo still inside him.

The resistance was over.

He had failed again.

And deep down, he knew it wouldn’t be the last time.

Chapter 10: Deeper

The dildo became Noah’s secret obsession.

At first he told himself it was just once. Then twice. But within a week, he was riding it almost every chance he got — early in the morning before class, in the middle of the afternoon when Tyler was out, and late at night with headphones on, watching sissy makeup and hypno videos.

By the second week, it was 4 to 5 times a day.

He’d come back from class, lock the door, put on the pink babydoll and lacy boyshorts, stick the suction cup dildo to the floor, and ride it while whispering the affirmations from the videos under his breath. The stretch, the fullness, the way it hit that perfect spot inside him — it became addictive. Each ride left him more sensitive, more desperate. He started cumming hands-free more often, weak spurts soaking the front of his panties as he bounced.

He felt gross afterward every single time.

But he couldn’t stop.



One Thursday afternoon, Sophie texted him:

Sophie: Hey cutie! There’s a fun campus fashion show tomorrow night. Want to come with me? It’ll be cute clothes and good music.

Noah hesitated. Part of him wanted to say no — he was already spiraling too hard. But he also missed hanging out with her. He agreed.



The fashion show was held in the big campus auditorium. When they arrived, Noah immediately noticed something was off. The crowd was mixed, but many of the models backstage and in the audience were very feminine — some clearly sissies in various stages of presentation.

Sophie smiled innocently as she led him through the crowd.

“Come on, I want you to meet some friends of mine.”

She introduced him to a small group of sissies near the runway. They were all dressed cutely — short dresses, heels, full makeup. One had long pink hair, another wore a choker with a small bell.

“This is Noah,” Sophie said brightly. “He’s a good friend of mine. Be nice to him.”

The sissies smiled and chatted with him casually, but Sophie never once hinted that Noah was anything more than a regular guy friend. She kept his secret perfectly, even when one of them complimented how “soft” his features were.

Noah felt incredibly awkward and out of place, but also strangely curious. Watching the sissy models walk the runway in increasingly revealing and feminine outfits made his cock twitch in his pants. He kept glancing at Sophie, who gave him knowing little smiles throughout the show.

On the walk back to the dorms, Sophie slipped her arm through his.

“See? That wasn’t so bad, right?” she said sweetly. “My friends are really nice. And they don’t know anything about you. Your secret is safe with me.”

Noah nodded, but his mind was racing. The images from the show mixed with memories of riding the dildo earlier that day. He was getting hard again just thinking about it.

Sophie leaned in and whispered before they parted ways:

“You looked really cute tonight, Noah. I can’t wait for our next girly adventure.”

Noah went back to his room, locked the door, put on the pink babydoll, and rode the dildo for the fifth time that day — harder and longer than usual.

He was losing control.

And Sophie was gently, happily, helping him fall deeper.



Chapter 11: The Plug

A few days after the fashion show, Sophie texted Noah again.

Sophie: Meet me at the mall. We’re going to a special store. No excuses 💕

Noah knew he should say no. But he went anyway.



The store was called “Secret Desires” — a high-end sex shop tucked away in a quieter corner of the mall. Sophie led him straight to the anal toys section with a confident smile.

“We’re getting you a plug,” she said softly. “Something you can wear every day. It’ll help train you… and keep you thinking about being full.”

Noah’s face burned as she browsed. She eventually picked out a custom sissy plug: medium-sized, pink, with a sparkling heart-shaped jewel at the base and a slight curve designed to press against the prostate. It was clearly made for long-term wear.

Sophie held it up proudly. “This one is perfect for you.”

At the counter, the cashier — a friendly, tattooed woman in her late 20s — scanned the plug and raised an eyebrow at Noah.

“Cute choice,” she said. “First plug for your boyfriend?”

Sophie giggled. “Something like that.”

The cashier looked Noah up and down, noting his nervous expression. She leaned in with a smirk.

“Tell you what — I’ll give it to you for free if your cute friend here gives me a quick blowjob in the back room. No one will know.”

Noah’s eyes widened in shock. “I… no. Absolutely not.”

The cashier shrugged with a playful smile. “Suit yourself. That’ll be $89.99 then.”

Sophie paid without hesitation, but as they left the store, she couldn’t stop teasing him.

“You should have done it,” she whispered, linking her arm with his. “It would have been so easy. And you would have gotten your pretty new plug for free. Imagine how full you’d feel right now if you’d just dropped to your knees for five minutes…”

Noah’s cock throbbed in his pants. The mental image — kneeling in the back room while Sophie watched — made him leak into the lacy boyshorts he was wearing.

When they got back to his dorm (Tyler was out again), Sophie made him put the plug in right away.

She watched with sparkling eyes as he lubed it and slowly worked the pink toy into his ass. The heart jewel nestled between his cheeks perfectly. The slight curve pressed firmly against his prostate.

“Keep it in all day, every day from now on,” Sophie instructed, kissing his cheek. “Even under your normal clothes. I want you thinking about it constantly.”

Noah spent the rest of the day squirming in lectures, the plug a constant, intimate reminder with every movement. The fullness, the pressure, the secret shame — it was becoming impossible to ignore.

And Sophie’s teasing words about the cashier’s offer kept replaying in his head.

Chapter 12: Exposed in Class

Noah was running late to his afternoon lecture. He hurried across campus, the pink jeweled butt plug shifting with every step. He had been wearing it for three days straight now, as Sophie had demanded. The constant fullness was maddening — a secret, intimate pressure that made focusing on anything else nearly impossible.

He slipped into the large lecture hall just as the professor started speaking and took a seat near the back, hoping to go unnoticed. As he sat down harder than intended, the plug pressed firmly against his prostate.

A small, involuntary moan escaped his lips.

“Mmnh—”

It was quiet, but not quiet enough.

Most of the class didn’t notice. But in the row just ahead and to the side, the Teaching Assistant — a sharp, attractive graduate student named Riley with short dark hair and confident eyes — turned her head immediately. Her gaze locked onto Noah. She raised an eyebrow, studying him for a long moment before turning back to face the front.

Noah’s face burned. He spent the rest of the lecture shifting uncomfortably, hyper-aware of the plug and the way Riley occasionally glanced back at him.



After class, as students filed out, Riley’s voice cut through the noise.

“Noah? Can you stay behind for a minute?”

Noah’s stomach dropped. He waited until the room emptied, then approached her desk with trembling legs.

Riley leaned back against the desk, arms crossed, studying him with a knowing smirk.

“I heard you,” she said bluntly. “That little moan when you sat down. And I’ve been watching you squirm the entire lecture.”

She stepped closer, lowering her voice.

“You’re wearing a butt plug right now, aren’t you?”

Noah froze. He opened his mouth to deny it, but the words wouldn’t come.

Riley’s smile widened.

“Don’t bother lying. I know the signs. The way you’re walking, the way you sat… and that pretty little whimper. You’re not the first sissy boy I’ve caught in this class.”

She paused, letting the silence stretch.

“Here’s the deal,” she continued softly. “You’re going to eat me out right now, in the back office. Nice and thorough. You do a good job, and I keep your little secret. You refuse… and I might have to mention to the administration how distracted you seemed today. Maybe even suggest they check if you’re following the new guidelines for students presenting certain… tendencies.”

Noah’s heart hammered. The threat of being reported — of being officially registered — terrified him.

He nodded slowly, voice barely a whisper.

“…Okay.”

Riley smiled, pleased.

“Good boy. Follow me.”

She led him to a small private office behind the lecture hall, locked the door, and leaned against the desk, lifting her skirt.

Noah dropped to his knees, face burning with shame, and began licking her. Riley sighed happily, running her fingers through his hair as he worked.

“That’s it… just like that. You’re going to be a very useful little secret for me this semester.”

As Noah licked her, the plug shifted inside him with every movement, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through his body.

He was sinking deeper.

And he had no idea how to stop.

Chapter 13: Tutorial

Noah stared at his phone in disbelief.

Psychology 101 – Test 2: 100%

He had never gotten a perfect score on anything in college before. The TA, Riley, had given him a knowing little smirk when handing back the papers, but said nothing in front of the class.

Sophie, however, was ecstatic when he told her.

“Oh my god, Noah! That’s amazing!” she squealed over the phone. “We’re celebrating tonight. Come to my room at 8. Bring your dildo and the pink babydoll.”

Noah’s stomach twisted, but he went.



The moment he walked into Sophie’s room, she locked the door and had him change.

She set up her phone on a tripod with perfect lighting, then had Noah sit on the floor in front of her full-length mirror wearing only the sheer pink babydoll and lacy boyshorts. The dildo was already suctioned to the floor between his legs.

“Today you’re going to make your very first makeup tutorial,” Sophie said excitedly, handing him a small bag of beginner makeup. “While riding. I’m filming the whole thing. Don’t worry — it’s just for us. For now.”

Noah’s hands shook as he lubed the dildo and slowly lowered himself onto it. The stretch made him whimper softly. Sophie hit record.

“Hi everyone,” she said in a sweet voice, speaking for the camera at first. “Today my cute friend Noah is going to show you how to do a simple everyday sissy makeup look… while staying nice and full. Go ahead, baby.”

Noah’s face was burning with embarrassment as he started riding slowly, the plug pressing against his prostate with every movement. He picked up the eyeliner with trembling hands and tried to follow Sophie’s soft instructions.

“Start with the eyes… nice and slow… keep bouncing just like that…”

His voice was shaky and breathy as he attempted to narrate what he was doing. The combination of riding the dildo, the feminine lingerie, and trying to apply makeup made it almost impossible to focus. He kept moaning softly between words. His cock leaked constantly into the lacy boyshorts.

Sophie circled him with the camera, getting every angle — his flushed face, his bouncing breasts under the sheer babydoll, the way the dildo disappeared inside him, and the wet spot growing on the front of his panties.

By the time he finished the eyeshadow, he was riding harder, struggling to speak coherently.

“Good girl,” Sophie whispered off-camera, clearly aroused. “You’re doing so well.”

Noah came hard halfway through applying lip gloss — a weak, hands-free orgasm that left him whimpering and trembling on the dildo, pink gloss smeared messily across his lips.

Sophie kept filming through the entire thing, smiling proudly.

When it was over, she stopped the recording and kissed him deeply.

“That was perfect,” she whispered. “My shy little sissy is getting so good at this.”

Noah sat there panting, plugged and spent, makeup half-done, feeling more exposed and defeated than ever.

But he didn’t ask her to delete the video.

Chapter 14: Watching Himself

Later that night, long after he’d showered and tried to study, Noah’s phone buzzed.

A message from Sophie.

Sophie: 💕 Here’s your first video, cutie. I edited it nicely. Watch it alone. Tell me what you think.

Attached was a video file titled: “Noah’s First Makeup Tutorial 💄🍆”

Noah’s stomach dropped. He told himself not to open it. He should delete it right now. Delete her number. Stop this before it got worse.

Instead, he locked his dorm room door, turned off the lights, and put on headphones.

He pressed play.

The video was beautifully edited. Soft pink lighting, smooth transitions, and gentle music underneath. It started with him lowering himself onto the dildo, then cut between close-ups of his face applying makeup and wider shots showing him riding.

His own breathy voice played back to him:

“Um… start with the eyeshadow… like this…”

He looked so feminine in the pink babydoll. His cheeks were flushed. His cock visibly strained and leaked into the sheer boyshorts as he bounced. Every time he moaned softly while trying to blend the makeup, the video lingered on it.

Sophie had added slow-motion on the moments when his eyes fluttered and his hips rolled particularly sluttily.

Noah’s hand slipped into his pants without conscious thought. He was already hard again.

He stroked himself slowly at first, eyes glued to the screen as he watched himself ride and try to do his makeup like a good girl. The shame was crushing. This was him. His voice. His body. His desperate little moans.

The longer he watched, the faster he stroked.

When the edited video reached the part where he came — whimpering with pink gloss smeared on his lips, body shaking on the dildo — Noah couldn’t hold back.

He came hard, spurting into his hand while staring at himself on the screen.

After the orgasm passed, the wave of shame hit him like cold water.

He sat there panting, cum cooling on his fingers, staring at the frozen image of himself looking utterly submissive and broken.

What the fuck am I doing? he thought. This isn’t me. This can’t be me.

But even as the guilt washed over him, he didn’t delete the video.

He saved it in a hidden folder.

And somewhere in the back of his mind, he already knew he would watch it again tomorrow.



Chapter 15: Private Study Session

Noah’s phone buzzed during his morning lecture.

Riley (TA): Private study session tomorrow evening, my office, 7 PM. Wear something cute. New. Girly. Don’t disappoint me.

Noah stared at the message, his stomach twisting with a mix of dread and unwanted excitement. He knew exactly what she meant. After class, he went straight to the hidden drawer where he kept the lingerie Sophie had bought him.

The next evening, he showed up at Riley’s small private office wearing the hot pink babydoll and matching thong underneath his hoodie and jeans. The plug was still inside him, as it had been for days now.

Riley locked the door behind him and looked him up and down with a satisfied smirk.

“Strip down to what you’re wearing underneath,” she ordered.

Noah hesitated only a moment before obeying. He stood there in the tiny pink babydoll and sheer thong, cheeks burning, his caged cock already leaking.

Riley sat on the edge of her desk and lifted her skirt, revealing she wasn’t wearing panties.

“Good boy. Now come here and eat me properly this time.”

Noah dropped to his knees between her legs. He buried his face in her, licking and sucking eagerly, the plug shifting inside him with every movement of his head. Riley sighed happily, running her fingers through his hair and guiding him.

“That’s it… use your tongue just like that. You’re getting better at this.”

As he worked, Noah’s own arousal grew unbearable. The combination of the plug pressing against his prostate, the feminine lingerie, and the taste of Riley was overwhelming.

After she came once, shuddering against his mouth, Noah looked up at her with desperate eyes.

“Can… can you film this next time?” he whispered, voice shaky. “Please? I want to watch it later.”

Riley raised an eyebrow, clearly surprised and amused.

“Getting bold, are we?” She smirked. “Fine. But only if you make me cum again first.”

She pulled out her phone, started recording, and guided his head back between her legs.

Noah ate her out with renewed desperation while she filmed, moaning softly into her as the plug shifted and his pink babydoll brushed against his leaking cock.

When Riley finally came a second time, she made sure the camera captured Noah’s flushed, makeup-free but clearly submissive face between her thighs.

She stopped the recording and sent the video to him immediately.

“There you go, princess. Something to enjoy later. Now clean me up.”

Noah did as he was told, licking her gently until she was satisfied.

As he left her office that night, still wearing the pink lingerie under his clothes and the plug deep inside him, he already knew he would watch the video as soon as he got back to his room.

The pull was getting stronger.

And he was stopping fighting it less and less.

Chapter 16: First Skirt

Sophie didn’t give Noah much time to overthink.

Two days after the private study session with Riley, she texted him:

Sophie: Shopping day! Meet me at the mall entrance in 30 minutes. Wear something cute underneath 😉

Noah’s stomach fluttered with anxiety, but he went.



They went straight to the same lingerie boutique where Sophie had rented the private fitting room before. This time, she was on a mission.

“We’re getting you more lingerie,” she announced happily, pulling him toward the racks. “And something new. Something you’ve never worn before.”

She picked out several more sets — delicate lace bralettes, sheer babydolls in pastel colors, tiny thongs with little bows, and a few garter belts. Noah stood awkwardly beside her as she held items up to his body, occasionally making him blush by asking the sales associate for sizing advice.

But the real moment came when Sophie led him to the clothing section.

She pulled out a skirt.

It was short, pleated, and baby pink — the kind of skirt that screamed “slutty schoolgirl” or “obvious sissy.” The hem would barely cover the bottom of his ass.

Sophie’s eyes sparkled. “This is perfect for you. Your first skirt.”

Noah tried to protest quietly. “Sophie… I can’t wear that out here.”

“You don’t have to wear it out of the store today,” she said sweetly, but her tone made it clear she wasn’t taking no for an answer. “But you’re trying it on. And you’re buying it.”

In the private fitting room, Sophie watched as Noah nervously stepped into the pink pleated skirt. It fit perfectly — short, flouncy, and incredibly feminine. When he looked in the mirror, the sight hit him hard: pink babydoll top, lacy thong visible underneath the short hem, and now a skirt that made his legs look long and smooth.

He looked like a sissy.

Sophie smiled widely, circling him.

“You look so cute. Spin for me.”

Noah did a slow turn, the skirt flaring up and flashing his thong. His plugged ass and leaking cock were barely contained. The embarrassment was intense, but so was the arousal. He was rock hard again.

Sophie took a few photos (promising they were just for them) and made him try on two more skirts — one black micro pleated skirt and one white tennis-style skirt with “Pretty Girl” written across the back in cursive.

In the end, Noah left the store with two new skirts, several more lingerie sets, and a deep sense of dread mixed with forbidden excitement.

On the way back, Sophie linked her arm with his.

“You’re doing so well, Noah. My pretty little secret. Next time we’ll find you some heels to go with the skirts.”

Noah said nothing. He just walked beside her, feeling the weight of the shopping bags and the growing realization that every “just this once” was pulling him further away from the normal life he kept telling himself he wanted.

Chapter 17: Filmed Payment

Sophie found out two days later.

She had come over to Noah’s dorm while Tyler was at practice, intending to have another “girly” afternoon. While Noah was in the bathroom, she picked up his phone to check something and saw a text from Tyler:

Tyler: Tonight after practice. Don’t keep me waiting.

Sophie’s eyes lit up with curiosity and delight when Noah came back and saw her holding his phone.

“So… you’ve been sucking your roommate’s dick to keep him quiet?” she asked, voice sweet but clearly thrilled. “That’s actually really hot, Noah.”

Noah froze, mortified. He tried to explain, but Sophie just smiled and waved it off.

“Don’t worry. Your secret is still safe with me. But I want to watch. And film it.”



That evening, when Tyler came back from practice, Sophie was waiting with Noah in the room.

Tyler raised an eyebrow but didn’t seem too surprised. Sophie had a way of making things feel natural.

“I want to film this one,” she said casually, already setting up her phone on a tripod. “Noah’s going to wear something cute for you.”

She had Noah change in front of both of them.

He put on the new hot pink babydoll and the short pleated pink skirt Sophie had bought him. The outfit was ridiculously feminine — the skirt barely covered the bottom of his ass, and the sheer babydoll showed everything. His chastity cage and the base of the plug were visible when he moved.

Tyler smirked. “Damn. You really are turning into a little slut.”

Sophie positioned Noah on his knees in front of Tyler, then hit record.

“Go ahead, baby,” she encouraged softly. “Show Tyler what a good girl you are.”

Noah was burning with humiliation, but he obeyed. He pulled Tyler’s cock out and took him into his mouth, sucking slowly while wearing the full girly outfit. Sophie filmed everything — close-ups of Noah’s flushed face, the way the pink skirt rode up to show his plugged ass and leaking cage, and Tyler’s hand resting on Noah’s head.

Tyler groaned in pleasure. “Fuck, this is way hotter with the outfit.”

Sophie kept directing gently from behind the camera.

“Deeper, Noah… look up at the camera while you suck him… good girl.”

Noah’s own cock strained desperately in the tiny thong, leaking steadily as the humiliation pushed him closer to the edge. He came weakly in his panties without being touched, whimpering around Tyler’s cock.

Tyler finished shortly after, pulling out and covering Noah’s face and pink babydoll with cum.

Sophie stopped recording with a satisfied smile.

“That was perfect,” she said, kissing Noah’s cum-streaked cheek. “You’re such a natural.”

Tyler zipped up, looking impressed. “You two are wild. Just keep this shit between us.”

After Tyler left, Sophie pulled Noah into a hug, still buzzing with excitement.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered. “I’ll keep your secrets. All of them.”

But Noah could tell from the look in her eyes that she was already thinking about what to do with the new video.



Chapter 18: More Secrets

Sophie didn’t waste any time.

The next evening she invited Noah over, locked the door, and made him sit on her bed in just the pink babydoll and boyshorts. She connected her phone to the TV and hit play on the edited video.

Noah’s face burned as he watched himself on the big screen.

The video was expertly cut. It showed him on his knees in the tiny pink outfit, sucking Tyler’s cock with obvious submission. The camera lingered on his flushed cheeks, the way the short skirt rode up to show his plugged ass and leaking cage, and the desperate little moans he made around Tyler’s shaft. Sophie had added soft music and slow-motion on the moment he came hands-free in his panties.

Noah was painfully hard again by the end of the video.

Sophie noticed immediately. She reached over and gently stroked him through the lace.

“You look so pretty sucking cock,” she whispered. “Does it turn you on watching yourself like this?”

Noah nodded shamefully, unable to lie.

As the video ended, Sophie kept stroking him slowly, coaxing him.

“Tell me… are there any other secrets I should know about?”

The combination of the video, her hand, and the lingering shame made Noah slip.

“There’s… my TA. Riley. She caught me moaning in class because of the plug. She made me eat her out to keep my secret. And… I have to do it again for good grades.”

Sophie’s eyes widened with delight.

“Oh my god, Noah… you’re such a little slut already.” She kissed his cheek excitedly. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep that secret too. But I want to meet her.”



Two days later, Sophie arranged everything.

She met Riley in her office under the pretense of discussing class material. Within ten minutes, Sophie had charmed her and revealed just enough to make Riley curious. Soon, Noah was called in.

Sophie set up her phone to record.

Riley sat on the desk, skirt hiked up. Noah was on his knees again, eating her out while wearing the pink babydoll under his hoodie. Sophie filmed the whole thing, occasionally giving soft instructions.

“Look at the camera while you lick her, baby… good girl.”

Riley came hard, gripping Noah’s hair and moaning his name for the camera.

Afterward, Sophie smiled sweetly at Riley.

“We should do more of this. Noah’s very talented, don’t you think?”

Riley, still catching her breath, looked at both of them with newfound interest.

“I think the three of us are going to get along very well this semester.”

Noah knelt there between them, face wet, pink babydoll visible, feeling more exposed and trapped than ever.

His secrets were multiplying.

And he had no idea how to stop them from spreading.

Chapter 19: Sophie’s Schedule

Sophie had officially taken over.

After the video with Riley, she sat Noah down in her room and showed him a shared Google Calendar she had created titled “Noah’s Growth Plan.”

“I’m helping you,” she said sweetly but firmly. “You clearly need structure. So from now on, I’m managing your calendar. No arguments.”

The calendar was already filled:

​●​       Monday: Blowjob for Tyler (after practice)

​●​       Tuesday: Private study session with Riley

​●​       Wednesday: “Self-care riding session” (dildo + makeup tutorial)

​●​       Thursday: Riley again

​●​       Friday: Tyler + possible Sophie

​●​       Weekend: Shopping + filming content

Sophie smiled as she scrolled through it. “This way you get plenty of practice with everyone. You’re going to get really good, Noah.”

Noah felt dizzy. “Sophie… this is too much. I can’t—”

“You can,” she said, kissing his cheek. “And you will. Now let’s go shopping. You need proper outfits for all these sessions.”



They went back to the lingerie boutique and then to a few other stores Sophie knew.

This time she went all out on “slutty girly” outfits specifically for his “appointments”:

​●​       A tiny black maid outfit with a frilly white apron and a skirt so short it barely covered his plugged ass.

​●​       A sheer pink cheerleader-style crop top and micro skirt set.

​●​       A baby-blue babydoll with “Daddy’s Girl” written across the chest in sparkly letters.

​●​       Multiple pairs of crotchless panties and garter sets.

Sophie made him try everything on in the private room, taking photos and videos “for reference.”

“You’re going to wear these during your sessions from now on,” she told him as they checked out. “Tyler and Riley are going to love it.”



That same evening, Tyler came back from practice to find Noah waiting in the maid outfit — on his knees, plugged, caged, and blushing furiously.

Tyler’s eyes widened with delight.

“Fuck yes,” he said, pulling out his cock. “Sophie is the best.”

Noah sucked him while wearing the frilly maid dress, the short skirt flipped up to show his plugged ass. Tyler was rougher than usual, clearly turned on by the new look.

Later that night, Sophie reviewed the short video she had secretly taken and smiled with satisfaction.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she texted Noah. “Keep being a good girl for everyone. I’m so proud of you.”

Noah lay in bed afterward, still in the maid outfit, plug still inside him, feeling completely overwhelmed.

He was no longer just experimenting.

Sophie was actively turning him into the sissy she wanted him to be.

And the scariest part was how little he was fighting it anymore.

Chapter 20: Point of No Return (Final Chapter)

The rest of the semester passed in a blur of shame, pleasure, and surrender.

Sophie’s control became absolute. Noah stopped fighting her. Every time he tried to push back, she would smile sweetly, show him one of the many videos she had of him, and remind him how easily she could ruin his life. He folded faster each time.

He became her project.

Sophie dressed him for every encounter. Tiny skirts under hoodies for campus walks. Crotchless panties. The pink maid outfit for Tyler. She made him wear the plug every single day, sometimes swapping it for a larger size as the weeks went on.



With Tyler:

The daily blowjobs became routine. Some days Tyler wanted them in the morning before class, sometimes late at night. Noah learned to deepthroat him properly. Tyler started fucking him regularly too — bending him over the desk in the maid outfit while Sophie occasionally watched and filmed from the corner.



With Riley:

The TA grew bolder. Their “study sessions” moved from her office to empty classrooms after hours. She made him eat her out under the desk during office hours. Once she rode his face while grading papers. Another time she bent him over her desk and pegged him hard while he wore the cheerleader skirt, making him moan her name for the camera.

Noah’s grades skyrocketed. So did his dependence.



By the final weeks of the semester, Noah had almost no resistance left.

He rode the dildo almost every night while wearing full outfits Sophie picked out. He sent Sophie videos of himself doing makeup tutorials while plugged and leaking. He let Tyler fuck him in the dorm shower. He let Riley use him during lunch breaks.

The risky behavior escalated.

One afternoon Riley made him crawl under her desk and eat her out while she held office hours with students waiting outside. Another night Tyler fucked him against the wall while his friends played video games in the next room, only a thin door separating them.

Noah came more and more easily from prostate and nipple stimulation alone. He stopped pretending he hated it.

The last night before winter break, Sophie had him in her room wearing nothing but the pink maid outfit and heels. She filmed him riding his dildo while reciting affirmations she had written:

“I am a sissy.”

“I need to be used.”

“I belong to stronger people.”

As he came hands-free, whimpering and shaking, Sophie smiled down at him lovingly.

“You’ve come so far, Noah. My perfect little budding snow bunny.”

Noah looked up at her, flushed and broken, knowing he had lost.

He was no longer just experimenting.

He was becoming exactly what Sophie — and the world — wanted him to be.

Chapter 21: Final Exam (Final Chapter)

Noah walked out of the Psychology 101 final exam feeling strangely light.

He had aced it. Riley had made sure of that.

As he stepped into the empty hallway, Riley was waiting for him with a sly smile. Tyler stood beside her, arms crossed, grinning.

“Congratulations, Noah,” Riley said. “Perfect score. Time to celebrate.”

Before he could respond, they pulled him into Riley’s private office and locked the door.

Sophie had prepared him that morning. Under his normal hoodie and jeans, Noah wore the sluttiest lingerie she had bought him: a sheer black lace babydoll with matching crotchless panties, garter straps, and thigh-high stockings. The pink jeweled plug was still firmly inside him.

Tyler and Riley wasted no time.

They stripped him down to just the lingerie. Tyler pushed him onto the desk on his back while Riley climbed on top, lowering herself onto his face. Noah licked her eagerly as Tyler pulled the crotchless panties aside and thrust into him hard.

The threesome was intense and celebratory.

Tyler fucked him deep and steady, gripping his hips. Riley rode his face, moaning loudly while playing with his sensitive nipples through the sheer babydoll. Noah moaned into her, his own caged cock leaking steadily onto his stomach.

They switched positions multiple times — Tyler in his mouth while Riley pegged him, then both of them taking turns using him from both ends. The lingerie stayed on the entire time, the sheer fabric brushing against his skin with every movement.

Noah came twice — weak, ruined orgasms that left him trembling and whimpering.

They were in the middle of the third round — Tyler fucking him from behind while Riley sat on the desk and made Noah eat her out again — when the door suddenly opened.

Professor Lang, the head of the department, walked in holding a stack of papers.

He stopped dead in his tracks.

The scene was unmistakable: Noah on all fours in slutty black lingerie, getting fucked by his roommate while eating out the TA. The professor’s eyes widened, taking in every detail — the plug, the lace, the desperate, submissive expression on Noah’s face.

For a long, terrible moment, no one moved.

Professor Lang’s expression slowly shifted from shock to something darker… something knowing.

“Well,” he said calmly, closing the door behind him. “It seems we have quite a bit to discuss about your academic future, Mr. Thompson.”

Noah, still impaled on Tyler’s cock with Riley’s thighs around his head, felt the last piece of his old life shatter.

There was no hiding anymore.

The semester was over.

And his real education had only just begun.
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