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First Edition

Chapter 1: The Stupid Dare

Ryan Thompson had never been the bold type. At twenty-four, he still looked like the same lanky, pale kid from high school who’d rather grind side quests in video games than talk to girls. Average height, average build, sandy-brown hair that flopped over his forehead no matter how he styled it. The only thing that made him stand out tonight was the half-empty beer in his hand and the fact that he was sitting on his best friend Mike’s couch at 11 p.m. on a Friday, trying not to stare at Mike’s younger sister.

Lena Voss was twenty-two, home from college for the summer, and she filled out a cropped black tank top like it had been tailored by the devil himself. Long raven hair, sharp green eyes, and a smirk that always made Ryan feel like she was three steps ahead of whatever dumb joke he was about to tell. She and Mike had been teasing him for the last hour about his “boring” life—steady IT job, no girlfriend since college, zero tattoos, zero risks.

“Come on, Ry,” Lena said, stretching her bare legs across the ottoman so her toes almost brushed his knee. “One dare. One tiny, harmless dare. You chicken out and I win the bet. You do it and Mike owes me fifty bucks.”

Mike snorted from the recliner, already half-drunk. “She’s been trying to get me to bet on this all night. Just say no, man. She’s evil.”

Ryan laughed, but the beer was warm and the challenge in Lena’s eyes was hotter. “What’s the dare, exactly? Because last time you made Mike shave his eyebrows, I’m not falling for that.”

Lena’s smile widened, slow and dangerous. “Nothing that permanent. Well… mostly nothing.” She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, cleavage on full display like it was part of the negotiation. “You get one tattoo. Tonight. Right now. I’ll even pay for it and drive you.”

Ryan’s stomach flipped. “A tattoo? Where?”

“Somewhere no one will ever see unless you want them to.” Her voice dropped, playful but edged with something darker. “Right above your cock. A little queen of spades symbol. Black ink only. Tiny. Like, two inches. You can cover it with boxers forever.”

Mike choked on his beer. “Lena, that’s his dick area. Jesus.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s his lower belly, technically. Pelvic bone. Super common spot for guys who want to be edgy. Come on, Ry. Live a little. Or are you scared a needle is going to hurt more than your fragile masculinity?”

Ryan’s face burned. He hated that she could make him feel like a kid again. He also hated how the idea—stupid as it was—sent a weird thrill through him. No one would ever see it. It would be his secret, a story he could tell years later when he was drunk. “Queen of spades? What even is that?”

Lena shrugged, innocent as a nun. “Just a playing-card thing. Black queen, black spade. Looks cool. Mysterious. Girls love mysterious tattoos.”

Mike was already shaking his head. “Dude, don’t. She’s fucking with you.”

But Ryan was twenty-four, single, and suddenly tired of being the safe one. The beer buzz made him brave. “Fine. One tattoo. Tiny. And you pay.”

Lena’s eyes lit up like Christmas. “Deal. Grab your keys, boys. We’re going to Ink & Iron before they close.”

The parlor was a twenty-minute drive across town, the kind of place that smelled like antiseptic and loud metal music. The artist on night shift was a tall, heavily tattooed Black guy named Darius with a patient smile and arms covered in intricate work. He raised an eyebrow when Lena explained the design on her phone—a simple black Queen of Spades, the Q and ♠️ intertwined, elegant but bold.

“Lower pelvis, huh?” Darius glanced at Ryan. “You sure, man? That spot stings like a bitch and it’s hard to sit still for.”

Ryan nodded, throat tight. “Yeah. Tiny though. Like she said.”

Lena paid cash upfront, then settled into the waiting chair like she owned the place, scrolling her phone with a secret little smile. Mike stayed outside in the car—“I don’t need to watch my best friend get inked on his junk, thanks.”

Ryan lay back on the table, jeans pushed down just enough to expose the smooth skin right above his cock. The area was pale, untouched, almost virginal. Darius cleaned it, shaved a small patch, and transferred the stencil. The outline was perfect: the queen’s crown sharp, the spade glossy black, positioned so the point of the spade arrowed straight down toward Ryan’s shaft like an invitation.

The first buzz of the needle made Ryan hiss. Pain flared hot and bright, but it was manageable. Darius worked quickly, steady hand, soft music playing under the machine’s whine. Ryan stared at the ceiling and tried not to think about how close the needle was to his most private parts. Every few minutes Darius would wipe away ink and blood, and Ryan caught a glimpse of the design forming—black, elegant, permanent.

“Almost done, bro,” Darius murmured after twenty minutes. “Looks clean. You got any idea what this symbol means in certain circles?”

Ryan blinked. “Uh… playing cards? Lena said it was just cool-looking.”

Darius chuckled low, not unkindly. “Yeah. Some people see it that way.” He didn’t elaborate. Just finished the shading, applied ointment, and taped a clear bandage over it. “Keep it clean. No tight clothes for a week. And… enjoy the consequences, man.”

Ryan pulled his jeans up carefully, the fresh tattoo throbbing like a second heartbeat against his pelvis. It felt strange—warm, sore, secretly exciting. He caught his reflection in the shop mirror: same ordinary guy, but now carrying something no one else knew about.

Lena was waiting by the counter, eyes sparkling. “Let me see.”

“Later,” Ryan muttered, cheeks hot. “In the car maybe.”

She laughed, soft and throaty. “Oh, we’re definitely checking it later. You did good, Ry. Real good.”

They drove back to Mike’s in silence mostly, Mike snoring in the back seat. Every bump in the road made the bandage pull, reminding Ryan of the fresh ink now branded above his cock. He kept stealing glances at Lena’s profile under the streetlights. She looked… satisfied. Like she’d just won more than fifty bucks.

When they dropped Mike off and Lena insisted on walking Ryan to his apartment door, she finally spoke again.

“Show me.”

Ryan hesitated, but the beer and the adrenaline made him bold. In the dim hallway light he tugged his waistband down just enough. The bandage was translucent enough to show the dark shape beneath: black queen, black spade, pointing down like an arrow to surrender.

Lena’s breath caught. Her fingers hovered an inch from the ink, not quite touching. “Perfect,” she whispered. “You have no idea how perfect.”

Ryan zipped up, confused by the sudden heat in her voice. “It’s just a tattoo, Lena.”

She smiled, slow and knowing, and leaned in so close he could smell her vanilla shampoo. “It’s never just a tattoo, baby. But you’ll learn that soon enough.”

She kissed his cheek—soft, lingering—and turned to leave. “Sleep tight, Ryan. Dream about your new little queen.”

He stood there long after she was gone, the tattoo pulsing under his clothes like a secret promise he didn’t yet understand.

And somewhere across town, Darius was already texting a group chat he kept for special clients:

“Fresh white boy just got his first QoS mark tonight. Tiny. Pelvic. Clueless. Tag’s open if anyone wants to play.”

But Ryan didn’t know that.

Not yet.

Chapter 2: The Pool Day

It had been four days since the tattoo. Four days of awkward showers, loose sweatpants, and trying not to stare at the black queen staring back at him every time he changed. The soreness had dulled to a faint itch, the scab flaking off in tiny dark specks that Ryan flushed down the drain like evidence. He told himself it was just ink—nothing more. A dumb dare. A story he'd laugh about in ten years.

Then Lena texted.

Lena: Pool at Mike's tomorrow? Weather's supposed to be perfect. Bring trunks. Don't be lame.

Ryan stared at the message for a full minute. Mike's apartment complex had a decent community pool—nothing fancy, just concrete deck, lounge chairs, and a handful of college kids usually blasting music from Bluetooth speakers. Ryan wasn't exactly a social butterfly around water. He was pale, skinny, and self-conscious about how his body looked without layers. But saying no to Lena felt... impossible lately. Like declining would admit something he wasn't ready to face.

Ryan: Sure. What time?

Lena: Noon. Don't forget sunscreen, princess. 😘

He rolled his eyes at the emoji but felt that same weird flutter in his stomach.

Saturday arrived bright and mercilessly hot. Ryan showed up in board shorts—dark navy, loose enough to hide everything—and a plain gray T-shirt he planned to keep on until the last possible second. Mike was already there, sprawled on a chair with a beer, sunglasses reflecting the glare off the water. A dozen or so people dotted the deck: a couple of guys tossing a frisbee, three girls in bikinis laughing by the shallow end, an older couple reading under an umbrella.

Lena waved him over from a cluster of chairs she'd claimed. She wore a black one-piece that hugged her like it was painted on, cut high on the hips, low in the front. Her hair was up in a messy bun, sunglasses perched on her head. She looked like she belonged in a magazine.

"Look who decided to grace us with his presence," she teased, patting the chair next to her. "Strip down and join the living, Ry."

Ryan hesitated, glancing around. The pool was busy but not packed. No one was paying attention to him. Yet.

Mike groaned. "Dude, just take the shirt off. You're gonna look weirder keeping it on."

Ryan peeled it off slowly, folding it neatly like that would protect him somehow. His skin was milk-pale against the sun-bleached concrete. He sat, knees together, arms crossed over his chest like armor.

Lena handed him a cold soda. "Relax. It's just a pool."

He cracked it open, took a sip, tried to breathe normally.

The first incident happened twenty minutes later.

One of the bikini girls—blonde, freckled, maybe twenty—walked past on her way to the diving board. She glanced down at Ryan as she passed, eyes flicking to his waistband where the top edge of his trunks had ridden just low enough. The fresh tattoo peeked out: a sharp black point of the spade, the curve of the queen's crown visible above it.

Her eyes widened. She stopped dead, then burst out laughing—high, surprised, almost delighted. She clapped a hand over her mouth, turned to her friend (brunette, equally stunned), and whispered something. Both girls giggled harder, stealing glances back at Ryan before hurrying away.

Ryan's face burned. He tugged his trunks higher, covering the ink completely. "What the hell?"

Lena sipped her drink, expression innocent. "What?"

"They just... laughed at me."

Mike snorted without looking up from his phone. "Probably your farmer tan, man. You're glowing like a ghost."

But Ryan knew it wasn't that. The way they'd looked—surprised, amused, knowing.

It kept happening.

A guy in sunglasses, mid-twenties, Black, walked by with a towel over his shoulder. He did a double-take at Ryan's midsection when Ryan stood to grab another soda from the cooler. The guy's eyebrows shot up. He smirked, slow and appreciative, then gave Ryan a small nod—like acknowledgment—before continuing on.

Ryan sat back down fast, heart hammering. "Did you see that?"

Lena leaned closer, voice low and amused. "See what, baby?"

"That guy. He... looked."

She shrugged. "People look at tattoos. It's art."

But it wasn't just looks. Another girl—tall, athletic, dark hair—passed close enough that her leg brushed his chair. She glanced down, saw the ink, and immediately giggled into her phone, typing furiously while shooting him sideways glances. Her friend joined in, both of them whispering and laughing behind manicured hands.

By the third or fourth time, Ryan was convinced he was imagining it. But he wasn't.

He tried to swim. Slipped into the water when the deck felt too exposed. The cool chlorine helped for a minute—until he climbed out to dry off. Water had made the fabric of his trunks cling, outlining everything. The tattoo showed clearly now: bold black against pale skin, the spade's point aimed unmistakably downward.

A group of three guys near the edge noticed. One nudged the others. Low laughter. One of them mimed a "whoa" gesture, eyebrows raised. Another pulled out his phone like he might snap a pic, then thought better of it and put it away, still grinning.

Ryan wrapped his towel around his waist like a shield and hurried back to the chairs.

Lena was watching him the whole time, eyes sparkling behind her sunglasses. "You're popular today."

"This isn't funny," he muttered, sitting so close the chairs touched. "They're all staring. Laughing. Like... they know something."

She tilted her head. "Maybe they do."

Ryan swallowed. "What does that even mean?"

Lena reached over casually, fingers brushing the edge of his towel where it met his hip. She didn't pull it away—just let her nails graze the skin above the bandage line, now healed enough to be bare ink. "It means you marked yourself, Ry. In a very specific spot. With a very specific symbol."

He stared at her. "You said it was just a playing card thing."

"It is." Her voice dropped softer, almost intimate. "For some people. For others... it's a signal. A very clear one."

Ryan's stomach twisted. "What kind of signal?"

Lena leaned in until her lips were near his ear. "That you're open. Available. Interested in certain... experiences."

He jerked back. "I'm not—"

"Aren't you?" She smiled, slow and wicked. "You let me talk you into it. You let Darius put it right there, pointing down like an arrow. You haven't covered it up or lasered it off. Deep down, part of you likes the attention."

He shook his head, but the words stuck. The laughter from across the pool echoed in his ears. The knowing nods. The giggles.

Mike finally looked up. "You two okay? You look like you're plotting world domination."

Lena laughed lightly. "Just teasing him about his new ink. It's cute how shy he gets."

Ryan forced a smile, but inside he was reeling.

As the afternoon wore on, the weirdness didn't stop. Every time he adjusted his trunks, every time he stood or sat or walked, eyes found the tattoo. Some people ignored it. Most didn't. A couple of women gave him long, appraising looks—like they were sizing up merchandise. One guy even walked straight up, casual as anything.

"Nice work," he said, nodding at Ryan's crotch area. "Fresh?"

Ryan blinked. "Uh... yeah. Few days."

"Respect." The guy grinned. "Welcome to the club, man." He fist-bumped Ryan like they'd known each other forever, then sauntered off.

Ryan sat frozen.

Lena patted his thigh—high, possessive. "See? Not so bad."

He looked at her, voice barely a whisper. "What the fuck did you make me do, Lena?"

She met his eyes, unflinching. "I gave you something real. Something most guys are too scared to touch. Now the world knows what you might be ready for... even if you don't yet."

Ryan pulled the towel tighter. The sun felt too hot. The water too far. And everywhere he looked, people were still watching.

Still laughing.

Still knowing.

Chapter 3: The Familiar Bed

Ryan hadn’t planned on texting her that night. After the pool fiasco, he’d gone straight home, showered until the water ran cold, and tried to pretend the stares and giggles hadn’t happened. But the tattoo was still there—black, bold, impossible to ignore every time he looked down. It felt like it had grown louder, more insistent, even as the skin around it healed.

By Sunday evening the itch had turned into something else: a restless heat low in his belly. He needed distraction. Normalcy. Something that didn’t involve Lena’s knowing smiles or strangers’ sideways glances.

So he texted Jess.

Ryan: You free tonight?

Jess: For you? Always. My place, 9?

Jess was easy. Twenty-five, short auburn hair, freckles across her nose, a laugh that could fill a room. They’d been hooking up on and off for almost a year—nothing serious, no labels, no drama. She liked it rough sometimes, he liked it slow sometimes, and they always left each other satisfied. No cuddling required. No morning-after awkwardness.

He showed up at her apartment with a six-pack of the IPA she liked and a half-hearted plan to lose himself in her for a couple of hours and forget the weekend.

She opened the door in yoga pants and an oversized band tee, barefoot, hair messy like she’d just rolled out of bed. She kissed him hello—quick, familiar, tasting faintly of mint—and pulled him inside.

They didn’t waste time on small talk. By the time they reached her bedroom, shirts were already on the floor. Jess tugged at his belt, grinning against his mouth.

“Missed this,” she murmured, fingers working the button of his jeans.

Ryan let her push him back onto the bed. He kicked off his sneakers, peeled his jeans down, boxers following in one motion. The room was dimly lit—just the bedside lamp and the glow from the street outside—but it was enough.

Jess froze halfway through climbing onto the mattress.

Her eyes locked on his lower abdomen.

The Queen of Spades stared back at her: crisp black lines, the spade’s point aimed straight down like it was directing traffic to his cock. No bandage now. No hiding it.

She sucked in a sharp breath. “Holy shit.”

Ryan propped himself on his elbows, suddenly self-conscious again. “What?”

Jess didn’t answer right away. She just stared, lips parted, cheeks flushing in a way that wasn’t arousal. Not yet, anyway.

“Jess?” He sat up a little more. “You okay?”

She blinked, finally meeting his eyes. “When did you get that?”

“Last weekend. It was… a dare.” He tried to laugh it off. “Stupid, right?”

She didn’t laugh. Instead she reached out—hesitant—and brushed her fingertips just above the ink, not quite touching it. “Ryan. Do you even know what this means?”

His stomach dropped. That question again. First Darius. Then Lena’s cryptic hints. Now Jess—someone who’d seen him naked dozens of times—was looking at him like he’d grown a second head.

“People keep asking me that,” he said quietly. “Lena said it was just a cool design. Playing cards or whatever.”

Jess exhaled through her nose, half-laugh, half-disbelief. She sat back on her heels, knees on the mattress, studying him.

“Okay. Listen.” Her voice was gentle but firm, like she was explaining something delicate to a kid. “The Queen of Spades tattoo—especially right there, pointing down like that—isn’t just random ink. It’s a signal. In certain… communities.”

He swallowed. “What kind of communities?”

She hesitated, then went for it. “It means the guy who has it is into Black men. Specifically. Like, he’s advertising that he’s available for Black cock. That he’s a sissy, or at least willing to be one. That he prefers—craves—being with Black guys over anyone else. It’s a lifestyle thing. A very public, very specific lifestyle thing.”

Ryan felt the blood drain from his face. “That’s… not what I—”

“I know.” She reached for his hand, squeezed it once. “I can tell you had no idea. But yeah. That’s what it means. Pretty much everywhere. Especially in kink circles, swinger groups, online forums… people see that tattoo and they know exactly what you’re supposedly into.”

He stared down at it. The black ink suddenly looked obscene. Accusing.

Jess tilted her head. “Who talked you into it?”

“Lena. Mike’s sister. It was a dare. She paid for it. Said it was harmless.”

Jess snorted softly. “Yeah. Sounds like Lena. She’s always been… creative with her games.”

Ryan rubbed his face with both hands. “So everyone at the pool… the laughing, the looks… they thought I was…”

“Signaling,” she finished. “Yeah. Probably.”

Silence stretched between them. Ryan felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with being naked.

Jess shifted closer, voice softer now. “Hey. Look at me.”

He did.

“I’m not freaked out,” she said. “I’m surprised, but I’m not running. We can still fuck tonight if you want. Nothing’s changed on my end. You’re still you. Still hot. Still good in bed.” She gave a small, crooked smile. “But… if you’re actually planning to lean into this tattoo—if you want the ‘Queen of Spades lifestyle,’ as they call it—then yeah. You might want to rethink a few things.”

“Like what?” His voice came out hoarse.

She traced a light circle around his hip, not quite touching the ink. “Like maybe switching to lingerie instead of boxers. Lacy panties, stockings, maybe a little garter belt. Something pretty. Something that matches the vibe you’re putting out there now.”

Ryan’s breath caught. The suggestion landed somewhere between humiliating and… electric.

Jess kept going, voice low and matter-of-fact. “Guys with that tattoo usually go full sissy when they commit. Shaved smooth. Makeup. Chokers. They beg for it. They get off on being feminized, used, owned. If that’s not you—if this was truly just a dumb dare—then cool. Keep it covered and no one has to know. But if part of you is curious…” She shrugged one shoulder. “The tattoo already told the world. Might as well dress the part.”

He didn’t answer right away. Couldn’t. His cock—traitor that it was—twitched at her words. Not full hardness, but enough to make him flush deeper.

Jess noticed. Of course she did.

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “We don’t have to talk about it anymore tonight. We can just fuck like usual. Or…” Her hand slid down his stomach, fingers curling loosely around him. “We can play with the idea a little. See how it feels.”

Ryan’s heart hammered. “What do you mean?”

She smiled against his jaw. “I mean I can call you a pretty little sissy while I ride you. See if you get harder. See if you like it.”

He closed his eyes. The room felt too small. Too hot.

“Or,” she whispered, “we can pretend it never happened. Your call, baby.”

Ryan opened his eyes and looked at her—really looked. She wasn’t mocking him. She was offering. Testing. Giving him an out and a doorway at the same time.

He didn’t know which one he wanted more.

But when he pulled her down on top of him and kissed her hard, he knew one thing for certain:

Tonight wasn’t going to be vanilla anymore.

Not entirely.

Chapter 4: The Quiet Night

Ryan kissed Jess harder than usual, trying to drown out the echo of her words with the familiar taste of her mouth. He rolled them so she was underneath him, hoping muscle memory would take over—hoping his body would remember what to do without his brain getting in the way.

It didn’t.

He was half-hard when they started, the kind of lazy arousal that usually bloomed fast once her hands were on him. But now every time he shifted, he felt the tattoo like a brand against his skin. Black queen. Black spade. Pointing down. Advertising. Jess’s explanation looped in his head on repeat: sissy… available for Black cock… lifestyle… lingerie…

His cock softened completely before he even got inside her.

He froze, forehead pressed to her shoulder, breathing ragged.

“Ryan?” Jess’s voice was soft, no judgment. Her fingers threaded through his hair.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I can’t… it’s not happening.”

She didn’t push. Didn’t tease. Just stroked the back of his neck. “It’s okay. Really.”

He rolled off her, staring at the ceiling fan spinning slow circles above the bed. The room smelled like her shampoo and the faint citrus of the candle she’d lit earlier. Normal. Safe. Except nothing felt normal anymore.

Jess propped herself on one elbow, looking down at him. “Talk to me.”

He swallowed. “I just wanted tonight to be… like always. No weird shit. No thinking about tattoos or signals or whatever. But it’s right there. Every time I move, I feel it. And then I think about what you said, and—” He gestured helplessly toward his lap. “Nothing.”

She nodded, like she’d expected it. “Embarrassment’s a boner killer. Especially when it’s tied to something you didn’t even know you were signing up for.”

Ryan laughed once, short and bitter. “Yeah.”

Jess slid closer, resting her head on his chest. “You don’t have to perform for me, you know. We can just… be here.”

He turned his head to look at her. “You still want to finish?”

She gave a small, crooked smile. “I mean… I wouldn’t say no.”

He exhaled. “Then let me take care of you. At least let me do that.”

Jess didn’t argue.

He moved down her body slowly, kissing a trail along her collarbone, between her breasts, over the soft curve of her stomach. Familiar territory. Safe ground. When he settled between her thighs, she sighed and opened for him, fingers already tangling in his hair.

Ryan focused on her—the taste of her, the little hitches in her breathing, the way her hips lifted when he found the right rhythm with his tongue. No pressure to get hard. No expectation beyond this. Just her pleasure, quiet and real.

She came with a soft, shuddering moan, thighs trembling around his ears. He stayed there until she relaxed completely, then kissed his way back up until he was lying beside her again.

Jess curled into his side, still catching her breath. “Thank you,” she murmured.

He pressed a kiss to her forehead. “Thank you. For being honest. For not… freaking out. Or laughing.”

“I wouldn’t laugh at you,” she said simply. “Not about this.”

They lay in silence for a long time. The streetlight outside painted pale stripes across the sheets. Jess eventually drifted toward sleep, her breathing evening out, but Ryan stayed wide awake.

He stared at the ceiling and let his mind wander where it had been trying to go all night.

Queen of Spades.

He pictured the symbol again—clean lines, elegant, permanent. Not just ink. A message. A declaration he hadn’t meant to make.

He thought about the pool: the giggles, the nods, the guy who’d said “welcome to the club.” He thought about Darius’s knowing chuckle. Lena’s whisper in the hallway: It’s never just a tattoo, baby.

And now Jess—someone who’d fucked him dozens of times without a second thought—looking at the mark and immediately understanding something he hadn’t.

Sissy.

The word sat heavy in his chest. Humiliating. Wrong. Except… part of him kept circling back to it. Not in disgust. In curiosity. What did it actually mean? Not the porn version, not the exaggerated fantasy—the real version. The lifestyle Jess had mentioned so casually.

Guys who wore panties. Who shaved their bodies smooth. Who begged. Who got off on being used, feminized, claimed.

Ryan’s hand drifted down almost without thinking, fingertips brushing the edge of the tattoo. The skin was still slightly sensitive. He traced the spade’s point, following it downward like it was leading him somewhere.

His cock didn’t stir—not yet—but there was a different kind of heat now. Low. Quiet. Confusing.

He thought about what Jess had said: If part of you is curious… the tattoo already told the world. Might as well dress the part.

He didn’t want to dress the part. Did he?

He pictured lace against his skin. Soft. Delicate. Wrong for his body, which made the image sharper somehow. He imagined how it would feel—constricting just enough to remind him it was there. Feminine. Exposed. Owned.

His breath hitched.

Jess shifted in her sleep, murmuring something incoherent, and he froze. He pulled his hand away like he’d been caught.

The clock on the nightstand read 2:17 a.m.

He wasn’t going to sleep tonight. Not really.

Because every time he closed his eyes, the tattoo pulsed behind his lids like a second heartbeat. And every time he opened them, the questions were still there, louder than before.

What had he let himself become?

And—more terrifying—what part of him was starting to want it?

Chapter 5: The Gift

Monday night rolled around faster than Ryan wanted it to.

Mike had texted the group chat mid-afternoon:

Mike: Low-key hang at my place tonight. Pizza, beer, whatever. Come if you want. No pressure.

Ryan almost didn’t go. He’d spent the entire day at work staring at spreadsheets without seeing them, replaying Jess’s explanation in his head like a song stuck on loop. Sissy. Available. Lingerie. He’d even opened a private browser tab once—typed “queen of spades tattoo meaning” into the search bar—then slammed the laptop shut before he could hit enter. Cowardice felt safer than confirmation.

But staying home alone with his thoughts sounded worse. So he showed up at Mike’s around eight, hoodie zipped to his chin, hands shoved deep in his pockets like they could shield him from whatever was coming.

Mike’s living room was the same as always: mismatched couch, coffee table littered with empty cans, TV paused on some sports highlight reel. A couple of Mike’s coworkers were already there—guys Ryan vaguely knew from past hangouts—laughing over a game of cards. The smell of pepperoni pizza hung in the air.

Lena was curled in the armchair like she owned it, legs tucked under her, nursing a glass of red wine. She looked up the second Ryan walked in.

Her smile was slow. Dangerous. Sweet.

“Hey, Ry,” she said, voice honey-soft. “You made it.”

Mike glanced over from the kitchen, waving a beer. “Grab one, man. We’re just chilling.”

Ryan nodded, muttered something about being fine, and sank onto the far end of the couch. He kept his legs crossed tight, hoodie pulled low. Like that would hide anything.

The night started normal enough. Pizza slices passed around. Someone put on music—low, thumping bass. One of Mike’s friends told a dumb story about a work screw-up. Ryan laughed when he was supposed to, nodded, sipped his beer too fast.

Then Lena stretched, cat-like, and set her glass down.

“So,” she said, loud enough for the room but directed straight at him. “I heard Jess gave you the full download over the weekend.”

The room didn’t go silent—not exactly. But the energy shifted. One of the guys glanced over, curious. Mike raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything.

Ryan’s throat closed. “What?”

Lena tilted her head, expression perfectly innocent. “About your new ink. What it actually means.” She paused, letting the words settle. “She told you, right? The whole Queen of Spades thing?”

Heat crawled up Ryan’s neck. He shot a look at Mike, who just shrugged like don’t look at me, bro.

“How do you even—” Ryan started.

“Jess and I talk sometimes,” Lena said lightly. “Girl code. She mentioned you were… processing.”

One of Mike’s friends snorted into his beer. The other one smirked and looked away.

Ryan wanted to disappear. “It’s not a big deal,” he muttered. “Just a tattoo.”

Lena’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, it’s a very big deal now, baby. You’re walking around with a billboard on your pelvis.”

Mike groaned. “Lena, come on. Ease up.”

She ignored him. Instead she reached into the oversized tote bag at her feet and pulled out a neatly wrapped package—pink tissue paper, silver ribbon, small enough to fit in one hand.

“I felt bad,” she said, voice dropping into something almost sincere. “Really. I didn’t think you’d be this clueless about it. So I got you something. A little sorry gift. To make up for… starting all this.”

Ryan stared at the package like it might bite him.

“Go on,” she urged, holding it out. “Open it. In front of everyone. It’s cute, I promise.”

The room was watching now. Not hostile—just amused, waiting.

Ryan took it with numb fingers. The paper crinkled too loud in the quiet. He tore the tape, peeled back layers of pink.

Inside was black lace.

A lot of black lace.

Panties—high-cut, sheer in places, with delicate straps. A matching bralette, thin enough to see skin through. Thigh-high stockings. And right in the center, folded neatly on top: a tiny black thong. Embroidered across the front panel in elegant white thread was a single Queen of Spades symbol—identical to the one on his skin.

The room erupted.

Mike choked on his beer. “Jesus Christ, Lena!”

One coworker laughed so hard he had to set his slice down. The other one whistled low. “Damn, girl. You don’t play.”

Lena burst out laughing—bright, delighted, unapologetic. She clapped her hands once, eyes watering with glee. “Oh my god, your face. I wish I’d recorded it.”

Ryan sat frozen, the lingerie spilling across his lap like spilled secrets. The thong stared up at him—the little white spade mocking, permanent in thread the way his was in ink.

He wanted to throw it. Yell. Leave.

Instead he just stared.

Lena leaned forward, still giggling, but her voice softened just enough to carry only to him. “I’m sorry, Ry. Really. But… look at it this way. The tattoo already told everyone. Might as well match on the inside too, right?”

She reached over, plucked the thong from the pile, and dangled it from one finger. The lace caught the lamplight.

“Try it on later,” she whispered. “For science. See if it feels… right.”

Ryan’s hands shook as he shoved everything back into the tissue paper. He stood abruptly, the bundle clutched to his chest like evidence he needed to hide.

“I’m gonna—” His voice cracked. “Bathroom.”

He didn’t wait for permission. Just bolted down the hallway, locked the door behind him, and leaned against the sink staring at his own reflection.

Pale. Wide-eyed. The hoodie still zipped, but under it—the tattoo. Pulsing like it knew.

He pulled the thong out again. Just to look. The lace was soft. Expensive. The Queen of Spades embroidery was perfect—tiny, precise, humiliatingly pretty.

His cock twitched.

Not full hardness. Not yet.

But enough.

He shoved it back in the package, stuffed the whole thing into his hoodie pocket, and splashed cold water on his face.

When he finally came back out, Lena was still smiling. The guys had moved on to a different topic—mercifully—but every so often one of them would glance over and smirk.

Mike caught his eye. “You good, man?”

Ryan forced a nod. “Yeah. Fine.”

Lena raised her glass in a mock toast. “To new beginnings,” she said sweetly.

Ryan didn’t toast back.

But he didn’t leave, either.

And when he went home later—package burning a hole in his pocket—he didn’t throw it away.

He set it on his dresser.

And stared at it for a long, long time.

Chapter 6: The Bar and the Invitation

Tuesday night found Ryan desperate for air that didn’t smell like his own apartment or the pink tissue paper still sitting accusingly on his dresser. He couldn’t look at the lingerie without his stomach flipping—half nausea, half something hotter and quieter he refused to name. Work had been a blur of forced smiles and avoiding eye contact with anyone who might somehow know. He needed noise. Strangers. A place where no one knew his name or his secrets.

He picked a dive bar on the edge of downtown—dim lights, sticky floors, pool tables in the back, and a jukebox that still took quarters. The kind of place where people minded their own business unless you gave them a reason not to. Ryan wore loose jeans, a dark hoodie, and kept his waistband high. No chance of the tattoo peeking out tonight. He told himself he was just here to drink. Forget. Be normal for a few hours.

Two beers in, he was starting to relax. The alcohol dulled the edges of his thoughts, turned the constant loop of Queen of Spades, sissy, lingerie into background static. He was nursing a third at the bar when a group of guys claimed the stools around him—four of them, mid-to-late twenties, loud but friendly, already a few rounds deep.

They were easy to talk to. One worked construction, another was a mechanic, the third sold insurance but hated it. The fourth—tall, broad-shouldered, deep brown skin, easy smile—was named Marcus. He bought the next round without asking, sliding a fresh pint in front of Ryan like it was nothing.

“Rough week?” Marcus asked, nodding at the way Ryan was gripping the glass.

Ryan laughed once, short. “You could say that.”

Marcus didn’t pry. Just clinked bottles and let the conversation roll on—sports, shitty bosses, the best wings in town. Ryan found himself laughing for real, leaning into the normalcy of it. No teasing. No knowing looks. Just guys talking shit.

They moved to the pool table after a while. Ryan wasn’t great, but he held his own. Marcus was better—smooth stroke, quiet focus. When it was Ryan’s turn to shoot, he bent over the table, hoodie riding up just enough in the back. Not much. Just a flash of pale skin and the top edge of black ink.

Marcus was behind him, lining up his next shot. He paused. Ryan didn’t notice at first—didn’t see the way Marcus’s eyes flicked down, lingered, then flicked away again. No smirk. No comment. Just a small, almost imperceptible nod to himself, like he’d confirmed something and filed it away.

The game ended with Marcus sinking the eight-ball. The group cheered, slapped backs, ordered another round. Ryan was buzzed now, warm and loose, the tattoo forgotten for the first time in days.

As they settled back at the high-top table, Marcus leaned over casually.

“Hey, man,” he said, voice low enough that the others didn’t catch it over their own conversation. “We do a poker night every other Friday at my place. Low stakes, good food, no bullshit. You should come next week. Bring yourself. Maybe some cash if you feel lucky.”

Ryan blinked, surprised. “Yeah? You sure?”

Marcus smiled—warm, easy, no edge to it. “Yeah. I’m sure. You seem like you could use a night out that isn’t… complicated.”

Ryan felt something loosen in his chest. No jokes. No probing. Just an invitation.

“Text me the address,” Marcus said, pulling out his phone. They swapped numbers quick—Ryan typing his name, Marcus saving it with a quick glance at the screen.

The night wound down after that. The group started peeling off—work tomorrow, early shifts. Marcus clapped Ryan on the shoulder as he stood to leave.

“Friday. Eight. Don’t ghost.”

“I won’t,” Ryan said, meaning it.

He walked home alone under streetlights, the buzz fading into a pleasant haze. For once, his mind wasn’t spiraling. It was quiet. Almost peaceful.

But when he got inside, stripped down for a shower, and caught sight of the tattoo in the bathroom mirror—black queen, black spade, pointing down like always—the quiet shifted.

Marcus had seen it. Ryan was almost sure of it now. The pause. The look. The careful non-reaction.

And instead of laughing, or teasing, or walking away… Marcus had invited him over.

To poker night.

At his house.

Ryan stood under the hot water, letting it pound against his shoulders, and wondered what the hell that meant.

He didn’t know yet.

But the invitation sat in his phone like a live wire.

And part of him—small, curious, terrified—was already counting down to Friday.

Chapter 7: Poker Night

Ryan pulled up to the address Marcus had texted him exactly at 8:02 p.m. on Friday. The house was a modest single-story ranch in a quiet neighborhood—lights on in every window, bass thumping faintly through the walls, cars parked haphazardly along the curb. It looked more like a house party than a serious poker game, which both relieved and unnerved him.

He’d spent the week trying not to think about the invitation. He’d almost canceled twice. But curiosity—or maybe something darker—won out. He wore dark jeans, a plain black T-shirt, and the same hoodie he’d been hiding in all week. Underneath, nothing special. He hadn’t touched the lingerie Lena gave him. Not yet.

Marcus opened the door before he could knock.

“Ryan! Right on time, man.” Marcus grinned, pulling him into a quick one-armed hug. “Come on in. We’re just getting started.”

The living room was packed but relaxed. Maybe fifteen people total. Music played low—R&B, smooth and unhurried. A poker table was set up in the dining area with four guys already dealing cards, chips stacked, beers open. But most of the crowd was scattered across couches, leaning against walls, laughing over red Solo cups and plates of wings.

Ryan scanned the room and felt something click into place a second too late.

Every guy was Black.

Every girl was white.

The realization landed quietly, like a door closing behind him. No one made a big deal of it. No one stared. People just nodded hello, smiled, offered him a drink. Marcus handed him a cold bottle and steered him toward the couch.

“Make yourself at home,” Marcus said. “Poker’s casual tonight. Mostly people just vibe.”

Ryan sat. Sipped. Tried to blend in.

The night unfolded slowly, pleasantly. He played a few hands—lost more than he won, but the table was forgiving. Laughed at stories. Got buzzed on beer and the occasional shot someone passed around. The energy was easy, welcoming. No one asked about his tattoo. No one teased.

But as the hours ticked by, Ryan started noticing things.

One by one, the girls began shedding layers.

First it was casual—a cardigan tossed over a chair, a crop top swapped for a tank because “it’s hot in here.” Then heels kicked off. Skirts hiked up when sitting. A sundress slipped off shoulders to reveal a lacy bra strap. By 11 p.m. half the women were down to lingerie or bikini tops and shorts, moving through the house like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Ryan’s buzz made everything feel soft around the edges, but he wasn’t blind.

And then he saw the tattoos.

A small black Queen of Spades on a hipbone when a blonde bent to grab a drink from the cooler. Another on the inside of a thigh when a brunette crossed her legs on the couch. A third just above the waistband of low-rise panties when a redhead stretched. Same symbol. Same placement logic—somewhere intimate, somewhere visible only when clothes came off.

His mouth went dry.

He waited until he and Marcus were alone in the kitchen refilling ice.

“Hey,” Ryan said, voice low. “All the girls… they’ve got the same tattoo I do.”

Marcus didn’t flinch. Just nodded slowly, like he’d been waiting for the question.

“Yeah,” he said. “They do.”

Ryan swallowed. “They told me what it means. Jess did, anyway. Is that… why they’re here?”

Marcus leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “Pretty much. They’re into it. The lifestyle. The dynamic. They like being claimed, being shown off, being used by Black men. The tattoo’s their way of saying it out loud. Same as yours.”

Ryan’s face burned. “Mine was a dare. I didn’t—”

“I know,” Marcus cut in gently. “But it’s there now. And we all saw it the other night at the bar. You didn’t hide it well when you bent over the pool table.” He smiled, not cruel. “No judgment, man. Just facts.”

A pause.

One of the girls—tall, dark-haired, wearing only a black thong and a sheer cami now—walked past the kitchen doorway. She glanced in, smiled at Ryan, and kept going. The Queen of Spades on her lower back flashed as she turned.

Ryan’s head spun.

Marcus stepped closer. “You’re curious, right? That’s why you came.”

Ryan didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

“Come on,” Marcus said. “Let’s get you ready for the rest of the night. No pressure. Just… see how it feels.”

Before Ryan could protest, two of the girls appeared—smiling, gentle, already holding a small duffel bag.

They led him to a spare bedroom down the hall. Door closed. Music muffled.

“Relax,” the brunette said. “We’ve done this before. You’re safe.”

They helped him out of his clothes with practiced ease—no groping, just efficient, almost caring movements. Jeans off. T-shirt off. Boxers last.

The tattoo stood out stark against his pale skin.

“Gorgeous,” the blonde murmured, tracing the air above it without touching.

They dressed him slowly.

Black lace panties first—high-cut, snug, the Queen of Spades embroidery right over his cock. A matching garter belt clipped to sheer thigh-highs. A bralette that barely covered anything. A thin black choker with a tiny silver spade pendant.

They brushed his hair back, dabbed a little gloss on his lips, spritzed something sweet on his neck.

When they turned him toward the full-length mirror on the closet door, Ryan barely recognized himself.

Soft. Feminine. Marked.

His cock was half-hard inside the lace, straining against the fabric.

The girls smiled.

“Perfect,” the brunette said. “Now come back out and have fun.”

They led him back to the living room.

The energy had shifted—slower, heavier, more intimate. Couples were paired off on couches, hands wandering. Someone dimmed the lights further.

Marcus was waiting.

He looked Ryan over slowly, appreciatively. No mockery. Just hunger.

“Come here, pretty girl,” he said quietly.

Ryan’s legs moved before his brain caught up.

Marcus guided him to his knees between strong thighs. The room watched—not staring, just… present. Accepting.

Marcus unzipped slowly.

Ryan hesitated only a second.

Then he leaned in.

The taste was new. Salty. Warm. Thick.

He took it slow—tentative licks, then deeper, lips stretching. Marcus’s hand rested lightly on the back of his head, guiding but not forcing.

Ryan’s own cock throbbed uselessly in the panties. Precum soaked the lace.

He didn’t last long before Marcus groaned low and spilled down his throat. Ryan swallowed—clumsy, messy, but he did it.

The room gave quiet approval—soft claps, murmurs of “good girl.”

Someone handed him a drink. He downed it in one.

The rest of the night blurred.

More hands. More mouths. More praise whispered in his ear.

He didn’t fuck anyone. Not yet.

But he served. On his knees. In lace. Marked.

When the party finally wound down around 3 a.m., Ryan passed out on a couch, still in the lingerie, someone’s jacket draped over him like a blanket.

Morning came harsh.

Sunlight stabbed through the blinds.

The house was quiet. Empty beer bottles everywhere. Pizza boxes. The poker table still set up.

Ryan sat up slowly. His head pounded. His body ached in unfamiliar places.

His clothes were gone.

All of them.

Jeans. T-shirt. Hoodie. Boxers. Shoes. Socks. Wallet. Phone. Keys.

Nothing.

Only the lingerie remained—panties, garter belt, stockings, bralette, choker.

He searched the house in a panic. Checked the bedroom. The bathroom. Under couches.

Gone.

A note on the kitchen counter in Marcus’s handwriting:

Had to run out early. Clothes are safe at my place. Come by later if you want them back. Or keep the look. You wore it well.

— M

Ryan stared at the note.

Then at himself in the hallway mirror—disheveled hair, smudged gloss, lace clinging to skin, Queen of Spades stark and proud.

He had no choice.

He wrapped the jacket someone had left around himself as best he could. It barely covered his ass. The stockings were laddered now, garters twisted.

He stepped outside.

The neighborhood was quiet. Early Saturday. A few cars passed. A jogger gave him a long look but didn’t stop.

Ryan walked.

Three blocks to the main road. Another mile to the bus stop he’d seen on the way in.

Every step rubbed lace against sensitive skin. Every breeze reminded him how exposed he was.

People stared.

Some smirked.

Some took out phones.

Ryan kept his head down and kept walking.

By the time he reached the bus stop, his face was burning, his cock traitorously half-hard again inside the soaked panties.

He sat on the bench.

Waited for the bus.

And wondered—quietly, terrifyingly—what came next.

Chapter 8: The Ride Home

Ryan sat on the cold metal bench at the bus stop, knees pressed tight together, arms wrapped around himself inside the borrowed jacket. It was barely past 7 a.m. on a Saturday—too early for most people, but Salt Lake traffic was already picking up. A delivery van rumbled past. A cyclist gave him a double-take and kept pedaling. Every vehicle that slowed made his heart slam against his ribs.

The lingerie felt obscene in daylight: black lace panties riding up uncomfortably, garter straps twisted and digging into his thighs, the sheer stockings laddered from last night’s chaos, the bralette offering zero warmth against the morning chill. The choker’s little silver spade pendant rested cold against his throat like a tag. Smudged lip gloss still clung to the corners of his mouth. He hadn’t dared look in a reflective surface since leaving Marcus’s house.

He kept his head down, hood up as much as the jacket allowed, praying the next bus would come soon. Praying no one he knew would drive by.

Fate, of course, had other plans.

A familiar silver SUV slowed at the curb. The passenger window rolled down.

“Ryan?”

Lena’s voice—surprised, then delighted.

He froze. Didn’t look up.

The car idled. Engine purred. A beat of silence.

“Get in,” she said, softer this time. Not a command. Almost gentle. “Before someone calls the cops on the half-naked twink at the bus stop.”

Ryan’s face burned so hot he thought he might combust. He glanced around—no other options in sight. The bus wasn’t due for another twenty minutes according to the app he couldn’t check because his phone was gone.

He stood, clutching the jacket closed as best he could, and hurried to the passenger side. The door clicked open before he reached it.

He slid in without meeting her eyes, pulling the door shut fast. The heater blasted warm air against his bare legs. It felt like mercy and exposure at the same time.

Lena didn’t pull away immediately. She just looked at him—really looked. From the messy hair to the choker to the visible lace peeking where the jacket gapped at his thighs.

“Jesus,” she breathed, half-laugh, half-awe. “You went all in, didn’t you?”

Ryan stared straight ahead. “Just drive. Please.”

She shifted into gear and eased back into traffic. For the first few blocks she was mercifully quiet. The radio played low—some indie song he didn’t recognize. The city blurred past: coffee shops opening, joggers in bright gear, normal Saturday life.

Then she couldn’t help herself.

“So,” she said, voice light, teasing. “Poker night, huh? Marcus’s place?”

Ryan’s stomach dropped. “How do you—”

“I know people,” she said simply. “Word travels in certain circles. Especially when a cute little newbie shows up in full sissy regalia and ends the night on his knees.”

He flinched.

She glanced over, eyes sparkling. “Don’t look so shocked. Marcus texted me this morning. Said you were… memorable. Sent a couple pictures from last night before you passed out. You looked adorable.”

Ryan’s hands clenched in his lap. “Delete them.”

“I will. Eventually.” She smiled. “But first—details. Come on, Ry. You owe me. I started this whole thing.”

“I don’t owe you shit.”

“You do when you’re sitting in my car wearing nothing but lace and a borrowed jacket that smells like weed and bad decisions.” She reached over casually and tugged the jacket open just enough to expose more of the bralette. “This is from my gift bag, isn’t it? The Queen of Spades thong too?”

He yanked the jacket closed again. “Stop.”

She laughed softly. “Okay, okay. I’ll behave. Mostly.” A pause. “But seriously… how was it? Your first time?”

Ryan swallowed. The memory flashed unbidden: the taste, the weight, Marcus’s hand gentle in his hair, the quiet murmurs of “good girl” from around the room.

“It was…” He searched for a word that wouldn’t betray him. “…a lot.”

“Did you like it?”

He didn’t answer.

She took that as yes.

“Thought so,” she murmured. “You’re still hard thinking about it, aren’t you?”

He wasn’t—not fully—but the lace was damp, and his body hadn’t quite forgotten. He shifted, trying to hide it.

Lena noticed. Of course she did.

“Poor baby,” she cooed. “All dressed up and nowhere to go but home. No clothes, no phone, no keys. Did they take everything?”

“Yeah,” he muttered. “Left a note. Said my stuff’s at Marcus’s if I want it back.”

She whistled low. “Classic. They’re keeping you on a short leash now. Literally and figuratively.” She glanced at the choker. “Speaking of… that little spade looks good on you. Permanent accessory soon?”

“Shut up, Lena.”

She grinned but eased off the teasing for a minute. When they hit a red light, she reached into the back seat, pulled out a folded blanket, and draped it over his lap.

“Here. Less obvious to anyone looking in.”

He muttered a grudging “thanks.”

The rest of the drive was quieter. She didn’t push too hard. But every so often she’d glance over, eyes flicking to the lingerie peeking out, the smudged makeup, the way he kept tugging the stockings up like they might suddenly vanish.

When they pulled into his apartment complex, she parked in a visitor spot and killed the engine.

Ryan reached for the door handle.

“Wait,” she said.

He paused.

She turned toward him fully. For once the teasing edge was gone.

“I’m not sorry I started this,” she said quietly. “But I am sorry it spiraled so fast. You didn’t ask for any of it. Not really.”

He looked at her—really looked. Her expression was softer than he’d ever seen it.

“But you’re in it now,” she continued. “And running from it won’t make the tattoo disappear. Or the memories. Or the way your body reacted last night.”

He swallowed hard.

“If you want out,” she said, “I’ll help. We can look into laser removal, cover-up ideas, whatever. I’ll even pay for it. No more games.”

A long silence.

“But if you want to keep going…” She reached over, brushed a stray lock of hair from his forehead. “I’ll help with that too. Makeup. Walking in heels. How to take it deeper without losing yourself. Whatever you need.”

Ryan stared at the dashboard. The blanket over his lap. The lace underneath.

“I don’t know what I want,” he admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

“That’s okay,” she said. “You’ve got time to figure it out.”

She leaned in and kissed his cheek—soft, lingering, almost sisterly.

“Go inside. Shower. Sleep. Text me when you’re ready to talk. Or when you need a ride to Marcus’s to get your clothes back.” A small smile. “Or when you want to borrow something cuter than that jacket.”

He nodded once.

Then he got out—blanket wrapped around himself like a toga— and hurried up the stairs to his apartment door.

Lena watched until he was inside.

Then she drove away, still smiling.

Inside, Ryan locked the door, dropped the blanket, and stood in front of his full-length mirror in nothing but the lingerie.

Disheveled. Marked. Changed.

He didn’t take it off right away.

He just looked.

And for the first time since the dare, he didn’t hate what he saw.

Not entirely.

Chapter 9: The Package and the Escape

Ryan woke up Saturday afternoon with sunlight slanting through the blinds like an accusation. His head throbbed dully—not from hangover this time, but from the weight of everything that had happened. The lingerie from last night was still on him: panties twisted uncomfortably, garter straps loose, stockings laddered and clinging to sweaty skin. The choker had left a faint red line around his throat. He hadn’t had the energy to strip before collapsing into bed.

He rolled over, intending to peel everything off and shower until the memories loosened their grip.

That’s when he saw it.

On his nightstand—placed neatly, almost tenderly—was a small black gift box tied with a thin silver ribbon. No wrapping paper this time. Just matte black cardboard and a single white envelope tucked under the bow.

His stomach flipped.

He sat up slowly, the lace shifting against his skin, and reached for the envelope first.

Lena’s handwriting—sharp, looping, unmistakable:

Ry,

Figured you’d wake up still dressed like the pretty little thing you are. Don’t take it off yet. Wear it while you read this.

Inside the box is a gift. Something to help ease you into things… if you decide to go back to Marcus. Or anyone else who might want to claim what’s already marked. No pressure. Just an option.

You looked good last night (Marcus sent proof—don’t worry, I didn’t share). You looked even better this morning when I dropped this off. You were out cold. I let myself in with the spare key you gave Mike years ago. Don’t be mad. I left quietly.

If you want to stop, throw it away. If you want to keep going… use it. Experiment. There’s lube in the box too. Start slow.

Text me when you’re ready to talk. Or when you need a shopping trip. Or when you need someone to hold your hand while you beg for the first time.

You’re not alone in this anymore.

— L

Ryan’s fingers shook as he set the note aside and lifted the lid.

Nestled in black tissue paper: a fresh set of lingerie. Deep burgundy this time—satin and lace, more elegant than the last. High-waisted panties with delicate straps that would frame his hips. A matching corset-style bralette with underwire cups and thin ribbons that laced up the front. Sheer thigh-highs in the same shade. And centered on the panties’ front panel, embroidered in shimmering gold thread: another Queen of Spades, smaller, more discreet, but unmistakable.

Tucked beside it, in a velvet pouch: a smooth black butt plug. Medium size, tapered, with a flared base and a subtle heart-shaped jewel at the end that caught the light. A small bottle of high-end water-based lube rested on top.

He stared at the contents for a long minute.

His cock twitched inside the worn panties he was still wearing.

He closed the box. Hard.

Then he stood, walked to the bathroom, and stared at himself in the mirror again—disheveled, marked, still in last night’s lace.

He didn’t take it off.

Not yet.



Monday morning brought an email from his boss that felt like divine intervention.

Ryan—

Urgent: High-value client in Denver having critical system outage. They specifically requested you (your name came up from last year’s audit). Flight booked for tonight. You’ll be on-site Tuesday–Friday. Hotel, per diem, rental car—all covered. Pack for four days. Be ready to troubleshoot 24/7 if needed.

Let me know if there are any conflicts.

Thanks for stepping up.

— Sarah

Ryan read it twice.

Denver.

Four days.

No one there knew him. No one knew about the tattoo. No one knew about poker night. No one knew about the box on his nightstand.

A bubble of privacy. A place to breathe. Or… to fall further.

He replied: No conflicts. I’ll be on the flight.

Then he started packing.

Work laptop. Chargers. Toiletries. A few button-downs and slacks.

And—after a long hesitation—the black gift box.

He slid it into the bottom of his suitcase, buried under folded shirts. The butt plug’s weight felt obscene even through layers of fabric.

He told himself it was just in case. Curiosity. Nothing more.

He told himself he could leave it packed the whole trip.

He almost believed it.



The flight was uneventful. Window seat. Noise-canceling headphones. He stared at the clouds and tried not to think about burgundy lace or jeweled plugs.

The hotel was nice—business-class chain, king bed, desk, mini-fridge. Check-in was smooth. The clerk didn’t glance twice at his suitcase.

Once in the room, he set the bag on the luggage rack and unzipped it slowly.

The box sat there like it had been waiting.

He didn’t open it right away.

Instead he showered—long, hot, trying to wash away the weekend. When he stepped out, towel around his waist, he caught his reflection: pale skin, the black Queen of Spades still stark above his cock, the faint red line from the choker already faded.

He dried off.

Then—without letting himself think too hard—he pulled the box out.

The burgundy lingerie felt heavier than it should have. Softer. More expensive.

He laid everything on the bed: panties, bralette, corset, stockings.

The plug and lube beside them.

He sat on the edge of the mattress in just the hotel towel and stared.

Four days.

No one would know.

He could try. Just once. See how it felt without an audience. Without Lena’s teasing. Without Marcus’s hand on his head.

Just him.

Alone.

In a city where he was nobody.

He reached for the panties first.

The satin slid up his legs like a secret.

He didn’t stop there.

Chapter 10: The Hotel Room

The Denver hotel room felt smaller once the door clicked shut behind him. Ryan stood there for a long minute, still in his work slacks and button-down from the client meeting, suitcase open on the rack like an accusation. The black gift box from Lena waited at the bottom, untouched since he’d buried it under his shirts at home.

He’d told himself during the flight that he wouldn’t open it. That four days away from Salt Lake was for work—focus, troubleshooting, professionalism. Not… this.

But the client session had ended early. The system was stable by 4 p.m. No emergencies. No follow-up calls until tomorrow morning. Just him, a quiet room, a king bed, and hours stretching ahead.

He showered first. Hot water. Soap. Trying to rinse away the day, the memories, the low hum of curiosity that hadn’t left since the poker night. When he stepped out, towel low on his hips, the tattoo stared back at him in the fogged mirror—black queen, black spade, pointing down like it always had.

He dried off slowly.

Then he went to the suitcase.

The burgundy lingerie unfolded across the white duvet like spilled wine. Satin caught the lamplight. The gold-threaded Queen of Spades on the panties glinted. The plug sat beside it, black and sleek, the heart-shaped jewel at the base almost pretty.

Ryan’s pulse kicked up.

He told himself he could stop anytime.

He started with the panties.

The satin whispered up his thighs, cool against warm skin. High-waisted, they hugged his hips, the lace panels sheer enough to show the shadow of his cock beneath. The embroidered spade sat right over him—small, elegant, claiming. He adjusted the straps, feeling the fabric settle into place like it belonged there.

Next the stockings. Sheer burgundy, rolling smoothly up his legs until the lace tops gripped his thighs. He clipped them to the garter belt that came with the set—thin straps framing his ass, pulling everything taut.

The bralette was last. Underwire cups, ribbon laces up the front. He pulled it on, fumbling the ties until it cinched just enough to give the illusion of shape. Not much. Just enough to feel… different.

He stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door.

Pale skin against deep red lace. Stockings accentuating long, slender legs he’d never paid much attention to before. The tattoo peeking above the waistband like a signature. The little gold spade on the panties drawing the eye downward.

His cock was already thickening, pressing against the satin.

He didn’t touch himself yet.

Instead he sat on the edge of the bed, spread his legs slightly, and reached for the plug.

The lube was cool. He squeezed a generous amount onto his fingers, then more onto the toy. He lay back, propped on pillows, knees bent and apart. The room was silent except for his breathing.

He started slow—circling, pressing, breathing through the stretch. The first breach made him gasp. A burn, then fullness. He paused, letting his body adjust, then pushed deeper until the flared base nestled against him, the jeweled heart visible between his cheeks when he glanced down.

Full.

Marked inside and out.

His hand drifted to the front of the panties almost without thought.

He rubbed himself through the satin—slow strokes, feeling the lace drag against sensitive skin. The plug shifted with every small movement, pressing in places that made his toes curl.

He closed his eyes.

And remembered.

Marcus’s thighs framing his face. The weight of him on his tongue. The low groan when Ryan had taken him deeper. The hand in his hair—not rough, just guiding. The taste—salty, warm, overwhelming. The quiet “good girl” that had landed somewhere deep in his chest.

His strokes sped up.

He pictured the room watching—not judging, just… approving. The soft claps. The murmurs. The way his own cock had leaked into the lace while he knelt.

He imagined Marcus’s voice again, low and steady: “That’s it, pretty thing. Take it all.”

The plug pressed harder as he rocked his hips. The satin grew slick with precum. His free hand tugged at the bralette ribbons, tightening them until the fabric bit just enough.

He was panting now. Open-mouthed. Hips lifting off the bed in shallow thrusts.

The memory shifted—Marcus pulling out, stroking himself, painting Ryan’s gloss-smeared lips. Claiming.

That did it.

He came hard—shuddering, spilling into the burgundy panties, soaking the gold-threaded spade. The plug shifted with every pulse, intensifying the aftershocks until he was whimpering into the pillow.

When it passed, he lay there—sweaty, trembling, lingerie clinging to damp skin.

The room smelled faintly of lube and sex.

He didn’t move for a long time.

Eventually he reached down, fingers brushing the soaked fabric, the jeweled base still nestled inside him.

He didn’t take anything off.

Not the plug.

Not the lingerie.

He just rolled onto his side, pulled the covers over himself, and stared at the wall.

Tomorrow he had to be professional again. Client meetings. Slacks. Button-down. Normal.

But tonight—tonight he was still dressed like this.

Still full.

Still marked.

And for the first time since the dare, the shame felt… smaller.

Not gone.

But quieter.

He closed his eyes.

And let himself drift, the plug a steady reminder inside him, the lace a soft cage around everything he was slowly learning to want.

Chapter 11: The Client

The second day in Denver started like the first: slacks, button-down, laptop bag, professional smile. Ryan had showered that morning, removed the plug with a quiet gasp, stripped the burgundy lingerie, folded it carefully back into the gift box, and buried it again at the bottom of his suitcase. He told himself the night before had been a one-time experiment. A private slip. Done.

He almost believed it until he sat across the conference table from Darius—Darius Washington, the client’s lead IT director, the man whose name had appeared in every email chain.

Darius was huge. Six-foot-five at least, broad through the shoulders, deep brown skin, close-cropped beard, voice like low thunder. Mid-forties, calm, sharp-eyed, the kind of man who commanded rooms without raising his voice. Ryan had met him briefly during the initial handshake yesterday; today they were alone in the small war room, running diagnostics together.

Ryan bent to plug in a cable under the table. His shirt rode up—just an inch, maybe two.

Darius’s eyes flicked down.

He didn’t say anything at first. Just watched.

When Ryan straightened, Darius was leaning back in his chair, arms crossed, studying him with quiet amusement.

“Nice ink,” he said, nodding toward Ryan’s waistband where the top edge of the Queen of Spades had peeked out.

Ryan froze. Tugged his shirt down hard.

Darius smiled—slow, knowing, not mocking. “Relax. I’ve seen it before.”

Ryan’s mouth went dry. “It’s… nothing. Just—”

“A signal,” Darius finished gently. “And you’re wearing more than ink today, aren’t you?”

Ryan’s face flamed. How the hell—

Darius tapped his own temple. “You move different when you’ve got lace under the slacks. Subtle. But I notice things.”

Ryan wanted to sink through the floor. “I—I didn’t mean for anyone to—”

“I’m not complaining.” Darius stood, towering over the table. “Tell you what. Work’s done early again today. Let me buy you a drink. Somewhere quiet. No pressure. Just talk.”

Ryan should have said no.

He said yes.



The bar was upscale but dim—leather booths, low jazz, no one paying attention. Darius ordered whiskey neat. Ryan ordered a beer he barely touched.

Halfway through the second round, Darius leaned in.

“So. Queen of Spades. How long?”

Ryan stared at the bottle label. “Couple weeks. It was a dare. I didn’t know what it meant.”

Darius nodded. “And now you do.”

“Yeah.” Ryan’s voice was small. “And I’m… I don’t know. Confused. Part of me wants to laser it off. Part of me…” He trailed off.

“Part of you liked last weekend,” Darius supplied.

Ryan’s head snapped up. “How—”

“Word travels. Marcus is a friend. He mentioned a cute new one who showed up at poker night and left an impression.” Darius smiled faintly. “Didn’t know it was you until today.”

Ryan buried his face in his hands. “Jesus.”

“Hey.” Darius’s voice softened. “No shame here. You’re figuring it out. That’s all this is.”

A long silence.

Then Darius said, “Let me give you the girlfriend experience. The sissy version. One week. No strings after. You go home when it’s done. But you get to feel what it’s really like—being taken care of, dressed up, used right. By someone who knows what the tattoo promises.”

Ryan’s heart hammered. “I can’t. Work—”

Darius pulled out his phone, dialed a number on speaker.

“Sarah? Darius Washington. Your guy Ryan’s doing great work. System’s stable, but we’ve got some follow-up training and configuration I’d like him for. Can you spare him another week? Fully billable, of course.”

Ryan listened, stunned, as his boss laughed and agreed without hesitation.

Darius ended the call. “Done. You’re mine until next Friday.”

Ryan stared at him. “You just—”

“I did.” Darius stood, offered a hand. “Come on, princess. First stop’s the salon. We’re getting you smooth.”



The salon was private—high-end, appointment-only, back entrance. Darius had clearly called ahead.

Waxing: full body, legs to brows. Every strip made Ryan whimper, but Darius stayed in the room, holding his hand, murmuring “good girl” every time he flinched. The technician bleached his hole—cold, clinical, humiliatingly thorough. Toenails painted glossy black with tiny gold spade decals. Facial. Manicure (clear polish, nothing too obvious for work). Massage that left him boneless.

Every night after that was a date.

Tuesday: dinner at a quiet steakhouse. Ryan in borrowed slacks and a fitted shirt from Darius’s suitcase—underneath, burgundy lingerie again, plug seated deep. Darius fed him bites from his fork. Called him “baby” when the waiter wasn’t listening.

Wednesday: rooftop bar. Ryan’s first heels (low, black). He wobbled; Darius steadied him with a hand on his lower back, right over the garter straps.

Thursday: private movie theater. Ryan on his knees between Darius’s thighs again—this time slower, more practiced, tears in his eyes from the stretch of his jaw and the praise whispered above him.

Every night ended the same.

Back at the hotel. Lights low. Darius stripping him slow—peeling lace away like gift wrapping. Then the pegging.

Darius used a thick, realistic strap-on—black, veined, intimidating. Lots of lube. Lots of prep. Lots of time.

The first night Ryan cried—overwhelmed, stretched, ashamed of how full he felt, how his cock leaked without being touched.

By the third night he was moaning—high, needy sounds he didn’t recognize as his own.

By Friday he was begging.

“Please—harder—Daddy—more—”

Darius gave it to him. Deep, steady, relentless.

Ryan came untouched—shaking, sobbing, the word “sissy” falling from his lips like a confession.

Every orgasm chipped away at the shame.

And every morning he woke up embarrassed that he’d enjoyed it. Embarrassed that he craved the weight of Darius on top of him, the deep voice calling him pretty, the way his body opened so easily now.

Embarrassed that being dominated by a Black man felt… right.



Friday afternoon Ryan boarded the flight home.

Darius had kissed him goodbye in the hotel room—slow, possessive, one last time.

“You did good, princess. If you ever want more, you know where to find me.”

Ryan nodded, throat tight.

Back in Salt Lake, he unlocked his apartment door. The place smelled like dust and normal life.

He showered—long, hot—scrubbed until his skin was pink.

He dressed in his old boxers. Old T-shirt. Old jeans.

But when he looked in the mirror, the tattoo was still there.

And now the memories were inside him too.

He wasn’t the same Ryan who’d left.

He didn’t know what he was now.

Confused—yes.

But in a different way.

Before, the confusion had been fear and denial.

Now it was hunger.

Quiet, persistent, undeniable hunger.

He sat on the edge of his bed.

Pulled the burgundy box from his suitcase.

Opened it.

And stared at the lingerie he’d worn every night.

He didn’t put it on.

Not yet.

But he didn’t throw it away, either.

He just held it.

And let himself feel the want.

Chapter 12: The Shopping Trip

Ryan stared at the burgundy lingerie box on his dresser for three full days after returning from Denver.

He didn’t open it.

He didn’t throw it away.

He just looked.

Every morning he dressed for work in his usual boxers, jeans, plain T-shirt. Every evening he came home, showered, and sat on the edge of the bed in nothing but the towel, eyes fixed on the black gift box like it was a loaded gun.

On the fourth night he finally texted Lena.

Ryan: Can we talk?

Lena: Already on my way. Be there in 20. Wear something cute. 😘

She showed up in ripped jeans, cropped hoodie, and that same dangerous smile. She didn’t knock—just used the spare key again and walked in like she lived there.

Ryan was still in his work clothes, sitting on the couch, knees bouncing.

Lena dropped her bag, kicked off her boots, and sat across from him.

“Spill,” she said simply.

He told her everything.

Darius. The salon. The dates. The pegging. The begging. The way he’d come untouched while being called “princess” and “good girl.” The way he’d cried the first night and moaned for more by the last. The way he still felt full even though nothing was inside him anymore.

Lena listened without interrupting. When he finished, cheeks burning, she just nodded.

“So,” she said quietly. “You’re not running from it anymore.”

Ryan swallowed. “I don’t know if I can stop. Even if I wanted to. Part of me… likes it. A lot. More than I thought I would.”

She reached over and squeezed his knee. “Then let’s stop fighting it. At least for a little while. Commit. See where it takes you.”

He looked at her. “What does that even mean?”

“It means we go shopping. Tomorrow. Saturday. Full sissy wardrobe. Super girly. Super feminine. Super slutty. Nothing left to the imagination. You pick what feels right. I’ll help you try it on. No judgment. Just you deciding how far you want to go.”

Ryan’s heart raced. “In public?”

“Fitting rooms are private. And we’ll go to the right stores—adult boutiques, not mall lingerie shops. Places that cater to this exact thing.”

He hesitated only a second.

“Okay,” he whispered. “Let’s do it.”



Saturday afternoon they drove to a discreet strip mall on the edge of town. The storefront was plain—blacked-out windows, small sign that read “Velvet Secrets.” Inside smelled like vanilla and leather. Soft pink lighting. Racks upon racks of lace, satin, mesh, PVC. Mannequins posed in positions that made Ryan’s face heat instantly.

Lena took charge without asking.

“First rule,” she said, guiding him toward the back. “Everything has to make you feel small. Pretty. Owned. Slutty. If it doesn’t scream ‘fuck me, Daddy,’ we skip it.”

They started with panties.

She pulled a tiny hot-pink thong—barely more than strings and a scrap of sheer mesh over the front. A white satin bow sat right above the crotch, and embroidered across the waistband in sparkly rhinestones: “Sissy Slut.”

“Try this,” she said, pressing it into his hands.

Next: a matching micro-bikini set in baby blue. The top was two tiny triangles connected by strings; the bottoms were a G-string with a heart-shaped cutout right over the ass. A small silver charm dangled from the front: a miniature Queen of Spades.

Then a sheer babydoll nightie in white chiffon—completely see-through, trimmed in pink marabou feathers, with a built-in shelf bra that would push whatever chest he had up and out. The hem barely skimmed mid-thigh.

Lena added fishnet thigh-highs with wide lace tops, a garter belt in hot pink with six dangling straps, and a pair of sky-high platform stilettos in glossy patent red.

“These,” she said, holding up a pair of crotchless panties in black lace. “For when you don’t want to waste time taking them off.”

Ryan’s hands shook as he carried the pile to the fitting room.

Lena followed him in—bold as anything—and locked the door.

“Strip,” she ordered softly.

He did.

Naked except for the tattoo staring back at him in the three-way mirror.

She handed him the hot-pink thong first.

He stepped into it. The strings rode high on his hips; the mesh front did almost nothing to hide his growing erection. The rhinestone “Sissy Slut” glittered under the lights.

Lena stepped behind him, hands on his shoulders, meeting his eyes in the mirror.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered. “That’s you now. At least for a little while.”

He looked.

Pale skin against violent pink. Tiny waistband digging in. Cock straining against the sheer fabric. Tattoo framed perfectly above it.

His breath hitched.

Next the baby-blue micro-bikini. The top barely covered his nipples; the bottoms left his ass completely exposed except for the thin strip disappearing between his cheeks. The heart cutout framed his hole like an invitation.

Lena clipped the silver spade charm into place. It swung gently with every movement.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Now the babydoll.”

He slipped it over his head. The chiffon floated around him like mist—completely transparent. His body was on full display: hard nipples through the fabric, the thong visible underneath, legs looking longer in the fishnets she’d insisted he try on too.

She knelt, fastened the garter straps to the stockings, then stood and adjusted the marabou trim around his neck like a collar.

“Turn,” she said.

He did a slow circle.

In the mirror: a slutty, hyper-feminine doll. Pink and white and black lace everywhere. Queen of Spades everywhere. Nothing left to the imagination.

His cock throbbed visibly under the sheer layers.

Lena smiled behind him. “You like it.”

It wasn’t a question.

He nodded once. Voice small. “Yeah.”

She handed him the platform heels.

“Walk.”

He wobbled at first—ankles shaking—but she steadied him, hands on his waist.

“Small steps. Hips forward. Feel how it makes your ass stick out. How it makes you feel tiny.”

He walked the length of the fitting room and back.

Each step clicked. Each sway made the babydoll flutter. Each movement reminded him how exposed he was.

How slutty.

How right it felt.

They bought it all.

The hot-pink thong set.

The baby-blue micro-bikini.

The white babydoll.

Fishnets. Garter belt. Crotchless panties.

Red platforms.

A few extras Lena slipped in: a pink satin maid outfit with ruffled apron and matching headpiece, a black latex corset with built-in cups, and a collar with “Property of QoS” engraved on the tag.

At checkout, Ryan paid with shaking hands. Lena carried the bags.

In the car, she glanced over.

“Tonight,” she said. “You wear the babydoll and the crotchless panties. Plug yourself. Send me a picture when you’re dressed. Then you can decide what comes next.”

Ryan stared out the window, bags rustling in the back seat.

He didn’t argue.

He just nodded.

And felt the first real spark of excitement—not shame, not confusion, but something brighter.

Something like surrender.

Something like yes.

Chapter 13: The Rejection

That night, after Lena left, Ryan locked the apartment door and stood in front of his bedroom mirror for a long time.

The shopping bags sat on the bed like wrapped promises. He didn’t let himself overthink it. He just started.

First the white chiffon babydoll—slipping it over his head, feeling the marabou feathers tickle his collarbones. The fabric was so sheer it hid nothing: his nipples darkened against the white, the tattoo stark black below his navel, his cock already stirring at the sight of himself.

Next the crotchless panties in black lace. He stepped into them carefully. The open seam framed his ass completely; the front panel was barely there, just enough mesh to cradle him without covering. His erection pushed through immediately, obscene and obvious.

Fishnets rolled up smooth legs. Garter straps clipped tight. The red platform stilettos—higher than anything he’d ever worn—made his calves flex and his posture shift forward, ass out, hips cocked.

He added the final touch Lena had slipped into the bag without him noticing: a cheap blonde wig from the adult store’s clearance rack, long and wavy, bangs that framed his face in soft curls.

He looked again.

Not Ryan.

Not anymore.

A slutty, hyper-feminine doll stared back—pink lips (he’d swiped on some gloss from the bathroom drawer), flushed cheeks, wide eyes under fake lashes he’d clumsily glued on. The Queen of Spades tattoo seemed to glow under the bedroom lamp.

He felt ridiculous.

He felt exposed.

He felt right.

He took photos.

First standing, hands on hips, trying to pose like the girls at Marcus’s poker night.

Then bent over the bed, ass to the camera, the open crotch framing everything.

Then on his knees, looking up at the mirror-phone like he was begging.

Close-ups: the sheer babydoll clinging to skin, the little silver spade charm on the garter belt, the tattoo framed by lace.

He sent the best five to Lena.

Ryan: [photos attached]

Done.

I look… stupid.

But I like it.

Lena’s reply came in under a minute.

Lena: Holy fuck, baby girl.

You’re gorgeous. Slutty perfection.

That ass in those panties? Criminal.

Send one to Marcus. Right now. Tell him you’re ready for round two.

Be brave.

Ryan’s thumb hovered over Marcus’s contact.

His heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat.

He selected the kneeling photo—the one where his eyes looked biggest, most pleading—and attached it.

Ryan: Hey. It’s been a few weeks.

I’ve been… thinking about that night.

A lot.

Thought you might like to see what I’ve been up to.

[photo attached]

He hit send before he could delete it.

Then he waited.

Minutes stretched into an hour. He stayed dressed—paced in the heels, sat on the bed, stood in front of the mirror again. Every creak of the apartment building made him jump.

Finally the phone buzzed.

Marcus: Damn. Look at you.

All dressed up like a proper little sissy now.

Cute.

Ryan’s breath caught. He started typing.

Ryan: Yeah. I’ve been practicing.

Wanted to see if maybe—

Another message came through before he finished.

Marcus: Listen, princess.

It’s been a few weeks.

I’ve moved on.

Got a couple regulars now—girls who know what they’re doing, don’t need hand-holding.

You were fun that one night, but honestly?

Kinda boring.

Dime a dozen.

Every white boy with a fresh QoS tat thinks he’s special at first.

You’ll find someone else who’s into training newbies.

Take care.

The words landed like punches.

Ryan stared at the screen.

Boring.

Dime a dozen.

He read it again.

Again.

The phone slipped from his fingers onto the bed.

He sat there in the babydoll and crotchless panties, heels still on, wig slightly askew, erection long gone.

Something cracked inside his chest.

Not anger.

Not even shame, exactly.

Just… emptiness.

He didn’t cry.

Not right away.

He just sat.

Eventually he peeled off the lingerie—slow, mechanical. Folded it back into the bag. Kicked the heels under the bed. Pulled on old sweatpants and a hoodie. Climbed under the covers without brushing his teeth.

The next morning he called in sick to work.

Then the day after.

Then the rest of the week.

He barely left the apartment.

Food delivery boxes piled up by the door.

Phone on Do Not Disturb.

Lena texted a few times—worried check-ins, teasing encouragement, then concern when he didn’t reply.

He didn’t open them.

He replayed Marcus’s words on loop.

Boring.

Dime a dozen.

Every time he passed the mirror he saw the same pale, average guy he’d always been.

The tattoo mocked him now—not a promise anymore, just a mistake.

He stopped masturbating.

Stopped looking at the lingerie bags.

Stopped thinking about Denver, about Darius’s strap-on, about the way he’d begged.

Or tried to.

The depression settled in quiet and heavy.

Gray days blurred together.

He ate too little, slept too much, stared at walls.

Weeks passed like that.

Three, maybe four—he lost count.

One afternoon he finally picked up his phone.

Lena’s last message from two days earlier:

Lena: Ry.

I’m worried.

I know rejection hurts like hell.

But you’re not dime a dozen.

Not to me.

Not to the right people.

When you’re ready, text back.

I’m here.

No pressure.

Just… don’t disappear on me.

He stared at it for a long time.

Then he typed one word.

Ryan: Okay.

He hit send.

And for the first time in weeks, the gray felt just a little less thick.

Not gone.

But thinner.

He still didn’t know what came next.

But at least he’d answered.

Chapter 14: The Hunger

The weeks after Marcus’s rejection dragged on like wet concrete. Ryan stayed inside most days, curtains drawn, phone silenced. Food tasted like cardboard. Showers felt pointless. The lingerie bags sat untouched in the closet like relics from a different life.

But the hunger didn’t leave.

It started as a low simmer—memories of Denver creeping in at 3 a.m., the stretch of Darius inside him, the weight of Marcus on his tongue. Then it grew. Day by day. A constant, aching pull low in his belly. Not just fantasy anymore. Need.

Real, physical, overwhelming need.

Black cock.

The phrase looped in his head until it drowned out everything else. He’d catch himself staring at his reflection, fingers tracing the Queen of Spades tattoo, imagining someone else’s hand there instead. Someone darker. Stronger. Claiming.

One Thursday night the hunger finally won.

He showered. Shaved everything smooth again—legs, chest, ass, balls. The ritual felt like prayer.

He opened the closet.

The white babydoll was still there, folded neatly. The crotchless black lace panties. Fishnets. Red platforms. The cheap blonde wig.

He dressed slowly, deliberately.

Babydoll over bare skin. Panties framing his already half-hard cock through the open crotch. Fishnets clipped to the garter belt. Platforms making every step a sway. Wig adjusted until the curls fell just right.

Makeup next—simple but bold. Pink gloss. Mascara. A little blush. Enough to look like he was trying to be pretty. Trying to be wanted.

He stood in front of the mirror one last time.

Slutty. Feminine. Desperate.

The tattoo stood out proudly above the sheer fabric.

He pulled on a long black trench coat—borrowed from an ex, oversized enough to cover everything—and slipped out the door.

The club was downtown, a place Lena had mentioned once in passing: “Eclipse.” Mixed crowd, dark corners, bass that rattled your teeth. Known for being… open-minded.

He paid the cover with cash, kept the coat buttoned until he was deep inside.

The music throbbed. Bodies pressed close on the dance floor. Strobe lights cut through smoke.

Ryan found a spot near the bar, back to the wall. He let the coat fall open just enough—babydoll visible, fishnets catching the light, tattoo peeking above the lace when he shifted.

He didn’t dance. He waited.

Eyes found him.

Some lingered. Some smirked. A few turned away.

Then one didn’t.

Tall. Broad. Dark skin gleaming under the lights. Mid-thirties maybe. Fitted black shirt, sleeves rolled to show thick forearms. He watched Ryan for a full minute—unhurried, appraising—then crossed the floor.

No small talk.

He stepped close, voice low over the music.

“Nice ink.”

Ryan’s mouth went dry. He nodded once.

The man’s eyes dropped to the open crotch of the panties, Ryan’s cock visibly straining now.

“You here to show off… or to get used?”

Ryan swallowed. “Both.”

A slow smile.

“Bathroom. Now.”

Ryan followed.

The men’s room was dim, graffiti on the stalls, bass still pounding through the walls. The man pushed him into the last stall, door locked behind them.

No names. No words.

Just hands.

The man unzipped. Thick, heavy, already hard. Dark and veined and everything Ryan had been craving.

Ryan dropped to his knees on the sticky tile without being told.

The taste hit him first—salty, musky, overwhelming. He opened wide, took as much as he could. Gagged once. Adjusted. Took more.

The man’s hand rested on the back of his wig—gentle at first, then firmer. Guiding. Fucking his mouth in shallow thrusts.

Ryan moaned around him. Drool ran down his chin, smearing gloss. His own cock leaked onto the floor, untouched.

“Good girl,” the man muttered. “Take it like you’re supposed to.”

Ryan did.

Deeper. Faster. Until the man groaned low, hips stuttering, and spilled hot down his throat.

Ryan swallowed every drop.

The man zipped up, patted his cheek once—almost affectionate—then left without a word.

Ryan stayed on his knees for another minute, breathing hard, tasting him still.

He stood slowly. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Fixed the wig. Buttoned the coat.

Walked out past the urinals, past the guys who definitely knew what had just happened.

Past the dance floor.

Out into the cool night air.

The walk home was a blur.

He unlocked the door, kicked off the platforms, let the coat fall.

Stood in the babydoll and fishnets, makeup smeared, lips swollen.

He looked dirty.

Used.

Cheap.

He felt filthy.

And god—he wanted more.

The hunger hadn’t faded.

It had sharpened.

He stripped slowly, folded the lingerie, tucked it away.

Showered until the water ran cold.

Climbed into bed naked.

And for the first time in weeks, he didn’t feel empty.

He felt ravenous.

Tomorrow he’d go back.

Or find another club.

Or text Lena.

Or call Darius.

Didn’t matter.

The tattoo wasn’t a mistake anymore.

It was a map.

And he was finally ready to follow it.

Chapter 15: The Regular

The hunger didn’t fade. It metastasized.

Every night after that first bathroom blowjob, Ryan found himself back at Eclipse, then at The Den, then at the nameless basement club behind the old warehouse district—each one seedier than the last. He stopped pretending it was occasional. He stopped pretending he was just “curious.” He became a regular. Three, four, sometimes five nights a week. The clubs knew his face before his name. The bouncers started nodding him in for free.

He always arrived the same way.

Full sissy slut mode.

The white chiffon babydoll clung to his smooth, waxed skin like wet tissue, completely see-through under the black-lights, his nipples stiff and dark against the fabric. The crotchless black lace panties framed his shaved cock and balls perfectly—erect and leaking before he even stepped inside. Fishnet thigh-highs stretched tight over his slender legs, clipped to the hot-pink garter belt that dug into his hips. The red patent platforms forced his ass out in an obscene arch with every step. The cheap blonde wig bounced against his shoulders, heavy with the cheap perfume he’d started spritzing between his cleavage. Full makeup now: thick mascara that would run with tears, glossy pink lips that begged to be smeared, blush high on his cheeks so he always looked freshly fucked.

And the tattoo—his Queen of Spades—on proud, shameless display above the tiny waistband of the panties.

He walked in with the long black trench coat open like a whore’s invitation. The moment the bass hit him, the hunger roared.

Tonight was The Den.

The air was thick—sweat, cheap beer, cum, piss, and that unmistakable musk of raw sex. Sticky floors sucked at his platforms. The lighting was red and dim, turning every body into a silhouette of muscle and hunger. Black men dominated the crowd—tall, thick, confident—while a scattering of white sissies and curious girls orbited them like satellites.

Ryan didn’t even make it to the bar.

Three of them spotted the tattoo immediately.

The first—built like a linebacker, shaved head, thick gold chain—grabbed his wrist without asking and pulled him straight to the back hallway where the “private” stalls were nothing more than plywood walls with glory holes cut in them.

“On your knees, QoS bitch,” he growled.

Ryan dropped instantly. The concrete bit into his fishnet-covered knees. He didn’t hesitate. He yanked the man’s belt open, fished out the heavy, veined black cock—already thickening—and swallowed it to the root in one greedy motion.

The taste exploded across his tongue: salty skin, sharp musk, the faint tang of pre-cum that made his own cock throb painfully against the open crotch of his panties. He gagged hard the first time the thick head punched the back of his throat, but he forced himself deeper, nose buried in coarse pubic hair, drool already pouring down his chin in thick strings. The man gripped the blonde wig like reins and started fucking his face—brutal, rhythmic thrusts that made wet, obscene gluck-gluck-gluck sounds echo off the walls.

Ryan’s eyes watered instantly. Mascara ran in black rivers down his flushed cheeks. His babydoll rode up, exposing his ass completely. He moaned around the cock like a whore in heat, hips rocking uselessly, his own leaking dick slapping against his belly with every thrust.

Before the first man finished, another stepped up behind him.

Big hands spread Ryan’s ass cheeks. A thick finger—rough, calloused—probed his already slick hole (he’d pre-lubed himself at home like the desperate slut he was). Then the cock—longer, girthier—pressed in without mercy.

The stretch burned. Ryan screamed around the cock in his mouth as inch after thick inch split him open. The man behind him didn’t wait for him to adjust. He slammed home in one brutal stroke, balls-deep, the slap of skin on skin loud even over the music.

Ryan was stuffed from both ends.

The cock in his ass pounded relentlessly, dragging across his prostate with every thrust, forcing his own untouched dick to spurt weak, watery pre-cum onto the filthy floor. The man in his mouth face-fucked him harder, using his throat like a fleshlight. Spit and tears and pre-cum coated his face in a glistening mess. His babydoll was soaked. The crotchless panties framed the brutal fucking perfectly—his hole stretched wide around the dark shaft, lips puffy and clinging.

They used him like that for what felt like hours.

The first man came first—hot, thick ropes straight down Ryan’s throat. He held Ryan’s head buried until every drop was swallowed, then pulled out with a wet pop, smearing the last of his load across Ryan’s ruined lipstick.

The second man kept pounding. Harder. Deeper. Grunting filth.

“Fucking pathetic little white sissy. Look at you—taking Black cock like you were born for it. That tattoo ain’t lying. You’re just a hole now.”

Ryan came untouched—shuddering, whimpering, his cock pulsing uselessly as his ass clenched around the invading shaft. The orgasm was humiliatingly small, just a pathetic dribble, but the pleasure was enormous.

The man behind him laughed and flooded his guts—pulse after pulse of hot cum deep inside. When he finally pulled out, Ryan felt it immediately: thick, warm seed leaking out of his wrecked hole, running down the insides of his fishnets in obscene white trails.

He stayed on all fours for a minute, panting, ruined.

Another cock replaced the first almost instantly.

Then another.

By the time the night ended, Ryan had taken seven loads—four down his throat, three deep in his ass. His makeup was destroyed. His wig was crooked. Cum dried in crusty streaks on his chin, his chest, his thighs. His hole gaped slightly, twitching, still leaking when he stood on shaky platforms.

He walked out of the club like that—coat half-open, no attempt to hide it. A few guys whistled. One slapped his ass hard enough to leave a handprint.

The drive home was torture. Every bump made the cum shift inside him. The taste of strangers coated his tongue. His reflection in the rearview mirror was a disaster—smeared lipstick, ruined mascara, eyes glassy with shame and satisfaction.

He got home, stripped in the hallway, and crawled into the shower still wearing the fishnets.

The water washed away the visible filth, but not the feeling.

He was dirty.

Used.

Cheap.

A dime-a-dozen QoS whore who’d just let strangers turn him into a cum-dump in a filthy club bathroom.

And the hunger was worse than ever.

He woke up the next morning already hard, already planning the next night.

He didn’t fight it anymore.

He craved it.

The humiliation.

The stretch.

The taste.

The knowledge that he was nothing now but a set of eager holes marked for Black cock.

And tomorrow night he’d dress even sluttier.

Maybe add the pink maid outfit.

Maybe skip the panties entirely.

Because the hunger demanded more.

Always more.

Chapter 16: The Offer

After three straight weeks of nightly club runs, Ryan barely recognized the rhythm of normal life anymore. Mornings were for sleeping off the ache in his jaw and the dull throb in his ass. Afternoons were for showers that never quite washed away the scent of strangers. Evenings were for the transformation: smoothing on lotion until his skin gleamed, painting his toenails glossy pink or glossy black, gluing on longer lashes, slicking his lips with shiny cherry gloss, slipping into whatever slutty ensemble felt dirtiest that night. The hunger was no longer a craving—it was gravity. It pulled him out the door every time the sun went down.

One Tuesday night at The Den he was already on his third cock of the evening—bent over a sticky bar-height table in the back corner, babydoll hiked up around his waist, crotchless panties framing his gaping, slick hole—when a new presence cut through the haze.

The man didn’t join the loose circle of onlookers jerking off or waiting their turn. He just watched.

Tall—easily six-four—broad-shouldered, deep ebony skin, salt-and-pepper fade, gold-rimmed glasses that somehow made him look more dangerous instead of less. Mid-forties, maybe early fifties. Expensive black button-down rolled to the elbows, tailored slacks, quiet confidence that made the room feel smaller. He sipped bourbon neat and studied Ryan like he was appraising fine art.

When the current man finished—pulling out with a wet pop and painting Ryan’s ass cheeks with the last ropes—Ryan stayed bent over, panting, cum dripping down his fishnet thighs, waiting for the next.

Instead the tall man stepped forward.

He didn’t touch. Just leaned down so his voice reached Ryan’s ear over the bass.

“You’re here every night I’ve come in the last two weeks. Same look. Same hunger. Same tattoo screaming what you want.”

Ryan straightened slowly, legs trembling in the red platforms. Cum slid further down his inner thigh. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, smearing gloss and spit.

The man’s eyes never left his.

“I’m Jamal,” he said. “And I’m tired of watching you get passed around like community property. You want Black cock? You want it constant? You want it good?”

Ryan’s throat clicked when he swallowed. “Yes.”

Jamal’s smile was slow. Predatory. Kind.

“Then here’s the deal. You move in with me. Tomorrow. You quit that IT job you pretend still matters. You become my full-time sissy. Your whole life is looking pretty for me, staying smooth, staying plugged, staying ready. You get all the Black cock you can handle—mine first, always, and whoever I decide to share you with when I feel generous. I buy you anything you want: lingerie, heels, toys, makeup, wigs, jewelry, chastity cages if you earn the privilege of wearing one. No rent. No bills. No decisions. Just obedience and orgasms.”

Ryan’s cock twitched hard against the open crotch of his panties. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled at the tip.

“And if I say yes?” he whispered.

“You pack a small bag tonight. Everything else I replace. You show up at my place at 10 a.m. sharp tomorrow. Address is already in your phone—I slipped my card in your coat pocket while you were getting railed earlier.”

Ryan blinked. He hadn’t even noticed.

Jamal reached out—first real touch—and cupped Ryan’s chin, tilting his face up.

“You’ll be Rylie from now on. My pretty little Rylie. No more Ryan. No more spreadsheets. No more pretending you’re anything but a needy sissy hole who lives to serve and get filled.”

He leaned closer, lips brushing Ryan’s ear.

“Think about it tonight. But we both know you’re already wet for it.”

Jamal released him, turned, and walked out without looking back.

Ryan stood there—cum drying on his skin, babydoll clinging to sweat, heart slamming—while two more men stepped up to take their turns.

He let them.

But his mind was already somewhere else.



The next morning at 9:45 a.m., Ryan stood outside a sleek modern condo building in the Avenues district—tall glass, valet parking, doorman who didn’t blink at the oversized duffel bag and the faint scent of last night’s club still clinging to him.

He wore simple jeans and a hoodie over the hot-pink thong and garter belt he couldn’t bring himself to take off. No makeup. No wig. Just Ryan—for the last time.

The doorman nodded. “Mr. Hayes is expecting you. Penthouse elevator, keycard on the table.”

Jamal opened the door himself.

No hello. No small talk.

He looked Ryan up and down once, then stepped aside.

“Strip. Everything but the thong. Leave the bag by the door.”

Ryan obeyed. Hoodie. Jeans. Sneakers. Socks. Until he stood in nothing but the pink thong, the Queen of Spades tattoo stark against pale skin, cock already thickening at the humiliation of being inspected like merchandise.

Jamal circled him slowly.

“Pretty little thing under all that boy drag.” He reached out, traced the tattoo with one finger. “This stays forever. Everything else we build new.”

He led Ryan to the master bedroom—king bed with black silk sheets, floor-to-ceiling mirrors on one wall, walk-in closet already half-filled with garment bags and shoe boxes.

“Your new wardrobe,” Jamal said. “We’ll shop more later. Today you get settled.”

He opened the top drawer of the nightstand: a steel chastity cage, small plug with a pink jewel base, bottle of lube, collar with a silver tag already engraved: Rylie – Property of J.

“Put the collar on,” Jamal ordered.

Ryan’s fingers shook as he fastened it around his throat. The tag rested cold against his skin.

“Good girl.”

Jamal pushed him gently to his knees.

“First rule: you wake me up with your mouth every morning. Second rule: you stay plugged unless I say otherwise. Third rule: you cum only when I allow it—and only from getting fucked or from edging yourself stupid while I watch.”

He unzipped.

Thick. Heavy. Perfect.

Ryan leaned in without being told.

The taste was different—cleaner, richer, deliberate. Jamal didn’t rush. He let Ryan worship slowly—long licks, swirling tongue, taking him deep until tears pricked his eyes again.

When Jamal finally came, it was down Ryan’s throat—slow pulses, held in place until every drop was swallowed.

Then Jamal pulled him up, kissed him deep—tasting himself on Ryan’s tongue—and murmured against his lips:

“Welcome home, Rylie.”

The rest of the day blurred into luxury and surrender.

Jamal ordered in lunch—sushi, champagne—fed Rylie bites from his fingers while she sat naked except for the collar and thong on his lap.

Afternoon: shopping online together. Jamal bought without blinking—custom corsets, latex dresses, ballet heels, a full set of platinum jewelry with tiny spade pendants, a wardrobe of micro-bikinis and sheer babydolls, a professional makeup kit, several high-end wigs in platinum blonde and bubblegum pink.

Evening: Rylie’s first “uniform” for home—pink satin maid outfit with white ruffles, apron barely covering anything, matching headpiece, six-inch platforms. She spent the night on her knees under the dining table while Jamal ate steak and scrolled his phone, occasionally reaching down to stroke her caged cock through the satin or push the plug deeper.

Bedtime: Jamal fucked her slow and deep on the silk sheets—face-to-face so she could see herself in the mirrors, mascara running again, moaning “Daddy” and “please” until she came untouched, shaking, while he filled her completely.

When they finished, Jamal held her against his chest—big arms wrapped around her smaller frame.

“You’re mine now,” he whispered. “No more clubs unless I take you. No more strangers unless I say so. Just me. And whatever pleasure I decide to give you.”

Rylie nodded, tears of relief and exhaustion and something deeper.

For the first time in months the hunger felt… fed.

Not gone.

Just quiet.

For now.

Chapter 17: Easy Living

Life with Jamal was shockingly simple.

No alarm clock.

No commute.

No deadlines.

No spreadsheets.

Rylie woke when Jamal’s hand slid between her thighs or when the morning light hit the silk sheets. She woke plugged (always plugged—Jamal swapped sizes weekly, training her body to take more without complaint). She woke caged (the steel chastity device had become permanent after the first week; Jamal held the key on a thin chain around his neck). She woke hungry—in every sense.

The first month blurred into a delicious routine of pampering and possession.

Jamal booked the laser hair removal the second week. Private clinic, top-tier machine, full body except for eyebrows and scalp. Six sessions spaced three weeks apart. Rylie lay naked on the padded table each time, legs in stirrups, while the technician worked in silence and Jamal watched from the chair beside her, scrolling emails on his phone.

The first treatment stung like fire ants across her already-smooth skin. By the third, the hair was gone for good—legs glassy, chest bare, ass and balls permanently silky. No more stubble. No more razor burn. Just flawless, pale skin that glowed under Jamal’s hands every night.

Next came the hair extensions.

Jamal took her to a high-end salon downtown—private room, champagne on ice, stylist who didn’t blink at the collar peeking above Rylie’s low-cut top. They chose platinum blonde, 24 inches long, seamless tape-ins blended into her natural hair until it cascaded in thick, glossy waves down her back. When the stylist finished and spun the chair around, Rylie stared at the mirror and didn’t recognize the girl looking back: soft face framed by perfect beach waves, lips painted cherry-red, eyes wide under fresh lash extensions (200 fans per eye, dramatic and fluttery).

Jamal paid in cash. Tipped generously. Then took Rylie straight to the piercing studio next door.

Bellybutton first—simple curved barbell with a dangling pink crystal spade charm that caught the light every time she moved. The piercer worked quickly; Jamal held her hand the whole time. The sharp pinch, the cold metal sliding through, the instant throb—it made her cock strain uselessly against the cage.

While they were there, Jamal added more: tiny gold hoops through her earlobes (three per side), and—after a whispered negotiation with the piercer—a pair of small silver barbells through her nipples. The initial sting faded into a constant, delicious ache that kept her nipples perpetually hard under whatever sheer babydoll or latex top she wore at home.

Nails came next. Acrylics—long, squared-off, glossy bubblegum pink with tiny white spade decals on each ring finger. They clicked against everything: keyboards (when she was allowed to browse lingerie sites for Jamal’s approval), champagne flutes, Jamal’s belt buckle when she knelt to unzip him.

Lashes were already done—permanent extensions so thick she barely needed mascara anymore. But Jamal liked drama, so she added individual clusters on special nights: extra-long, wispy, making her eyes look perpetually bedroom-drowsy and fuck-me innocent.

Everything felt new.

Everything felt exciting.

Jamal spoiled her rotten.

Custom lingerie deliveries arrived almost daily—packages from high-end fetish designers: sheer babydolls in every pastel shade, latex catsuits with strategic cutouts, satin corsets that cinched her waist until she could barely breathe, micro-thongs so tiny they disappeared between her cheeks. He bought her an entire wall of heels: platforms, stilettos, ballet boots, strappy sandals in patent red, glossy black, candy pink. Jewelry boxes filled with spade-themed pieces—anklets, chokers, bracelets, even a thin waist chain with dangling charms that tinkled when she walked.

Mornings were slow and indulgent. Jamal would lounge in bed while Rylie straddled his lap in whatever nightie she’d slept in, grinding her caged cock against his abs while she rode the plug he’d inserted the night before. She’d edge herself for hours sometimes—slow, torturous circles with her hips—until tears ran down her cheeks and she begged in that high, breathy voice he’d trained her to use.

“Please, Daddy… please let me cum… I’ve been good…”

He rarely let her.

When he did, it was always from anal—his thick cock or a dildo strapped to his thigh—until she sobbed through a prostate orgasm that left her shaking and leaking.

Afternoons were for beauty maintenance or shopping. Jamal took her out dressed conservatively enough to pass (tight jeans, crop top, long coat), but always with hints: the bellybutton piercing visible when she reached for something, the faint outline of nipple barbells under thin fabric, the click of long nails on her phone. People stared. She loved it.

Evenings were for him.

Dinner—sometimes cooked by her in the pink satin maid outfit, sometimes delivered so she could spend the meal under the table with his cock in her mouth. Then the bedroom: slow, deep fucking that left her gaping and full, cum leaking out around whatever plug he locked back in afterward. He’d edge her for hours—vibrating wand on her cage, fingers in her ass, until she was a whimpering, dripping mess.

Nights ended with her curled against his chest, plugged, caged, collared, extensions fanned across the pillow.

No job.

No stress.

No decisions.

Just looking pretty.

Staying smooth.

Staying ready.

Getting fucked.

And every day the excitement stayed fresh—because Jamal never let it get routine. New toys. New outfits. New rules. New ways to make her beg.

Rylie didn’t miss the old life.

Not even a little.

She was spoiled.

She was used.

She was owned.

And she had never felt more alive.

Chapter 18: The Doctor and the Drift

Jamal didn’t ask permission. He never really had to anymore.

One crisp October morning—after Rylie had spent the previous night locked in the pink latex corset, wrists cuffed to the headboard while Jamal fucked her slow and deep until she sobbed through three prostate orgasms—he simply announced over breakfast:

“We’re seeing the doctor today. The one who does the real work.”

Rylie paused mid-bite of the fresh fruit Jamal had cut for her. She was still in the satin maid outfit from the night before, apron stained with dried cum, extensions tousled, collar tag glinting.

“The… real work?” she asked, voice soft and breathy the way Jamal liked it now.

Jamal leaned back in his chair, sipping black coffee, eyes steady on her.

“Hormones. Low-dose to start. Enough to soften you more—round out those hips, make your skin even silkier, grow those little tits so the nipple piercings sit prettier. You’ll still get hard. Still leak. Still beg. But you’ll look even more like the perfect sissy slut I want on my arm… and in my bed.”

Rylie’s caged cock twitched hard against the steel bars. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled at the tip and dripped onto the floor between her platforms.

She didn’t hesitate.

“As long as I get more cock,” she whispered, eyes glassy. “As long as you keep fucking me. Filling me. Letting me serve. I’ll do anything.”

Jamal smiled—slow, satisfied.

“That’s my girl.”

The “doctor” wasn’t at a hospital. It was a discreet medical suite in a converted loft downtown—private entrance, no signage, cash-only, NDA signed at the door. The physician was a tall Black man in his late fifties, salt-and-pepper beard, calm voice, hands steady as he drew blood and examined Rylie like livestock at auction.

“Healthy baseline,” he said after the exam. “We’ll start estradiol patches and low-dose spironolactone. Anti-androgen to block the testosterone, estrogen to push the feminization. Breasts will bud in 3–6 months. Fat redistribution in 6–12. Skin changes almost immediately. Erections will soften but won’t disappear unless we up the dose later. You’ll still be able to cum—messy, ruined orgasms. Perfect for a kept sissy.”

Rylie sat naked on the exam table, legs spread in the stirrups, plug still seated deep, cage straining. She nodded eagerly.

“Do it. Please.”

The doctor applied the first patch right there—right above her Queen of Spades tattoo. A small, clear square that would stay on for a week. He handed Jamal the prescription bottles, the next appointment card, and a discreet black bag of syringes for future injections if they decided to escalate.

Jamal paid in cash. Tipped in cash.

On the drive home Rylie kept touching the patch, fingers trembling with excitement.

“I’m really doing this,” she breathed. “I’m really becoming… more.”

Jamal reached over, squeezed her thigh just above the garter strap.

“You were always more, Rylie. We’re just making the outside match the inside.”

That night he fucked her harder than usual—face down, ass up, wrists bound to the headboard with silk ties. He pulled her extensions like reins, slapped her ass red, called her “my little hormone slut” while he pumped load after load inside her until she was gaping, leaking, whimpering “thank you Daddy” on every exhale.

She came twice—ruined, dribbling orgasms that left her shaking and spent.

She fell asleep still plugged, still caged, still collared, the estrogen patch glowing faintly under the bedroom light.



Lena hadn’t seen Ryan—Rylie—in almost two months.

The last real conversation had been that single “Okay” text after weeks of silence. After that: nothing. No replies. No check-ins. Just radio static.

She’d driven by the old apartment twice. Lights off. Mail piling up. Neighbor said the guy who lived there “moved out suddenly.”

She’d texted Jamal once—casual, fishing.

Lena: Hey. You seen Ryan around? He’s ghosting me.

Jamal: He’s good. Better than good. Don’t worry.

That was it.

Finally, on a quiet Sunday afternoon while Jamal was out handling business, Rylie’s old phone buzzed on the nightstand. She almost didn’t check it—Jamal preferred she use the new rose-gold one he’d bought her, the one with only his number and a few approved contacts saved.

But old habits.

She opened the message.

Lena: Ry.

It’s been forever.

I’m actually worried now.

You okay? Really okay?

Where are you living?

Talk to me. Please.

Rylie stared at the screen. Her long pink nails hovered.

She was high on the afterglow of last night—ass still tender, nipples throbbing under the fresh hormone patch, extensions tickling her bare back as she sat cross-legged on the silk sheets in nothing but a sheer white babydoll and the ever-present cage.

She typed slowly.

Rylie: Hey Lena

I’m doing great.

Like… really great.

Better than I ever thought I could be.

New place. New life.

New name too. Call me Rylie now.

Got extensions, piercings, starting hormones.

Feels amazing.

All I do is look pretty and get fucked.

Lots of cock.

So much cock.

I’m happy.

Promise.

She hit send.

Then added a selfie—taken in the full-length mirror: babydoll hiked up, cage visible, estrogen patch stark on her lower belly, extensions cascading, lips glossy, eyes heavy-lidded and cock-drunk.

Rylie: See?

Doing great 😘

Lena’s reply came almost instantly.

Lena: …Rylie?

Hormones?

You’re on HRT?

Jesus.

This is fast.

Who’s taking care of you?

Is someone making you do this?

You sound… different.

Like you’re not even you anymore.

I’m coming over. Tell me the address.

Rylie giggled—high, breathy, the sound Jamal had trained into her.

Rylie: No need.

I’m safe.

Jamal takes such good care of me.

Buys me everything.

Fucks me every day.

Sometimes twice.

Sometimes with friends.

I’m not lonely.

I’m full.

All the time.

Don’t worry, Lena.

I’m exactly where I’m supposed to be.

A cock-drunk little sissy.

And I love it.

She sent another photo—this one lower angle, ass up, plug jewel glinting between cheeks, cum from last night still leaking slightly.

Rylie: See?

Happy hole.

Happy girl.

Lena didn’t reply for a long time.

When she did, it was just three words.

Lena: I’m worried.

Call me.

Please.

Rylie set the old phone down.

Turned it off.

Tucked it into the bottom drawer with the rest of the “Ryan” things Jamal had let her keep as a reminder of how far she’d come.

Then she crawled back into bed, rolled onto her stomach, and let the plug press deeper while she waited for Jamal to come home.

She wasn’t worried.

She was wet.

She was owned.

She was Rylie.

And that was enough.

Chapter 19: The Implants and the Eviction

The hormone patches had been working too well. Jamal noticed the subtle changes first—Rylie’s skin glowing softer, her hips starting to flare just enough to make the latex dresses hug tighter, her nipples constantly stiff and aching under the satin babydolls. By the eighth week the doctor had recommended the next step.

“Implants,” Jamal explained over breakfast one morning, feeding Rylie bites of avocado toast from his fingers while she knelt naked except for the collar and cage. “Subcutaneous pellets. One quick procedure. Continuous release for the next full year. No patches to forget. No pills. Just steady estrogen flooding your system every single day. Tits will grow faster. Ass will plump. Emotions will get pretty. You’ll stay soft and horny 24/7.”

Rylie’s caged cock leaked at the words. She nodded eagerly, extensions swaying.

“Yes, Daddy. Anything. As long as you keep fucking me.”

The procedure was the same discreet loft clinic. Local anesthetic. Tiny incisions just below the skin on each hip. Six small pellets slid in—three estrogen, three anti-androgen. The doctor taped them up, handed Jamal the aftercare kit, and warned: “Full effects in 4–8 weeks. Breasts will hit A-cup territory soon. Sensitivity will be intense. She’ll be able to orgasm from nipple play alone if you tease her right.”

Jamal smiled. “Perfect.”

They celebrated that night. Jamal fucked Rylie for hours—slow, deep, possessive—while she rode the new constant hormone high. Her nipples were already tingling like live wires. Every brush of Jamal’s chest against them made her whimper and leak.



Three days later Jamal was scrolling Rylie’s old phone while she was busy edging herself in the corner—kneeling, hands behind her back, vibrating wand pressed to the cage on the lowest setting, begging quietly for permission to cum.

The screen lit up with Lena’s latest string of texts.

Lena: Rylie please answer

Lena: I’m actually scared for you

Lena: Hormones and a stranger controlling everything? This isn’t you

Lena: Call me or I’m filing a missing persons report

Jamal read them all. Slowly. Twice.

Then he looked at Rylie—flushed, trembling, nipples hard as diamonds, extensions messy, ass plugged and clenching around the thick toy he’d left in her.

He set the phone down.

“Get up.”

She crawled to his feet immediately, eyes glassy with need.

Jamal cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze.

“You’re still texting her. Still keeping that old life on a string. Still not fully committed. If you were mine—really mine—you would have blocked her months ago. You would have deleted the old phone. You would have begged me to burn every last piece of Ryan.”

Rylie’s stomach dropped. “Daddy, I—”

“No.” His voice was calm. Final. “You’re not ready. I thought you were. I was wrong. Pack your girl clothes. All of them. You’re moving out tonight.”

The words hit like ice water.

She cried the whole time she packed—huge, mascara-streaked tears. Jamal watched without helping. He let her keep every slutty outfit: the sheer babydolls, the crotchless panties, the platform heels, the pink maid dress, the latex corsets, the platinum extensions still clipped in, the collar with his tag still around her neck. Nothing from her old male life except the apartment key.

He drove her back himself in silence.

At the old apartment door he handed her the duffel.

“Figure your shit out, Rylie. Or Ryan. Whoever you are now. When you’re truly ready to be owned—completely—call me. Until then… good luck.”

He kissed her forehead once—almost tender—and left.



The apartment smelled like dust and abandonment. Ryan (he forced himself to think the name again) stood in the doorway in a baby-pink micro-babydoll and fishnets, the only outfit he’d worn on the drive over. The duffel spilled slutty lingerie across the floor.

His breasts—already budding into soft, sensitive A-cups from the implants—jiggled slightly as he moved. The hormone pellets were working overtime now that there was nothing to slow them down. Every brush of fabric against his nipples sent electric jolts straight to his caged cock. He could cum from playing with them alone—he’d discovered that last week when Jamal had tied him up and spent an hour licking and pinching until he’d shot a weak, ruined load without ever being touched below the waist.

He tried to focus.

Resume gap: almost nine months now. “Personal time” didn’t explain it. How did you write “full-time sissy whore for a Black dom” on a job application? IT skills were rusty. References? None. He’d deleted LinkedIn. Burned the old business cards.

He sat on the bare mattress—still in the babydoll, extensions draped over one shoulder—and cupped his small breasts through the sheer fabric. The sensitivity was insane. Just rolling his thumbs over the pierced nipples made his knees buckle. Pleasure spiked sharp and feminine. His caged cock strained, leaking helplessly.

He rubbed harder—pinching, tugging, twisting the little barbells—until his hips jerked and he came in weak spurts inside the cage, moaning like the slut he’d become.

Afterward he lay there panting, cum cooling on his thighs, breasts still tingling.

He had no job.

No money coming in.

No male clothes.

No plan.

Just a wardrobe full of whore outfits, a body that was rapidly turning into a soft, horny girl’s, and an apartment that felt like a prison made of lace and regret.

He picked up the old phone with shaking hands.

Lena’s last text still sat unread.

He stared at it for a long time.

Then he typed:

Ryan: I’m home.

It’s bad.

I need help.

He hit send.

And for the first time in months, the cock-drunk haze cleared just enough for real fear to creep in.

The implants were still pumping estrogen into his system for the next eleven months.

There was no going back.

Not easily.

Chapter 20: The Posts and the Pics

Ryan stared at the cracked screen of his old phone for almost an hour before he hit “post.”

He’d created a new X account—@RylieSissyUT—because the old Ryan Thompson profile felt like a ghost. No profile picture at first, just a blank avatar. Bio: “Recently relocated back to SLC. Former IT professional seeking remote/entry-level work. Reliable, quick learner. DM for resume.”

He attached a single photo: a careful selfie taken in the apartment’s dim bathroom light. Platinum extensions pulled into a high ponytail, subtle makeup (just enough gloss and mascara to look “professional femme”), a plain black turtleneck sweater (one of the few semi-modest tops in the duffel) that still hugged the soft A-cup swell of his new breasts. The Queen of Spades tattoo was hidden. The collar was off for the picture. He looked… pretty. Soft. Feminine. But he hoped it read as “androgynous enough to get callbacks.”

Caption:

“Back in Salt Lake after some time away. Looking for remote IT/helpdesk/support roles or anything entry-level. 9-month gap due to personal/family reasons. Happy to explain in interviews. DM me if you know of openings. Thanks! 💻”

He tagged a few local job hashtags. #SaltLakeJobs #RemoteWork #Hiring #ITJobs

Then he waited.

The first replies came within minutes.

None from old friends, old coworkers, old classmates. No one recognized the soft-faced girl with the long blonde hair and glossy lips as Ryan Thompson. The people who used to tag him in fantasy football memes, the guys from the office who’d shared beer after deployments, the childhood friends who still followed the old account—they scrolled right past.

What did come through were DMs.

Dozens.

Most started polite.

@BigDaddyUT93: Saw your post. Cute pic. You open to “creative” side work while job hunting? Pays better than entry-level IT.

@SLCBull4sub: Gap on the resume? Bet I can help fill it ?? Send more pics and we’ll talk “opportunities.”

@AnonKinkSL: Love the vibe. You look like you’d photograph well. Feet pics? Face optional. CashApp ready.

@QoSAdmirer801: That tat peeking in your story highlights… you’re advertising, right? I’ll pay $200 for a custom video. Cage included.

Ryan’s stomach twisted. He blocked the first few. Then the next few. Then he stopped blocking.

Rent was due in ten days. The fridge was empty except for half a carton of almond milk and a single yogurt. The electric bill had a red “FINAL NOTICE” sticker on the envelope.

He opened the duffel again.

Pulled out the fishnet thigh-highs. The red platforms. The tiny pink thong that barely covered anything. The cheap ring light he’d bought during one of Jamal’s shopping sprees.

He set up in the bedroom corner—phone propped on a stack of old textbooks, ring light casting soft pink glow.

First set: feet only. Toes painted glossy black with tiny gold spade decals, fishnets laddered just enough to look “used,” red platforms tilted to show the arches. He captioned the DM preview: “$50 for 5 high-res pics. More if you want custom angles/poses.”

Payment hit CashApp almost immediately.

He sent them.

Then another buyer asked for “the cage visible.”

Ryan hesitated only a second.

He tugged the thong aside just enough—steel cage gleaming under the light, small breasts pushing against the sheer babydoll he’d slipped on for the full-body tease. The hormone implants had made his nipples hypersensitive; even the fabric brushing them made him half-hard in the cage, a constant drip of pre-cum collecting at the tip.

He took the photo: feet in frame, platforms crossed, cage peeking between fishnet thighs, breasts softly rounded and pierced barbells glinting.

Buyer: Fuck yes. Sending $150 for the set + one vid of you rubbing those tits.

Ryan filmed it.

Short clip: lying back on the mattress, babydoll pulled down to expose the small, perky A-cups. Fingers circling the pierced nipples slowly at first, then pinching, tugging. His breath hitched—high, feminine moans he couldn’t suppress anymore. The sensitivity was overwhelming; within thirty seconds his hips jerked, cage twitching, and a weak, ruined orgasm dribbled out—clear fluid pooling on his belly while he whimpered “thank you, Sir.”

He sent it.

Payment doubled.

Word spread fast in the right circles.

Within a week he had a private Telegram group—fifteen guys paying monthly subs for “exclusive Rylie content.” Feet pics with cage teases. Nipple play vids where he came just from breast stimulation. Slow-motion shots of him plugging himself, moaning Daddy’s name (he never said Jamal’s—just “Daddy”). Custom requests: “Wear the maid outfit and beg for Black cock,” “Show the tattoo while you edge the cage,” “Cum from nipple play with my name captioned.”

Rent got paid.

Groceries arrived via Instacart.

He bought cheap bras—soft bralettes to hide the constant nipple hardness under hoodies when he ventured out for coffee or groceries.

But the job hunt? Silence.

Zero callbacks.

His LinkedIn (reactivated under Ryan Thompson) had a profile picture that didn’t match the soft, feminine face staring back at him in mirrors anymore. The gap screamed red flags. “Personal sabbatical” didn’t cut it.

He stopped applying after the tenth rejection email.

Instead he opened CashApp notifications every morning like a lifeline.

$80 here. $120 there. $300 for a custom vid where he rubbed his breasts until he sobbed through another nipple-only orgasm, cage straining uselessly.

He hated how easy it felt.

He hated how much he needed it.

He hated how often he came back to the phone after a session, extensions messy, makeup smeared, body still trembling, and checked for more DMs.

More requests.

More money.

More proof that the only thing he was good for now was looking pretty and making strangers cum to pictures of his caged, leaking, hormone-softened body.

He hadn’t blocked Lena yet.

Her last message still sat unread:

Lena: I’m coming over tomorrow. We’re talking. No excuses.

Ryan stared at it.

Then he opened the camera again.

Another set: feet arched in pink platforms, cage dripping, small breasts heaving under the babydoll.

Caption for the group:

“Rent’s paid 💕 Who wants to help with next month? Custom vids $200+”

He hit send.

And waited for the notifications to roll in.

Chapter 21: The Walk-In

Ryan had the ring light positioned perfectly in the corner of the living room—soft pink glow, phone propped on a stack of old pizza boxes, timer set for ten-second bursts. He was mid-shoot: bent forward over the coffee table in the pink satin maid outfit (ruffled apron barely covering his caged cock, skirt flipped up to show the jeweled plug and the dripping tip of the steel cage between fishnet thighs). His small A-cup breasts hung free under the low-cut bodice, pierced nipples already hard and flushed from the constant hormone sensitivity. Extensions cascaded down his back in messy waves; makeup fresh—glossy lips, smoky eyes, blush high on his cheeks to hide the exhaustion.

He was filming a custom request: “Slow nipple tease until ruined orgasm, cage visible, beg for Black cock at the end.” The buyer had already sent $250 via CashApp. Another $100 promised if he cried real tears.

Ryan pinched one nipple between long pink nails—sharp twist—and gasped. The jolt shot straight to his prostate, making the plug shift and his cage twitch. Pre-cum dribbled steadily now. He rubbed the other breast in slow circles, moaning high and feminine, hips rocking back against nothing.

“P-please… Daddy… need Black cock so bad… fill me up… make me your little sissy cumdump…”

He was close—dangerously close—when the front door rattled.

He froze.

The lock turned.

Lena walked in without knocking—using the spare key she’d never returned.

She stopped dead in the doorway.

Ryan—still bent over, skirt up, breasts exposed, hand frozen on his nipple, cage leaking onto the floor—stared back at her like a deer in headlights.

The ring light kept pulsing softly. The phone timer beeped once—another frame captured.

Lena’s face went from shock to fury in under two seconds.

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

She slammed the door behind her. The sound echoed.

Ryan scrambled upright, yanking the skirt down (pointless—the cage and plug were still obvious), arms crossing over his chest like that would hide the small, swollen breasts or the estrogen-softened curves.

“Lena—I—”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “Don’t even start with excuses. I’ve been texting you for weeks. Driving by. Worrying myself sick. And you’re in here… what? Filming porn for creeps on the internet?”

Ryan’s face burned. “It’s just… rent. I don’t have a job. No one’s calling back. The gap… the way I look now…”

Lena stepped closer, eyes raking over him—extensions, collar tag still engraved “Property of J,” pierced nipples poking through satin, long nails, glossy lips, the unmistakable outline of the chastity cage under the tiny skirt.

“You think this is sustainable?” she snapped. “Selling feet pics? Nipple vids? Begging strangers for cash while you rub your tits until you cum in a cage? You used to code systems that kept hospitals running, Ryan. And now you’re… this?”

He flinched at the old name.

“It’s Rylie now,” he whispered.

Lena laughed—short, bitter. “Right. Rylie. The cock-drunk sissy who threw away everything for hormones and a dom who kicked you out when you weren’t obedient enough. Look at you. You’ve got tits. You’re leaking like a faucet just from me yelling at you. And instead of trying to fix this—update your resume, cut your hair, go to interviews—you’re doubling down on this?”

She gestured at the ring light, the phone still recording, the duffel of lingerie spilling across the couch.

Ryan’s lip trembled. “I tried. I posted on X. No one recognized me. No callbacks. What else am I supposed to do? I can’t go back to button-downs and slacks. My body… it’s changed. My voice is higher. My chest… I cum just from touching them. I can’t hide that in an office.”

Lena stared at him for a long beat.

Then her expression softened—just a fraction.

“You’d rather make a day’s money shaking your ass online than fight for something real?”

Ryan looked down at his painted toes, the fishnets, the dripping cage.

“I don’t know how to fight anymore,” he admitted. “This… pays. It’s easy. Guys want me like this. They pay fast. I don’t have to pretend I’m still Ryan.”

Lena exhaled hard through her nose.

“You’re not even trying. You’re hiding. You’re selling pieces of yourself because it’s easier than admitting you fucked up and need help climbing out.”

She stepped forward, grabbed the phone off the stack, and killed the recording. The screen went dark.

“Get dressed. Something that covers you. We’re going to sit down and figure this out. Resume. Haircut if you want it. Job sites. Therapy if you need it. Whatever. But you’re not filming another video tonight. Not until we talk.”

Ryan’s eyes filled. “Lena… I don’t know if I can stop. The hormones… I’m always horny. Always needy. I need… I need to feel wanted.”

She softened further, voice dropping.

“Then we figure that out too. Safely. Without you turning into a cum-dump for randoms on Telegram. You’re not worthless, Ry—Rylie—whatever. You’re just lost. Let me help you find your way back. Or forward. But not like this.”

She held out a hand.

Ryan stared at it—long pink nails trembling.

Then he took it.

Small, soft, manicured fingers in hers.

He let her pull him upright.

The ring light stayed on, casting pink shadows across the room.

But for the first time in months, the phone stayed silent.

No notifications.

No CashApp pings.

Just Lena.

And the quiet, terrifying possibility that he might still be able to be something more than a set of holes and a pair of sensitive tits.

Chapter 22: The Choice

Lena stood in the middle of the living room, arms crossed, staring at Ryan like she was waiting for him to snap out of whatever trance he was in. The ring light was still glowing faintly in the corner. The phone lay silent on the coffee table. Ryan—still in the pink satin maid outfit, skirt barely covering the cage, small breasts heaving with every shaky breath—finally spoke.

“I’m not going back,” he said quietly. The words came out higher than he remembered his voice being a year ago, softer, almost melodic. The hormones had done that too.

Lena’s eyebrows shot up. “What?”

“I tried. Posting the job thing. Waiting for callbacks that never came. Looking at my old resume like it belonged to someone else. I can’t… I can’t be Ryan anymore. Not the way people expect. Not in offices. Not in slacks and button-downs. My body—” He gestured helplessly at his chest, the soft A-cups pushing against the satin, nipples visibly stiff and dark through the thin fabric. “It’s changed. Permanently. And even if I could hide it, I don’t want to. Not really.”

He swallowed, long pink nails digging into his palms.

“This is my life now. Selling pics. Making guys pay to watch me touch myself. Cumming from my tits alone because they’re so fucking sensitive I can barely wear anything without leaking. It’s humiliating. It’s dirty. But it pays. And it feels… honest. For the first time in a long time, I’m not pretending.”

Lena opened her mouth, closed it. Her eyes flicked to the duffel of lingerie, the scattered heels, the plug still seated deep enough that Ryan shifted unconsciously.

“So that’s it?” she asked. “You’re just… giving up?”

“Not giving up.” Ryan met her gaze—mascara slightly smudged from earlier tears. “Accepting. This is who I am now. Rylie. A sissy who gets off on being used, being pretty, being paid for it. I’m not going back to normal. Normal doesn’t fit anymore.”

A long silence stretched between them.

Then Ryan’s voice cracked—just a little.

“But… if you’re still willing… I could use a bestie. Someone who isn’t just here to buy content or call me Daddy. Someone who remembers who I was before all this. We could do normal stuff. Coffee. Movies. Shopping. Just… not pretending I’m going to be a guy in a cubicle again. I need bras. Real ones. These—” he cupped his breasts gently, wincing at the jolt of pleasure that shot through him “—are getting bigger. I think I’m up a size already. They hurt if I don’t support them. And I can’t keep wearing the cheap bralettes from the adult store. They show through everything.”

Lena stared at him for what felt like forever.

Then she exhaled—long, slow, defeated but not angry.

“You’re really doing this.”

“Yeah,” Ryan whispered. “I am.”

Another beat.

Then Lena uncrossed her arms.

“Fine. But if we’re doing this, we’re doing it right. No more filming in this shithole apartment with pizza boxes for props. If you’re going to be a professional sissy content creator, at least look like you have standards.”

She grabbed her keys off the counter.

“Get changed. Something cute but street-legal. We’re going shopping. Bras first. Real ones—good ones. Then whatever else you need to feel… put-together. Lingerie. Outfits. Makeup that doesn’t look like you applied it in a club bathroom. And we’re eating actual food afterward. No more yogurt-and-almond-milk dinners.”

Ryan blinked. “You’re… okay with this?”

“I’m not okay with it,” Lena said flatly. “But I’m not okay with losing you either. If this is who you are now, then fine. I’ll be your bestie. I’ll help you buy bras that fit your new tits. I’ll sit with you while you edit videos if that’s what it takes. But I’m not watching you spiral into nothing. You’re still my friend. Sissy or not.”

Ryan’s eyes filled again—this time not from shame.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Lena rolled her eyes, but the corner of her mouth twitched.

“Don’t thank me yet. You’re buying me dinner after. And if I have to watch one more video of you begging for ‘Black cock’ while pinching your nipples, I’m charging you therapy rates.”

Ryan laughed—small, shaky, real.

He changed quickly: black high-waisted leggings that hugged his softening hips, an oversized cropped hoodie that still showed a sliver of midriff (and the bellybutton piercing), the platinum extensions brushed smooth, minimal makeup. The cage stayed on—always on—but the leggings hid it well enough. He slipped on low chunky sneakers instead of platforms.

When he stepped out, Lena gave him a once-over.

“You look… expensive,” she said. “In a slutty-librarian kind of way. I can work with that.”

They drove to the mall—actual mall, not the sketchy adult boutique strip. Ryan kept his head down at first, paranoid someone would recognize him. But no one did. To the world he was just another soft-featured girl with long blonde hair and glossy lips.

At the lingerie store Lena took charge like she’d been planning this for months.

“Fitting room. Now.”

The sales associate didn’t bat an eye at the two women—one clearly cis, one clearly trans-femme—asking for a full bra fitting. Ryan stood in the large changing room in just the thong and cage while Lena and the associate measured.

“32A right now,” the associate said, “but you’re still growing. I’d size you at 32B for comfort and future room. Underwire for support, but soft cups so the piercings don’t irritate.”

They brought in a dozen options: lacy balconettes in blush pink and black, satin bralettes with delicate straps, push-up styles that gave him a little extra cleavage. Ryan tried them on one by one, hands shaking.

The first real bra—black lace balconette with thin straps—made his breath catch. The underwire lifted and separated his small breasts perfectly. The lace framed his pierced nipples without rubbing. He cupped them gently and moaned—soft, involuntary. The sensitivity was electric. A fresh drip leaked from the cage.

Lena watched from the bench, expression unreadable.

“You look… good,” she said finally. “Like you belong in it.”

They bought seven bras. Matching panties. A few camisoles to wear under hoodies. A proper makeup bag with better brushes and higher-end gloss. A set of everyday heels—three-inch block ones that were easier to walk in but still made his ass sway.

At the food court afterward, Ryan ate a full salad and fries—real food for the first time in weeks—while Lena sipped iced coffee and watched him.

“So,” she said. “This is it? Content creation full-time?”

“For now,” Ryan admitted. “Until the hormones settle. Until I figure out if there’s something else I can do. But yeah… this is my life. And I’m not ashamed of it anymore.”

Lena reached across the table and squeezed his hand—long pink nails against her shorter, unpainted ones.

“Then I’m in your corner. Bestie. No judgment. Just… don’t disappear again. And maybe let me vet some of those creeps before you send them custom vids. Deal?”

Ryan smiled—small, genuine.

“Deal.”

They walked out together, shopping bags swinging, Ryan’s new bras tucked safely inside.

The cage still locked him.

The hormones still pumped through his veins.

But for the first time in a long time, he didn’t feel completely alone.

Chapter 23: The Slide

For the first few weeks after the mall trip, things felt… almost stable.

Lena became the anchor Ryan hadn’t realized he still needed. She showed up three or four evenings a week—sometimes with takeout, sometimes with coffee, always with a plan. They cooked simple dinners together (pasta, stir-fry, nothing fancy). They watched bad reality TV on the couch while Ryan wore oversized hoodies over his new bras to hide the growing sensitivity of his A-to-B-cup breasts. They talked—really talked—about everything except the content creation at first.

Lena helped him set boundaries: no filming during their hangouts. No checking CashApp notifications while she was there. She even sat with him while he edited a few videos (eyes mostly averted, muttering “Jesus, Ry” every few minutes), offering practical advice on lighting and angles so the content looked less desperate, more “professional.”

Ryan tried. He really did.

He stuck to pre-recorded clips—nothing live, nothing too extreme. Feet pics with subtle cage teases. Nipple play sessions where he came softly, whimpering, without ever showing his face fully. The money kept coming in—enough for rent, groceries, a few new bras (32B now, underwire mandatory because the hormone implants were pushing growth faster than expected). He even started a small OnlyFans under “RylieSLC”—low-key, pay-per-view, no meetups.

The cravings stayed quiet at first.

Muted.

He used the big dildo collection Jamal had let him keep—thick black realistic ones, knotted ones, vibrating ones. He’d lock the door, dim the lights, plug himself deep, ride them until his breasts bounced and he came from prostate pressure alone, moaning into a pillow so the neighbors wouldn’t hear.

It was enough.

For a while.

Then the dreams started.

Vivid, filthy dreams of real heat, real weight, real voices growling “good girl” while thick Black cock stretched him open. He’d wake soaked—cage dripping, ass clenching around nothing, nipples so hard they ached. The toys weren’t enough anymore. They were cold. Silent. Fake.

He needed skin.

Pulse.

Hands gripping his hips.

A low voice calling him “sissy” while flooding him.

One Friday night Lena had to cancel—work emergency. Ryan sat alone in the apartment, scrolling Telegram, ignoring the DMs from regulars asking for customs.

The itch became unbearable.

He dressed without thinking: the white chiffon babydoll (sheer enough to show everything), crotchless black lace panties, fishnet thigh-highs, red platforms, platinum extensions loose and wild. Minimal makeup—just gloss and mascara. Collar back on, tag glinting.

He threw on the long black trench coat and walked out.

Eclipse first. Too quiet.

Then The Den.

The bass hit him like a drug.

Within twenty minutes he was in the back hallway—on his knees, mouth full of the first thick Black cock that asked. No negotiation. No money. Just need.

The man gripped his extensions and fucked his throat until tears ran black down his cheeks. Ryan swallowed greedily, moaning around the shaft like he was starving.

Another stepped up behind him. Skirt flipped. Plug yanked out. Cock slammed in—bare, raw, no condom. Ryan cried out in relief as the stretch burned perfect. He came untouched within minutes, ruined spurts dripping from the cage while the man pounded his prostate.

They took turns.

Three. Four. Five.

Cum down his throat. Cum deep in his ass. Cum painted across his small breasts, dripping off pierced nipples. His babydoll soaked. Fishnets torn. Makeup ruined. Ass gaping, leaking steadily down his thighs.

He didn’t stop until the club started emptying out at 3 a.m.

He walked home barefoot—platforms dangling from one hand—coat open, cum drying on skin, high on endorphins and shame.

The next night he went again.

And the night after.

Lena noticed the change immediately.

Dark circles under his eyes.

Lipstick still faintly smudged even after showers.

The way he shifted uncomfortably when sitting—ass tender, still stretched.

The faint scent of club smoke and sex that lingered no matter how much he scrubbed.

She cornered him on a Tuesday evening when she showed up unannounced with Thai takeout.

“Ry. Look at me.”

He wouldn’t.

She grabbed his chin gently, forcing eye contact.

“You’re back at the clubs. Aren’t you?”

Ryan’s lip trembled.

“I tried… the toys… the videos… but it’s not the same. I need real cock. Real Black cock. I can’t stop thinking about it. I go and… I just let them use me. Any of them. All of them. I don’t even ask names anymore.”

Lena exhaled hard.

“How many nights?”

“Almost every night since Friday.”

“Jesus.” She sat on the couch, pulling him down beside her. “You’re spiraling again. Same as before Jamal kicked you out. You’re going to end up hurt. Or worse.”

Ryan curled into her side—small, soft, trembling.

“I know. But I can’t stop. The hormones… I’m always wet. Always aching. My tits hurt so much from how sensitive they are, but even that makes me leak. I cum just walking sometimes—bras rubbing my nipples. I need to be filled. Claimed. Used. Fake doesn’t do it anymore.”

Lena wrapped an arm around him.

“Okay. Listen. I’m not going to let you disappear into that world again. You want real cock? Fine. But not random strangers in filthy bathrooms. We do this smarter. Safer. I’ll help you find vetted guys—kink apps, munches, private parties where people actually screen. No more anonymous hallway gangbangs. And you’re cutting back on the club nights. Three max per week. The rest of the time you’re with me or working content safely.”

Ryan looked up at her, eyes wide.

“You’d… do that?”

“I’d rather be your wingwoman than your coroner,” she said dryly. “If this is your life, then I’m in it. But we’re not letting you self-destruct. Deal?”

Ryan nodded—slow, grateful, tears slipping down his cheeks.

“Deal.”

Lena wiped his face with her sleeve.

“Now go shower. You smell like a truck stop bathroom. Then we’re ordering food and planning your next ‘safe’ night out. And you’re wearing something with actual coverage. I’m not letting you walk into a munch looking like a discount porn star.”

Ryan laughed—weak, but real.

He stood, wincing as the plug shifted.

“Thank you,” he whispered.

Lena just nodded.

“Go. Before I change my mind and drag you to therapy instead.”

He went.

And for the first time in weeks, the craving felt… containable.

Not gone.

But held.

By the one person who still saw Ryan underneath Rylie.

And refused to let either of them disappear.

Chapter 24: The Filming Buddy

Lena sat cross-legged on Ryan’s couch, laptop balanced on her knees, scrolling through a private Discord server she’d joined a few weeks earlier—one of the vetted kink and adult-content creator communities she’d researched obsessively after Ryan’s latest club relapse. She’d promised him “safer” ways to get what he needed. She’d meant it.

But matchmaking random doms felt too risky. Too many unknowns. Too much chance of another Jamal situation—or worse. So she’d pivoted.

She closed the laptop with a decisive click.

“I’m not finding you dates,” she announced.

Ryan—curled in an oversized hoodie and soft leggings, new 32B bra peeking at the neckline, platinum extensions tied in a loose messy bun—looked up from his phone. He’d been doom-scrolling Telegram DMs again, half-heartedly replying to custom requests.

“Then… what?”

“I found you a business partner.” Lena turned the screen toward him. “His name is King Darius. Yes, that’s his stage name. Thirty-two, six-foot-six, built like a goddamn linebacker, been in big-studio porn for eight years—mostly interracial scenes, top billing. He’s trying to go independent now. Wants to own his own content, keep more of the money, build a brand. But he needs someone consistent. Someone who photographs well with him. Someone who looks… like you.”

Ryan’s breath caught. He leaned closer, eyes flicking over the profile photo Lena had pulled up: Darius shirtless in low studio lighting, skin gleaming, thick arms crossed, heavy bulge obvious in gray sweatpants, a small gold Queen of Spades pendant resting against his chest.

“He’s… real,” Ryan whispered.

“Very real. And very professional. I messaged him through the server—anonymous account at first. Told him I was managing a new creator who’s got the look, the tattoo, the hunger, but needs guidance and safety. He replied in under ten minutes. Wants to meet. Coffee only. No expectations. He said, and I quote: ‘If she’s real QoS and can take direction, we could make serious money together. I’m done splitting 70/30 with studios.’”

Ryan’s caged cock twitched hard against the soft fabric of his leggings. A familiar damp spot started forming.

“He’d… film with me?”

“Scenes. Customs. Maybe a joint OnlyFans. He handles production—lighting, editing, distribution. You bring the sissy energy, the real reactions, the tattoo that sells itself. He’s got the equipment, the fanbase, the industry contacts. You’d get a 50/50 split after minimal expenses. And—most important—he’s not random club meat. He gets tested monthly, uses protection unless both agree otherwise, and he’s got NDAs and contracts. No unsafe hallway gangbangs. No disappearing after.”

Ryan swallowed. His nipples stiffened under the bra just thinking about it—real Black cock, professional but raw, cameras rolling while he moaned and begged and came untouched.

Lena watched his face carefully.

“I’m not pushing you into porn full-time,” she said. “But if you’re going to keep chasing cock—and we both know you are—this is safer than anonymous bathrooms. You’d have someone watching your back. Someone who knows the game. And you’d make real money. Enough to stop scraping by on $80 feet-pic sales.”

Ryan stared at Darius’s photo again.

The craving—the one that had been simmering since the implants kicked into high gear—roared back full force. His ass clenched around the small plug he’d worn all day. His breasts ached with that constant, needy throb.

“I want to meet him,” he said quietly.

Lena nodded once.

“Tomorrow. Public place. I’m coming with you. If anything feels off, we walk. Deal?”

“Deal.”



The coffee shop was upscale—bright windows, exposed brick, soft jazz. Lena sat at a nearby table pretending to read on her phone. Ryan waited in a corner booth wearing something “normal but femme”: high-waisted black leggings, cropped cream sweater that showed a sliver of bellybutton piercing, light makeup, extensions in loose waves.

Darius walked in at exactly 2:00 p.m.

He was bigger in person—towering, shoulders filling the doorway, casual black hoodie and jeans doing nothing to hide the power in his frame. He spotted Ryan immediately—eyes flicking to the subtle swell under the sweater, the glossy lips, the nervous way Ryan’s long nails tapped the table.

He slid into the booth opposite.

“Rylie?”

Ryan nodded, voice small. “Yeah.”

Darius smiled—warm, professional, no leer.

“Thanks for meeting. Lena filled me in a little. Said you’re new to structured content but have the look and the drive. That true?”

Ryan’s face heated. “I… yeah. I’ve been doing solo stuff. Customs. But I want more. Real scenes. Real… everything.”

Darius leaned forward slightly, voice low.

“I’m transitioning out of studio work. Tired of getting 30% after everyone takes their cut. I want my own channel—high-quality interracial sissy content. Fans eat that up right now. You’ve got the aesthetic: soft, pretty, marked, eager. If we work together, we build a brand. ‘King & Rylie’ or something. Weekly drops, customs on the side, maybe live streams later. I handle cameras, editing, payment processing. You perform. We split profits 50/50 after costs—gear, testing, travel if we do location shoots. No exclusives unless you want them. You can still do your own solo stuff.”

Ryan’s breathing quickened. His nipples rubbed against the sweater lining with every inhale—sharp, electric pleasure that made his cage strain.

“And… on camera?” he asked.

Darius met his eyes steadily.

“Everything you’re comfortable with. Oral, anal, toys, light bondage, verbal. Condoms mandatory unless we both test and agree. I don’t do unsafe. Ever. And if you say stop, we stop. Full veto power. Always.”

Ryan glanced at Lena across the room. She gave a tiny nod.

“I want to try,” Ryan said. “One scene first. See how it feels.”

Darius pulled out his phone, opened a simple one-page contract PDF.

“Read it. Take it home. Sign only if you’re sure. We can film next weekend—my home studio. Bring whatever outfits you like. I’ll provide the rest.”

Ryan skimmed the document—clear terms, consent clauses, 50/50 split, kill-switch clause for either party.

He looked up.

“I’ll sign.”

Darius smiled again—slow, satisfied.

“Good girl.”

Ryan shivered at the words.

Lena stood and walked over as Darius left.

“You okay?” she asked.

Ryan nodded, clutching the printed contract like a lifeline.

“Yeah. I think… this could be good. Safer. Controlled. And real.”

Lena sighed but didn’t argue.

“Then I’m helping you prep. Outfits. Makeup. Practice lines if you want. But if he ever crosses a line—even a small one—we’re done. I’m not losing you again.”

Ryan reached out and squeezed her hand.

“You won’t.”

That night, alone in the apartment, he tried on three different lingerie sets—imagining cameras, lights, Darius’s hands guiding him.

He came three times—once from nipple play alone, twice riding a thick dildo while moaning “Daddy” into the ring light.

But this time the craving had direction.

A name.

A plan.

A partner.

And for the first time in months, it didn’t feel like falling.

It felt like finally stepping onto solid ground—even if that ground was a porn set.

Chapter 25: First Day on Set

The Saturday shoot was scheduled for 10 a.m. sharp at Darius’s home studio—a converted garage in a quiet West Valley neighborhood. Lena drove Ryan there, knuckles white on the steering wheel the entire way. She didn’t say much, just kept repeating: “If anything feels off—even a vibe—you text me. I’m staying in the car nearby. I’ll come in if you need me.”

Ryan nodded, throat tight. He’d dressed conservatively for the arrival: black leggings, oversized hoodie, sneakers. Underneath—his choice—the white chiffon babydoll and crotchless black lace panties, fishnets already rolled up under the leggings, small plug seated deep. The 32B bra supported his sensitive breasts, but every bump in the road made the lace rub his pierced nipples until he was leaking steadily into the cage.

Darius greeted them at the side door—casual gray tank and basketball shorts, barefoot, warm smile. No pressure in his posture.

“Rylie. Lena. Come in.”

The studio space was professional: softbox lights on stands, a large black bed with crisp white sheets, multiple cameras on tripods (one overhead, two side angles), a ring light, sound-dampening foam on the walls, a makeup station with mirrors and a rack of outfits. A small table held bottled water, lube bottles in every variety, condoms, toys (dildos, plugs, vibrators), and a stack of fresh towels.

Darius walked them through the plan.

“Three scenes today. We start slow, build. All safe words are ‘red’ for stop, ‘yellow’ for slow down. I’ll check in constantly. You can pause or stop anytime—no questions, no guilt. We film in blocks—oral first, then anal, then a longer mixed scene. Multiple angles. I edit later. We’ll release one full scene next week, tease clips on X and OnlyFans. Sound good?”

Ryan’s voice came out breathy. “Yes, Sir.”

Lena gave Ryan one last hard look, squeezed his hand, then stepped outside to wait in the car.

Darius locked the door behind her.

“Ready when you are, baby girl.”

Ryan stripped slowly—peeling off the hoodie and leggings to reveal the babydoll and fishnets. Darius’s eyes darkened appreciatively as the Queen of Spades tattoo came into view, framed perfectly above the open crotch of the panties, cage straining and dripping.

“Fuck. You look even better in person.”

They started with oral—Scene 1: “Sissy Worship.”

Darius sat on the edge of the bed in just his shorts. Ryan knelt between his thighs on a padded mat. Cameras rolling.

Darius unzipped slowly. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, veined, already half-hard, dark skin gleaming under the lights. Ryan’s mouth watered instantly.

“Show them how much you love Black cock, Rylie.”

Ryan leaned in—slow for the camera—tongue flicking out to trace the underside from base to tip. The taste hit him like a drug: clean skin, faint musk, the salty bead of pre-cum at the slit. He moaned—high and needy—then took the head into his mouth, lips stretching wide. Darius groaned low, hand resting lightly on Ryan’s extensions.

Ryan worked him deeper—inch by inch—gagging softly when the thick shaft hit the back of his throat. Drool poured down his chin, smearing gloss. He bobbed—slow at first, then faster—hollowing his cheeks, tongue swirling. Darius’s hips rocked gently, fucking his mouth in shallow thrusts while Ryan whimpered around the girth.

“Eyes up, baby. Let them see how cock-drunk you get.”

Ryan looked straight into the overhead camera—mascara already running, lips swollen and shiny, small breasts heaving under the sheer babydoll. His own cage throbbed uselessly, dripping steadily onto the mat.

Darius pulled out after ten minutes—cock slick and throbbing—and stroked himself over Ryan’s face.

“Open.”

Ryan did—tongue out, begging.

Darius came in thick ropes—first across Ryan’s tongue, then his cheeks, then dripping onto his breasts. Ryan swallowed what landed in his mouth, moaning like he’d been given a gift.

Cut.

They wiped down, hydrated, reset cameras.

Scene 2: “First Anal Ride.”

Darius lay back on the bed, cock sheathed in a condom (thick ribbed one for extra sensation). Ryan straddled him—facing the main camera—plug already removed, hole slick with lube.

“Take what you need, princess.”

Ryan sank down slowly—gasping as the thick head breached him. The stretch burned perfect. Inch by inch he impaled himself until his ass rested against Darius’s hips, cock buried to the root. The fullness pressed hard against his prostate; his cage twitched violently, pre-cum pouring out.

He started riding—slow rolls at first, then bouncing—breasts jiggling with every drop, nipples rubbing the sheer fabric until he was whimpering nonstop. Darius gripped his hips, guiding the rhythm, thrusting up to meet him.

“Ride that Black dick, sissy. Show them how much you love being filled.”

Ryan’s moans turned to cries—high, broken. His small breasts bounced wildly; the hormone sensitivity made every brush of satin feel like a tongue. He pinched his own nipples—hard twists—and came suddenly—ruined, prostate orgasm ripping through him. Clear fluid spurted from the cage in weak pulses while his hole clenched around Darius’s cock.

Darius didn’t stop—fucked him through it, deeper, harder—until he pulled out, stripped the condom, and came across Ryan’s ass and lower back in hot stripes.

Cut.

Break. Water. Towels. Quick touch-up on makeup (mascara re-applied, gloss refreshed).

Scene 3: “Full Submission – Mixed Play.”

Longest scene—twenty-five minutes edited down to twelve.

Darius bent Ryan over the bed—ass up, face to camera. Started with fingers—three thick ones stretching him wide, curling against his prostate until Ryan sobbed and leaked again. Then a thick vibrating dildo—black, ridged—pumped in and out while Darius jerked Ryan’s cage slowly, denying him release.

“Beg for the real thing.”

“Please… Daddy… need your cock… please fill me… I’m your sissy whore…”

Darius slid in—bare this time (they’d both tested clean that week, agreed on-camera). Slow at first—deep, deliberate strokes—then faster. Ryan’s breasts swung beneath him; Darius reached around, pinching and tugging the pierced nipples until Ryan screamed—another ruined orgasm ripping through him, body shaking, hole spasming.

Darius fucked him through it—relentless—until he pulled out and came deep inside—bare, pulsing, flooding Ryan’s guts with heat. Ryan collapsed forward, ass up, cum leaking out in thick white trails down his fishnets.

Darius stroked his back gently as the cameras cut.

“Good girl. You did amazing.”

They wrapped at 5 p.m.—three full scenes in the can, multiple BTS clips, teaser stills.

Darius paid Ryan his share in cash—$1,800 for the day after minimal costs.

Ryan dressed in street clothes—shaky, sore, glowing. Cum still leaking slowly into the fresh panties he’d changed into.

Lena was waiting in the car. She took one look at his flushed face, smeared gloss, trembling thighs, and sighed.

“You okay?”

Ryan nodded—eyes glassy, voice hoarse.

“Yeah. It was… good. Safe. Hot. He’s professional. I felt… wanted. Not used. Wanted.”

Lena started the engine.

“Then we keep going. But we set rules. Boundaries. And you tell me everything. No secrets.”

Ryan leaned his head against the window, smiling softly.

“No secrets.”

That night he showered—slowly, carefully—then crawled into bed still caged, still plugged, replaying every thrust, every moan, every camera angle in his head.

The craving wasn’t quiet anymore.

It had a face.

A name.

A paycheck.

And a future.

For the first time in a long time, Ryan—Rylie—fell asleep without shame.

Just hunger.

And anticipation for the next shoot.

Chapter 26: The Wardrobe Crisis

The hormone implants were relentless.

By the end of the second month since the procedure, Ryan’s breasts had pushed past the B-cup mark and were settling firmly into C territory. The growth was uneven at first—left slightly fuller than right—but the sensitivity was uniform and merciless. Every brush of fabric, every accidental bump, every deep breath sent sharp, electric pleasure straight to his caged cock. He woke up hard and leaking almost every morning, nipples already stiff before he even opened his eyes.

The problem became impossible to ignore one Tuesday morning when he tried to get dressed for a solo grocery run.

His favorite black leggings—high-waisted, stretchy—wouldn’t button over the softer curve of his hips and the slight swell of his lower belly (another early estrogen gift). The cropped hoodie he usually wore as cover-up now rode up to expose the entire underwire of his 32B bra and the lower swell of his breasts. The bra itself dug in painfully at the sides; the cups were overflowing, nipples poking through the lace like they were trying to escape.

He tried three different outfits. All failed.

The only thing that fit without cutting off circulation was the loosest babydoll from the Jamal era—white chiffon, sheer, barely-there straps—but even that clung to his fuller chest in a way that made every movement obscene. No leggings, no jeans, no normal tops. Just lingerie and a long coat.

He stared at himself in the mirror—extensions messy from sleep, small C-cups heaving with frustration, cage straining against the open crotch of the babydoll.

“I can’t go out like this,” he whispered.

But the fridge was empty. He needed food. And he refused to order delivery again—he wanted to feel normal, even for twenty minutes.

He threw on the longest trench coat he owned (the same black one from the club nights), buttoned it to the throat, slipped on low sneakers instead of platforms, and headed to the nearby Target.

The drive was torture. Every pothole made his breasts bounce inside the too-small bra, nipples rubbing raw against lace. By the time he parked, he was flushed and breathing shallowly, a damp spot already forming on the babydoll under the coat.

Inside the store he kept his head down, coat buttoned tight, basket clutched like a shield. He headed straight for the women’s section—lingerie first.

The bra rack was overwhelming. He grabbed a few 34C styles—soft-cup bralettes, underwire balconettes, sports bras for “everyday”—and disappeared into a fitting room.

The first one—a simple black underwire—fit like heaven. The cups cradled his breasts perfectly, no overflow, no pinching. The underwire lifted and separated, making his chest look fuller, rounder. He cupped them experimentally and bit back a moan—the sensitivity was insane. A quick pinch and his knees nearly buckled; a fresh spurt of pre-cum leaked from the cage.

He bought three in black, two in nude, one in blush pink.

Then panties—high-waisted boyshorts that actually covered the cage without squeezing, seamless thongs for filming days, a few lacy cheeky styles that framed his ass nicely.

Tops next. He tried to be practical—loose tees, button-downs—but everything looked wrong. Too masculine. Too baggy on his softening frame. He ended up in the juniors section: cropped hoodies, off-shoulder sweaters, fitted tanks that showed cleavage he couldn’t hide anymore. Then dresses—simple sundresses, bodycon minis, flowy maxis. He told himself they were “versatile.”

He left with four bags—mostly lingerie, cropped tops, short skirts, and one pair of high-waisted jeans that were technically “mom jeans” but hugged his hips like sin.

When he got home and tried everything on, reality hit.

Nothing was appropriate for public.

The sundresses clung to his breasts and ass. The cropped tops exposed midriff and underboob. The jeans were too tight in the crotch—cage outline visible if he sat wrong. The only “normal” pieces were the sports bras and boyshorts, but even those felt like a costume on his increasingly feminine body.

He sat on the floor in a pile of shopping bags, wearing nothing but a new nude bra and matching boyshorts, breasts spilling softly over the cups, nipples hard and aching.

That’s when Lena walked in—unannounced, as usual, with coffee and a bag of bagels.

She froze in the doorway.

“Jesus Christ, Ry.”

Ryan looked up—eyes glassy, extensions falling into his face.

“Nothing fits right anymore. I tried to shop alone. I… bought all the wrong stuff. Again.”

Lena set the coffee down, knelt beside him, and started sorting through the bags.

Cropped tops. Miniskirts. Lacy bras. Thongs. A sheer babydoll he hadn’t even remembered putting in the cart.

She sighed—long, fond, exasperated.

“Okay. We’re going back. Right now. Together. And we’re buying you actual everyday clothes. Jeans that aren’t painted on. Tops that cover your tits. Flats instead of heels. A winter coat that isn’t a trench-slut uniform. You can still be pretty. You just don’t have to look like you’re auditioning for a gangbang every time you buy milk.”

Ryan laughed—shaky, grateful.

“I don’t know how to do ‘normal pretty’ anymore.”

“Then let me show you.”

They drove back to the mall.

Lena took over like a general.

First stop: a mid-range women’s store.

She pulled jeans—high-rise, straight-leg, dark wash. Ryan tried them on—loose in the thigh but fitted at the waist and hips. No cage outline. No camel toe. Just… normal.

Tops: soft long-sleeve tees, lightweight cardigans, button-downs that draped over his chest without clinging. A few tunics that skimmed the hips and covered the bellybutton piercing.

Outerwear: a puffy winter jacket (neutral gray), a denim jacket, a long wool coat that actually buttoned without gaping at the chest.

Shoes: ankle boots with low block heels, slip-on sneakers, ballet flats.

Bras again—everyday T-shirt bras in nude and black, wireless bralettes for lounging, one pretty lace one “just because.”

Underwear: cotton boyshorts, seamless bikinis, a few sporty thongs “for filming days only.”

By the time they finished, Ryan had two full shopping bags of clothes he could actually wear in daylight without turning heads.

In the car on the way home, he turned to Lena.

“Thank you,” he said quietly. “For not letting me look like a porn cliché every time I leave the house.”

Lena shrugged, but her eyes were soft.

“You’re welcome. But you’re still getting that bellybutton ring.”

Ryan blinked. “What?”

“You’ve got the piercing already. But the barbell is cheap and crooked. We’re upgrading it. Something cute. Something you. My treat. Call it bestie tax for dragging me through three stores.”

They pulled into a piercing studio on the way home.

Ryan chose a curved barbell with a small pink crystal spade dangling from it—subtle enough for everyday, slutty enough to remind him who he was underneath the new “normal” clothes.

The piercer swapped it out in under five minutes. The fresh metal felt cool and perfect against his skin.

When they got back to the apartment, Ryan changed into one of the new outfits: high-rise jeans, soft cream long-sleeve tee, denim jacket. The jeans hugged his hips without squeezing the cage. The tee draped over his breasts without clinging. He looked… like a girl. Not a porn caricature. Just a girl.

He turned to Lena, extensions swaying.

“How do I look?”

Lena smiled—real, warm.

“Like someone who might actually survive outside this apartment.”

Ryan laughed—light, relieved.

Then he hugged her—tight, grateful, breasts pressing softly against her.

“Thank you,” he whispered again. “For not giving up on me.”

Lena hugged back.

“Never. Now go put those new bras away before your tits fall out of that tee. And tomorrow we’re editing your next solo clip. Together. No more solo desperation shoots.”

Ryan pulled back, eyes shining.

“Deal.”

For the first time in a long time, the craving felt… balanced.

Not gone.

But held in check by friendship, new clothes, and the promise of something safer on the horizon.

Chapter 27: Sissy Training Day

The third filming session with Darius was scheduled as a full “Sissy Transformation Special.” Darius had texted the night before: “Four scenes. Heavy feminization focus. We’re turning you into the ultimate pretty little QoS doll on camera. Bring every girly outfit you own. I’ll supply the rest. $2,500 flat for the day + 50% of the first-week sales.”

Ryan—Rylie—spent the morning shaking with anticipation. Lena dropped him off again but stayed in the car this time, trusting the established routine. “Text me the second anything feels weird,” she reminded him.

Inside the studio, Darius had already set up: extra mirrors, a rolling makeup cart, a clothing rack loaded with new pieces, and four cameras positioned for 360-degree coverage. Soft pink lighting bathed everything in a feminine glow.

“Today’s theme is total feminization,” Darius explained, voice calm and professional as he handed Rylie a glass of water. “We’re going to break you down and build you back up on camera. Verbal, visual, physical. You’re going to beg to be girlier. Sound good?”

Rylie’s voice came out breathy. “Yes, Daddy.”

Scene 1: Makeup Lesson & Doll Transformation

Darius started her in just the steel cage and a plain white thong. He sat her at the vanity mirror under bright ring lights.

“First, we make you pretty,” he said, picking up a tube of foundation. The camera zoomed in close on her face.

He applied it himself—thick layers smoothing over her jaw, cheeks, hiding any trace of stubble. Then concealer, powder, blush (heavy pink to make her look constantly flushed). Eyeshadow in shimmering pinks and golds, thick winged liner, false lashes so long they brushed her brows. Finally, glossy bubblegum-pink lipstick painted on with a brush while he murmured, “Open wide, princess. That’s it… suck the brush like it’s cock.”

Rylie’s nipples were already diamond-hard under the air-conditioned studio, leaking tiny drops from the cage. Darius noticed and smiled.

“Look at those pretty tits growing. C-cups now, huh? Sensitive as fuck.” He pinched one pierced nipple hard enough to make her whimper on camera. “Say it for the fans.”

“I’m… I’m a girl now,” Rylie moaned. “My tits are real. I cum just from playing with them.”

Darius finished with the lipstick, then slid a platinum-blonde wig over her extensions—longer, curlier, with heavy bangs. He added a pink satin bow.

“Perfect doll.”

Scene 2: Clothing & Sissy Dress-Up

Next, Darius dressed her like a living Barbie.

First outfit: a baby-pink micro schoolgirl uniform—pleated skirt so short her caged cock and plugged ass peeked out with every movement, white crop top tied under her breasts to push them up into obscene cleavage, thigh-high white stockings with little pink bows, and glossy Mary Jane platforms.

He made her twirl for the camera.

“Show them how a real sissy walks. Hips out. Tits bouncing. Say ‘I’m Daddy’s pretty girl.’”

Rylie obeyed, voice high and lispy the way he’d coached her: “I’m Daddy’s pretty girl… my little clitty is locked because I don’t deserve to be a boy anymore…”

Darius added accessories on camera: a delicate pink choker with “SISSY” in rhinestones, matching wrist cuffs, and a new bellybutton charm—a dangling pink heart that read “Black Owned.”

He had her bend over the bed, skirt flipped up, and spanked her ass bright red while narrating: “This is what happens to sissies who forget their place. You exist for Black cock now.”

Rylie came untouched from the spanking alone—weak spurts into the cage, moaning “thank you” over and over while her breasts jiggled inside the tiny top.

Scene 3: Breast Worship & Ruined Orgasms

Darius laid her on her back, wrists lightly cuffed above her head. He pulled the crop top down, fully exposing her C-cup breasts—soft, round, nipples dark and pierced, areolas slightly larger from the hormones.

“These are real girl tits now,” he said directly to the camera while circling one nipple with his tongue. “Watch how sensitive they are.”

He spent fifteen full minutes on them—licking, sucking, biting the barbells, pinching and twisting while Rylie thrashed and sobbed. Every tug sent lightning straight to her prostate. Her cage leaked in a steady stream. She begged the entire time:

“Please… they’re so sensitive… I’m gonna cum just from my tits… please let your sissy cum, Daddy…”

Darius finally allowed it—sucking one nipple hard while flicking the other. Rylie arched off the bed and came in long, humiliating pulses—clear fluid squirting past the cage bars onto her belly while she screamed in a high, feminine voice.

He didn’t stop. He kept sucking until she came a second time—dry, shaking, tears streaming—then a third, until she was a whimpering, overstimulated mess.

Scene 4: Full Sissy Breeding

Final scene. Darius removed the cage for the first time on camera—Rylie’s small, soft cock springing free, already dripping. He locked it back immediately after a single ruined edge, then flipped her onto all fours.

“Time to breed the sissy properly.”

He entered her bare—thick, raw, deep. The stretch was perfect after weeks of training. Darius fucked her slow and deliberate at first, pulling her extensions like reins, forcing her to look at her own reflection in the mirror he’d positioned.

“Look at yourself. Real tits bouncing. Real makeup running. Real girl getting fucked by real Black cock. Say it.”

“I’m a real girl… I’m a sissy slut… breed me, Daddy… fill your white sissy pussy…”

He pounded harder—deep, punishing strokes that slammed her prostate relentlessly. Rylie’s breasts swung heavily, nipples brushing the sheets and sending fresh sparks. She came again—prostate orgasm milking Darius’s cock—while chanting “I’m a girl, I’m a girl, I’m a girl…”

Darius finished inside her—long, hot pulses flooding her deep while the camera caught every twitch and spurt leaking back out around his shaft.

He pulled out slowly, letting the cum drip, then made her push it out on camera while she thanked him.

Cut.



Aftercare was gentle. Darius wiped her down, uncuffed her, massaged her shoulders, and handed her the cash plus a bonus $300 “for being such a perfect sissy today.”

“You were incredible,” he told her sincerely. “This series is going to blow up. You ready for more next week? We can go even girlier—maybe start you on heels training, voice lessons, the works.”

Rylie—still glowing, still leaking, breasts tender and marked with little bite prints—nodded without hesitation.

“Yes, Daddy. I’m ready.”

She left the studio walking carefully (ass sore, cum still slowly dripping into fresh panties), new 34C bra supporting her heavier chest, shopping bags of “normal” clothes forgotten in the trunk of Lena’s car.

Lena took one look at her flushed, satisfied, thoroughly used face and just shook her head.

“Jesus. You look like you got fucked into next week.”

Rylie smiled dreamily.

“I did. And I loved every second.”

Lena sighed but started the car.

“Then I guess we’re doing this. But next time I’m vetting the script. No more surprise breeding without warning me first.”

Rylie leaned her head on the window, already replaying every moan, every thrust, every “good girl” in her head.

The feminization wasn’t a kink anymore.

It was her life.

And tomorrow’s shoot was already booked.

Chapter 28: The Dare

Lena had insisted on coming to the next filming day.

“I’m not sitting in the car again while you get railed for three hours,” she told Ryan the night before. “I want to see exactly what happens. I want to make sure it’s safe. And if anything looks off, I’m pulling the plug—literally and figuratively.”

Ryan—now fully Rylie in mindset, even if the legal name hadn’t changed—agreed without argument. Part of her wanted Lena to see it. To understand. To stop looking at her like she was broken.

The shoot was scheduled as a “Sissy & Guest” double-feature: two scenes with Darius, one solo tease, and one “surprise guest” segment. Darius had green-lit Lena’s presence as long as she signed the same NDA and consent forms.

When they arrived, Darius greeted them both with the same calm professionalism.

“Lena. Good to see you again. You’re welcome to watch from the sidelines or sit in the control booth. Just stay off camera unless you want in.”

Lena gave a tight smile. “I’m just observing. For now.”

The first two scenes went smoothly—standard feminization escalation: Rylie in a baby-blue satin babydoll with matching garter belt and stockings, caged cock framed by open-crotch panties, breasts bouncing in the low-cut top as Darius fucked her from behind while she begged into the overhead mic. “Please breed your sissy pussy, Daddy… make me leak like a real girl…”

Lena watched from a folding chair near the monitors, arms crossed, expression unreadable. She didn’t flinch at the moans, the wet sounds, the way Rylie came twice untouched—once from prostate pounding, once from Darius twisting her pierced nipples until she sobbed.

But when the third scene wrapped—Rylie on her back, legs over Darius’s shoulders, cum leaking out around his thick shaft as he pulled out slowly—Lena finally spoke.

“You really love this, don’t you?”

Rylie—still panting, makeup smeared, breasts heaving—looked over at her best friend.

“Yeah. I do.”

Darius wiped himself down with a towel, watching the exchange with quiet interest.

Lena stood. Walked closer to the bed. Looked down at Rylie—sweaty, glowing, utterly spent—and then at Darius.

“How long until the next scene?”

“Fifteen minutes. Resetting lights.”

Lena exhaled hard.

Then—almost casually—she turned to Rylie.

“I dare you.”

Rylie blinked. “What?”

“You keep saying this is who you are now. That you can’t go back. Prove it. If I can make Darius cum before I do—three times—you get to keep living this fantasy without me judging. But if I cum three times before he does… you get a matching Queen of Spades tattoo. Right where yours is. Same size. Same placement. Permanent. No take-backs.”

The room went silent except for the soft hum of the lights.

Rylie’s eyes widened. Her caged cock twitched hard against the cum-slick panties.

“You’re… serious?”

“Dead serious.”

Darius raised an eyebrow, looking between them.

“I’m game if both of you are. But we film it. Full consent forms signed again. And it’s your call, Rylie.”

Rylie looked at Lena—really looked. Saw the worry behind the challenge. Saw the love. Saw the fear of losing her friend completely to this world.

And then she nodded.

“Let’s do it.”



Scene: The Dare (Unscripted Bonus Content)

Three cameras rolling. One close on faces, one wide on the bed, one low angle for explicit detail.

Lena stripped efficiently—no seduction, just practicality. Jeans, sweater, bra, panties. She kept her bra on (simple black, no underwire) but slid her panties off and climbed onto the bed. Darius lay back, cock already hardening again, fresh condom rolled on.

Rylie knelt beside them—still in the blue babydoll, cage locked, breasts heaving, eyes wide with something between awe and terror.

Lena straddled Darius reverse-cowgirl so Rylie could see everything. She sank down slowly—gasping as the thick head breached her. Darius filled her completely in one smooth stroke. Lena’s head fell back; a low, involuntary moan escaped.

“Fuck… okay. That’s… a lot.”

Darius gripped her hips, letting her set the pace.

“Three before me. Clock’s ticking.”

Lena started riding—slow rolls at first, then faster bounces. Her breasts bounced inside the bra; she reached back to brace herself on Darius’s thighs. Within two minutes her breathing turned ragged. She clenched visibly around him.

“Shit—already—”

She came hard—sudden, sharp, hips stuttering as she ground down and shuddered. One.

Rylie whimpered softly, fingers twitching toward her own cage.

Lena didn’t stop. She kept moving—faster now, chasing the next. Darius thrust up to meet her, deep and steady. Lena’s moans grew louder, higher. She pinched her own nipples through the bra, head thrown back.

Second orgasm hit in under four minutes—longer, rolling waves that made her thighs shake. She cried out—raw, surprised.

“Two…”

Darius grinned. “One more, baby. Then you’re getting inked.”

Lena looked over her shoulder at Rylie—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed.

“Watch close, Ry. This is what you signed up for.”

She rode harder—desperate now—hips slamming down, breasts bouncing wildly. Darius reached around, found her clit with thick fingers, rubbed fast circles.

Lena broke.

Third orgasm crashed through her—screaming, body convulsing, inner walls pulsing visibly around Darius’s shaft. She collapsed forward, gasping, trembling.

Darius pulled out slowly—still rock-hard, condom intact.

He hadn’t come.

Lena lay there panting for a long moment. Then she laughed—breathless, disbelieving.

“Fuck. I lost.”

Rylie crawled over, eyes shining with something like reverence.

“You… you did it for me?”

Lena reached out, cupped Rylie’s face.

“I did it because I love you. And if this is your life… then I’m not letting you do it alone. Even if it means I end up marked too.”

Darius sat up, already pulling out his phone to text the tattoo artist on call.

“Tomorrow. Same placement. Same size. You two ready?”

Lena looked at Rylie.

Rylie nodded—tears in her eyes, but smiling.

“Yeah. We’re ready.”

The cameras kept rolling.

The bonus clip would break the internet.

But for Rylie, the real moment wasn’t on camera.

It was Lena—still flushed, still trembling—reaching for her hand.

Besties.

Bound by ink.

Bound by love.

Bound by the same black spade.

Forever.

Chapter 29: The Ink and the Fallout

The tattoo appointment was booked for the following afternoon at the same discreet parlor Darius always used—private room, trusted artist, cash only.

Lena walked in ahead of Rylie, chin high, jaw set like she was marching into battle instead of a chair. She wore simple black jeans and a loose gray hoodie—nothing flashy, nothing that screamed “I’m about to get a Queen of Spades tattooed above my pussy.” Rylie followed behind in a cropped sweatshirt and high-waisted leggings, new 34C bra visible through the thin fabric when she moved, extensions pulled into a high ponytail.

The artist—same guy who’d done Rylie’s original—didn’t blink.

“Same placement, same size, black only?” he asked Lena.

She nodded once. “Yeah. Right where hers is.”

Rylie sat on a stool beside the chair, holding Lena’s hand while the artist prepped. Stencil applied. Skin cleaned. Needle buzzed to life.

Lena didn’t flinch at the first touch. She stared at the ceiling, breathing slow and even. Rylie squeezed her fingers tighter every time the needle dug in—sharp, stinging lines forming the elegant Q and ♠️, the point aimed downward like an arrow.

Halfway through, Lena spoke—voice low, almost to herself.

“I didn’t think it would feel this… heavy.”

Rylie looked up. “What?”

“The weight. Not the needle. The meaning. I always told you it was just ink. A dare. A game. But sitting here… letting someone put it on me permanently… it’s not a game anymore. It’s a promise. To who I am when I let go. To who I might become if I keep letting go.”

The artist stayed silent, focused.

Rylie’s eyes filled. “You don’t have to do this. We can stop. I’ll tell Darius the dare’s off.”

Lena shook her head—small, stubborn.

“No. I lost. Fair and square. And honestly?” She met Rylie’s gaze. “Part of me wants it. Wants to know what it feels like to carry the same mark. To stop pretending I’m above it. To stand beside you instead of trying to pull you back.”

The artist finished the shading. Wiped away excess ink. Applied clear bandage.

Lena looked down at the fresh black queen of spades—sharp, elegant, permanent—positioned just above her mound, the point aimed straight down.

She exhaled a shaky laugh.

“Well. No going back now.”

Rylie leaned in and kissed her cheek—soft, grateful.

“You’re still you. Tattoo or not.”

Lena smiled—small, real.

“Yeah. But now I’m you with ink.”



Three days later the bomb dropped.

Lena was at work—mid-morning staff meeting—when her phone started vibrating nonstop in her pocket. She ignored it at first. Then the texts from coworkers started coming through.

Sarah (HR): Lena, we need to talk. Now. Conference room B.

Mark (boss): This is urgent. Bring your laptop.

She walked in confused.

Her boss—Mark—was already there with HR. Laptop open. A private OnlyFans page pulled up on screen.

Darius’s newest upload.

Title: “Bonus Dare Content – Guest Sissy Ride Challenge”

Thumbnail: Lena’s ass mid-bounce, Darius’s thick cock buried deep, her face turned just enough to be recognizable—eyes closed, mouth open in ecstasy.

The clip was unedited—raw, thirty-second teaser for subscribers. Lena riding reverse-cowgirl, coming hard, screaming through her third orgasm while Darius stayed rock-hard beneath her.

Mark’s voice was flat. “This appeared in an internal company Slack channel this morning. Someone tagged it with your name. We have to assume it’s already spreading.”

Lena felt the floor drop out.

“I… didn’t consent to this being posted. It was a private dare. Off-camera promise.”

HR sighed. “The company policy is clear. Public conduct that reflects poorly on the firm—especially content of a sexual nature—is grounds for immediate termination. We’ve already received three client complaints. We can’t keep you.”

They handed her a termination packet.

Effective immediately.

No severance.

No reference.

Lena walked out numb—badge deactivated, personal items in a cardboard box, coworkers avoiding eye contact.

She drove straight to Rylie’s apartment.

Rylie opened the door—still in sleep shorts and a bralette, breasts heavy and sensitive, cage outline visible—and saw Lena’s face.

“What happened?”

Lena dropped the box on the floor.

“Darius posted the dare clip. My face. My voice. Everything. It leaked at work. I’m fired.”

Rylie’s hand flew to her mouth.

“Oh my god… Lena…”

Lena laughed—hollow, bitter.

“I lost the dare. Got the tattoo. And now I’ve lost my job because of it. Funny how fast ‘just a dare’ turns into real consequences.”

Rylie pulled her inside, shut the door, wrapped her arms around her.

“I’m so sorry. I’ll talk to Darius. He’ll take it down. He has to.”

Lena shook her head against Rylie’s shoulder.

“It’s already out. Subscribers have it. Someone screenshotted it and sent it to my boss. It’s done.”

They stood like that for a long time—Lena shaking, Rylie holding her.

Finally Lena pulled back, wiped her eyes.

“I don’t know what I do now. Rent. Bills. References. I can’t exactly put ‘lost job after appearing in interracial porn’ on a resume.”

Rylie’s voice was small. “You could… stay here. With me. We’ve got the OnlyFans money coming in. The joint stuff with Darius is doing numbers. You could… help. Or just breathe for a while.”

Lena looked at her—really looked.

“You want me to move in? With you? While you film porn with a guy who just accidentally nuked my career?”

Rylie nodded—slow, earnest.

“I don’t want to do this alone anymore. And I don’t want you to be alone either. We’re both marked now. We’re both… in this.”

Lena exhaled—long, shaky.

“I need a minute to think.”

She sat on the couch, staring at the fresh tattoo peeking above her jeans.

Then she looked up.

“Okay. I’ll stay. Short-term. Until I figure out next steps. But we’re setting rules. No more ‘accidental’ posts. No more unapproved clips. And if Darius ever crosses a line again, I’m burning his whole operation down. Deal?”

Rylie nodded—tears in her eyes, relief flooding her.

“Deal.”

Lena reached out, pulled Rylie into her lap.

They sat like that—two marked girls, one freshly unemployed, one freshly infamous—holding each other in the quiet apartment.

The weight of the tattoo felt heavier now.

But they carried it together.

Chapter 30: The Night Out

Lena had been quiet for days after the firing. Not angry—more like hollow. She’d spent hours on the couch staring at job listings she never clicked, then staring at the fresh Queen of Spades tattoo peeking above her low-rise jeans whenever she shifted. Rylie watched her best friend unravel in slow motion and finally couldn’t take it anymore.

“We’re going out tonight,” Rylie announced on Friday evening. “No arguments. You need to get out of this apartment and remember you’re still alive. We’re going clubbing. Dancing. Drinking. Whatever it takes to shake this off.”

Lena looked up from her phone—screen dark.

“I’m not in the mood to dance.”

“You don’t have to dance. You just have to leave this room. Wear something cute. Show off the new ink if you want. Or hide it. But we’re going.”

Lena exhaled—long, defeated.

“Fine. But I’m not hooking up with anyone.”

Rylie smiled—small, hopeful.

“Deal.”

They dressed to kill.

Rylie chose a baby-pink micro-dress—stretchy, low-cut, barely covering her ass, sheer enough to show the outline of her cage and the jeweled plug beneath. White thigh-highs, pink platforms, platinum extensions loose and wavy, makeup heavy: glossy lips, smoky eyes, blush high. The Queen of Spades tattoo proudly visible above the hem whenever she moved.

Lena—after Rylie’s gentle bullying—went bolder than she’d planned. Black leather miniskirt, cropped black halter top that left her midriff bare and showed the new tattoo clearly when she raised her arms, strappy heels, hair down, dark lipstick. No bra. The halter framed her breasts perfectly; the tattoo looked almost defiant against her skin.

They hit Eclipse first—same club where Rylie had first spiraled months earlier. The bouncer recognized Rylie immediately and waved them in free.

Inside, the bass hit like a drug. Bodies pressed close. Strobe lights cut through smoke. Lena downed a vodka soda in two gulps, then another. Rylie stayed close—hand on Lena’s lower back, guiding her through the crowd.

They danced—awkward at first, then freer. Lena laughed once—real, surprised—when Rylie spun her under the lights. For a few songs, the job, the leak, the tattoo all faded.

Then the eyes found them.

Two Black guys near the bar—tall, built, late twenties—noticed the matching tattoos first. One nudged the other. They watched Lena grind against Rylie for a full minute before approaching.

“Nice ink,” the taller one said, voice low over the music. He nodded at Lena’s exposed midriff, then at Rylie’s thigh where the spade peeked out under the hem. “Both of you. Matching set?”

Lena froze for half a second. Then—maybe the alcohol, maybe the weight of the last week—she lifted her chin.

“Yeah. Matching.”

The second guy smiled slow.

“You two looking to play tonight?”

Rylie glanced at Lena—waiting for the shutdown.

Lena looked back at her best friend. Saw the hunger still simmering under Rylie’s skin. Saw the way her own body was already responding—nipples hard under the halter, thighs slick.

She turned to the guys.

“Depends. How many friends you got?”

They grinned.

“Enough.”



They ended up in a private room upstairs—dim, red-lit, sectional couches, low table scattered with bottles. Six guys total now—friends called in from the main floor. All Black, all respectful but hungry. No phones out. No recording. Darius-level rules: consent first, always.

Lena and Rylie stood in the center.

Rylie reached for Lena’s hand—squeezed once.

“You sure?”

Lena squeezed back.

“I need to feel something tonight. Anything but numb.”

They started slow.

One guy—broad shoulders, gold chain—stepped up to Lena first. He kissed her neck while another slid behind Rylie, hands on her hips, grinding against her ass. Clothes came off in pieces: halter top tugged down to expose Lena’s breasts, Rylie’s micro-dress hiked up to show the cage and plug.

The guys took turns.

Lena on her knees first—two cocks in her face, thick and heavy. She sucked one while stroking the other, moaning around the shaft when fingers found her clit. Rylie knelt beside her—mirroring, taking a third cock deep, gagging softly, drool running down her chin onto her breasts.

They switched.

Lena bent over the couch—skirt flipped, no panties—while the first guy slid into her from behind. She gasped—sharp, surprised—then pushed back, taking him deeper. Another fed her his cock; she sucked greedily, moaning every time he bottomed out.

Rylie was on her back on the sectional—legs spread wide, cage bouncing with every thrust as a guy fucked her ass raw (condom on, thick and relentless). Her breasts jiggled with every slam; another guy straddled her chest, sliding his cock between her soft C-cups while she pinched her own nipples and cried out.

The room filled with wet sounds—slaps of skin, gagging, moaning, low growls of “good girl” and “take that dick.”

Lena came first—hard, sudden—screaming around the cock in her mouth as the guy behind her pounded her G-spot. Her body shook; she squirted weakly onto the couch.

Rylie followed—prostate orgasm ripping through her while her breasts were worshipped, nipples sucked and bitten until she sobbed and leaked from the cage.

They swapped again.

Lena on her back now—legs over one guy’s shoulders while he fucked her deep, another straddling her face so she could lick his balls while jerking him off. Rylie rode a third guy reverse-cowgirl—ass bouncing, plug removed, hole gaping and slick—while a fourth fed her cock.

They came in waves.

Cum on Lena’s stomach, dripping between her breasts. Cum inside Rylie—deep, hot pulses that made her clench and come again. Cum across both their faces—thick ropes they licked off each other while the guys watched and stroked.

By the end—hours later—both girls were wrecked.

Lena lay on her back, legs still trembling, tattoo glistening with sweat and cum. Rylie curled beside her—breasts heaving, cage dripping, ass leaking slowly.

The guys cleaned up respectfully—towels, water, quiet praise—then left one by one.

Lena stared at the ceiling.

“I came four times,” she said hoarsely.

Rylie laughed—weak, exhausted.

“You’re officially a QoS slut now.”

Lena turned her head.

“Yeah. I guess I am.”

They lay there in silence for a long time—bodies spent, hearts racing, tattoos matching.

Then Lena reached for Rylie’s hand.

“Take me home.”

Rylie squeezed back.

“Always.”

They left together—coats over ruined outfits, thighs sticky, makeup smeared, walking out into the cool night air like survivors.

The tattoo felt heavier now.

But they carried it together.

And for tonight, that was enough.

Chapter 30: The Video

Lena had gone on four interviews in ten days.

The first was a marketing coordinator role at a small tech firm. She’d dressed conservatively—blazer, slacks, hair pinned back. The hiring manager had smiled, asked about her experience, then paused when he glanced at his laptop.

“Hold on… you look familiar.”

He turned the screen. The leaked OnlyFans teaser clip was paused mid-frame—Lena mid-orgasm, riding Darius reverse-cowgirl, face clearly visible.

She was escorted out before the interview even finished.

The second was an admin position at a nonprofit. Same story. The HR woman recognized her in under thirty seconds. “We can’t have that kind of… public profile here.”

The third and fourth ended the same way—polite smiles turning to cold silence the moment someone pulled up the clip. One recruiter actually asked her, “Did you really think this wouldn’t come up?”

Lena came home each time quieter than the last. She’d sit on the couch in Rylie’s apartment, staring at the Queen of Spades tattoo above her waistband like it was mocking her. Rent was due in five days. Groceries were running low. Rylie’s OnlyFans money was covering everything, but Lena couldn’t stomach another day of feeling like a freeloader.

On the fifth night she finally broke.

Rylie was editing a solo clip on her laptop—breasts spilling out of a new 34D bra, cage visible in the preview window—when Lena walked in from the bedroom.

“I can’t keep doing this,” Lena said. Her voice was flat. “Living off you. Watching you pay for everything while I sit here with a tattoo and a ruined reputation. I need to contribute.”

Rylie closed the laptop. “You don’t have to—”

“I do.” Lena pulled out her phone. “I’m texting Darius. One video. Just one. Enough to cover rent and groceries for the month. Then I’ll figure out something else.”

Rylie’s eyes widened. “Lena… you don’t have to do porn for me.”

“I’m not doing it for you,” Lena said quietly. “I’m doing it because I’m tired of feeling useless. And because… part of me wants to know what it feels like when it’s planned. Controlled. Not some leaked dare.”

She hit send.

Darius replied in under two minutes.

Darius: One scene. Tomorrow. My studio. You and me only. $1,200 flat + 50% of first-week sales. Same rules as before. You sure?

Lena stared at the message for a long second.

Then typed:

Lena: I’m sure.



The next afternoon they arrived at the studio together. Lena wore the same outfit she’d had on the night of the dare—black leather miniskirt, cropped halter top. Rylie waited in the control booth this time, watching on the monitors.

Darius greeted Lena with the same calm respect he always showed Rylie.

“No pressure. We film exactly what you’re comfortable with. You want soft and sensual, we do that. You want rough, we do that. Your call.”

Lena’s voice was steady. “Rough. I want to feel it. All of it. No holding back.”

Darius nodded once.

They started rolling.

Scene: “New QoS Girl – First Official Breeding”

Lena stood in the center of the frame wearing only the halter top and skirt. Darius circled her slowly, camera catching every angle.

“Tell the fans why you’re here,” he said.

Lena looked straight into the lens. “I lost my job because of a leaked video. Now I’m here to make money the same way I lost it. And because…” She lifted her skirt just enough to show the fresh tattoo. “I want to know what it really means to wear this.”

Darius stepped behind her. He pulled the halter top down slowly, freeing her breasts. They were full and soft—natural C-cups that bounced when he cupped them from behind. He pinched her nipples hard. Lena gasped, back arching.

“Sensitive already?” he murmured against her ear.

“Very.”

He spun her around, pushed her to her knees. Lena unzipped him eagerly. His thick cock sprang free—heavy, veined, already leaking. She took him in both hands first, stroking, then leaned in and swallowed the head. The camera zoomed close as her glossy lips stretched wide. She bobbed deep—gagging softly, drool running down her chin onto her breasts—while Darius held her hair and praised her.

“Good girl. First time on camera and you’re already taking it like a pro.”

He fucked her throat for several minutes—slow, controlled thrusts—until tears streamed down her cheeks. Then he pulled out, strings of spit connecting her lips to his cock.

“Bed. On your back.”

Lena lay down. Darius flipped her skirt up, spread her legs wide. No panties. The tattoo stared back at the camera. He rolled a condom on, lubed himself generously, then pushed inside her in one long, smooth stroke.

Lena’s head fell back. A raw moan tore out of her as he bottomed out.

“Fuck… so deep…”

Darius set a brutal pace—deep, punishing strokes that slammed into her G-spot every time. Her breasts bounced heavily with each thrust. He reached down and pinched her nipples hard, twisting them while he fucked her.

Lena came the first time in under three minutes—screaming, thighs shaking, inner walls pulsing visibly around his cock.

He didn’t slow.

Second orgasm hit while he had her legs over his shoulders—deeper angle, pounding relentlessly. Lena’s eyes rolled back; she squirted hard, soaking his abs and the sheets.

“Two,” Darius growled for the camera. “One more and I’ll breed you.”

He flipped her onto all fours. Gripped her hips. Slammed back in. Lena pushed back to meet every thrust, moaning like she was possessed. Darius reached around and rubbed her clit in fast circles while he fucked her.

Third orgasm crashed through her—long, violent, body convulsing as she screamed into the mattress. Her tattoo glistened with sweat.

Only then did Darius let go. He pulled out, ripped the condom off, and came in thick, hot ropes across her ass and lower back—painting the fresh Queen of Spades tattoo white.

Lena collapsed forward, panting, trembling, cum dripping down her skin.

Darius stroked her back gently.

“Perfect. You earned every penny.”



Aftercare was quiet. Lena showered while Darius counted out her cash—$1,200 plus a bonus $300 for “exceptional performance.”

She dressed in silence. When she stepped out of the bathroom, Rylie was waiting in the control booth doorway.

“You okay?” Rylie asked softly.

Lena looked at her—eyes still glassy, body still humming.

“I’m not okay,” she admitted. “But I’m not useless anymore. That money goes straight to rent. And next month… maybe we do another one. Together.”

Rylie pulled her into a hug.

“Whenever you’re ready.”

They drove home together—Lena’s tattoo still tingling under the fresh bandage, body sore in the best way, bank account finally breathing again.

She still hated that the video existed.

But for the first time since losing her job, she didn’t feel like a freeloader.

She felt like she belonged.

Chapter 31: The Escalation

The first video with Darius paid the rent.

Lena deposited the $1,500 cash the next morning—enough to cover the overdue electric bill, groceries for two weeks, and a small cushion. She felt a strange mix of relief and shame when she handed Rylie half for the apartment utilities.

“It’s not charity,” she told Rylie. “It’s contribution.”

Rylie hugged her tight. “You don’t have to explain. I’m proud of you.”

But the bills didn’t stop.

Car insurance. Phone. Student loans she’d deferred too long. Medical copay from the tattoo aftercare. A parking ticket she’d ignored for months. Each one landed like a small hammer.

Lena tried job hunting again—remote admin roles, freelance writing gigs, even retail applications under a different name. Every time she got to the background check stage, the leaked clip surfaced. One recruiter actually laughed—cruel, disbelieving—before hanging up.

By the third week, the cushion was gone.

Lena sat on the couch one evening, staring at the tattoo above her waistband, then at Rylie across the room editing another solo clip.

“I need to do another one,” she said quietly.

Rylie paused the timeline. “You don’t have to—”

“I do.” Lena’s voice cracked. “I can’t keep taking your money. And… honestly? The first one felt good. Not just the cash. The control. The way he looked at me like I was worth something. I want that again.”

Rylie nodded slowly. “Then text him. I’ll be there every time. Safety first.”

Lena did.

Darius replied within minutes.

Darius: Scene 2. Friday. Same rate. Bring your A-game.



Scene 2: “QoS Initiation – Round Two”

Lena arrived alone this time—Rylie waiting in the control booth. She wore a simple black dress that hugged her curves, no bra, no panties. The tattoo was already visible when she lifted the hem.

Darius greeted her with a nod. “You look ready.”

“I am.”

They started with oral—Lena on her knees, dress pulled down to her waist so her breasts spilled free. She took him deep from the first stroke—lips stretching, throat relaxing, eyes locked on his. She gagged beautifully for the camera, drool running down her chin onto her chest. Darius praised her the whole time: “That’s it… good girl… show them how a real QoS slut sucks cock.”

She made him come fast—swallowing every drop while looking straight into the lens.

Then anal.

Darius bent her over the bed, skirt flipped up, tattoo on full display. He entered her slowly—condom on—letting the camera catch every inch disappearing inside her. Lena moaned loud and raw—pushing back, begging for more.

“Harder… please… fuck your new sissy…”

He obliged—deep, punishing strokes that slapped against her ass. He reached around to rub her clit while he pounded her G-spot. Lena came twice—once screaming, squirting onto the sheets; the second time shaking so hard her legs gave out.

Darius finished inside the condom, pulled out, and painted her lower back and tattoo with the load after stripping it off.

She left with another $1,500.



Scene 3: “Double Duty” (with Rylie)

A week later, Lena asked for a joint scene. “I want to work with her. Make it feel… shared.”

Darius agreed. Rate doubled—$3,000 split.

They filmed in matching outfits: baby-pink babydolls, open-crotch panties, white thigh-highs, collars with “QoS” tags. Rylie’s cage stayed locked; Lena’s pussy bare and glistening.

The scene opened with them on their knees side by side—kissing each other while taking turns sucking Darius’s cock. Tongues swirling around the head, lips meeting in sloppy kisses around his shaft. They moaned into each other’s mouths, breasts pressing together, nipples rubbing.

Darius fucked them both—alternating. First Rylie on her back, legs spread, Darius pounding her ass while Lena straddled her face—grinding her clit against Rylie’s tongue until she came hard, squirting across Rylie’s chin.

Then Lena bent over the bed—Darius in her pussy while Rylie knelt beneath, licking where they joined, tongue flicking Lena’s clit and Darius’s balls.

They came together—Lena screaming through her third orgasm, Rylie leaking helplessly in the cage, Darius pulling out to paint both their faces and breasts in thick ropes.

The clip ended with them kissing—cum swapping, tongues tangled—while the camera zoomed in on their matching tattoos.



Scene 4, 5, 6…

The requests kept coming.

Lena started filming as often as Rylie—sometimes solo customs (masturbation with toys, nipple play, verbal humiliation), sometimes joint scenes with Darius and Rylie. The money flowed: $1,200–$3,000 per shoot. Rent paid. Bills cleared. Groceries stocked. A small savings account started.

She stopped looking for “normal” jobs.

She stopped feeling like a freeloader.

She started feeling like part of something.

Nights after shoots, she and Rylie would collapse together on the couch—bodies sore, makeup smeared, tattoos glistening with sweat and cum—laughing softly about how far they’d fallen.

Or risen.

Lena would trace Rylie’s tattoo with her fingertip.

“We match now,” she’d whisper.

Rylie would kiss her palm.

“Besties forever.”

And they’d fall asleep tangled together—marked, paid, wanted.

The spiral hadn’t stopped.

It had just found a direction.

And they were riding it together.

Chapter 31: The Harem

The decision happened over a single late-night conversation in Rylie’s cramped apartment.

Rent was paid. Bills were caught up. But the leaked clip still haunted Lena’s job prospects, and the constant hustle of filming—editing, posting, answering DMs, dodging creeps—was wearing them both down. Rylie’s hormones had pushed her breasts into full D-cups; every shoot left her sore, leaking, emotionally raw. Lena’s own body was changing too—subtle curves from stress-eating and occasional hormone curiosity she hadn’t admitted out loud yet.

Darius had floated the idea casually after their last joint scene.

“You two are already living half in my world. Why keep paying rent for a place you barely use? Move in. Full-time. I’ve got the space—guest wing, private rooms, studio downstairs. You film when I say. You serve when I want. You get everything: security, money, cock on demand. No more scrambling. No more hiding.”

Rylie had looked at Lena across the bed—both still flushed and sticky from the scene.

Lena had stared at the ceiling for a long minute.

Then she said, very quietly:

“If we do this… we do it all the way. No half-measures. No ‘just until I find a job.’ No escape clause.”

Rylie’s breath caught. “You mean… completely his?”

Lena turned her head. Met Rylie’s eyes.

“Yeah. Completely.”

They moved in the following weekend.

Darius’s penthouse was massive—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the Salt Lake valley, black marble floors, a dedicated playroom/studio with mirrored walls and padded benches, two guest suites already stocked with lingerie racks, makeup vanities, and locked toy chests. Each suite had its own en-suite bathroom with rainfall showers and oversized tubs.

Their first night he laid out the rules.

“You live here now. You belong to me. You wake me with your mouths every morning. You stay plugged unless I remove it. You wear what I choose—inside and outside. You film when I say, with who I say. You cum only when I allow it. You call me Daddy or Sir at all times. You never say no unless it’s a hard limit we’ve already agreed on. In return, I take care of everything. Bills, food, clothes, toys, medical, everything. You never worry about money again. You never worry about being alone again.”

Rylie and Lena knelt side by side on the rug in front of his chair—both naked except for fresh black lace collars engraved with tiny Queen of Spades tags.

“Yes, Daddy,” they said in unison.

He collared them officially that night—locking the clasps with small padlocks he kept the keys to. Then he fucked them both—slow and deep—first Rylie on her back with legs spread wide, then Lena bent over the arm of the couch while Rylie licked where they joined.

From that night forward, they became his mini harem.

Mornings started the same way: Rylie and Lena crawling into his bed at 7 a.m., naked except for collars and plugs. They took turns waking him—Rylie sucking him slow and deep while Lena kissed his neck and chest, then switching so Lena rode his face while Rylie bounced on his cock. He never rushed. He made them edge each other first—fingers and tongues—until they were whimpering and leaking before he allowed them release.

Days were structured.

Rylie handled most of the filming—solo tease clips in the morning (nipple play, cage edging, plug riding), joint scenes with Darius in the afternoon (breeding fantasies, sissy training roleplay, bondage). Lena started with cameos—usually oral or girl-on-girl with Rylie while Darius directed—then graduated to full scenes: reverse-cowgirl rides, doggy with verbal humiliation, double penetration with toys while Darius fucked her mouth.

They wore uniforms around the house: matching black satin maid outfits with white lace trim (skirts so short their plugs and cage were always visible), pink satin babydolls for evenings, nothing at all when Darius wanted skin-on-skin contact.

Evenings were for service.

They bathed him together—washing his body with soft sponges, massaging his shoulders, kneeling to suck him under the rainfall shower until he came down their throats.

They cooked in the lingerie—Rylie chopping vegetables while Lena stirred sauce, both plugged and caged (Lena had asked for one after the third week; Darius locked her in a sleek pink cage that matched Rylie’s).

They slept in his bed every night—Rylie curled on his left, Lena on his right—collars chained to the headboard, plugs in, bodies pressed against his.

Submission became total.

They asked permission to touch themselves.

They thanked him after every orgasm.

They knelt when he entered a room.

They kissed his feet when he came home from meetings.

They begged—high, needy voices—for his cock, his cum, his approval.

The Queen of Spades tattoos were no longer just marks.

They were brands.

And every time Darius fucked one of them—deep, possessive, flooding them until cum leaked out—they felt the weight of what they’d given up.

And what they’d gained.

No more job interviews.

No more bills.

No more pretending.

Just service.

Pleasure.

Ownership.

One night, after a particularly long shoot—Rylie and Lena double-teamed on camera, both bent over the bed while Darius alternated between their holes—Lena curled against Rylie’s side on the silk sheets.

“We’re really his now,” Lena whispered.

Rylie traced the tattoo on Lena’s hip with a long pink nail.

“Yeah. We are.”

Lena smiled—soft, peaceful, surrendered.

“I don’t hate it.”

Rylie kissed her forehead.

“Me neither.”

Darius walked in—still naked, cock half-hard—and climbed between them.

They opened for him instantly.

Legs spread. Mouths open. Collars glinting.

He took them both again—slow, deep, claiming.

And they gave themselves completely.

Because they were his.

His mini harem.

His Queen of Spades girls.

Forever.

Prologue – Five Years Later

Season 3, Episode 4 – “Spades on the Line”

Filming Day: Mid-Production, Darius’s Private Estate – Salt Lake City Foothills

The cameras never really stop rolling anymore.

Three RED Komodos track the master suite from different angles. A fourth—handheld—circles low for the intimate shots. Boom mics hover just out of frame. A sound guy in black sweats adjusts levels while the director (a former Vivid producer named Marcus who now only works unscripted) whispers notes into his headset.

“Hold the tension. Let the silence breathe. We want the audience to feel the weight before the explosion.”

Rylie—now legally Rylie Hayes after the name change two years ago—stands at the foot of the massive black four-poster bed wearing nothing but a sheer black babydoll that ends mid-thigh and a pair of six-inch chrome platforms. Her platinum extensions cascade past her waist in perfect waves. Her D-cup breasts (enhanced slightly last year with a small implant for camera appeal) strain against the lace, nipples dark and perpetually stiff from ongoing low-dose estrogen and occasional lactation play scenes. The Queen of Spades tattoo above her smooth mound is now framed by delicate black lace garters clipped to thigh-highs. Her pink chastity cage glints under the soft bedroom lights—unlocked today for dramatic effect.

Lena—now Lena Hayes as well, after a quiet courthouse ceremony last spring—stands opposite her on the other side of the bed. She wears an identical babydoll in deep crimson. Her own Queen of Spades tattoo matches Rylie’s placement exactly; she’d added a small diamond stud through her clit hood six months ago as a “commitment piercing” during Season 2’s finale episode. Her breasts sit at a natural full C-cup—sensitive enough that she winces every time the lace drags across them. Her dark hair is pulled into a high ponytail; makeup is flawless but already smudged at the corners from earlier tears.

Darius reclines shirtless against the headboard, black silk sheets pooled around his waist, thick cock already half-hard and resting against his thigh. He wears only the thin gold chain with three tiny spade pendants—one for each of them.

The scene is meant to be a “conflict resolution” episode.

Scripted beat: Lena accuses Rylie of “stealing” a solo customs client during last week’s live stream. Rylie denies it, claims Lena was “too busy with her own side deals.” Darius is supposed to “mediate” by reminding them who they belong to—culminating in a possessive threesome that reasserts hierarchy.

But reality television thrives on the blur between script and truth.

Lena’s voice cracks first—real, not acted.

“You think I don’t see the DMs? The private tips? You’re out here collecting extra cash while I’m the one who always says yes to the rougher scenes so the ratings stay high.”

Rylie’s eyes flash—also real.

“Maybe if you didn’t spend half your shoots crying about how ‘this isn’t you anymore,’ we wouldn’t have to carry the show.”

Darius raises one hand. The gesture is enough. Both women go silent instantly.

He looks between them—slow, deliberate.

“You two forget who owns those pretty little tattoos.”

He pats the bed on either side of him.

“Kneel.”

They obey without hesitation—Rylie on his left, Lena on his right—knees sinking into the mattress, hands folded in their laps, eyes down.

The director murmurs into his headset: “Stay on their faces. Tight on the collars. We’re getting gold.”

Darius reaches out, cups Rylie’s chin first.

“You still think you can talk back to your sister-wife?”

Rylie’s breath hitches. “No, Daddy.”

Then Lena’s chin.

“And you still think you can question how I spend my money?”

Lena’s lip trembles. “I’m sorry, Daddy.”

He leans back, spreads his legs slightly.

“Show me how sorry you are. Both of you.”

They move as one—trained, synchronized, instinctive.

Rylie leans in first—soft pink tongue tracing the underside of his shaft from base to tip. Lena mirrors on the other side. Their tongues meet at the head, swirling around the slit, tasting the bead of pre-cum together before kissing over it—slow, wet, filthy for the cameras.

Darius groans low—real pleasure, not performed.

“Good girls.”

He threads his fingers into their hair—Rylie’s platinum waves, Lena’s dark ponytail—and guides them deeper. They take him together—lips sliding along the shaft, tongues flicking, throats opening in turn. Drool runs in thick strings down their chins, dripping onto their breasts. The babydolls darken with spit and pre-cum.

Rylie pulls back first—gasping—then guides Lena down until her nose presses against Darius’s pelvis. Lena gags softly, tears springing to her eyes, but she holds—trained to take every inch.

Darius looks straight into the nearest lens.

“This is what happens when my queens forget their place. They serve. They share. They swallow.”

He pulls Lena off—cock slick and throbbing—then pushes Rylie down in her place. Rylie takes him eagerly—deep-throating with practiced ease, humming around the shaft while Lena kisses and licks his balls.

They trade off like that for several minutes—mouths, hands, tongues—until Darius’s breathing turns rough.

“On your backs. Legs spread. Show the cameras your matching marks.”

They obey instantly—lying side by side, knees bent, thighs open. The Queen of Spades tattoos gleam under the lights—Rylie’s slightly faded from years, Lena’s still crisp black.

Darius moves between them—first Rylie. He enters her slowly—bare (they’d all tested clean again last week for the season)—deep, deliberate strokes that make her D-cups bounce heavily. She moans high and needy, hands clutching the sheets.

“Tell them who you belong to.”

“You, Daddy… only you…”

He pulls out—wet, glistening—and slides into Lena next. She gasps—still tighter than Rylie after fewer years of regular use—then pushes back, meeting every thrust.

“And you?”

“You, Daddy… I’m yours… both of us are yours…”

He alternates—thrusting into one, then the other—never letting either fully adjust before switching. Their moans blend—high, desperate, overlapping. Their breasts jiggle in sync. Their tattoos flash with every movement.

The director whispers: “Close on the tattoos. Then the faces. Then the penetration cuts.”

Darius finally stays in Rylie—fucks her hard, deep, relentless—until she comes—screaming, prostate orgasm ripping through her, clear fluid spurting from her unlocked cock (he’d removed the cage for the scene). Lena reaches over, rubs Rylie’s clit while she comes, drawing out the aftershocks until Rylie is sobbing.

Then he switches to Lena—pounds her G-spot until she squirts—hard, soaking the sheets—then pulls out and comes across both their stomachs and tattoos in thick, hot ropes.

The cameras linger on the cum dripping over the spades.

Fade out.

Cut.

The director calls “That’s a wrap for today.”

Darius helps them both sit up—gentle now—wipes them down with warm towels, kisses their foreheads.

“You two are perfect,” he murmurs. “The fans are going to lose their minds.”

Rylie leans against his shoulder. Lena curls into his other side.

They stay like that—naked, marked, spent—while the crew packs up around them.

Outside, the Salt Lake valley glitters under the night sky.

Inside, the three of them breathe in sync.

A mini harem.

A reality show.

A life built on ink, lust, and surrender.

And somewhere, in millions of living rooms across the country, people are already pressing play.
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