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Chapter 1

The Captain’s New Toy

Mason stood in the chilly early morning air, wearing a pale pink spaghetti strap camisole top and tiny blue booty shorts. The chill nipped at his body, even though he had pulled on the cotton sweatshirt Sarah had given him, a hoodie two sizes too small for his slender form. A new black leather choker adorned his slender neck. A gift, or was it more like an engagement? From his mistress. His face felt light, unburdened from the slight beard he’d used to sport. All he needed was the light layer of concealer, that the Goddess insisted he wear every day, to complete his smooth, feminine image. Her scent lingering around him as the chilly breeze tickled his pink panties.

“Raise those arms higher! Lift the left foot and arch that back!” Zara was extra bossy today, something seemed to be pushing her and her temper flared with each tiny mistake he made.

After another hour and his knees sore, it felt so strange. He wasn’t as nervous about doing it anymore. After that whole ordeal at Zara’s hideout he felt calmer. More confident and determined, almost. There was something exhilarating about letting her and the others toy with him. But a little nagging voice in his head said to run. He just wished he could get this sorted out, whatever his feelings for Elara were, that she knew about it and would let it change nothing.

This last week and weekend was intense and yet he knew Zara had held back, his hole had a dull ache to it that felt far more bearable than it would’ve last week. Even after he got some lotion and eased the tenderness after yesterday. Mason wondered what she had in store for him after all this “extra credit” cheerleading. Maybe that’s why she insisted that he still had a full day’s practice. They’d even begun to do some of the simpler acrobatics. With Sarah acting as the one being thrown into the air as she helped teach him.

They would’ve tried to teach Elara instead, Zara had wanted her to learn too, to be her ‘bases’ replacement if she ever had to leave. Elara didn’t even argue when she saw Mason was learning the positions. Something had seemed to light up in the fiery red head and she joined Sarah in teaching the ‘basics’.

As Sarah got in position to help with his first real catch, the busty blonde pulled him to the side, a sly smile on her face as she bent down to be face to face with him. He instinctively tried to move to give her more space, but the touch of her fingers made him shiver, the strange excitement from the other day coming back in an unexpected way.

“I know you like Elara, but you love what Zara does. I want a taste too, loser.” Her dark whispers left his body rigid, though as she rose, grabbing his arms and getting him ready to launch. She seemed just like the innocent, eager friend that was so charming the first day of training. Perhaps the sweetest thing that could’ve been uttered came next. “And trust me... once Zara let’s me join. You won’t have the strength to leave us,” a sinister chuckle escaped Sarah as she sent Mason high up, higher than any normal throw had sent anyone. Then, the hands on his butt sent a jolt to his already turgid penis. For once he wasn’t embarrassed to admit that his panties had felt soaked the entire practice, just a tiny reminder that they both had a hold on him now. He wanted that more than anything else, even his love of Elara seemed less intense than the urge to let Sarah use him just as Zara had. If she had been telling the truth, his fate was sealed. If his dreams from last night held true, he was even closer to giving his whole body over to them.

“Good work slut. Keep that pretty little ass high.” Zara cheered on, even adding a swat on his rear that left him weak. If Sarah and Elara didn’t have a tight hold on him he may have collapsed.

This repeated itself over the next hour, Sarah occasionally giving him some encouragement or threat in hushed tones. By the time practice was coming to an end Mason felt ready to give in to his urges, maybe not at that very moment. However, it felt right, like all of his feelings for both Elara and Zara, his arousal and needs for all these kinks. Were beginning to find an equilibrium inside him.

His tiny cock had leaked so much it almost seemed to calm itself, giving a constant dull, nagging pain as the cum tried to release, only it never could, always held just short of the edge. As Sarah threw him high into the air one last time, Elara waiting with outstretched arms. A triumphant cheer sounded as his hands made contact with hers and she smiled that infectious, wonderful smile. It all felt surreal and amazing.

Before Mason could even get back to his feet the other cheer girls had swarmed him, a circle of sweaty bodies all wanting to touch and celebrate. He had come so far, changed so much in such a short period of time. Never in his wildest dreams did he anticipate this. He expected the occasional odd joke or tease to earn his scholarship, but this... this was beyond his wildest hopes. Not just surviving this challenge, he’d embraced every minute of it, finding more happiness in submitting and losing control, finding his own sense of strength and courage, despite the utter humiliation of some of it. As his body began to lift by a pair of feminine hands, held up by the very people who were once a source of torment. Mason found the best reward he could’ve hoped for in all of it.

For just a brief second, Mason felt true pride, as he rode atop a wave of womanhood, the women surrounding him. Then it crashed back down into his subconscious and Zara stood at the forefront. Leading them with an infectious enthusiasm, and making them cheer in Mason’s name. A warmth in his heart exploded, perhaps from the praise and newfound sense of acceptance.

But also maybe because he found a kind of... home here.

Once the group had disbanded to hit the showers, Elara grabbed his hand, dragging him away before Sarah could get too close, or Zara could wrap a leash around him.

“I know we’ve not had much chance to talk and stuff. And after... well you know,” Elara’s nervous laugh was more out of place than he had anticipated. She had nothing to be shy about with him, had things really become so weird between them now? He certainly hoped not. It didn’t feel as if it was possible for them to ever grow distant. As they sat and got a breather from the chaos he did his best to make her feel better, letting his head lean onto her shoulder and letting out a tiny, teasing yawn.

The scent of Elara was the first thing that filled his senses. He hadn’t been close to her for the whole weekend and had found himself almost craving her attention and sweet kindness. He had so many questions he wanted to ask but was also worried what Zara had meant, she seemed to always be one step ahead of him.

As he sat, nestled up next to Elara and breathed in the scent of sweat and some faint, flowery body wash, she relaxed, sighing and wrapping an arm around him, stroking his cheek and then giving him a loving kiss on the top of his messy hair.

“Mason... this isn’t how I imagined my semester to start. I mean... when I suggested you joined I never imagined...” Her free hand moved in a vague, wavy motion to gesture to him and Zara.

He leaned into her touch, smiling and sighing, “It’s... strange to talk about.” He glanced back, checking for the domineering figure, just in case she’d found them out, the blonde was now walking back with her own group of followers, a devilish grin plastered on her perfect lips. Sarah had tagged along as well. That had his cheeks heating up and he knew his pulse must’ve picked up at seeing them.

Elara shook him slightly and drew his attention back, a stern look in her expression, she wasn’t letting this go so easily. And with that intensity it sent an odd wave of emotion, of need for Elara to take him right there, like Zara had. But that wasn’t right, this wasn’t his strong, beautiful Elara.

As she kept him locked in her gaze he tried to remember her question, and finally began speaking as they sat there alone, watching as their former friends went inside, getting ready to go to their first classes of the day.

“It was hard at first... when Zar made her move, I knew from the start she would be difficult, use you, my scholarship...” His breath hitched, seeing the worry in her expression at the admission. His arms went around her and held tight, not letting her escape from his desperate hug. “I hated that. But something came out of it that I’d never felt. Not like with you.” He had been doing this on his own. It seemed crazy now, sitting next to her, to have tried and deal with these changes in his heart, and kinks. How stupid he had been, as if she couldn’t tell that his world had shifted, how silly it seemed. That Elara didn’t see that he still loved her. That she had loved him too.

Elara shifted to be even closer to him. He didn’t know how they were in the position they were, her hand on his leg, pulling it open. And her other on his back. She had forced him onto her lap and looked at him with such tender care. Their foreheads rested against each other and their lips nearly brushing.

She leaned her cheek against his, letting out the softest sigh. Mason took a deep inhale, eyes fluttering at how intimate the whole exchange felt, this moment felt almost... surreal, in a way. His whole life coming into place with one kiss on his jaw.

“I wanted to be that for you... it hurt, so badly,” Elara’s soft whispers hit him right in the heart. How long had he waited to hear that from her, but not in such sad and despairing tones. He needed to do something. Anything, to fix the hurt and pain in his chest.

As if his thoughts translated through touch, she held him even tighter. Finally her lips finding his, he whimpered into her kiss, a needy, submissive sound escaping his lips as she gently pushed her tongue inside. This felt like the first kiss they’d ever had. His arms moving around her slender frame, embracing every part of Elara that was being presented.

For that long moment it felt as if nothing else mattered. Elara moaned against him and he almost started crying with the pure joy that shot through his body, she still wanted him, it felt amazing. His whole body felt sensitive and alive with the warmth that flowed in each tiny motion, as if it would be the last kiss they ever shared.

She moved away, panting and trying to regain composure, his mind so lost in a daze that his own mouth kept trying to reach her soft, perfect lips.

When she saw how eager he was to get back to that kiss she smirked, blushing as he noticed how they were positioned. How easy it would be for them to let this heat lead somewhere more.

Mason began to rise but she stopped him, pushing his smaller frame back down. Her own embarrassment flaring as she stuttered out an explanation. “Um, wait... Not here! Oh God, it felt so good and I’d really like that, but we’re both a sweaty mess, I mean... um...” He hadn’t ever heard her get so flustered. It made her seem even cuter.

He laughed as he gave her a pleading expression, and in a voice that seemed even smaller than he was. Mason looked into those piercing eyes, seeing the storm within, all the desire she kept bottled up, and spoke in his best sultry, submissive tone. “Elara... Miss Pollock... will you please be my girlfriend?” She nodded before he even finished the words. The next instant her lips were pressed to his. More heat filled his loins and his little Mason pushed up, wanting out. When Elara finally gave a moment to breathe her words were those he dreamed about. “Oh my fucking God, yes! Finally! Why’d you make me wait, jerk?”

He grinned sheepishly and just nuzzled into her shoulder as her own body shook with the aftershocks of bliss and nervous giggles. The sense of calm after being teased to such highs made it hard to talk, though Elara spoke again as he tried to catch his breath.

“This changes everything. Right? Not... all of this. I still... God this is gonna sound so stupid.” Elara covered her face in shame and groaned. It worried Mason to see her react like this.

It must be how crazy the whole week had been, first kissing then fighting then... that wild moment in the shower, she must’ve felt as messed up and confused as he did.

He tried his best to speak softly, soothing her worry and trying to ignore the lingering arousal as best he could, given his desperate state. “Hey... whatever’s in your head. We can get through it. You’ve done nothing but support me and this past week hasn’t changed that.”

He let his lips touch the warm skin on her neck and she giggled as his hands slid around to cup and tease her breast. They were already exposed beneath the tight athletic wear and felt perfect in his palms. This made her back arch and more heat return to her eyes.

“Oh you say that but... if it comes down to it, will you...” She pulled his chin and looked at him, those sweet, pouty lips were even more irresistible up close, her gaze seemed serious.

“You can ask anything,” Mason kissed the corner of her mouth. Trying to reassure her with every word, “Anything that happens... anything that changes. We’re a team. Okay?”

That smile of hers, even though he’d only been seeing it in person a little while, made everything okay again. As they finally rose, their moment was at an end, though Mason already looked forward to later that night. His mind wondering how he could please his first real girlfriend. And she may have just been wondering the same as she stared back towards the empty field.


Chapter 2

Locked and Loaded

Just then they both jumped at the harsh, demanding voice from their blonde nemesis. Her glare was enough to remind Mason who his “real” girlfriend was.

The bitter words rang out as they neared, Zara and Sarah staring at the pair like they had broken some unspoken rule. “Better head to class my love birds. Just because the day started great doesn’t mean it’ll finish the same.” She flashed her gaze between the couple before she brushed right by, slamming into Mason on purpose. His sore body reacting, yet still giving a wide smile, not daring to look back or defy her words.

He couldn’t see Elara’s response to the slight and that left him with a sinking feeling in his stomach. If his luck ran out today he knew the leash wouldn’t stay on the nightstand much longer.

For now, he tried to keep Elara distracted and her eyes focused forward, laughing as he led them off and to their separate buildings, with a final, tiny kiss before she had to run off to Art.

He’d not thought much about what he wanted out of this school year before all this cheerleading nonsense. The scholarship would let him keep doing the only thing he loved, the only talent he really felt like he had.

Though with a budding romance with his closest, oldest friend, Mason was unsure how he was going to manage his Computer Science degree.

That small nagging worry didn’t leave him all day. Even when Elara sent text after cute text. Their time between class and practice almost entirely dedicated to messaging each other. Their day suddenly seeming fuller and filled with the other.

His body also continued to ache. Despite some rubbing on himself to take off some of the tension. His penis, or rather, his clit. Never grew beyond a slender 3 inch shaft. It stayed soft most of the time too, never once giving the freedom he so craved.

Mason’s mind swirled with so many new ideas and concepts. Elara, despite her awkward reaction that earlier in day. Had been openly trying new things with him, one thing he learned quick. Is how she enjoyed taking control and giving commands, though in her case it was less dominating and far sweeter.

He wanted to explore her in all the same ways, and it took some effort but finally he was able to explain to her what Zara and Sarah had put him through. With enough assurances he’d managed to keep Elara from marching over to kick Zara’s teeth in, only promising that they could sort it out once he sorted out his financial situation. She only half agreed. With an uneasy promise not to seek immediate retaliation.

As he showered and readied for bed. A curt knock rapt out on his door, putting a slight wrinkle in his plans. Mason slipped on his clothes, still half wet and curious who it could be at such a late hour. Perhaps Elara? But why not text first?

Opening the door, it all made far more sense. There she stood, as sexy and perfect as always, but this time she had on something new, something that told him he was in for it tonight.

His face went pale and Zara pushed her way inside his small room. Giving the cramped place a disapproving stare, then holding out the small box she carried, he tried not to gulp, it couldn’t be...

“Oh! This old thing,” Zara laughed and showed off a smooth pink, nub shaped cage. A key swinging on a delicate chain. “Tonight’s lesson is all about chastity, my sweet pet.”

And as she pushed the door shut. Locking them inside his small room. He began to think that maybe his ‘relationship’ wouldn’t survive another night.


Chapter 3

A Key Around Her Neck

Mason looked on, nervously eying the new device as Zara gave a cruel smile, he was beginning to recognize it all too well. Each time they’d meet like this, she’d make his head go blank. Pushing all of the control to the side. Though as much as his inner submissive longed for that, tonight he had plans. He and Elara were finally dating, something he couldn’t pass up, it would only be for tonight but it felt important, if he just did everything Zara asked she may be content for the rest of the week, and maybe, just maybe she wouldn’t destroy his life any further.

“I hope you’ll like this. My old sub wore one all year,” Zara had inched closer, putting the small plastic chastity cage down and instead using her slender, smooth hand to touch Mason, sending jolts up his spine. She knew she held all the power. The control was hers, just her and that cage she left for him to look at.

His knees trembled as her long nails teased at his thin tank top, flicking at his erect nipple, just enough to get his attention. She let a hand travel down and give a little flick to the pink thong he’d changed into after practice. Elara encouraged him to return to boxers but for some reason he just couldn’t disobey Zara.

“So cute in that shade, such a perfect girly pink.” The tone in her voice made his heart jump and throb, as if being ‘cute’ and girly were something to strive for, “Tell me how you felt in them, in your practice uniform today.”

Zara’s smile faded as he paused to collect his thoughts, so she took a small step forward and let the fabric dig against his half-erect, pitiful penis. As she twisted and pinched at the cloth covered tip, her mouth kissing and breathing on his skin.

Mason felt her lips go to his jaw, a tender kiss as his moans and groans left his lips in small mewls. Then as her voice broke him from the daze of bliss she kept her lips to his ear. Whispering so that only they would hear.

“How was your little clitty while all those beautiful girls surrounded you, earlier?” she rubbed harder. Giving that shaft a bit more sensation and pressure. Elara didn’t know about the real ‘him’, yet this... Zara did, it felt both thrilling and wrong. To feel his member twitch as it dripped pre-ejaculate from such a lewd statement. “I bet my pretty slut wants his panties nice and wet. Am I right?” she let go and instead took hold of his balls. A strong, demanding grasp that threatened him to keep her entertained. As Mason was gasping and huffing, the control she held over his body and words, the grip on his sensitive parts... all of it began to build that fog in his mind. All his own anxieties fading to the back, only pleasure and desire in front. Just like that it seemed to vanish as he whispered.

“Goddess. It felt so amazing... please,” his eyes stared at the small nub she held for him. His brain short-circuiting with all the options he saw and all he wanted to experience.

He never had any experience with these things. Toys like butt plugs were still foreign to him, this was next level and would most certainly push him further than any sane person should go. Perhaps this wasn’t sanity. As the soft hand on his testes rolled and teased, Mason finally felt a twinge of pain shoot into him. The squeeze wasn’t kind and yet his body reacted with the tiniest moan. One that told her how badly he wished to feel her do worse.

“How... it hurts,” his legs quivered as she pinched a bit tighter, smiling into his hair.

“Yes slut... a good boy, just like this. We have to empty you if you’re to go into chastity, can’t have a bad boy cheating,” the kiss at his ear was hot. But he froze. The thoughts of his date running back through him as she kept squeezing and manipulating his small testes.

A long whine came from him, and her nails dug harder into the thin sack, her grip becoming vice-like and Mason began to fall to his knees, eyes looking up with need, pain, fear and something like joy.

“P-please! Zara...!” the ache in his nuts had reached a crescendo, his hands held in front to stop the abuse and plead with Zara to end it, or keep going, even he didn’t know. His words were shaky, broken. It was pathetic to beg in such a way but as her fingers curled and released, then clawed again. All his inhibitions flew away, leaving his raw desire to cry and beg.

Her tongue came out, a devilish smile and then the whisper, a taunt to his fragile state, “We can’t let sweet little Elara corrupt you, can we?” She kicked off her shoe, rubbing her foot along his little tent. “I saw how you two clung to each other today, so cute. But Elara doesn’t understand you like I do, even if she can look past your ‘little’ problem I can’t have her making you feel like a man again.” Another kick with her foot had Mason doubled over. Hands protecting himself, small beads of pre-ejaculate staining his tiny thong as the pain washed over his sensitive nuts.

“I’ve only got one hole you can please with, and that isn’t this sad dick.” He had hardly heard a word as he went to crawl back. To find some reprieve. Zara was ruthless. Her toes caressing his shaft with a lustful intensity. She even managed to lift him by his thin dick with just the grip her big toe gave it. And just as he looked back into those beautiful eyes she released, making his whole frame slam into the hard wood beneath.

Mason was breathing fast, his brain swimming in desire. Every touch, strike and tug she gave had built up his tolerance and his lust for this torture, each throb of his little dick a cry to cum, yet all he could think of now was his sweet relief from Zara. His orgasm, even if painful was only in her grasp.

But what of Elara? It sat like a rock in his stomach as Zara’s foot continued to prod at him. Pulling down his panties and revealing his lower half. Her smirk almost visible even with his head turned to hide the shame of it all. Why couldn’t she just let him leave this to his girlfriend? He hated himself for needing to cum at this very moment.

“You’re so weak.” Zara moved to finish him, straddling the side of his hip, one knee pushing down and rubbing against his ass, her feet pressed to his clit and began grinding on him in a new way. Teasing every tiny, sensitive inch he had.

The cruel voice that dripped in lust was becoming a fond memory, making his body surrender more to the pressure building inside his balls. Her touch taking him away and forcing out every desperate plea. He didn’t want this, did he? Elara, would love him. Why should Zara matter? Yet...

Each squeeze, stroke and tug forced those ideas to fade. Only she could help, her gentle foot at the root of his cock as her nails traced shapes around the soreness in his poor, overfull balls.

“Just give in to what feels good. Stop pretending that sissy cock will satisfy my pretty red head,” it felt wrong. Like spitting on everything good and sweet. Elara would have made love, tender, gentle and real love. Zara, though. She fucked him in the way a fucktoy like Mason desired. “Say it slut. Say that this is all your body deserves, my pretty feet milking you.”

Oh god! He had nearly lost his breath at that thought. How could something be so depraved, how could this woman see his every hidden, naughty, fucked up fantasy. His toes curled as her foot increased pressure, her big toe circling the underside of his penis. A deep ache growing to a nearly blinding ecstasy.

Her heel gave the tiniest squeeze, like she knew just how he’d respond to the slight, sadistic act. How much he would leak at her foot having its way. Her smirk could be heard even as she turned her gaze down at him, in the small space, looking at her sissy slave writhing at the sensation. As Mason panted and tried to push his crotch further onto her. The voice of Zara called down to him. He was finished, he couldn’t hang on.

“Cum slut. Make a pathetic little mess,” a simple demand, her hands releasing his battered nuts, but the heels remained firm as they rubbed the sides of his throbbing, needy little penis.

That last act was what broke the thin walls holding back the rush, his mouth fell open as every muscle tightened and his little cum cannon shot up towards Zara, it looked more like drool as it spilled over her foot.

It went on and on as her grip helped wring his poor cocklet dry. He saw stars and spots dance before his eyes, tears welling up from the sheer bliss and joy he had never experienced before. If his body was able, his back would’ve been arched so high that only his shoulders and head rested on the floor, such was the release that flowed into him. Finally after so long without true pleasure.

Pleasure, such a foreign concept to a useless dick. It could be milked and yet could do so little on its own. Perhaps it really was a clit.

The feeling of something against his ass broke him from his dream state. Looking around to see Zara holding up his newest gift. That nub of silicone looking rather intimidating next to her tight, tanned rear. “Clean up my foot and then it’s time to lock you up.”

Those words were far away, but not as distant as Elara’s disappointed face if she saw the two of them, Mason didn’t waste any time, turning on his side and letting his tongue lap and kiss at the thick globs of cum on her toes.

Her amused expression, a blush across his cheeks, she seemed practically pleased. Taking the warm cloth to her foot, cleaning what little he missed. He still felt light, hazy even as she pushed the foot under his nose and mouth, letting him savor his own scent.

“I’d say we’ll get many uses out of that mouth and dick,” her light laughs were followed by him pulling away and gasping. Laying back to let Zara position his sore genitals as she wished.

His breathing seemed louder than ever in the small, stale dorm room. His cock and balls going into the tiny pink cage with some struggling, even at his size it seemed far tighter and smaller than expected. Mason began to regret the idea, the sore, freshly drained and sensitive flesh of his tiny shaft ached, the hard, firm feeling making him almost wince. Yet when he went to voice his protest Zara held his dick up with her fingertips, holding a silver lock and key.

It seemed as though her gaze had lost all mercy and humor, just staring with an odd fascination. He took a breath, preparing to stop her. When he caught the smell from her finger, the aroma made his legs part further and he whined quietly, the desire taking over and he stayed in position, waiting to hear her click that lock shut. In some sick way, a deep longing to be trapped took him.

Mason had felt as though something snapped within him. When she pushed that little piece of metal into the end and watched the pink bars clamp over him, hiding away the little, dripping slit, all he could see was a pleased, dominant female above. In some part of his soul this felt as natural as breathing.

A slight chill of metal touched him. He felt himself let out a gasp and Zara smiled wider. Watching the change on his features as she finally sealed his chastity.

She reached out a hand and held his soft cheek, giving him a surprisingly kind smile and soft voice. Her warm breath washing over him, making him dizzy with lust once more. It almost seemed genuine as she whispered her promises. “Soon I’ll train this tight pussy right. Soon it’ll ache for this instead of your cute clit.”

Before she could even get close to him, before his thoughts were ruined. The feeling of his member twitching, wanting out. He took the small opportunity and leaned forward. Her own eyes going wide with surprise as his mouth made contact with hers. Kissing his dominant, mean, but loving owner. Feeling like this is how things should always end, on top of his sweet lips.

If the day continued on in such a bliss, perhaps Elara would still forgive his secret side life, maybe she would... he hoped, as his tongue licked over Zara’s bottom lip, teasing it, playing in a way he had never had a chance before.

Perhaps it was his dazed, over-sensitive state. Or the desperate attempt at giving some control back to himself that caused Zara to melt. Pushing into the small boy’s face and using the momentum of her tongue, overpowering him.

The two lay, tongues locked in each other, enjoying their dance of power as her foot stroked his sore ass, touching where his future pleasure awaited. Even though his poor little clit had been drained for all it had. The building tension began again as Zara pulled away. Mason left laying back with that same silly smile on his features. Their little moment coming to a sweet, all too quick, end.

“Oh, how fun it is to break a boy down,” Zara laughed as she stood. Stepping on the small tent and chuckling. Mason whimpered and wiggled, her heel digging in enough to keep him at the edge, no way to even feel it without some friction. Her evil side still shone in her expression. As she wiped her pink, plump lips and took the key for the lock in hand. Putting it on her neck like some perverted necklace, leaving a last promise. “No playing without me... understood?” His nod and mumbled, “Yes Goddess,” seemed to please her as she put her shoes back on. Ready to go off into the evening, to who knows where. But leaving her broken boy all trussed up, hard and frustrated, horny for any release he could get. And Mason just stared as she waved him off. Wondering just what in God’s name had possessed him.

How was he going to explain this to Elara?


Chapter 4

Elara’s Awakening

Elara Pollock sat at her makeup mirror, a rush of conflicting emotions welling up in her chest as she applied some of her red lipstick and messed up her wavy locks to have a slight tease. All of this, over one boy.

Her feelings over the weekend and her time with him, finally coming to a head after that kiss in the field. Elara sighed, taking a good, long look at herself, it seemed odd that her first real date with Mason would happen in the midst of all... this.

Zara’s cruel actions. Her blackmailed, secret pet project with him. All of that seemed wrong, but if there was any part of Elara that had her more fired up than angry, it was seeing how much Mason cared, to take all the humiliation and the degradation from the other girls just to keep his life here.

Maybe it wasn’t fair of her to just jump in and help now. Especially when they hadn’t had any luck breaking that stuck-up bitch from her pedestal.

The lipstick slipped off as she tried to stop thinking of the devil woman, only getting the lipstick on her finger as she swore and took the pad to fix her lip stain. Looking down to think and recollect herself.

Mason... Her precious, awkward nerd of a best friend, whom she had admired for years. Maybe, even in her own way, fell in love with long ago.

Her hand clutched her stomach as her cheeks went hot, no one had known of her own private fantasies and she hadn’t exactly planned to let anyone. At least until Mason started acting weird, dressing in pink and getting orders thrown around. That tiny glimpse at what laid beneath his nerdy clothing, her fantasies all started taking a life of their own.

Elara wanted so badly to push him down. Tie him up and force that dorky side of him to admit he’d always lusted after her too. Still, even though her body and her hormones went haywire. Her love was always going to win out, he wasn’t like those worthless other men she had dated in the past.

But if Zara really got into Mason’s head? Who knows what would happen then. Maybe, just maybe he’d find his way back, no one else loved him the way she did. The bond between them felt eternal, like something fated by a force out of her control.

Her phone rang and the sight of the goofy grin on Mason’s contact photo, along with the words “Be right over!” gave her the best sensation. Like she’d finally caught the cutest prey she could.

In her dreams, they would cuddle, watch silly TV shows and read. Her lips would plant sweet kisses all over him until he just had to ravish her, turning her small fantasy about making him cum into a bigger reality where she got hers as well. Only now her thoughts kept flashing to that kiss. How good it felt and how predatory Zara looked when she witnessed it.

When she stepped outside, seeing his own flustered form heading towards her. It seemed to hit that chord of desire in her once more. A strong sense of power flowing over her at the image of him walking her way. Her arms crossing as she leaned in her door frame, “So you finally caught up? Didn’t think a pretty face like yours was all that fast.” The smirk as she saw him look down, and fidget with his pants had a delightful feeling washing over her. Elara didn’t really understand the dynamic that Zara had taken with him, the control, but damn if she wasn’t loving seeing him get a little nervous.

The air felt heavy with the smell of fall leaves and the moisture on the grass as he stood next to her. For once she didn’t need heels, he wasn’t tall enough to tower over her. And his scent... God he smelt sweet.

“S-sorry El, was waiting to um...” he gave an embarrassed shrug and let his gray eyes land anywhere but her chest, not wanting to look like the others who only stared at the huge boobs she hated.

“Something on your mind?” Elara pushed, but kept her voice tender, though it was obvious she was thinking about her tits. Even now, beneath her loose shirt they stood at attention. Mason shook his head and turned, leaning against the doorway beside her, close, but still with enough space that they didn’t touch.

This made the shy boy fumble even more and she couldn’t help but lean closer, getting his face in her sights, “Come on, what’s wrong?” She pressed her finger to his cheek and held his face, making sure he had no escape from her, she knew it. And her lips almost drew to his. When the pained whimper came and his body squirmed against the wood. It seemed odd to hear it from Mason. Though not unpleasant. It actually turned her on a little, he wasn’t some kind of scared animal or shy schoolboy. Not like she knew. Not the real him that seemed so meek now.

“W-well. Can we not...” He gave a hesitant pause. A tiny gasp and huff as his lips stayed so close to her own, the distance slowly shrinking.

She took the opportunity to slide her hand behind his head and brought their mouths to a sensual, teasing embrace. Moaning quietly as she held her sweet little prey and devoured his mouth.

At the start of their kiss she swore he’d just fainted, or at least gone slack. Until that slow passion began to spark between them, as their mouths grew hungrier and wetter, as their breath turned to heat and he whimpered.

Those little noises. So helpless and high pitched. Almost... she’d compare it to... oh, oh no. A devious and dirty idea sprang up as she drew away, feeling him nearly cling to her. It wasn’t right to make this kind of assumption.

“Fuck...” she laughed as Mason fell back into the doorway. That dreamy expression and pleading look made it so much worse. Her hand reaching down to rub his thin waist, it was her turn to fidget as her suspicions began to swirl and heat built inside. Her hands ran over something hard... and plastic? It felt wrong, not like a man, her fingers exploring and touching at what she now realized to be some sort of weird contraption around Mason’s groin.

“What is...?” The words left as the situation came crashing into view. The blushing boy stood frozen as Elara pushed aside the band of his sweatpants and her fingers came into contact with something solid, small and feminine. Not at all what a penis felt like to the touch. Her breathing stopped as Mason began to stammer out excuses, letting the sweatpants slide to the ground and the object, some sort of tiny, plastic chastity device, revealed in its full, pathetic display.

If Elara had any clue that beneath his sweats was such a sad sight, her lips would’ve found the answer she’d feared all day.

As she gawked and looked to her caged lover. Elara couldn’t hide the mix of worry and desire, of guilt and utter, confusing need. That last thing she expected, had become reality and in a way... her own fantasies couldn’t help but bubble up at seeing him all restrained like this.

“Holy fuck. Did she do this? Does Zara keep the key?” She babbled. Taking Mason into her room as she continued trying to cover the problem. Mason couldn’t bring himself to admit that yes. Yes Zara had been playing puppet master with his cock for days now. The one true release she had given him had come so close to when they had that hot makeout session in the shower... and her words kept ringing in his head, like some damning echo. What she told Sarah in private that day... if only he knew what her grand scheme was, why he mattered so much to her, even though she’d humiliated and broken him.

Mason was caught off guard by how Elara had started looking at him now, like he was the same loser, just trapped. Something dark danced in those gorgeous eyes and as he reached down, she gave a small growl, “Stop!” her own body pushing into his and trapping him. The thin fabric between them letting his plastic cage grind into her sex. If she didn’t know any better it felt as though he was enjoying it, if anything his moans and pleas told her as much.

“Please, let me... just let me,” his hands had raised to defend his trapped little clit. “I can’t... with you this close.”

Mason wanted this to go back, before he told her everything and dragged her into this mess of his.

As her gaze softened, she gave him the sweetest smile. Even still, she was the sweet and kind Elara he knew. Though her next sentence, that wicked spark returned. It seemed she was having a hard time too.

“But that is the only way your getting relief, Mason.” The kiss was on his neck and his eyes went wide. Elara wouldn’t actually make him beg, would she? But there was an honest answer to his worries, because if she didn’t know, he would, and this felt far too exciting to keep bottled up.

“Mhmm, so this means we have to break this damn lock?” Elara sighed, almost sad she’d have to do such a thing, especially after all Zara’s teasing had him so horny.

The worst part for Mason was knowing that the tiny cage was doing what Zara promised. Turning every sexual act into some strange, foreplay to be used. Teasing him even as his wonderful, dream date pressed into his body. The smooth plastic sliding against her folds made his toes curl. Preventing him from being the man Elara needed in this moment. Just adding more proof to the idea of Zara being right, that his cock would never truly pleasure her, at least... not while she could make it serve her as she liked. Maybe that thought would always make him throb.

And when she finally broke their intimate contact and let him up. Mason noticed something between her legs. It looked suspiciously like a wet patch.

It may have been cruel of him, but with that observation, a deep hunger to satisfy the girl he had yearned after took control, if his cock was going to betray him at every chance, he could still pleasure Elara in ways he knew she’d adore. Just like he knew Zara and her kinky side loved. He didn’t need that thing between his legs, it felt more natural like this.

Giving her ass a soft slap and grabbing the woman around her hips, dragging her backwards and pushing her on the bed.

That innocent and confused expression had his lips pulling up, into a sly grin, like Zara herself. Though his tone never quite carried the dominance, as much as it carried need. A desperate, sweet little desire to please. He pushed his trapped package into the soft cheeks and reached for her clothes, lifting up the shirt and pulling at the front clasps on her sports bra. That deep sigh from her as her gorgeous tits were freed. That angelic face was being tainted with lust as she stared at the girly looking, panting, pathetic boy that now held her heart. A lust for more overtaking them.

“I... still can please you.” He stated as his hands groped her bare chest, playing with the pink nipples. Elara gave the slightest whine as his body lowered, kissing at her shoulders and grinding that firm, little toy in a way that caused them both to grow in their desperation.

It made sense to let Mason continue, letting his small cage rub at the wet spot on panties until her body shook with her own orgasm. The needy panting from his own dry one fueling his excitement.

Yet her words came in quiet gasps as he finally let her roll onto her stomach, giving Mason room to grab those thin shorts and slowly reveal his girlfriends glorious bottom.

“How is... mmhm... little Mason?” Elara didn’t have time to finish, as his head found a place at her thighs, gazing into that wet, needy slit, desperate for the cock he couldn’t give.

The moment her lips were in reach. Mason showed the most passion she’d ever seen from him. Devouring her. Eating her cunt out with as much enthusiasm as his awkward mouth could handle. Kissing at her lips as his fingers pulled her closer. Each tiny nibble and lick a burst of joy, sending the most pleasant spasms through her, leaving the taste of cum in Mason’s eager mouth. Every time he looked up, into those ice-blue eyes. He was greeted by that beautiful face. Whatever he had been doing with Zara, clearly he learned something.

With one hand rubbing and prodding, her hand going into his hair and forcing her lovers mouth into the hottest spot. Elara felt a fire grow deep inside her, like the building explosion in her tummy would burn out of control.

Only a few tiny movements of Mason’s dexterous fingers and that perfect tongue had the tension break in a bliss filled crash. The poor boy barely had time to gasp before the pressure around his face became overwhelming, drowning in a pussy so warm, soft and... it had made Mason question himself more. He felt as though he could bust out of his chastity cage, the cold plastic refusing to budge as he rammed against it.

The heat of Elara’s womanhood dripped down onto him as he slurped and moaned, licking and sucking up every last bit he could manage. Making sure the mess he caused got the treatment he felt he owed. Her pleasure came first, it always would now.

Her panting slowed and finally the clenching and rolling of her hips relaxed. Her pussy left swollen and sore, sensitive to every brush as he carefully lifted himself and let the tired woman take her breath. Though a sharp intake made him flinch, his still straining erection giving another jerk of defiance, this time a hard, sharp ache ran through the flesh. Like he was truly going to pop.

“I’ve never had a guy... be so thoughtful... about my needs” Elara finally smiled at her small boy lover, pulling him to lay next to her on the bed, pulling his small face into the plush valley between her naked tits.

Mason was beaming, relieved he had even gotten her off at all. “So this means, you don’t hate me? You can forgive the...” He gestured to the lock and key he was certain she held onto for him.

This had to mean he wasn’t going to get punished for telling her all of his dirty, little truths.

“What she is doing to you isn’t ok... but right now... I can’t think straight.” She stroked at his flushed face, so tired and cute as his eyes began to flutter, he felt safe, at home as she talked. Her hand fell to the plastic trapping his groin, her thumb stroking it gently, a sensation he could barely feel. “I wish I could make you feel good too.” She said, always sweet. Mason simply smiled and shook his head, “Don’t worry about it, we’ll figure something out.” He rose from the bed and began to collect his clothing. “Come on, El, I still owe you a proper date.”. The blush was there, he still didn’t know if she wanted a guy like him after learning of all this... but for now he would just enjoy the ride.

That made the butterflies come back as he threw his clothes on, not hiding the panties or his cage. He simply was more at ease than ever with his body, Elara deserved that honesty at least. He didn’t quite have it all sorted out yet, but after tonight it seemed possible, she could be kinky, too.

She was so different from Zara. Elara was soft, kind, and sweet. Like a warm ray of sunshine compared to the blazing inferno of the cheer Captain.

“When we get back, think you’re up for another round,” Elara teased. She got no argument back as they walked down the dormitory stairs and headed out to the small shops that dotted campus. Enjoying the fall night air. It all seemed perfect for once. Maybe the chastity cage wouldn’t be a big deal after all. His smile couldn’t have been bigger. As she held him and he gave soft, reassuring kisses, her tongue going into his own to take a taste.

Zara’s power play had gone to waste, she hadn’t scared Elara off, at least, not yet.


Chapter 5

The Redhead’s Secret

It took another few weeks to begin to really see a pattern emerge from Mason’s “condition” as Elara called it.

She couldn’t lie, having him all worked up with no release was extremely satisfying. He didn’t stop his service at just his talented mouth. She discovered more than a few new and amazing kinks to use against him, including one that seemed to trigger a powerful rush. The idea of footplay had turned into her newest obsession, seeing the dazed and devoted look as she shoved a pretty, black high heel onto his chest had gotten them both riled up like animals.

Her own curiosity also got her into the cheerleaders good graces as the days went on, joining in on teasing Mason whenever the captain was nearby, Elara finally figured out the ‘whys’ of their relationship. At first she couldn’t see how a power crazy bully like Zara, who reveled in having Mason bent over at her beck and call. Had managed to form an entire ‘training routine’ to feminize the shy little sissy she’d ensnared.

Then it all became so much clearer, even Mason’s confused nature about how submissive and willing he became to both girls had begun to show in more... exciting ways.

Zara, as much as Elara hated to admit it, was quite good with her twisted ploys and manipulation, that and Mason being far more into it that she had initially anticipated.

It made a combination that left her jealous and protective of Mason yet strangely horny. Her boyfriend, her loving and caring boy, seemed so enthralled by being teased, being shown as weak, girly, small, for the two women that laid claim to him.

Even though Mason knew it made him an unappealing to some on the team. The fact his heart raced as he watched Zara strut around the field... or when Elara flashed him that beautiful smile it all meant so much. He could still sense it though, Zara’s frustration. She had been unusually quiet lately, completely absent since she caged him.

He could tell from a sideways glance or the occasional sneer that she was disappointed Elara hadn’t dumped him yet. He could see the gears turning, formulating the next step of his degradation. For that, she would need a little help. Mandy.

It had all come down to their encounter with the Sorority president at one of their ‘late night practices’. Seemed to realize that maybe Elara wouldn’t be the undoing she’d expected. And for the blonde it looked like she needed to play her wild card. If Zara had the rich bitch at her disposal she could make sure Mason wouldn’t find any respite in Elara’s affection. Mandy and Elara’s families had a dispute going way back, a decade or more now of feuding. She wouldn’t hesitate to cause some havoc if Zara gave the order, especially if it meant hurting Elara.

That was all going to come into play in due time.

As Zara strolled into the Delta Beta Sorority House she took in the scent and sights with mild disdain. They had decorated in tacky golds and obnoxious neons. Even Mandy, for as cute as she was, seemed to dress in black from head to toe, but in a way that still seemed out of place here. She found her in a small room with her VP. Her chestnut-haired, pony-tailed underling gave a shy nod and averted her gaze. Too nervous to speak around her infamous, sadistic senior.

“Mandy, just who I needed,” she tossed a long box to the raven-haired woman, waiting as the contents got pulled from within. Seeing Mandy’s surprise she chuckled, sitting on the table in front of her, letting the brunette inspect the dainty garments.

“Why? I thought you’d only use these to control him?” The lacy panties and bras seemed like they could only be meant for one purpose, but that had her intrigued. Mandy knew that once Zara began involving her in a plan that meant the hard work was just beginning. Still, she never could say no to a fellow bitch.

“Elara got involved... seems she has started dating my little project.” Zara motioned to her eyes, the signs that were obvious if one had been looking.

“No way... you’ve had a hard time corrupting the sweet, little, shy virgin?” She looked surprised but held up a thin pair of black panties, they would hardly cover anything if a man wore them. “Maybe this could help change her opinion. Perhaps some more, public teasing?” Her finger came down and pressed at the material, like it was an old pet.

“That was my thought. Keep him as worked up as possible and her moral facade will break down. He’ll abandon his sweet, little Elara, all we’ll have to do is ask.” Zara stood and took the undergarments back. Piling them into the box. Mandy smiled, relishing the chance to humiliate the Pollock family and play with Zara’s latest toy.

“From what you tell me, it sounds like he’s on the edge. You’ve made him a femboy, I’ll turn him into a sissy. I have just the guys in mind to assist.”

She rose from her spot and went to make some calls, while Zara walked off to put away her arsenal of destruction.

They had a relationship to ruin.


Chapter 6

Party Invitation

Elara watched from her position as Mason came from his squat, doing one last routine in his training with Sarah.

Zara and Jessie had vanished after their training, and though it should’ve felt suspicious. Something was different, it wasn’t the usual bad feeling she had when those two would take off. Almost felt like things were looking up.

“You got it! Now show me those graceful feet.” Sarah giggled, and she caught the blush on Mason’s cheeks, watching the thin shorts hug to him as he rose onto his tip-toes. Doing a rather feminine little dance to appease his... partner? Friend? It was a mystery. Their relationship didn’t make much sense. But if Zara was involved, Sarah was probably just another part of her plan. She would watch out for her boy though.

If he needed someone on his side, he could rely on Elara. They could face this together, even with the unknown threat Zara presented. They’d fight to the bitter end if it meant staying by each other’s side. Even if the idea of it being Mason and Elara versus the world, had a dark excitement growing in the pit of her stomach.

Once their drills were over she followed Mason into the locker room and watched him strip down. Something had come alive inside her at that sight. The once flat, modest, uninteresting boy, now looked stunning. It may have taken her a while to realize it, but now she couldn’t keep her eyes off of his every move.

He stripped to just the panties he was so accustomed to, those panties. It sent a little shiver of heat down to her loins as she imagined what the night would hold for her new ‘boyfriend’. This was their night. She wouldn’t let Zara spoil her chance at getting the boy she had always dreamed of, even if it meant dealing with his secret life as well.

“Mm,” the groan came as she pressed up behind him. Wrapping her arms around his exposed body and pressing into his firm butt. Mason gave a gasp and melted in her hold. A whimper left him as her fingers traced around his caged little clit. The tease causing him to push his hips into her. Elara loved how weak he could be at the simplest of touches. It turned her on in ways that she’d never have guessed.

“Oh El, it feels like I’ve not had relief for weeks.” He didn’t need to beg but his soft voice did a number on her as he turned his face and kissed her cheek. How could she say no? After how attentive and dedicated he had been with her body?

As he leaned down to pick up the clothing she pushed on him again, forcing him into the wall of lockers. She tugged at the little lock, wishing it to come free. Like a genie from a bottle, Zara appeared in the corner, twirling the key on her finger. Those hazel eyes practically gleaming at them, a look that Elara knew far too well. Mason shivered and she grabbed him tight, standing before him as if to guard the fragile thing she was beginning to covet.

“Gosh, if only your poor boyfriend could use that little dick,” Zara smiled as she got close.

“He has a name.” Elara hissed.

“Mmhm. Maybe, or maybe my little bitch prefers to be called other names,” her voice grew sweet, like she wanted Mason to respond.

Elara let go of him. Seeing how much he wanted to reply. He shook slightly but didn’t cower like he used to, maybe he had begun to understand her power in all this, she wanted him to fight, for them. “Come on Zara, just give it up. Elara and I have something here, please just give me the key and let us move on.”

He seemed so earnest, almost meek as he tried his hardest to be persuasive, not using his feminine charms or aggressive attitude to intimidate, only an honest appeal.

But his act of kindness did nothing to Zara, she had gone past her initial need for him. There was more than just power in her motives. A larger goal than even she had thought. Zara wasn’t one to throw her loyal sluts away.

“And let you go back to a life of awkward silence and his silly ‘video game nerd’ existence. You may enjoy that idea, but Mason, I have greater plans for your future,” Zara smiled to the small boy, whose eyes stared into her soul. “For instance, a party at Delta Beta, tonight. You remember Mandy, don’t you, Mason?” she tapped the key to her pouty lips and turned to the equally angered redhead. Her sissy looking ashamed as the confrontation drew him to Zara’s side.

She put a comforting hand on his head, making him rub at her skirt covered leg.

“Yeah, what of it? What’s a dumb sorority bitch have to do with us?” Elara had had enough, seeing her Mason so submissive to this other woman. She would beat that key out of her damn hand if she had to. One step, just one lunge forward was all she needed. She took it and...

Sarah came from around the corner, and with her taller, bigger body and stronger legs, had pushed her straight to the floor. Grabbing her in a hold and laughing. The smirk on her pretty, freckled face telling her she was now outclassed.

Mason flinched as his lover got manhandled. And went to rush over, a thought Zara had expected as she wrenched his arm back. Whispering to the captive man. “Why fight it? I know you love this.”

“Let me go Zara! Sarah, quit your fucking shit!” Elara barked, struggling with her arm locked around her throat, a perfect sleeper hold. While Zara let Mason have a taste of his reward. Shoving his mouth to the now slightly exposed lips of hers. The salty taste as she pulled him close, invading him. It was too late to run. Zara wasn’t letting him go without the biggest act of betrayal possible.

His body wanted this so bad, it felt right and comforting to surrender and melt for her. It was wrong, and awful to do this, especially after everything Elara had done. But this, his heart raced at her demand, at the feel of the woman who knew his true self so intimately.

It seemed time froze, the air stilled as the locker room fell into a state of total focus. Three players stood. One begging, the other trying desperately not to show weakness and Zara.

Mason pulled back. The slick of his saliva glistening her lip as her teeth bore down, eyes filled with the wild rage of an untamed woman. A wolf. “I’ll do it, I’ll come to the party tonight,” Mason agreed. With a laugh, Zara nodded at Sarah who released Elara. The two cheerleaders turned to leave, “9pm, I suggest you wear your cutest panties.” She turned one last time, taking Masons breath with a tender touch. His face had already begun to show how deep her influence was.

Zara brushed a strand of his black curls away from his wet cheeks. The poor sissy had a trail of tears that made his beautiful gray eyes seem like rainstorms. A passionate moment held them close and his body responded without even knowing it. When she whispered the most wicked promise into his ear.

“Just so you know, my bitch. This is my way of setting you free,” then, without any time to let the statement sink in. The cheerleaders vanished, the slamming of a door and their mocking giggles leaving Mason with only the shock of the realization, the promise she left him with, a haunting doubt, one he knew she had no trouble with delivering.

“What a cunt,” Elara muttered as she walked to the shaking man she cared so much for. Not sure of what Zara had meant but not needing the distraction, he fell into her and let her pull his hair softly, to make sure it was okay, as they comforted each other.

Mason, feeling a sick pit in his chest as he was lost. Once again falling prey to the web Zara seemed to spin so easily. But if it was true. What could be better than the promise of his own freedom? What did that even mean?

And did that mean she had never cared at all? Mason let himself get taken in her words, just like she knew he would.

If only he hadn’t thought for a second that the cheer Captain was something different. As much as it had hurt him. He knew that look in her eyes and what came next.

Mason didn’t say a word, even as Elara coaxed it from him. Letting his mind float, hoping it would sink in the gravity of his mistake. One way or another. He would regret crossing Zara. It was inevitable.

That night couldn’t come any sooner. Mason would be her sissy again. That’s what it meant, deep down, he could never let himself forget his role.

A good, submissive sissy slut for Zara.


Chapter 7

Sorority Submission

Zara had done the near impossible. After months of searching for the perfect plaything to bend and shape. She had stumbled upon a guy she knew would have so many weaknesses to use.

From day one she had made a beeline for him. Wearing down those tiny defenses. Pushing every button he had until he fell at her feet. Though now her true objective came into play and Elara was certainly not going to stand in her way.

He was too eager to fall into submission. Like he craved this more than anything, perhaps her goal would come even easier than planned. Though the last week or so, her precious bitch boy had grown some resistance.

As much as he wished it to be different, Mason wanted this stupid romance. Elara had become the ultimate tease for her slave, something that Zara couldn’t control. Elara was clever and always knew the cards she had, a poker player if you will.

It all came down to the players in the game, Mandy would arrive shortly. The plans set in place to make this a night of true legend.

It wouldn’t just break him, but destroy any hopes Elara may have for him as a man. She knew that once the pretty redhead saw what Mandy had planned... well.

A cruel smirk was Zara’s constant companion as the evening turned late. She had dressed her cute sissy in one of the shortest cheerleader outfits she could find, barely a micro skirt, lace bra and some pink lip gloss to complete the ensemble.

He’d looked delicious.

When he and Sarah walked into the sorority party it was already in full swing. Loud music playing, everyone dancing. Mason looked ready to jump back into his clothes and flee at the slightest hint of a bad turn. Zara watched and sipped her fruity drink, waiting until the perfect time.

“You clean up nicely, for a nerdy bitch.” The cold words from Mandy were like honey. The girl practically licking her lips as she gazed down at the boy toy. The contrast in height almost laughable.

As Mandy towered over his petite form and looked at him like the treat she knew he’d become, she ran her dark, well-manicured nail down the exposed thigh, pressing just hard enough for a slight whimper to come from the dainty boy. “Well, what are we waiting for. Bring the new bitch to the center.”

Within the walls of Delta Beta, Elara couldn’t help him.

Sarah obeyed and took the shaking sissy by his tiny hand, his head turning and pleading eyes meeting his Mistress. That silent beg was his only way to ask, he wanted freedom, from this torment and yet, even he didn’t seem so sure he truly desired an escape from the grip she had on him.

“Come. You don’t want to disappoint them do you?” Zara grinned at the petrified boy, it seemed a fight had left him, only the gentle way Sarah handled his timid, broken spirit made it easy for her to drag him along. Even he could tell the raven-haired dom was all he had, he obeyed her every tug like she owned him, much like his real Mistress. Zara.

She could almost taste the dread on Mason’s face as he took one final glance at her before Sarah forced him in the circle of half-naked sorority girls and shirtless men. His cute body all exposed as she announced him to the cheering crowd.

“This is my new pet project, Mason. A pathetic sissy bitch that was just so excited to become a cheerleader.” Some snickers rose, and Mandy hopped down into the throng, eyeing the latest piece of meat. “You girls better watch your men, cuz tonight you’re all about to learn just how far he can bend,” the comment and cruel tone seemed to just wash over him. The eyes in the circle seeming to see straight through Mason. His lips parting in surprise, looking back towards Sarah. Even as her sweet touch gave no mercy, spreading him and rubbing over his lace panties, her gaze saying everything her mouth could not.

I told you slut.

Her smile showed her own excitement. Just as she’d threatened the moment he stepped inside, Zara would share her pet with her friend.

The cold sensation on his cheeks from the humiliation made Mason’s cage tight with need, though the stares were hard and all too knowing, the fear he’d tried to put down. Well... the shame, that shame turned him on in a twisted way. He tried to think of Elara, to stay true to her, to resist Zara’s will. All he had to do was get the damn cage off. Once his penis, once that small rod had sprung to action and shown these assholes that he wasn’t their fucking plaything... He’d take his freedom. Zara could rot.

Or that’s what he told himself, but he had always lacked that certain, the ability to push back. This situation was something else, and deep down the throb in his imprisoned shaft reminded him of who owned him, that pathetic part of his mind was winning.

“Well! If my boys aren’t hard already I don’t know whats going to do it!” The shrill yell from Mandy signaled the start, she was standing before Mason and staring him down like he was less than nothing.

It appeared as though Mason could tell, both had a deep hunger for power. It excited and frightened him. Not even Elara, the sweet, gentle Elara. Her power didn’t intimidate, or turn him into the wreck of emotions like this, as her friend stood by his side. Pressing in, grabbing the sissy bitch in her hold and holding him like her very own, captive sissy. He gave in and shuddered.

“Show my boys your girly clothes,” Sarah cooed into his ear. His knees weakened as her tone so closely matched Zara’s, making him go all the more soft and weak in the other woman’s arms. Though before the display could begin Zara cleared her throat. Looking at Mandy and nodding to one side. Her devilish smile had gone a touch darker. “A reward for good service.” She left it vague, but her wink at Sarah had the sorority sisters whispering and her men looking like predators waiting for prey.

And then a shock that Mason would have never foreseen, one that sealed his fate even more so than this entire charade.

Sarah, sweet, ditzy Sarah. Grabbed Zara’s waist, leaning down and pulling their mouths into the deepest, wettest, lust filled kiss he’d seen.

Zara melted in her grasp, the sight so passionate it hurt. Sarah taking control, wrapping an arm over Zara’s back, then breaking the heated moment with a hushed growl of pure, dominant glee. Mason swore his knees were jelly.

There, standing, pressed into one another. His bully, the very woman who controlled his body. Had let the blonde take command. Making them both swoon. Before Zara, gasping for breath spoke in a needy tone. “Go play, Sarah,” then the hand moved down to smack Sarah on her denim-clad rear, a sultry smile replacing her once hard gaze. Mason was truly outmatched. There would be no chance at resisting his desires now.

It felt like the entire party could see his weakness as Mandy stepped back, letting Sarah’s dominance hang heavy over Mason, it all had gone to plan for his once friend, now Master.

“Now. Don’t be shy bitch. We’re gonna have a whole lot of fun.” Her hands grasped his shoulders, pushing down, his face almost directly in her tits, a tight white tee was barely covering the top of them, her dark nipples barely concealed. Sarah took his hands, pulling him up against the warmth, as her arms went behind his head, bringing it in for a sinful kiss.

And oh God. Mason thought, letting his mind fade, falling deep. The way she tasted... nothing like Elara. Even with the slightest buzz from a sip of his spiked punch. Her kiss, was harsh, firm, controlling, like he was nothing but her plaything, that need inside had taken root.

With each smack on his rear. He shivered. With each press of her hand against his trapped, eager shaft, he grew dizzy. Like her kiss had power to him. She finally stopped to catch her breath, teasing at the lacy fabric beneath the skirt, pressing at his panties, right into his most sensitive place.

“You are my slut tonight, got it?” She took her hold of his chin and let a sadistic little smile rise to her lips. As he nodded. Weak. Breathless and almost crying out in his lust for the torment she had to deliver.

In the middle of the Delta Betas’ common area, he knelt and presented. Trying his best not to blush as his legs spread and skirt rose to his slim waist, a damp spot now very evident to everyone who dared to look at the naughty cheerboy, in the pink, silk thong he was told to put on, one Sarah had helped pick. Her teasing hand slid around the sides, gripping it and feeling him shudder and jerk as his hard, strained cock begged and pulsed for relief. He wanted it so badly.

“What a pathetic thing, look ladies, our little sissy boy has his little cock all locked,” a giggle came as she continued rubbing over his pathetic lump. “Guess his pussy is gonna do the work tonight.”

He turned to the sound of a wolf whistle. Not from a girl... no. No! This wasn’t happening.

From his position on the ground he saw a line of jocks, college athletes, the football players of Bale U. His mind stopped. It just went blank as Sarah pulled at the front waistband of his panties. Exposing him. That plastic pink, glistening cage, straining from how desperate and pathetic he had become.

They looked him over. Tall, masculine, their frames wide, each looking more built than the last. This was Zara’s end game, it was sickening, this would be what she considered ‘freeing’ him?

This all didn’t matter. Because Sarah’s sweet tone told Mason all he needed to know.

“Lucky boy, look how many nice, big cocks you have to service,” she slapped at the hard plastic of his prison and smiled. Like it brought her just as much sick pleasure to have this power. His mind didn’t think of running anymore. Instead his lips moved as she continued. Whispering her next instructions, “First to cum down that slutty throat of yours will get their turn fucking your virgin pussy.” The horror on his face must have pleased her because the cheerleader looked ready to devour his expression.

How was he even going to do that? As if they could sense the anxiety. The first man stepped closer, it wasn’t just one of the star football players either, this was his tormentor from high school, Chad fucking Daniels. Of all the people he could face... Zara, of course. Had to pick his one regret in life.

With a devious laugh, his nemesis began unbuckling his belt, eyes not leaving Mason as he drew nearer. Then the rest came. Closing him into the middle, his head just above waist level, all of their impressive manhood hanging from opened flys. Part of him wanted to stand up, to walk out and rush home to Elara. To break free of Zara’s control. Another part of him wanted this more than anything else.

Before he could say, beg or do a damn thing, Sarah forced her grip back on him, bending his head backwards so that he gazed right at Chad, inches from that giant, swollen shaft, so close to the tip as it pulsed.

Chad wasn’t patient and Sarah kept him there, only to grab his shaft with her delicate hands, gripping Masons curly black hair, jerking him forwards.

“No fucking way! Look at you! I always knew you were a bitch, Mason. This is going to be so sweet. Suck that shit down, cocksucker!” the crass taunt and lack of control had his lips parting before it hit. The tip forcing itself onto his tongue, a mixture of salt and a strong taste washed over his tastebuds. It all came at once, his cock jerking in that fucking cage. Desperate for some friction, he tried to push down and grind the floor. Moaning around that meat stick invading his mouth.

Sarah, saw this. Holding Mason in place as she used one foot to give him some apply some much needed pressure, causing even more strain to his swollen dick.

Then his nose smashed into Chad’s stomach. The girth, choking and stretching his poor lips. It tasted of musk and some deep, tangy precum that had his head spinning, so warm and yet disgusting at the same time.

Mason wasn’t even paying attention, lost in how dirty and wrong all of this was, feeling like this had unlocked something in his body. An insatiable need that this one cock could only scratch the surface of.

It took so little for him to comply, letting Chad control his head. It still tasted wrong, it still felt awful but Mason’s need made him suck, using his hands to jerk the massive member off. Chad had clearly received many blowjobs in the past, Mason knew that comparing himself and how inadequate he’d always been to the stud. His balls were bigger, he was so much longer, so much more of a man, the fact that this had Mason rutting against Sarah’s foot like a dog was sickening to some degree. The sounds of sloppy slurping echoed around them. Even Mandy and her crowd watched with open, lusty stares. The sorority sisters cheering on his depravity.

A tug on his chin, the rush of oxygen coming back into him. Mason blinked and saw Chad’s smug face. That cocky, hot jock knew he was better. “Fuck man, you sure know how to suck dick. Don’t stop, my balls are full for you bitch,” the words were so degrading and yet all Mason could do was let his moan answer as he swallowed Chad’s massive cock once more.

The hands that took hold of his head were the next indication. The other men had begun to line up. Each getting a feel of their new cocksucker, the sluts mouth going from one to the next as Sarah watched and teased. Sometimes forcing Mason to stop his sucking and let his tongue lather their balls. It was gross and hot, every sensation like a drug. He lost himself to the pleasure of being used, feeling his own, useless cock drip and leak into Sarah’s shoe, as his mouth gagged and tasted the varying flavors. To hear them groan and talk about him like a piece of meat. God, it was what he had been missing. It was the true freedom he had craved, the freedom of knowing that his place was at their feet, pleasing them while he desperately humped at Sarah’s foot.

A hard thrust, then another and a grunt, his tongue felt the thick shaft throb, “Yeah! Drink it all you whore!” Chad’s cum fired off like a jet, shooting hot streams down his throat, the bitter flavor and texture making Mason swallow on instinct. From the corner of his blurring vision he saw Zara watching proudly, recording it all on her cell phone. His cheeks burned at the shame of seeing that, and yet his trapped penis couldn’t stop throbbing.

The next man stepped up, a new cock to satisfy, bigger and more forceful than the last, Mason was shaking, drool dripping from his abused lips as he opened and took it. The feeling of being at their mercy was almost too much, so much so, that he couldn’t even see or care that the party had come to a halt, all eyes were on him. They all watched as the ‘promising’ new cheerleader, was reduced to nothing more than an eager hole. His knees aching as his slutty groin pushed onto Sarah, begging her for more. His orgasm so close. Yet so far from reach.

Only a few more cocks to go before his poor jaw gave out. Mason felt like he was on fire, his lips bruised and his throat raw, but the constant pressure and teasing from Sarah had him twitching and writhing. He needed her to give him a moment of relief, so he could beg and plead with her.

By the time the last man had emptied his balls into Mason’s mouth, he was a teary, whimpering mess. On his hands and knees. Trying not to pass out as Sarah pulled him up, still holding his face in her soft hands. Her eyes soft and comforting as she leaned down and gave him a gentle kiss. It shocked him, the soft, sensual touch of her lips, made his whole body spasm, even as his cock stayed locked in the cage, he felt his balls draw up and the rush of orgasm take him. A tiny whimper of utter bliss escaping him as Sarah captured his tiny sounds.

It seemed to stretch on for minutes, he couldn’t tell if it had been one continuous, long orgasm or just a few short, powerful ones. Pulse after endless pulse coated Sarah’s shoe. All Mason knew was the way he sagged against Sarah once the rush faded, his legs going numb.

She held him tight, whispering words of praise in his ear, rubbing his sore jaw. It felt amazing, and as he was lifted up. Mason’s head rested on her chest, listening to her heartbeat.

As the crowd dispersed and began partying once more, Zara made her way to them, a satisfied look on her face.

“Well done ladies. Little Elara’s going to be so proud of her girlfriend,” Zara laughed. Sarah grinned, looking down at the exhausted boy in her arms. “I think we broke him,” she teased, moving him up to look at her beautiful face. “Guess you’ll be ours now.”

Mason just nodded, feeling too weak to do more. Letting her carry him through the party and out to her car, he didn’t even notice the eyes on him or the way people whispered.

It was like Zara had flipped a switch. He wasn’t sure what that meant for him and Elara, or what she had meant about ‘setting him free’. One thing was certain. He wasn’t done with these two dominant women yet. His pathetic little dick gave a slight jump at the thought of more.

Sarah had just finished buckling him in and got behind the wheel, her hand caressing the chastity cage with a grin. “Don’t worry. We’re taking good care of you. Soon you’ll be the perfect sissy bitch for us and Elara will forget all about you.” She started the engine and Zara sat in the back, leaning forwards to pull Mason’s chin up. “Or, she’ll join us... if she can handle how much of a slut you are.”

A soft kiss on his cheek was the last thing Mason felt before sleep claimed him. His dreams nothing more than a haze of men and their big, fat cocks. Sarah’s whispers and Zara’s sharp, controlling voice.

He had no clue where he was headed or how things would go from here. All he knew was that even in sleep, his body craved their touch, his mind accepted his new role. So much so that his dreams were filled with those images of servitude and pleasure.

To be used by them for the rest of his life. To be the toy for all of their needs. A perfect sissy slave.

Perhaps this wasn’t so bad after all. He’d find a way to make Elara see it too.


Chapter 8

Shared with the Squad

The following week had been a strange one for Mason. He woke in Sarah’s bed, the blonde domme had kept him for two days, teasing and playing with her new pet until Zara came to collect him.

Their ‘training’ had been unlike anything Mason could’ve imagined. Exploring his new desires, learning his boundaries and testing Sarah’s. The woman was as kinky as they came, everything from edging to some light bondage. Then came her need for domination, different from Zara, it seemed to come so easy to her, and seeing Mason in his natural state had brought out the worst in her, and the best. It was a match made in heaven.

She’d tortured his poor little clit. Milking it over and over, keeping him from release as he begged and cried. She made him beg to kiss her feet, making him lick her soles and suck her toes. Followed by making him pleasure her pussy with just his tongue. It was hot, degrading and Mason loved every second of it.

They had to stop when he grew too exhausted to move, the torment on his cock had turned his brain to mush. Sarah gave him his reward though, rubbing a vibrating wand on his caged shaft, he cried out as the vibrations made him leak and drip, it wasn’t enough to cum, but it was close. That was her goal, to make him crave the relief she could give. To know that his pleasure was in her hands.

By the time Zara arrived he was a whimpering, panting mess. Sarah had him in her old stockings, a pair of lace panties, a little pink bow on the front and that damn cage. A bit of makeup on his cheeks and a small, pink collar with his name on it.

Zara had only laughed, taking her turn to slap his ass and claim him. Driving back to her own place to give him some ‘rest’. Though Mason doubted he’d get any real sleep. Not with the way he felt.

“Shower. Then we need to talk.” Zara ordered as she pushed him into her lavish bathroom. Her house was so much bigger than his or Sarah’s, her parents were loaded. He couldn’t imagine living in a place like this, especially with someone like her.

He did as he was told. Washing off the stink of sex and sweat, though the ache in his groin wouldn’t go away. Sarah’s attentive care had rewired his brain. It made him so needy, his mind constantly thinking of the next time someone would touch him.

It was the same as with Zara. She was the one who’d broken him in, but Sarah had taken him completely over the edge. There was no going back now, it made him shiver as the hot water splashed over his body. Perhaps this was what freedom felt like.

Once he was clean he put on the same panties, skirt and top. The choker snug around his throat, he felt a small thrill as he walked back out and saw Zara laying on her bed, on her phone. Her body was barely covered by the small nightgown she wore. It was a pale purple, silky fabric, hugging her curves and showing off her creamy thighs. It made his mouth water.

Then his eyes noticed the bright screen, it was the video of him sucking cock, his heart stopped as she watched it, even without sound his degradation was evident. Zara smirked as he came and sat beside her, her finger pausing the video and turning the screen to him.

“Remember this moment, pet. This is you, your real face. That eager, pathetic look of a sissy in heat.” Her tone was gentle but firm, he couldn’t look away from it. The image of him on his knees, Chad’s huge cock in his mouth, his eyes glazed with lust. His heart fluttered at the idea of Elara seeing this. It was wrong, but he couldn’t deny the rush he felt, the way his body reacted.

“This is what you are, you understand? The sooner you accept it, the easier this will be.” Zara turned the screen off and put it aside, her hand coming up to cup his cheek. He leaned into it, feeling the soft touch of his mistress. “Elara knows, I’m sure of it. Women have an intuition for this sort of thing, she just doesn’t want to admit it.” Her words were a poison, yet he couldn’t argue.

“I... I don’t want to lose her,” he whispered, his voice shaky.

Zara sighed and moved to straddle his lap, her hands on his shoulders. “You won’t. She loves you, Mason. But she’ll have to accept what you are, a sissy. A slut. My bitch.” Her hips rolled against his caged cock, making him moan softly. “She can be part of this, if she wants. Or she can walk away. It’s her choice.” Her tone was so casual, as if it was that simple. Mason wasn’t so sure.

He looked into her eyes, searching for some hint of sincerity. She kissed him, a deep, possessive kiss that made his head spin. Her tongue dominating his, her hands holding his face in place. When she pulled back, he was panting, his eyes half-lidded with desire.

“You’ll be fine, pet. Just do as you’re told, and everything will work out.” She patted his cheek and got off his lap, standing up and stretching. “Now, get dressed. We have practice.”

Mason nodded, his mind still hazy. He got up and followed her to the closet, where she picked out his clothes. A pair of tight jeans, a pink t-shirt and a blue hoodie. She handed him a pair of white socks and some sneakers. He dressed quickly, his body still trembling with need. His cage felt heavier than ever.

They left her house and drove to the campus, the silence between them thick with unspoken words. Mason stared out the window, his thoughts a mess. He couldn’t stop thinking about the video, about how he looked, how he felt. How he wanted more.

When they arrived at the field, the other cheerleaders were already there. Elara was among them, talking to some of the girls. She saw him and Zara and her expression hardened. Mason felt a pang of guilt, but also a spark of excitement. He knew she was angry, but he also knew she couldn’t resist him.

Zara walked ahead, leaving him to follow. He felt the eyes of the squad on him, some curious, some amused, some disgusted. He ignored them and went to Elara, who grabbed his arm and pulled him away from the group.

“What the hell, Mason?! Why did you do it? Why did you let her do that to you?” She hissed, her blue eyes flashing with anger and hurt.

Mason looked at her, his own eyes pleading. “I... I had to, El. She... she made me. She has the key, she...” He trailed off, not sure how to explain. How to tell her that he wanted it, that he needed it.

Elara shook her head, her grip tightening on his arm. “No, Mason. Don’t you dare lie to me. I saw the video. I saw how you looked, how you acted. You enjoyed it, didn’t you? You liked being a slut for her and her friends.” Her voice was low, but there was a hint of something else, something that made his blood run hot.

He swallowed, his throat dry. “I... yes. I did. I’m sorry, El. I... I can’t help it. It’s like a part of me woke up, a part I didn’t know existed.” He reached for her hand, his fingers trembling. “Please, don’t hate me.”

She stared at him, her eyes searching his. Then, to his surprise, she leaned in and kissed him. A fierce, demanding kiss that took his breath away. He responded, his arms wrapping around her, his body pressing against hers. She broke the kiss and looked at him, her eyes blazing.

“I don’t hate you, Mason. I hate her. I hate what she’s doing to you. But I can’t deny that it turns me on too. Seeing you like that, so submissive, so eager. It’s... it’s hot, okay? It’s fucking hot.” She confessed, her cheeks flushed. “But I don’t want to share you with her, or with anyone. You’re mine, Mason. Mine.”

He gasped, his cock throbbing in its cage. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Elara, his sweet, innocent Elara, was turned on by his sissy side. She wanted him, all of him.

“El... I... I’m yours. I’ve always been yours. But... but I need this too. I need to be... this. For you, for me. Please, try to understand.” He begged, his voice cracking.

She sighed and kissed him again, softer this time. “I’ll try, Mason. I’ll try to accept it. But you have to promise me something.”

“Anything,” he said without hesitation.

“You have to let me be with you. If Zara puts you in that situation again, I want to be there, right beside you. Can you promise me that?” She asked, her eyes daring him to refuse.

He nodded, his heart racing. “Yes, El. I promise. I’ll always want you with me.”

She smiled and kissed his cheek. “Good. Now come on, let’s show these bitches how we do things.” She took his hand and led him back to the squad, where Zara was waiting with a knowing smirk on her lips.

Mason felt a surge of confidence, of belonging. He had Elara, he had Zara, he had himself. Maybe things would work out after all. Maybe he could have it all. He squeezed Elara’s hand and smiled at her, his eyes shining with hope.

The next hour was a blur of cheers, jumps and stunts. Mason was in his element, his body moving with grace and precision. He felt the eyes of the crowd on him, but he didn’t care. He was happy, he was free.

As the practice ended, Zara called him over. “You did well, pet. I’m proud of you.” She said, her voice low and husky. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the key to his cage, dangling it in front of him. “I think you deserve a reward, don’t you?”

He bit his lip, his eyes glued to the key. He wanted it, he needed it. He glanced at Elara, who was watching them with a curious expression. She gave him a slight nod, a silent permission. He turned back to Zara and nodded.

“Yes, please. Thank you, Goddess.” He said, his voice barely audible.

She smiled and handed him the key. “Go ahead, unlock yourself. Then come to my car. I have a surprise for you.” She whispered, her breath hot on his ear. She walked away, leaving him trembling with anticipation.

He looked at Elara, who raised an eyebrow. “What’s she planning?” She asked, her tone neutral.

He shrugged, fumbling with the lock. “I don’t know. She said it’s a surprise.” He said, his fingers clumsy with excitement. The lock clicked open and he pulled the cage off, his cock springing free, hard and red. He sighed with relief, the sensation almost overwhelming.

Elara stared at his erection, her eyes wide. “Wow, Mason. You’ve... you’ve really shrunk.”

He blushed, looking down at himself. It was true, his once average-sized cock was now a mere shadow of its former self. It looked pathetic, compared to the men he had serviced. It made him feel even more like a sissy.

“Yeah... it’s... never been big but the cage really hasn’t helped.” He explained, his voice shy.

Elara nodded, her gaze softening. “Does it bother you?”

He thought about it for a moment. Did it bother him? No, not really. It felt right, it felt good. It was another sign of his transformation, of his acceptance of his new identity.

“No. I like it. It makes me feel... more me.” He said, smiling at her.

She smiled back, her hand reaching out to stroke his cheek. “You’re so brave, Mason. I love you so much.” She said, leaning in to kiss him.

He kissed her back, his hand caressing her breast through her shirt. He felt her nipple harden under his touch, and he moaned softly. He wanted her, he wanted to be with her, to make love to her.

“El... can we... can we go to your dorm? I want to... I want to be with you.” He whispered, his hand sliding down to her ass, squeezing it gently.

She gasped, her eyes darkening with desire. “Yes, Mason. Let’s go.” She agreed, taking his hand and leading him to her car.

They drove in silence, the tension between them palpable. Mason’s cock was throbbing in his jeans, begging for release. He couldn’t wait to feel Elara’s body, to be inside her, to please her.

They reached her dorm and hurried to her room, locking the door behind them. They fell on the bed, their mouths crashing together, their hands tearing at each other’s clothes. Mason was on top of her, his naked chest pressing against her clothed one. He kissed her neck, her collarbone, her cleavage, making her moan and writhe beneath him.

He unhooked her bra and tossed it aside, exposing her gorgeous tits. He cupped them, feeling their weight, their softness. He sucked on her nipples, making her cry out his name. She arched her back, pushing her breasts into his face, her hands holding his head.

“Mason... oh God, Mason...” She panted, her fingers tangling in his hair.

He moved lower, kissing her stomach, her navel, her hip bones. He reached the edge of her panties, the last barrier between them. He looked up at her, his eyes asking for permission.

She nodded, her eyes glazed with lust. “Yes, Mason. Please.”

He pulled her panties down, revealing her wet, pink pussy. He admired her beauty, her scent, her taste. He licked her slit, making her shudder and gasp. He teased her clit, circling it with his tongue, making her buck her hips.

He slid a finger inside her, feeling her tightness, her heat. He added another, curling them, hitting her sweet spot. She screamed his name, her legs wrapping around his head, her hands gripping the sheets.

“Mason! I’m gonna... I’m gonna cum!” She warned, her voice strained.

He didn’t stop, he kept licking and fingering her, until she exploded, her juices gushing on his face. He lapped them up, savoring her flavor, her essence.

She panted, her chest heaving, her body limp. He moved up, his face wet with her cum. He kissed her, letting her taste herself on his lips. She moaned, her arms wrapping around his neck.

“That was amazing, Mason. You’re amazing.” She said, her voice hoarse.

He smiled, his cock aching for attention. “El... can I... can I put it in?” He asked, his voice hopeful.

She looked at him, her eyes serious. “Are you sure, Mason? You won’t... you know?” She asked, her concern evident.

He nodded, his heart pounding. “I’m sure, El. I want to feel you. I want to be with you.” He assured her, his hand stroking his cock.

She smiled and spread her legs, inviting him in. “Then come here, my love. Make me yours.” She said, her voice seductive.

He positioned himself at her entrance, his tip nudging her folds. He pushed in slowly, feeling her stretch around him, her warmth enveloping him. He groaned, the sensation incredible. It was too much, he felt an orgasm rising from the first thrust.

“El... I... I can’t... I’m gonna...” He gasped, his body tense.

“It’s okay, Mason. Let it go. Cum for me.” She encouraged, her hands on his hips.

That was all it took. With a loud cry, he came, his seed spurting inside her, his body shaking with pleasure. He collapsed on top of her, his cock still twitching, his breath ragged.

She held him, stroking his hair, kissing his forehead. “It’s okay, Mason. It was wonderful. You were wonderful.” She whispered, her voice soothing.

He sighed, his heart swelling with love. “I love you, El. So much.” He said, his voice thick with emotion.

“I love you too, Mason. More than anything.” She replied, her eyes shining.

They lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, their bodies spent, their souls connected. It was perfect, it was bliss. Mason had never felt so happy, so complete. He had Elara, he had himself, he had everything he could ever want.

But as he drifted off to sleep, a nagging thought lingered in his mind. Zara’s surprise. He completely forgot! What was it? What did she have planned for him?

He pushed it aside, not wanting to ruin the moment. He’d deal with it tomorrow. For now, he was content, he was satisfied. He was home. He snuggled closer to Elara, a smile on his face. He was hers, and she was his. Nothing else mattered.

He just hoped Zara would understand that.


Chapter 9

Mistress & Girlfriend

Zara had waited outside the dorms for what felt like an eternity. She had hoped to catch her sissy pet before he went off with Elara. She was furious that he never came to her car.

The bitch had seduced him again, lured him away with her sweet words and pretty face. Zara knew what was happening, she wasn’t stupid. She knew Mason was falling for her, and she hated it. She wanted him for herself, only for herself. She had invested too much time and effort to let some prissy redhead take him away from her.

She got back in her car and drove back to her place, her mind racing with anger and jealousy. She had to do something, she had to stop this. She couldn’t let Elara win, she couldn’t let her have Mason. He was hers, her toy, her project, her slut. No one else could touch him, no one else could please him like she could.

She arrived at her house and stormed inside, slamming the door behind her. She went straight to her room, where she kept her toys and tools. She opened her closet and pulled out a box, labeled ‘Sissy Mason’. Inside were all sorts of things she had collected for him, things she wanted to use on him, things she wanted him to wear.

She took out a pair of pink heels, a blonde wig, a black leather collar with spikes, a matching leash, a butt plug shaped like a tail, and a strap-on dildo. She smiled wickedly, imagining Mason in this outfit, on his knees, begging for her cock. She felt a surge of wetness between her legs, her clit throbbing with need.

She stripped naked and put on the strap-on, adjusting the harness around her hips. The dildo was big and thick, realistic and veiny. It was perfect for stretching his sissy hole, for making him scream her name. She put on the wig and the heels, admiring herself in the mirror. She looked hot, powerful, dominant. She was the queen, and he was her bitch.

She grabbed her phone and dialed Mason’s number. She waited impatiently as it rang, hoping he would answer. He did, his voice sleepy and confused.

“Hello? Zara? What’s up?” He asked, his tone polite.

“Don’t you ‘what’s up’ me, slut. Where the fuck were you? I waited for you.” She snapped, her anger flaring up again.

“Oh... I’m sorry, Zara. I... I was with Elara. We... we kinda lost track of time.” He stammered, his voice guilty.

“You were with her? You ditched me for her? That’s it, you ungrateful little worm. I’m coming over, right now. You better be ready for me, or else.” She threatened, her voice cold and hard.

“What? Zara, no. It’s late, and... and Elara is here. We... we just...” He tried to protest, but she cut him off.

“Shut up. I don’t care if she’s there. In fact, I want her to be there. I want her to see what a filthy sissy you are, how you belong to me. You have 10 minutes. If you’re not dressed and waiting for me at the door, I’ll make your life a living hell. Understand?” She demanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He sighed, defeated. “Yes, Zara. I understand. I’ll be ready.” He said, his voice resigned.

“Good. See you soon, my pet.” She hung up and grabbed her keys, her heart racing with anticipation. She was going to teach him a lesson he’d never forget.

She drove to his dorm, her foot heavy on the gas. She arrived in less than 10 minutes, parking in front of his building. She got out of the car, her heels clicking on the pavement. She walked to his door and knocked, her impatience growing.

He opened the door, his eyes wide with shock. He was wearing the panties and skirt she had given him, but nothing else. His hair was messy, his face flushed. He looked so cute, so vulnerable, so fuckable.

“Zara... what are you... you look...” He trailed off, his gaze traveling over her body, lingering on the strap-on.

“I look hot, I know. Now get on your knees, bitch. You have some explaining to do.” She ordered, pushing him inside and closing the door behind her.

She saw Elara sitting on the couch, wearing a robe, her face pale and tense. She looked at Zara with fear and hatred, her hands clutching the fabric of her robe.

“What are you doing here? Get out!” She shouted, standing up and confronting Zara.

Zara laughed, her hand holding the leash. “Oh, no. I’m not going anywhere. I’m here to claim what’s mine. Isn’t that right, Mason?” She looked at him, her eyes challenging him to defy her.

He looked at her, then at Elara, then back at her. He bit his lip, his expression conflicted. He seemed to struggle with himself, his body trembling.

“I... I...” He started, but Zara didn’t let him finish.

She grabbed his arm and yanked him down, making him fall to his knees. She attached the leash to his collar and pulled it tight, making him choke. She looked at Elara, her smirk triumphant.

“Watch closely, darling. You’re about to see what your boyfriend really is. A sissy whore who craves my cock.” She said, her voice mocking.

Elara gasped, her eyes filling with tears. “No... Mason, don’t let her do this. Fight her, please.” She begged, her voice breaking.

Mason looked at her, his eyes full of regret and lust. He wanted to please her, to be with her, but he also wanted to please Zara, to submit to her. He felt torn, confused, aroused.

“I’m sorry, Elara. I... I can’t. I need this. I need her.” He admitted, his voice low and husky.

Elara sobbed, covering her mouth with her hand. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing, what she was seeing. Her boyfriend, her love, was choosing Zara over her. He was choosing to be her sissy, her slut. It hurt, it broke her heart.

Zara ignored her, focusing on Mason. She slapped his face, hard enough to leave a mark. He whimpered, his eyes watering.

“Look at me, slut. You’re mine. You belong to me. Say it.” She commanded, her hand gripping his hair.

He obeyed, his gaze locking with hers. “I’m yours, Zara. I belong to you.” He repeated, his voice submissive.

“Good boy. Now suck my cock. Show me how much you want it.” She said, pushing the dildo to his lips.

He opened his mouth and took it, his tongue swirling around the tip. He moaned, his eyes closing in bliss. He sucked it eagerly, his hands on her thighs, his head bobbing up and down. He looked so hot, so slutty, so hers. His little clit twitching freely.

Zara groaned, her hips moving with his rhythm. She felt the base of the dildo rub against her clit, sending sparks of pleasure through her body. She watched him, her eyes dark with desire. He was perfect, he was hers.

She glanced at Elara, who was staring at them with a mix of horror and fascination. She could see the wetness on her thighs, the blush on her cheeks. She was getting turned on by this, by seeing her boyfriend degraded and used. Zara smirked, feeling a surge of power and satisfaction.

“You like this, don’t you? You like seeing him suck my cock, being my bitch. You’re just as much of a slut as he is.” She taunted, her voice dripping with contempt.

Elara shook her head, denying it. “No... no, I don’t. It’s disgusting, it’s wrong. You’re a monster.” She said, her voice shaky.

Zara laughed, pulling the dildo out of Mason’s mouth and slapping his face with it. He moaned, his tongue sticking out, trying to catch it. “Oh, please. You’re dripping wet, I can see it. You wish it was you, don’t you? You wish you had the balls to do this to him. Well, guess what? You don’t. You’re just a pathetic, jealous little girl who can’t satisfy him. Only I can.” She boasted, her words cutting like knives.

Elara clenched her fists, her eyes flashing with anger. “That’s not true. I love him, I make him happy. You just use him, you hurt him. You don’t care about him at all.” She retorted, her voice fierce.

Zara scoffed, pulling on the leash and making Mason crawl to the couch. She bent him over the armrest, exposing his ass. She spanked him, hard, making him yelp and squirm.

“You think I don’t care? You think I don’t know what’s best for him? Look at him, Elara. Look how much he loves this. How much he needs it. He’s not happy with you, he’s bored. In fact both of you deserve better. You could join him here, you know. On your knees. Serving me too, and becoming the sluts I know you are. You’re wasting your lives with this vanilla romance, you need someone like me to show you the real pleasure. I can make him cum harder than you ever could. I can make him feel things you can’t even imagine.” She said, her hand rubbing his ass, her fingers teasing his hole. “I can do it for both of you.”

He whimpered, pushing back against her touch. “Please, Zara... please, fuck me. I need it. I need your cock.” He begged, his voice desperate.

She grinned, grabbing the butt plug from the floor and pushing it into his ass. He gasped, his hole stretching around it. She twisted it, making him moan louder.

“Good boy. You’re such a horny little bitch. You can’t wait to be filled, can you? You can’t wait to feel my cock inside you, pounding you, owning you. I bet you wish Chad took your right there...” She purred, her fingers pulling on the plug, stretching him more.

He nodded, his hands gripping the couch. “Yes, yes, please. I’m so empty, so needy. Please, fuck me, Zara. Make me your sissy.” He pleaded, his voice breaking.

She smiled, satisfied. She removed the plug and positioned the dildo at his entrance. She pushed it in, slowly, inch by inch. He groaned, his body tensing. She felt his tightness, his resistance, his pain. She didn’t care, she kept going, until she was balls deep inside him.

She held still for a moment, letting him adjust. She looked at Elara, who was watching them with wide eyes, her hand between her legs. Zara felt a thrill, knowing she had broken through, turned her on. She was a natural submissive, just like Mason.

“You see, Elara? This is how you treat a sissy. This is how you make them feel good. You don’t make love to them, you don’t pretend to enjoy their little clits, you fuck them. You dominate them, you degrade them, you make them beg for more. Isn’t that right, Mason?” She said, her voice smug.

He nodded, his breathing heavy. “Yes, Zara. Yes. Fuck me, please. Harder, deeper. Use me, ruin me.” He urged, his voice hoarse.

She obliged, pulling out and slamming back in. She set a brutal pace, her hips slamming against his ass, her balls slapping his thighs. He cried out, his body shaking with pleasure and pain. He loved it, he craved it, he lived for it.

She reached around and grabbed his clit, stroking it in time with her thrusts. He screamed, his back arching. He was so close, so ready to cum.

“Cum for me, slut. Cum all over my hand. Show Elara how much you love being my bitch.” She ordered, her grip tightening.

He did, with a loud, long moan. His cum spurted out of his clit, coating her fingers, the couch, the floor. He came hard, his eyes rolling back, his body collapsing. He was spent, exhausted, satisfied.

Zara pulled out, admiring her work. His hole was gaping, red and swollen. His body was covered in sweat and cum. He looked beautiful, ruined, hers.

She turned to Elara, who was panting, her robe open, her fingers wet. She looked at Zara with a mix of awe and resentment, her eyes glazed with lust.

“Well? What do you think, Elara? Are you ready to join us? To be my slave too?” She asked, her voice challenging.

Elara hesitated, her gaze shifting to Mason, who was looking at her with a hopeful expression. She bit her lip, her mind racing. She was angry, hurt, jealous, but also curious, intrigued, aroused. She wanted to be with him, to share this with him, to explore this side of herself. She wanted to be Zara’s too, to submit to her, to please her.

She made her decision, her heart pounding in her chest. She stood up and walked to Zara, her eyes determined. She knelt in front of her, her head bowed.

“Yes, Zara. I-I want to join you. I want to be yours, too.” She said, her voice firm and clear.

Zara smiled, her victory complete. She stroked Elara’s hair, her touch gentle. “Good girl. You won’t regret it. You’re going to love being my pet, just like Mason. Now, come here and kiss me. Show me how much you want this.” She said, her lips curling into a smirk.

Elara obeyed, rising up and pressing her mouth to Zara’s. She kissed her with passion, with hunger, with surrender. She felt Zara’s tongue invade her mouth, claiming her, dominating her. She moaned, her hands grabbing Zara’s waist, pulling her closer.

Mason watched them, his heart swelling with love and lust. He was happy, he was content, he was free. He had Zara, he had Elara, he had everything. He crawled to them, joining their kiss, their embrace. They were a trio, a family, a perfect match.

They stayed like that for a long time, their bodies entwined, their lips locked, their souls connected. It was the beginning of a new era, a new adventure, a new life.

And Zara couldn’t be more thrilled. She had done it, she had turned them both, even better than she had hoped for. She had them wrapped around her finger, and she was never letting them go.


Chapter 10

The Perfect Sissy

The morning after the night of passion and submission, Mason woke up with a sore throat and a sore ass. He was lying naked on Elara’s bed, his body covered in marks and bruises. His memories of the previous night were fuzzy, but he could recall some of the things that had happened. Zara had stormed over to Elara’s where she had fucked him senseless with her strap-on. Elara had watched it all, she had even joined in on the fun. The three of them had engaged in a wild, kinky threesome, exploring new boundaries and pleasures. It had been intense, overwhelming, and amazing. He looked down, he was locked back in his cage at some point, he vaguely remembers Elara being the one to do it this time.

He looked around the room, trying to find the two women who had made him feel so good. They were nowhere to be seen. He wondered where they had gone, and what they were doing. He hoped they weren’t fighting, or regretting what had happened. He didn’t regret it, not one bit. He felt more alive, more free, more himself than ever before.

He sat up and stretched, feeling a dull ache in his lower back. He reached for his phone on the nightstand and checked the time. It was almost noon. He had missed his morning class, but he didn’t care. He had more important things to worry about.

He saw a message from Zara on his screen. It read:

“Good morning, my pet. I hope you slept well. Elara and I went out to get some things for you. We’ll be back soon. Don’t leave the room, and don’t touch yourself. You belong to us now, and we’ll decide when and how you get to cum. Be a good boy and wait for us. Love, Zara.”

He felt a shiver run down his spine as he read the words. She was so dominant, so controlling, so hot. He loved it. He loved her. He also loved Elara, who had sent him a message too. It said:

“Hey, babe. Sorry for leaving you alone, but Zara insisted. She said she had a surprise for you. I’m kind of nervous, but also excited. I hope you are too. I can’t wait to see you again. You were amazing last night. I love you. XOXO, Elara.”

He smiled, feeling a warm fuzzy feeling in his chest. She was so sweet, so caring, so brave. She had accepted him for who he was, for what he wanted. She had even embraced her own submissive side, letting Zara take charge of her as well. It was a dream come true for him. He had the best of both worlds: a loving girlfriend and a ruthless mistress.

He put his phone down and got out of bed. He walked to the bathroom and turned on the shower. He needed to clean up, to get ready for whatever Zara and Elara had planned for him. He wondered what kind of surprise they had in store for him. Something sexy, something kinky, something humiliating? He couldn’t wait to find out.

He stepped into the shower and let the hot water wash over his body. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation, feeling his muscles relax. He thought about the night before, reliving some of the highlights in his mind. Zara fucking his ass, making him beg for more. Elara sucking his cock, or his clit, as Zara called it, while Zara kissed him. The three of them cuddling together on the couch, sharing words of affection and praise. It had been perfect, in a weird, twisted way.

He opened his eyes and looked down at his caged clit. He felt a pang of frustration, but also a surge of arousal. He was used to the cage by now, but he still was adjusting to not being able to cum freely. He knew it made the whole experience better. Zara had made it clear that he would be in chastity for as long as she wanted, and he had agreed to it. He had given her the key, the power, the control. He trusted her, he needed her. Elara had even started to come around on it after last night.

He finished his shower and got out, drying himself with a towel. He wrapped it around his waist and walked back to the bedroom. He saw that Zara and Elara had left some clothes for him on the bed. It was a pair of pink lace panties, a matching bra, a white blouse, a black skirt, and a pair of black heels. It was an unquestionably feminine outfit. He felt his clit twitch in its cage as he imagined himself wearing it. As he imagined others seeing him wearing it.

He put on the panties first, feeling the soft fabric caress his skin. They were a bit too small for him, but he didn’t mind. He liked how they hugged his ass, how they hugged his cage. He put on the bra next, struggling a bit with the clasp. He had never worn one before, but he managed to do it. It felt weird, but also nice. It made his chest look a bit more feminine, which turned him on.

He put on the blouse and the skirt, feeling the cool air on his legs. The skirt was very short, barely covering his thighs. He knew he would have to be careful not to expose himself. He put on the heels last, feeling unsteady on his feet. He had never worn heels either, but he tried to walk around the room, practicing. He stumbled a few times, but he got the hang of it. He felt sexy, slutty, girly. He felt like Zara’s sissy.

He looked at himself in the mirror, admiring his reflection. He looked different, but not bad. He looked like a cute, shy, crossdresser. He wondered what Zara and Elara would think of him. He hoped they would like it. He hoped they would be proud of him.

He checked his phone again, seeing that they had sent him another message. It was from Zara, and it said:

“We’re on our way back, pet. We’re bringing a friend with us. Someone who wants to meet you. Someone who will help us train you. Be ready for us. We’ll be there in 10 minutes.”

He felt a mix of curiosity and nervousness. Who was this friend? What kind of training did they have in mind? He hoped it wasn’t too extreme, too painful. He trusted Zara, but he was also scared of her. She had a way of pushing his limits, of making him do things he never thought he would do. He liked it, but it also terrified him.

He decided to wait for them on the bed, sitting on the edge. He tried to calm himself down, taking deep breaths. He reminded himself that he was safe, that he was loved, that he was doing what he wanted. He was happy with his life, with his choices. He was a sissy, and he was proud of it.

He heard the door open and close, and he looked up. He saw Zara and Elara walk in, followed by another woman. Mandy. She had a confident, arrogant smirk on her face, and a piercing gaze. She looked at him like he was prey, like he was hers to play with.

“Hello, again, Mason.” She said, her voice smooth and cold. “You look... different. In a good way. I like what you’ve done with yourself.” She walked over to him and touched his face, tracing his jawline with her finger. He felt a shiver run down his spine. She was intimidating, but also attractive. She had a dark, dominant aura that appealed to him.

“Thank you, Mandy.” He said, his voice quiet and polite.

She chuckled, moving her hand to his hair, running her fingers through his curls. “You’re welcome. I’m glad you remember my name. Most people don’t. They just call me the president, or the rich bitch, or the queen bee. But you... you’re special. After watching you devour all those cocks I’m sure of that.” She said, her tone playful but menacing.

He swallowed hard, feeling his heart beat faster. He looked at Zara and Elara, who were watching them with amused expressions. They seemed to be enjoying this, to be in on the joke.

“What... what are you going to do to me?” He asked, his voice trembling slightly.

Mandy leaned in, her lips close to his ear. She whispered, her breath hot on his skin. “I’m going to teach you how to be a proper sissy. How to find a proper boyfriend for you and darling Elara.” She said, her words sending a jolt of fear and excitement through his body.

She pulled back and smiled, her eyes glinting. “Don’t worry, it won’t be too bad. You’ll like it. Trust me.” She said, before turning to Zara and Elara. “Shall we begin?”

Zara nodded, her smile widening. “Yes, let’s. I can’t wait to see this.” She said, moving to sit on the couch.

Elara bit her lip, looking a bit nervous but also intrigued. “Yeah... me too. I’m curious.” She said, joining Zara on the couch.

Mandy turned back to Mason, her expression serious. “Stand up, sissy. Take off your skirt and panties. Let me see what we’re working with.” She commanded, pointing to the floor.

He obeyed, standing up and removing the clothes. He felt exposed, vulnerable, but also aroused. He stood before the three women, wearing only the bra, blouse, and heels. His caged clit was on full display, along with his smooth, hairless legs. He felt their eyes on him, scanning him, judging him.

“Hmm... not bad. Not bad at all. You have a nice body, Mason. Very feminine. Very fuckable.” Mandy commented, circling him like a predator. She stopped behind him and grabbed his ass, squeezing it hard. He gasped, feeling a surge of pain and pleasure. “And such a nice, round, tight ass. Perfect for taking cock.” She said, spanking him with her hand. He yelped, his clit throbbing in its cage.

“Zara told me you were a virgin, but I don’t believe it. Not after what I saw at the party. You took those cocks like a pro. You loved it. Admit it.” She said, her voice harsh and demanding.

He shook his head, denying it. “No... I... I didn’t. I mean, I did, but... it was a mistake. I’m not... I’m not gay.” He said, his voice weak and unconvincing.

Mandy laughed, pulling his hair and making him look at her. “Don’t lie to me, sissy. You’re not gay, you’re not straight, you’re nothing. You’re just a hole. A hole for men to use, for women to control. You’re a sissy, and you need to accept it. You need to embrace it.” She said, her eyes boring into his.

She let go of his hair and walked back to the couch, where Zara and Elara were sitting. She reached into her bag and took out a large, black dildo, attached to a harness. It was bigger than Zara’s strap-on, thicker and longer. It looked intimidating, scary, but also irresistible.

“This is my favorite toy. I call it ‘The Destroyer’. It’s going to be your new best friend. You’re going to take it, and you’re going to thank me for it. You’re going to beg for it. You’re going to cum for it. Don’t worry, Elara. You’re next.” She said, putting on the harness and adjusting it. She looked powerful, dominant, sexy.

She walked back to Mason, who was staring at the dildo with awe and dread. She grabbed his chin and lifted his head, forcing him to look at her. “Open your mouth, sissy. Suck it. Get it nice and wet for me.” She ordered, pushing the tip of the dildo to his lips.

He hesitated for a second, but then complied, opening his mouth and letting the dildo slide in. He tasted the rubber, the lube, the faint traces of Mandy’s previous use. It was not unpleasant, but not pleasant either. It was just... there. He sucked on it, trying to please her, trying to impress her. He heard her moan softly, and he felt proud. He was doing good, he was being a good sissy.

She pulled the dildo out of his mouth and smiled. “Good boy. You’re a natural. Now, get on the bed. On your back. Raise your legs. Show me your hole.” She said, her voice soft but firm.

He did as he was told, climbing on the bed and lying on his back. He raised his legs, holding them by his ankles. He felt so exposed, so vulnerable, so submissive. He saw Zara and Elara watching them, their eyes full of lust and curiosity. They were enjoying the show, the spectacle. He felt a twinge of humiliation, but also a thrill. He liked being watched, being displayed, being used.

Mandy joined him on the bed, kneeling between his legs. She grabbed his thighs and spread them wider, making room for herself. She looked at his hole, which was still a bit red and sore from Zara’s fucking. She licked her lips, her eyes gleaming.

“Your ass looks delicious, Mason. I’m going to eat it, before I fuck it. I’m going to make you feel so good, you’ll forget your own name.” She said, before lowering her head and giving his hole a long, slow lick.

He gasped, feeling the wet, warm sensation of her tongue on his most sensitive spot. It was different from anything he had ever felt before. It was gentle, but also intense. It sent waves of pleasure through his body, making his clit strain in its cage. He moaned loudly, unable to control himself.

Mandy continued to lick him, exploring his folds, his rim, his insides. She used her fingers to stretch him, to prepare him, to tease him. She was skilled, experienced, merciless. She knew how to make him squirm, how to make him beg, how to make him hers.

She looked up at him, her mouth glistening with his juices. “You like that, don’t you? You like my tongue in your ass? You like being my little sissy slut?” She asked, her voice sultry and mocking.

He nodded, his eyes pleading. “Yes... yes, Mandy. I love it. Please... don’t stop.” He said, his voice breathless and desperate.

She grinned, moving up and kissing his lips, making him taste himself on her tongue. He kissed her back, hungrily, eagerly. He wanted more, he needed more. He wanted her to fuck him, to own him, to ruin him.

She broke the kiss and positioned the dildo at his entrance. She rubbed it against his hole, coating it with spit and lube. She looked into his eyes, her expression serious.

“Are you ready, Mason? Are you ready to take my cock? To be my bitch?” She asked, her voice low and dangerous.

He nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. “Yes... yes, Mandy. I’m ready. Please... fuck me. Make me your bitch.” He said, his voice full of submission and surrender.

She smiled, and pushed the dildo in, slowly but firmly. He felt the head of the toy pop inside him, stretching him wide. He cried out, feeling a sharp pain mixed with a deep pleasure. It was overwhelming, unbearable, exquisite.

She didn’t stop, she kept pushing, inch by inch, until she was all the way in. She filled him completely, utterly. He felt her balls against his ass, her thighs against his legs, her body on top of his. He felt owned, possessed, claimed.

She started to move, thrusting in and out of him, setting a hard and fast rhythm. She fucked him with no mercy, no restraint, no remorse. She used him as her toy, her plaything, her property. She pounded his ass, making him scream and moan, making him see stars.

He also looked at Zara and Elara, who were still on the couch, watching them with lust and envy. They were fingering themselves, their eyes glued to the scene. They wanted to join, to be part of it, to feel what he was feeling. He felt a surge of pride, knowing he was the center of their attention, the object of their desire.

Mandy leaned down and kissed him again, biting his lip, sucking his tongue. She whispered in his ear, her voice harsh and sweet.

“You’re mine, Mason. Mine. I’m going to fuck you whenever I want, wherever I want. Then I’m going to serve you as entertainment at my parties. Your mouth was good, but you could be so much more. Especially if your girlfriend is by your side. Do you understand?” She said, her words like a spell, a curse, a blessing.

He nodded, his voice choked with emotion. “Yes... yes, Mandy. I understand. I’m yours. I’ll do anything for you. Anything.” He said, meaning every word.

She smiled, kissing him again, before pulling out of him and flipping him over. She made him get on his hands and knees, his ass in the air. She spanked him, hard, leaving red marks on his skin.

“Good boy. Now, stay like that. Don’t move. I’m not done with you yet. Elara, take a seat next to Mason. Zara, go and fetch our other guests.” She said, before turning to Zara and Elara, who were panting and flushed. Elara rose and sat by Mason, stroking his hair and giving him a reassuring smile.

Zara nodded and left the room, returning moments later with three men behind her. Mason recognized them as the football players from the party, Chad and his friends. They were wearing nothing but their boxers, their bulges visible and impressive. They looked at Mason and Elara with lust and anticipation, licking their lips.

Mason felt a rush of fear and excitement. He knew what was going to happen, what Mandy had planned. She was going to share him with these men, to let them use him as they pleased. She was going to make him their sissy slut, their cum dump, their gangbang whore.

He looked at Elara, who seemed to share his feelings. She was scared, but also turned on. She squeezed his hand, silently telling him it was going to be okay, that they were in this together.

Mandy spoke, her voice loud and clear. “Welcome, boys. I hope you’re ready for some fun. This is Mason, I’m sure you remember him. Next to him is his pretty girlfriend, Elara. I thought I’d share them with you, as a reward for your performance at the party. You can do whatever you want with them, as long as you follow my rules. Rule number one: no kissing on the lips. That’s reserved for me and Zara. Rule number two: no condoms. I want them to feel everything. Rule number three: no limits. They’re here to serve you, to please you, to obey you. They’re your sissy, your toys, your sluts. Do you understand?” She asked, her tone authoritative and commanding.

The men nodded, their eyes gleaming with hunger. “Yes, ma’am. We understand. Thank you, ma’am.” They said in unison, their voices eager and respectful.

Mandy smiled, satisfied. “Good. Now, who wants to go first?” She asked, looking at them with a challenging gaze.

Chad stepped forward, his cock already hard and ready. “I do. I want to fuck his ass. His mouth was so tight, so good. I want to make him scream my name.” He said, his voice cocky and arrogant.

Mandy nodded, motioning him to the bed. “Go ahead, Chad. Show him how a real man fucks. Elara, why don’t you help him? Get him ready for that big cock.” She said, winking at Elara.

Elara blushed, but complied, moving behind Mason and spreading his cheeks. She spat on his hole, rubbing it with her finger. She looked at Chad, who was stroking his shaft, his eyes on Mason’s ass.

“Be gentle, Chad. He’s still new to this.” She said, her voice soft but firm.

Chad chuckled, shaking his head. “No can do, Elara. I’m going to fuck him hard. That’s what he wants, that’s what he needs. Isn’t that right, Mason?” He said, looking at Mason with a smirk.

Mason bit his lip, feeling a mix of fear and arousal. He knew Chad was right. He wanted to be fucked hard, to be treated like a slut. He nodded, his voice barely audible. “Yes... yes, Chad. Fuck me hard. Make me your bitch.” He said, his heart beating wildly in his chest.

Chad grinned, positioning himself behind Mason. He slapped his ass, making him yelp. “That’s what I like to hear. You’re going to be my bitch, Mason. My sissy bitch. I’m going to ruin your ass, make it mine.” He said, before pushing his cock into Mason’s hole, without any warning or mercy.

Mason screamed, feeling the huge, thick, hot shaft invade him, stretch him, fill him. It hurt like hell, but it also felt amazing. It was exactly what he craved, what he lived for. He felt Chad’s balls slap against his, his hips slam against his, his hands grip his waist. He was being fucked, used, dominated. He was in heaven.

He looked at Elara, who was watching them with awe and lust. She moved closer to him, kissing his cheek, whispering in his ear. “You’re so hot, Mason. So sexy. I love watching you get fucked. I love you so much.” She said, her voice full of love and desire.

He smiled, feeling a burst of happiness in his chest. He loved her too, more than anything. He reached for her hand, holding it tight, as Chad continued to pound his ass, making him moan and gasp.

The other men watched them, stroking their cocks, waiting for their turn. One advanced towards Elara, kneeling before her and pulling down her shorts, revealing her wet pussy. She gasped, but didn’t resist, letting him spread her legs and eat her out. She moaned, her eyes closing in pleasure.

Another man walked over to Zara, who was sitting on a chair, her legs crossed. He knelt before her, kissing her feet, begging for her attention. She smirked, uncrossing her legs and letting him see her bare cunt. She grabbed his hair and pulled him closer, making him lick her, making him serve her.

The room was filled with sounds of sex, of pleasure, of submission. Mason felt like he was in a dream, a perfect, kinky dream. He was being fucked by a jock, while his girlfriend was being eaten by another one. He was watching his mistress get pleasured by a third. It was a fantasy come true, a sissy paradise.

He felt Chad’s thrusts become faster, harder, deeper. He knew he was close, ready to cum. He braced himself, waiting for the moment, the release.

“Fuck! I’m going to cum, Mason. I’m going to fill your ass with my cum. You’re going to take it all, like a good bitch. Then I’m going to fuck your girlfriend.” Chad grunted, his voice strained and loud.

Mason nodded, his voice trembling. “Yes... yes, Chad. Give it to me. Cum in my ass. Make me your cum dumpster. Then fuck Elara. Make her scream your name.” He said, his words spurring Chad on.

With a final, powerful thrust, Chad exploded inside Mason, shooting his hot, thick load deep into his hole. Mason felt it, the warmth, the wetness, the fullness. It was incredible, it was addicting. He came too, his clit spurting a small, pathetic amount of cum on the bed, his body shaking with ecstasy.

Chad pulled out, his cock still hard and dripping. He looked at Elara, who was panting and flushed, her pussy glistening. He walked over to her, lifting her up and carrying her to the bed, laying her next to Mason.

Mason watched them, feeling a twinge of jealousy, but also a surge of arousal. He wanted to see Chad fuck Elara, to see her enjoy his big cock. He wanted to see her be his slut, just like him.

His hands roamed her body. She responded, her arms wrapping around his neck, her legs opening for him. He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock at her entrance. He looked at her, his eyes dark and intense.

“You ready for this, Elara? Ready to be my slut?” He asked, his voice low and rough.

She nodded, her voice breathless and eager. “Yes... yes, Chad. Fuck me. Make me yours.” She said, her nails digging into his back.

He smiled, pushing his cock into her pussy, making her cry out. He started to move, his hips rocking, his shaft sliding in and out of her. She moaned, her head thrown back, her breasts bouncing. He fucked her hard, fast, deep, just like he had fucked Mason. He treated her the same, like a bitch, a whore, a toy.

Mason watched them, his clit twitching in its cage. He felt a hand on his shoulder, turning his head. It was Mandy, her eyes on him, her smile wicked. She had a strap-on on, similar to the one she had used on him, but smaller, pinker. She rubbed it against his face, making him lick it.

“You like watching your girlfriend get fucked, don’t you? You like seeing her be a slut for another man. It turns you on, doesn’t it? You’re such a perverted sissy.” She said, her voice mocking and teasing.

He nodded, his tongue lapping at the dildo. “Yes... yes, Mandy. It turns me on so much. I love seeing her like this. I love being a sissy.” He admitted, his voice proud and submissive.

She laughed, pulling the dildo away from his mouth and moving behind him. She spanked his ass, making him yelp. “Good. Because I’m going to fuck you again, while you watch them. I’m going to make you feel so good, you’ll forget your own name. You’ll only remember mine, and the name of the cock that’s fucking your girlfriend. Isn’t that right, sissy?” She said, her tone playful but dominant.

He nodded, his ass wiggling, inviting her in. “Yes... yes, Mandy. Please, fuck me. Make me your sissy. Make me forget.” He begged, his voice desperate and needy.

She obliged, pushing the dildo into his hole, making him gasp. She was not as rough as Chad, but she was still firm, still in control. She fucked him with a steady rhythm, hitting his prostate, making him see stars. She reached around and stroked his caged clit, making him squirm and whine.

He looked at Elara and Chad, who were lost in their own world. Elara was screaming, her body arching, her nails scratching Chad’s back. Chad was grunting, his muscles flexing, his sweat dripping. They were beautiful, passionate, wild. They looked like they belonged together, like they were made for each other.

Mason felt a pang of sadness, but also a strange sense of happiness. He loved Elara, he wanted her to be happy, to be satisfied. If Chad could do that for her, then he was glad. He was glad to share her, to watch her, to be part of her pleasure. He was glad to be a sissy, to be Mandy’s, to be theirs.

He felt Mandy’s thrusts become faster, harder, deeper. She was close, he could tell. She leaned over him, her breath hot on his ear. “Cum for me, sissy. Cum for me while you watch your girlfriend get fucked by another man. Show me how much you love it.” She whispered, her voice seductive and commanding.

He did, his clit pulsing, his ass clenching, his body shuddering. He came, his cum dripping from his cage, his eyes rolling back. He screamed, his voice mixing with Elara’s, their sounds of ecstasy filling the room.

Mandy followed, her dildo throbbing inside him, her hand gripping his shoulder. She moaned, her body trembling, her orgasm washing over her. She pulled out of him, collapsing on the bed next to him, her chest heaving.

They watched as Chad and Elara reached their climax, their bodies convulsing, their voices hoarse. They came together, their lips locking in a passionate kiss. They looked amazing, perfect, happy.

They broke the kiss, their eyes meeting Mason’s. They smiled, their faces flushed and glowing. They moved closer to him, cuddling him, kissing him, telling him how much they loved him, how much they enjoyed this, how much they wanted to do it again.

Mason felt tears in his eyes, his heart full of joy. He kissed them back, his arms around them, his body warm and content. He had never felt so loved, so accepted, so free. He had found his place, his purpose, his family.

He looked at Mandy, who was watching them with a fond smile. She mouthed the words “You’re welcome” and winked at him. He mouthed back “Thank you” and blew her a kiss.

This was his life now, his sissy life. He wouldn’t change it for anything. He was happy, he was home.


A note from the author
Thank you so much for reading. Please follow me on my newsletter to stay up to date with new releases and receive the occasional freebie! I love to hear reader feedback so feel free to contact me at the email above. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did writing it :)
sarahthornestories@proton.me
Join the mailing list:
https://sarahthornesmut.eo.page/7nhhf
[image: QR code linking to the mailing list]


OEBPS/image_rsrcNC.jpg
BI!EIIEII R

MHWR@S@ Gll] UFIN _r\H

SARAH THORNE





OEBPS/image_rsrcND.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		The Captain’s New Toy

		Locked and Loaded

		A Key Around Her Neck

		Elara’s Awakening

		The Redhead’s Secret

		Party Invitation

		Sorority Submission

		Shared with the Squad

		Mistress & Girlfriend

		The Perfect Sissy

		A note from the author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83






