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Chapter 1: The Contract

I stared at the number on my laptop screen for the tenth time that morning, hoping it would somehow change. It didn’t.

$100,247.83 in student loans.

Twenty years old, halfway through my computer science degree, and already drowning. My part-time campus IT job paid barely enough for ramen and rent. At this rate, I’d be paying until I was fifty.

I closed the loan portal and mindlessly scrolled through my email. Spam, spam, school announcements, spam—

Wait.

The subject line grabbed me: Alternative Income Stream - Earn $50k in 6 Months!

My finger hovered over the delete button. Obviously a scam. But then again… what did I have to lose by looking?

Dear Student,

Are you struggling with debt? Looking for a unique opportunity to earn substantial income while receiving room and board? The Velvet Institute offers a selective 6-month program for dedicated individuals willing to work in our hospitality services sector.

Compensation: Up to $50,000 Benefits: Room, board, meals included Requirements: Ages 18-25, open-minded, committed to excellence

Interviews this week only. Apply now.

There was a link to a professional-looking website. The Velvet Institute. The building photos looked legit—a sleek converted office tower in the city. Testimonials from “satisfied program participants” promising life-changing opportunities.

Hospitality services. That could mean anything. Probably waiting tables or hotel work. Six months of my life in exchange for half my debt disappearing?

I clicked the application button before I could talk myself out of it.



Three days later, I stood in front of the massive glass doors of the Velvet Institute, my hands shaking slightly. The building was impressive—ten stories of modern architecture, tinted windows reflecting the afternoon sun. A far cry from the sketchy warehouse I’d half-expected.

The lobby was even more professional. Marble floors, contemporary art on the walls, soft lighting. A receptionist behind a sleek desk smiled as I approached.

“Evan Park?”

“That’s me.”

“Director Blackwell is expecting you. Top floor.”

The elevator ride gave me time to second-guess everything. This seemed too good to be true. What if it was some kind of pyramid scheme? Or worse?

But when the doors opened to reveal a tasteful executive suite, my fears eased slightly. A man in a crisp business suit greeted me.

“Mr. Park. I’m Director Blackwell. Please, have a seat.”

He was maybe forty-five, with salt-and-pepper hair slicked back and cold grey eyes that seemed to calculate my worth in seconds. His corner office overlooked the city.

“Thank you for coming,” he said, settling behind his mahogany desk. “I’ve reviewed your application. Computer science major, excellent GPA, significant financial need. You’re exactly the type of dedicated individual we’re looking for.”

“What exactly is the position?” I asked, trying to sound confident.

“The Velvet Institute provides premium hospitality services to an exclusive clientele. Our program participants work directly with clients, ensuring their complete satisfaction. In return, we offer competitive compensation, housing, meals, and valuable life experience.”

His answers were vague, but the contract he slid across the desk was specific enough. Six months, $50,000 potential earnings, room and board included. Performance bonuses available.

I scanned the dense legal text. There was something about “service quotas” and “mandatory training” and “bodily modifications at supervisor discretion” buried in there, but my eyes kept returning to the compensation figure.

Fifty thousand dollars.

“What kind of clients?” I asked.

“Affluent individuals seeking various services. You’ll be trained extensively. All participants start with basic client interaction and advance based on performance.” Director Blackwell steepled his fingers. “I won’t mislead you, Mr. Park. The work can be demanding. Intimate, even. But it’s all perfectly legal, and you’ll be compensated generously for your time and… dedication.”

Intimate. The word hung in the air between us.

“Is this… I mean, what exactly—”

“Adult entertainment hospitality,” he said bluntly. “Nothing illegal. Everything consensual. You provide services, clients pay, you earn. Simple economics.”

My stomach dropped. He was talking about sex work.

I should have stood up and walked out. But that number—$50,000—burned in my mind. Half my debt, gone. In six months.

“I… I’m not sure I’m—”

“You’re heterosexual, according to your application. Don’t worry. We have clients of all preferences. You’ll find your niche.” Director Blackwell’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Think of it as performance art. You’re young, reasonably attractive. You’d be surprised what people will pay for.”

My face burned. “I don’t think I can—”

“The contract includes a comprehensive training period. You won’t be expected to do anything you’re not prepared for.” He pushed the document closer. “But I need a decision now, Mr. Park. We have other candidates.”

I looked at the contract again. Six months. Just six months.

What’s six months compared to twenty years of debt?

My hand moved almost on its own, picking up the pen.

“Is there a… trial period? What if I change my mind?”

“Read section twelve. There’s a substantial early termination penalty—$200,000—to compensate for training and housing costs. But after six months, you’re free to go. No strings attached.”

Two hundred thousand. Jesus. That would bury me completely.

But it’s only six months, I told myself. Six months, and I’m free.

I signed my name at the bottom. Evan Park, in shaky handwriting that didn’t look like mine.

Director Blackwell’s smile widened fractionally. He pressed a button on his desk.

“Security, please escort Mr. Park to his assigned room—847 on the residential floor.”

A moment later, a uniformed security guard appeared at the door. Middle-aged, professional, completely unremarkable.

“Follow me, sir,” he said in a neutral tone.

I glanced back at Director Blackwell, who had already returned to his paperwork, dismissing me.

What had I just signed up for?



The security guard led me down to the eighth floor without a word. The hallway was dimly lit, with numbered doors lining both sides. Some were labeled—“Training Studio A,” “Private Suite 803,” “Glory Hall 4.”

Glory Hall?

“This is the residential floor,” the guard said in that same neutral tone. “Participants live here for the duration of their contracts. This is your room—847.”

He stopped at the door and unlocked it. The space was larger than I expected—a queen bed, small sitting area, bathroom visible through an open door, and oddly, a full-length mirror taking up most of one wall.

“Key,” he said, handing it to me. “Orientation packet’s on the desk. Read it. Your supervisor will contact you tomorrow morning at nine.”

“Who’s my—”

“Read the packet.” He turned and walked away, leaving me alone.

I stood in the doorway, looking at my new room. My prison for the next six months.

What the fuck had I done?

I forced myself to open the orientation packet. The first page was a welcome letter, all corporate pleasantries. The second page made my blood run cold:

Service Categories and Rates:

•             Handjob: $10-15

•             Oral (giving): $25-35

•             Anal (receiving): $50-75

•             Specialty requests: Negotiable

•             Room sessions: $50-100

•             Multi-client: +$25 per additional client

Weekly Minimum Quota: $300 Penalties for non-compliance: $50/day + mandatory additional services

My hands shook as I flipped through page after page of rules. Dress codes. Hygiene standards. “Client satisfaction protocols.” Training requirements.

I’d signed up to be a prostitute.

For six months.

I sank onto the bed, my mind reeling. Two hundred thousand dollar penalty if I left. I couldn’t afford that. I could barely afford my current loans.

I was trapped.

My phone buzzed. A text from my roommate asking where I’d been. I stared at it, unable to respond. What could I say? “Hey, just signed my life away to a luxury brothel?”

I stood and walked to the mirror, studying my reflection. Sandy brown hair, messy as always. Hazel-green eyes, currently wide with panic. Slim build from running, but nothing special. Just a scared college kid who’d made a massive mistake.

Six months.

I could do six months of anything. Right?

My reflection didn’t answer, but the growing dread in my stomach suggested otherwise.

I stripped down to my boxers and climbed into bed, but sleep refused to come. Instead, I lay there, staring at the ceiling, wondering what “orientation” would bring in the morning.

And trying very hard not to think about what I’d have to do to earn that first $300.



I woke to an alert on my phone.

Your supervisor will arrive at 9:00 AM for orientation. Be ready.

I checked the time—8:45 AM.

Fifteen minutes.

I scrambled out of bed and pulled on my jeans and t-shirt from yesterday. Looking at myself in the mirror, I tried to see the person I’d been three days ago. The guy who’d just wanted to pay off his student loans.

That person seemed very far away now.

At exactly 9:00 AM, there was a knock at my door.

I opened it.

And my breath caught.


Chapter 2: Orientation Shock

The woman standing in my doorway made my breath catch.

She was tall—easily six feet—with platinum blonde hair falling straight down her back. Her black leather corset hugged dangerous curves, and thigh-high boots added inches to her already imposing height. Ice-blue eyes swept over me with cool assessment.

“Fresh meat,” she said, her voice a sultry contralto that sent an involuntary shiver down my spine.

“I—who are you?”

“Scarlett Voss. Your supervisor.” She stepped into my room without waiting for an invitation, looking around with proprietary interest. “I handle orientation and training for new participants. And you must be Evan Park.”

“Yes, I—”

“Strip.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Take off your clothes. All of them. I need to see what I’m working with.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, like she was asking me to fill out paperwork.

“I’m not—”

“Section eight of your contract: participants must comply with supervisor directives regarding dress and appearance.” She pulled out a tablet, scrolling. “It’s all legal. Strip, or I add a penalty charge to your account before you’ve even started earning.”

My hands shook as I pulled off my shirt. This wasn’t how I’d imagined my first day.

“All of it,” Scarlett said when I hesitated at my jeans.

I turned away from her, pushing down my jeans and boxers in one motion. My cock shriveled under the exposure.

“Face me.”

I turned, hands instinctively moving to cover myself.

“Hands at your sides.”

She walked a slow circle around me, studying me like a piece of meat. “Four and a half inches soft. Probably average hard. Could be worse.” She stopped in front of me. “You’ll do. Get dressed—casual clothes are fine for now. We’re going on a tour.”

I scrambled back into my clothes, grateful but confused.

“Where are we going?”

“To show you exactly what you signed up for.”



We stopped at an elevator. Scarlett pressed the button for the fifth floor.

“Glory hole level,” she explained. “This is where you’ll start. Low-risk, high-volume services. Perfect for beginners.”

The elevator doors opened to reveal a dimly lit hallway. The carpet here was dark red, the lighting purple-tinted. And the sounds…

Muffled moans. Rhythmic thumping. The unmistakable wet sounds of sex.

My stomach lurched.

“Come on,” Scarlett said, grabbing my wrist and pulling me forward.

She led me down the hall to a door marked “Glory Hall 3.” Inside was a long room divided into small booths. Each booth had a padded floor, a small bench, and—

Holes in the walls.

Several holes. Different heights. All perfectly smooth and round.

“This is where you’ll spend most of your first week,” Scarlett said, walking me down the row. “Simple setup. Client enters from the other side, you service them through the hole. Quick, anonymous, efficient.”

She stopped at an occupied booth. Through the open door, I could see someone on their knees—I couldn’t tell if they were male or female—with their mouth wrapped around a thick cock protruding through the wall. The wet sounds of sucking filled the small space.

“See? Easy.” Scarlett’s voice was matter-of-fact, like she was explaining how to use a coffee maker. “Stroke it, suck it, make them cum. Ten dollars per completion. Service five an hour, that’s fifty bucks. Do that for six hours, you’ve met your daily quota.”

I couldn’t look away from the booth. The person’s head bobbed back and forth, taking the cock deeper with each movement. Their throat made obscene gulping sounds.

“I can’t—” I started.

“Yes, you can. And you will.” Scarlett pulled me away from the booth, further down the hall. “But let’s discuss what happens if you refuse.”

She led me to another door. “Penalty Room A.”

Inside was different. Darker. And instead of booths with floor access, there were… holes. Just holes in the walls at waist height. But from this side, I could see what was on the other side.

Asses.

Multiple asses, pressed through holes in the walls, fully exposed. Some were getting fucked. Others just… waiting. Available. Used.

“We call this the butt-wall,” Scarlett said. “Twenty-four-hour duty for participants who refuse to meet quotas or break rules. You’re restrained on the other side, ass through the hole, and anyone who pays can use you. No choice in the matter. No breaks. Until you’ve learned your lesson.”

The reality of it hit me like a truck.

“That’s…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Motivation,” Scarlett finished. “You either work willingly in the glory holes, or you work unwillingly here. Your choice.”

One of the exposed asses was currently being pounded by a huge cock. The person on the other side—I couldn’t see them, just their ass—was making muffled sobbing sounds with each thrust.

I felt sick.

“Understand now?” Scarlett asked, turning to face me. “This isn’t a request. You signed a contract. You will provide services. The only question is whether you do it the easy way or the hard way.”

“I’m not gay,” I said again, hating how weak my voice sounded.

“Doesn’t matter. Your mouth and ass don’t care about your sexuality. Neither do our clients.” She started walking again, and I hurried to follow. “Besides, most of our straight boys change their tune after the first week. It’s amazing what hunger for cock can do to a man’s identity.”

“I won’t—”

“You will.” She led me back to the elevator. “Let me show you something else.”

The seventh floor was labeled “Private Suites.” The doors here had numbers, and some had small “Occupied” lights above them.

Scarlett knocked on Suite 703. A man’s voice called out, “Come in!”

She opened the door.

Inside was a regular hotel-style room—bed, dresser, bathroom. But on the bed was a scene that made my cock twitch despite my horror.

A person in lingerie—bra, panties, stockings—was bent over the bed. Behind them, a muscular man in just a towel was pressing his cock against their ass. The person in lingerie had short hair but feminine makeup, and when they turned their head, I saw it was a guy.

A guy in women’s underwear, about to get fucked.

“Sorry to interrupt,” Scarlett said cheerfully. “Just showing our new recruit around. Carry on.”

The man in the towel grinned. “Your turn next, new guy.”

Scarlett closed the door.

“That’s what private room sessions look like,” she said. “More intimate. More personal. And more money—fifty to one hundred per session. But you need to look the part first.”

“Look the part?”

“Feminized,” she said bluntly. “Makeup. Hair. Lingerie. Our clients don’t want to fuck a man. They want to fuck someone who looks like a pretty girl but has the right… equipment.”

My brain couldn’t process what she was telling me.

“I’m not wearing women’s clothes,” I said.

Scarlett laughed. “We’ll see how long that lasts. Now, about your quota.”

We returned to the elevator. Back to my floor.

“Three hundred dollars per week,” Scarlett said as we walked back to my room. “That’s your baseline. Failure to meet it adds fifty dollars per day to your Institute debt. Plus penalty duties.”

“What debt? I’m earning money to pay off my student loans—”

“And in the meantime, you’re accumulating debt here. Room and board aren’t free. Neither is training. Or any body modifications you agree to. It adds up.” Her smile was cold. “So you’ll work very hard to meet quota and ideally exceed it. Understood?”

We reached my room. Scarlett pushed the door open and gestured me inside.

“Your first shift starts tomorrow at 10 AM. Glory Hall 3, Booth 7. Handjobs only to start. You’ll work four-hour shifts with breaks. Clock in with the floor supervisor.”

“And if I refuse?”

“Then you’ll spend tomorrow in the butt-wall room instead. Your choice.” She turned to leave, then paused. “Oh, and Evan? Sleep well. Tomorrow’s going to be a very long day.”

She left before I could respond.

I stood in my room, trembling.

What the fuck had I gotten myself into?

I walked to the full-length mirror and stared at myself. Just a regular guy. Average looking. Scared out of his mind.

Tomorrow, I’d have to touch another man’s cock. Make him cum. For money.

The thought should have disgusted me.

So why was my cock starting to harden?

I tried not to think about it as I climbed into bed. Tomorrow would come soon enough.

Tomorrow, everything would change.


Chapter 3: Forced Feminization

At 9:58 AM, I stood outside Scarlett’s office wearing my jeans and t-shirt from yesterday—the last male clothes I had.

The orientation packet had said to report at 10 AM, but I’d arrived early, nervous and uncertain. My hands fidgeted with the hem of my shirt as I waited.

The door opened before I could knock.

“On time. Good.” Scarlett’s eyes swept over me, lingering on my clearly male attire. “Still clinging to those, I see. That’s going to change right now.”

“I can’t help it,” I muttered, face burning.

“We’ll see about that.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me inside. “But first, we need to deal with your wardrobe situation.”

Her office was larger than my room, with a massive desk, leather couch, and a door leading to what looked like a storage area. She led me through that door.

It was a fitting room. Racks of lingerie, dresses, shoes, makeup stations, full-length mirrors. Everything pink or black or leather.

“Your male clothes have been removed from your room,” Scarlett said, releasing my wrist. “They’ve been donated. You won’t be needing them.”

“What?” Panic flared in my chest. “You can’t just—”

“I can. I did. Read your contract—section fifteen, subsection C. All clothing provided by the Institute. Personal items subject to confiscation.” She walked to one of the racks. “So let’s discuss your options.”

She pulled out a pair of panties—pink this time, with little bows. Then another pair, red and skimpy. Then a third, white and innocent-looking.

“Option one: panties only. You can wear a t-shirt or tank top if you want, but bottoms are panties. No exceptions.”

My throat went dry. “And option two?”

“Naked.” Her smile was razor-sharp. “Walk around completely bare. No covering yourself. No hiding. Just you, exposed, available.”

“That’s not a choice!”

“Sure it is. You can be embarrassed in pretty panties, or you can be embarrassed in nothing. Your call.” She set the panties on a nearby table. “But here’s the thing, Evan. Eventually, you’ll wear much more than panties. You’ll wear bras. Dresses. Makeup. Heels. The full transformation.”

“I won’t—”

“You will.” She stepped closer, towering over me in those boots. “Because clients pay more for feminized participants. And you need money. So you’ll start with panties today. Next week, we’ll add more. By the end of the month, you’ll be in full lingerie, and you’ll thank me for it.”

I wanted to argue. To refuse. To storm out.

But where would I go? Naked? In panties? And that penalty clause—two hundred thousand dollars—hung over my head like a guillotine.

“Just panties,” I whispered.

“Smart choice.” Scarlett picked up the pink pair with bows. “Try these on. Let’s see how you look.”

“I’m already wearing—”

“Those are basics. These are presentation pieces.” She thrust them at me. “Change. Now.”

I took them with shaking hands. They were even softer than the black ones, the fabric almost silky. And the little bows on the hips…

“Turn around if you’re shy,” Scarlett said mockingly. “Though I’ll be seeing everything soon enough.”

I turned toward the mirror, my back to her. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the black panties and slid them down. My cock sprang free, still embarrassingly hard.

“Nice ass,” Scarlett commented. “Good muscle tone. Clients will love it.”

I stepped into the pink panties and pulled them up. They fit even more snugly than the black ones, cupping my ass and cradling my cock and balls. The bows sat on my hip bones, feminine and delicate.

“Turn around.”

I turned slowly.

Scarlett studied me like I was a piece of art. “Perfect. The pink suits you. Makes you look young. Innocent.” She circled me. “Touch them. Tell me how they feel.”

“I—what?”

“Run your hands over the fabric. Tell me.” Her voice dropped to that commanding contralto. “Now.”

My hands moved to my hips, fingers brushing the silky material. “They’re… soft.”

“And?”

“They feel…” I struggled to find words that weren’t true. “Different.”

“Different how?”

My fingers traced the waistband, then down over my thighs where the fabric ended. “Smooth. Tight but not uncomfortable. The fabric is…”

“Say it.”

“Nice.” The admission felt like defeat. “They feel nice.”

“Good girl.”

The words hit me like a physical blow.

“I’m not—”

“Yes, you are.” Scarlett was in front of me now, one finger lifting my chin to meet her ice-blue eyes. “You’re wearing panties. Pink ones with bows. And your cock is rock hard from it. So yes, you are a girl. My girl. And you’ll respond when I call you that. Understood?”

I wanted to say no. To fight back.

But my cock throbbed against the pink fabric, and the word came out: “Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes… Miss Scarlett.”

Her smile was triumphant. “Better. Now, let’s accessorize.”

She pulled out a transparent pink t-shirt—mesh, barely concealing anything. “Put this on.”

I pulled it over my head. It clung to my skin, showing everything underneath. My nipples were visible. The outline of my ribs. Everything.

“Look at yourself,” Scarlett commanded, turning me toward the full-length mirror.

I looked.

A guy in pink panties and a see-through shirt stared back at me. My cock created an obvious tent in the panties, the head pressing against the fabric. The bows on my hips looked ridiculously feminine. My face was flushed, eyes wide and uncertain.

I looked like…

“A sissy,” Scarlett said, reading my expression. “A pretty little sissy. And you’re going to stay like this all day. Tomorrow, we’ll add more. But today, you get used to panties and transparency.”

“People will see me,” I said weakly.

“That’s the point.” She walked to her desk and picked up a small device. “This is your daily tracker. Tap it when you enter a service booth, tap it when you finish. It records your earnings and tracks your quota.” She clipped it to the waistband of my panties. “Don’t lose it.”

The device was cold against my hip, a constant reminder of what I was now.

“Your shift starts in thirty minutes. Booth 7, Glory Hall 3. The supervisor there will explain the process.” Scarlett sat behind her desk, already dismissing me. “Go back to your room. Clean yourself up. And Evan?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett?”

“Enjoy the view in the mirror. You’ll be seeing a lot more of yourself like this.”



I practically ran back to my room, acutely aware of the panties riding up slightly with each step, the way the fabric rubbed against my cock, the transparency of the shirt showing everything.

I passed three people on the way. Two other participants—both in various states of feminization—and one man in a suit who looked me up and down with obvious interest.

“Fresh meat?” he asked Scarlett’s retreating form.

“First day,” she called back. “He’ll be working the glory holes this afternoon if you’re interested.”

The man’s smile made my skin crawl.

I locked my door behind me and leaned against it, breathing hard.

This was real. This was happening. I was wearing women’s underwear and a see-through shirt, and in thirty minutes, I’d be servicing men for money.

I walked to the mirror, forcing myself to look.

The guy staring back looked… different. The pink panties feminized me somehow, made my hips look wider, my legs longer. The mesh shirt showed off my slim torso, my small nipples tight against the fabric. My cock strained against the panties, creating a bulge that should have looked masculine but somehow didn’t.

I looked like a feminized boy. A sissy, like Scarlett said.

And my cock throbbed harder at the thought.

What was wrong with me?

I touched the panties again, running my hands over my hips, down to my thighs. The sensation sent tingles through me. Different from touching my own skin. The fabric added a layer of… something. Taboo. Femininity. Wrongness that felt strangely right.

My hands moved to the bulge in the panties, palming myself through the fabric. The silk slid against my sensitive skin, and I groaned.

I shouldn’t be turned on by this.

I shouldn’t be hard from wearing women’s underwear.

But I was.

I stroked myself slowly through the fabric, watching in the mirror as my hand moved over the pink material. The bows on my hips bounced slightly with the motion. My other hand came up to touch my chest through the mesh shirt, fingers brushing my nipple.

The sensation was electric.

I’d jerked off a thousand times before. But never like this. Never dressed like this. Never watching myself in the mirror looking so… feminine.

My hand moved faster, squeezing through the fabric. Pre-cum was already leaking, creating a dark spot on the pink. I could see it in the mirror—proof of my arousal, proof of my shame.

I pulled the waistband down just enough to free my cock. It sprang out, hard and leaking, the head purple with need. But I kept the panties on, pulled down under my balls, the fabric framing my cock obscenely.

This was wrong.

But I couldn’t stop.

My hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking in long, slow pulls. My other hand stayed on my chest, pinching my nipple through the mesh. In the mirror, I looked like a perverted version of myself—a guy in pink panties with his cock out, touching himself like some desperate slut.

The thought made me stroke faster.

“Fuck,” I gasped, watching myself. “Fuck, fuck, fuck—”

My hips started thrusting into my hand, the panties slipping lower with each movement. I could feel the silky fabric against my thighs, bunched around my balls, caressing skin that had never been touched by anything so soft.

I imagined someone watching me. Scarlett, maybe. Or that man in the suit. Or one of the clients I’d service today. Watching me jerk off in panties like a desperate sissy who couldn’t control himself.

The fantasy shouldn’t have worked.

But it did.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my strokes turning frantic. “Oh god, I’m—”

My orgasm hit like a freight train.

Cum spurted from my cock in thick ropes, splashing across the mirror, on my chest, coating my hand. I kept stroking through it, milking every drop, my whole body shaking with the intensity.

When it finally subsided, I slumped against the wall, panting.

The mirror was streaked with my cum. My chest had droplets clinging to the mesh shirt. My hand was coated. And the pink panties, still bunched under my balls, had escaped relatively unscathed.

I stared at my reflection.

A guy who’d just jerked off in women’s underwear. A guy who’d cum harder than he ever had before, watching himself look like a sissy.

The shame hit me then.

What had I done?

What was I becoming?

I cleaned up quickly, wiping the mirror and my chest with a towel, pulling the panties back up over my softening cock. The fabric felt even more intimate now, slightly damp from pre-cum and sweat.

I had twenty minutes before my shift.

Twenty minutes to accept what I’d just discovered about myself.

I liked it.

God help me, I’d liked wearing panties. Liked seeing myself feminized. Liked the shame and arousal mixed together in a toxic cocktail I couldn’t resist.

And the worst part?

I wanted more.

I wanted to see what else would make me feel this way. What else would make my cock throb with that same desperate need.

The realization terrified me.

But it also excited me in a way I couldn’t deny.

I looked at the clock. 9:47 AM.

Thirteen minutes until I touched another man’s cock for the first time.

Thirteen minutes until I became exactly what Scarlett said I was.

A sissy.

A girl.

Someone who existed to serve.

I pulled the mesh shirt down, adjusted the panties one more time, and stared at my reflection.

“Just six months,” I whispered.

But the guy in the mirror didn’t look like he believed it anymore.

He looked like someone who was already changing.

Already lost.

Already becoming something else entirely.

I walked to the door, hand on the knob, ready to go to my first shift.

Ready to start earning my quota.

Ready to service my first client.

The pink panties hugged my ass as I stepped into the hallway, and despite everything—despite the fear and shame and confusion—my cock was already starting to harden again.

What the fuck was happening to me?

And why did part of me want to find out?


Chapter 4: Glory Hole Baptism

At exactly 10 AM, I stood outside Booth 7 in Glory Hall 3, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might burst through my chest.

The hallway smelled like sex. There was no other way to describe it—musk, sweat, and something else. Something primal that made my skin prickle with awareness.

Scarlett was already there, leaning against the wall outside the booth, her leather outfit gleaming under the purple lights.

“Ready for your first shift?” she asked, though it wasn’t really a question.

“No.”

“Good answer. Honesty is refreshing.” She pushed off the wall and opened the door to the booth. “Come on. Let’s get you started.”

The booth was small—maybe four feet by six feet. The floor was padded, covered in what looked like vinyl for easy cleaning. A small shelf held bottles of lube and a box of tissues. And in the wall, at about waist height if someone were standing, was the hole.

Perfectly circular. About four inches in diameter. Smooth edges.

Just a hole in a wall.

But on the other side was a person. A man. Who would put his cock through that hole. And I would…

“Strip,” Scarlett said, closing the door behind us. The space felt even smaller with both of us in it.

“What?”

“The panties. Take them off. Cum stains are expensive, and you’ll definitely get messy your first time.” She gestured impatiently. “Come on. You’ve got a client waiting on the other side.”

My hands shook as I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of the pink panties. Someone was already there. Already waiting. Ready to use me.

I pushed the panties down and stepped out of them. The mesh shirt followed. Now I was completely naked, my cock already half-hard from nerves and adrenaline and something else I didn’t want to name.

“Good. Sit down, facing the wall.” Scarlett picked up one of the lube bottles. “You’ll use this if the client requests it. Most just want a hand, though. Nothing fancy for your first time.”

I sank to the padded floor, my legs folding under me. The hole was right at face level now, dark and empty.

Not empty for long.

“Remember,” Scarlett said, standing over me. “Touch it. Stroke it. Make them cum. That’s the whole job. You do that, you get paid. Ten dollars per completion. Simple.”

Simple. Right.

She tapped something on the wall—a button I hadn’t noticed. I heard a mechanical sound, then—

A cock pushed through the hole.

My breath caught.

It was huge.

I mean, objectively, I knew it probably wasn’t actually huge. Maybe seven inches, average girth. But compared to mine, compared to any cock I’d seen in person, it looked enormous.

And it was right there. Inches from my face. Semi-hard, twitching slightly, the head already glistening with pre-cum.

“Touch it,” Scarlett commanded.

I couldn’t move. My hand stayed frozen at my side, my whole body locked up.

“Evan.” Her voice dropped to that dangerous tone. “Touch. It. Now.”

My hand lifted, trembling. My fingers extended toward the shaft.

The moment my skin made contact, the cock twitched violently.

It was hot. That was the first thing I noticed. Hotter than I expected. And the skin was softer, sliding over the hardness underneath. My fingers barely wrapped around the girth.

“Good girl,” Scarlett said. “Now stroke it. Up and down. Find a rhythm.”

I pulled my hand up the shaft, feeling every vein, every ridge. My thumb brushed over the head, smearing the pre-cum, and the cock pulsed in my grip.

Someone on the other side groaned.

The sound went straight to my own cock.

“That’s it,” Scarlett encouraged. “Keep going. Stroke it like you’d stroke your own. Find what feels good.”

I established a rhythm. Up, over the head, back down to where the cock emerged from the hole. Up, squeeze slightly, down. The shaft hardened further in my grip, growing thicker, longer.

I was making a man hard.

With my hand.

For money.

“You’re a natural,” Scarlett said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. “Look at you go. And look at yourself.”

I glanced down.

My cock was rock hard, pointing straight up, pre-cum already leaking from the tip.

“I’m not—” I started to protest.

“You’re hard as diamond from stroking another man’s cock,” Scarlett interrupted. “Your body knows the truth even if your brain doesn’t. You’re turned on. Accept it.”

I was. God help me, I was.

The cock in my hand started pulsing rhythmically. The man on the other side was breathing harder, making small grunting sounds. I could feel his orgasm building, could sense it in the way his cock swelled, the way pre-cum flowed freely now.

“He’s close,” Scarlett said. “Keep your grip firm. Don’t stop. Let him cum.”

I stroked faster, my hand sliding easily now from all the pre-cum and sweat. The cock was throbbing in my palm, hot and insistent and—

It exploded.

Thick ropes of cum shot from the tip, splashing across my face before I could react. The second spurt hit my chest. The third my shoulder. I kept stroking through it all, milking the cock as it pulsed and spurted, coating my hand, dripping down my wrist.

The smell hit me then. Musky, salty, masculine. It was overwhelming.

And my own cock throbbed harder.

“Don’t stop until he’s finished,” Scarlett instructed.

I kept stroking, gentler now, as the spurts turned to dribbles. The cock softened slightly in my grip, still twitching with aftershocks.

Finally, it pulled back through the hole, disappearing.

I sat there, naked on the floor, covered in a stranger’s cum, my hand sticky and my face dripping.

“Look at you,” Scarlett said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Covered in cum. Hard as a rock. Tell me you didn’t enjoy that.”

I opened my mouth to deny it.

Nothing came out.

Because she was right. My cock was straining upward, leaking pre-cum onto my thigh. My heart was racing not from fear but from excitement. And the smell of cum on my face, the feel of it cooling on my skin…

It shouldn’t be turning me on.

But it was.

“That’s what I thought.” Scarlett tapped the button again. “Let’s do another one. Can’t have you earning just ten dollars your first hour.”

“Wait, I need to clean—”

Another cock pushed through the hole.

This one was different. Thicker, darker-skinned, with a pronounced upward curve. It was already fully hard, the head an angry purple.

“No cleaning between clients,” Scarlett said. “The cum on your face is a badge of honor. Wear it proudly. Now stroke.”

My hand, still sticky with the first man’s cum, wrapped around the second cock.

It was hotter than the first. Or maybe I was just more aware now. My palm slid along the shaft, using the residual cum as impromptu lube. The texture was slightly different—the skin darker, the veins more pronounced.

“Good girl,” Scarlett purred. “See how easy it is? Just a hand. Just some motion. Make them feel good, and they’ll pay you.”

I found my rhythm faster this time. Up, twist slightly at the head, down, squeeze at the base. The cock responded immediately, pulsing in my grip.

This man was vocal. I could hear him through the wall, moaning, encouraging.

“Fuck yeah, just like that.”

“Your hand feels so good.”

“Don’t stop.”

The words affected me more than they should have. Someone was getting pleasure from my touch. From my service. And that knowledge made my own cock leak steadily.

Scarlett noticed. “You’re dripping everywhere. Your cock knows what your brain won’t admit—you love this. You love making men cum.”

“I don’t—”

“Then why are you about to cum yourself? Just from stroking a cock? Hmm?”

I wasn’t going to cum. I wasn’t. I was just aroused from the situation, from the taboo, from—

The cock in my hand swelled massively.

“He’s cumming!” the man shouted.

This time I was more prepared. I angled the cock downward, toward my chest instead of my face.

But the first spurt was so powerful it shot past my chest, hitting my chin. The next hit my collarbone. The third, fourth, fifth covered my chest and stomach, hot and thick.

I kept stroking, kept milking, watching cum pour from the cock in my hand like a fountain. There was so much. It coated my fingers, dripped down to my wrist, pooled in the hollow of my throat.

The man on the other side groaned long and low, his cock pulsing weakly as I squeezed out the last drops.

Then it too withdrew.

I sat there, even more covered now, cum dripping down my chest in thick rivulets. The smell was overwhelming—two different men, two different loads, all over me.

And my cock was throbbing so hard it hurt.

“Twenty dollars earned,” Scarlett said, making a note on a tablet. “Two down. How many more can you handle this hour?”

“I need to clean up,” I said, my voice hoarse.

“You need to work.” She tapped the button.

A third cock appeared.

“No,” I protested weakly. “Please, I need a break—”

“Your break is between shifts. Right now, you work.” Scarlett crouched beside me, her face close to mine. “And Evan? You’re going to keep working until you admit you like it. Until you stop lying to yourself.”

The third cock was average-sized, uncut, the head peeking out from the foreskin. It bobbed slightly, waiting.

“I don’t—”

“Touch it.”

My cum-covered hand wrapped around the shaft.

It felt different. The foreskin slid under my palm, revealing the sensitive head underneath. The man gasped.

“That’s it,” Scarlett whispered. “Feel how he reacts to your touch. You have power here. You make them feel good. You control their pleasure.”

I stroked experimentally, sliding the foreskin up and down, learning what made him moan.

“See?” Scarlett’s breath was hot against my ear. “You’re good at this. A natural cock-stroker. Maybe you were meant for this all along.”

“Shut up,” I muttered, but there was no heat in it.

Because part of me wondered if she was right.

Part of me was enjoying this. The power. The reactions. The way I could make a man moan just by varying my grip or speed.

And part of me was desperately, shamefully aroused by being covered in cum, by the smell and the mess and the wrongness of it all.

I stroked faster, establishing a rhythm. The man on the other side was getting close already—I could tell from the way his cock swelled, the way his breathing changed.

“Where do you think he’ll cum?” Scarlett asked playfully. “Your face again? Your mouth?”

“My mouth?”

“Not today. But soon. Once you’re comfortable with handjobs, we’ll move to oral.” Her finger traced the line of cum down my chest. “Won’t be long now. A week, maybe. Then you’ll be sucking cock like you were born to do it.”

The image she painted shouldn’t have affected me.

But my cock lurched, leaking more pre-cum.

The second cock pulsed in my hand, then pulled back through the hole.

Scarlett checked her tablet. “Twenty dollars. Two clients. For a first timer, that’s acceptable.” She studied me, covered in cum, my cock hard in my panties. “Tomorrow, you’ll need to work faster. More clients per shift. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“Good. Now clean yourself up and get back to your room.”



When the second cock withdrew, Scarlett opened the booth door.

“Good work for your first time,” she said, looking me over. The cum on my face and chest seemed to please her. “Two clients, twenty dollars earned. Not bad.”

Twenty dollars. Out of a three hundred dollar weekly quota.

The math was brutal.

“Clean up enough to walk back to your room,” Scarlett said, handing me a towel. “Shift ends at 2 PM. You’re scheduled again tomorrow, same time.”

I wiped myself down, but the towel could only do so much. Cum still clung to my hair, my skin. The smell was overwhelming.

“Your earnings are credited to your account,” Scarlett continued. “Minus two dollars for booth usage and supplies. Net is eighteen dollars.”

Eighteen dollars. For two hours of work. For two handjobs. For being covered in strangers’ cum.

She handed me back my panties. “Get dressed.”

I pulled on the panties, wincing as the fabric stuck to my still-damp skin. They immediately showed wet spots where I’d missed cleaning.

I looked obscene.

“Tomorrow, aim for at least three clients,” Scarlett said. “You need to build speed if you want to make quota. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

She left, and I stood there alone in the booth, covered in cum, wearing cum-stained panties, trying to process what had just happened.

I’d touched two cocks. Made two men cum. Earned eighteen dollars.

And my own cock was still hard.

I walked back to my room, acutely aware of how I looked. How I smelled. Two people passed me in the halls, and both of them knew immediately what I’d been doing.

One—a participant in lingerie—gave me a sympathetic smile.

The other—a man in a suit—looked me up and down with obvious interest but said nothing.

When I finally reached my room and locked the door behind me, I caught sight of myself in the mirror.

I looked wrecked. Hair messy and sticky, face streaked with dried cum, chest covered in streaks. The panties were damp, clinging to my still-hard cock.

Still hard.

After two hours of stroking other men’s cocks, after being covered in their cum, after doing something I’d never imagined doing—my cock was still hard.

I staggered to the bathroom and turned on the shower. Hot water beat down on me, washing away the evidence. Cum swirled down the drain, the smell slowly dissipating.

But even as I scrubbed myself clean, my cock stayed rigid.

Because I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

The weight of those two cocks in my hand. The way they pulsed when they came. The heat of cum splashing across my skin.

My hand wrapped around my own cock, stroking in the same rhythm I’d used on two strangers.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips thrusting into my fist.

I came embarrassingly fast, my cum adding to the mess washing down the drain. But even after, standing under the spray, I couldn’t stop thinking.

I’d made eighteen dollars today.

Just from two handjobs.

That was barely anything toward my $300 weekly quota. At this rate, I’d need to service dozens of men per week just to break even.

The math was brutal.

I turned off the shower and dried myself, pulling on clean panties—white ones this time.

Eighteen dollars in one shift.

I sat on my bed, staring at my reflection.

How was I supposed to meet quota doing this? Two clients in two hours. That’s only nine dollars an hour. I’d need to work… I did the math in my head. Over thirty hours a week. Just to make $300.

And that was before fees.

The realization was crushing.

I was trapped in a system designed to keep me working. To keep me desperate. To keep me servicing more and more men until it became normal.

I lay back on my bed, closing my eyes.

Six months.

At this rate, what would I become in six months?

Would I even recognize myself?

The answer terrified me.

Because after just one day—one shift—I was already changing.

Already becoming something else.

Already thinking about cock in a way I never had before.

And the worst part?

Despite my fear, despite my shame, despite everything—

My cock was still half-hard, already anticipating tomorrow.


Chapter 5: Luna’s Wisdom

I ran into her two days later.

Literally ran into her—I was walking back from my third glory hole shift, still sticky with cum despite my attempt to wipe it off, when I rounded a corner and collided with someone much shorter than me.

“Oof!” she squeaked, stumbling backward.

I caught her arm instinctively. “Sorry, I didn’t see—”

I froze.

She was stunning.

Pink hair in a cute bob cut, the tips just brushing her shoulders. Bright green eyes that sparkled with amusement. A smattering of freckles across honey-tan skin. She wore a tiny pink crop top that showed off a flat stomach and small but perfect breasts, paired with a white pleated mini-skirt that barely covered her ass. Platform heels added at least four inches to her height, bringing her from maybe five-five to five-nine.

And most notably—a visible bulge in that skirt.

My brain short-circuited trying to process what I was seeing.

“No worries!” she said brightly, her voice high and bubbly. “I’m Luna. You must be new! I haven’t seen you around before.”

“Evan,” I managed. “I’ve been here… four days.”

“Four days!” She clapped her hands together excitedly, and I noticed her nails—long, pink acrylics with little gems at the tips. “Oh my god, you’re like, super fresh! How are you liking it so far?”

I stared at her. “How am I… liking it?”

“Yeah! The Institute, the work, everything!” She bounced on her heels—actually bounced—and I caught myself staring at the way her breasts moved under the crop top. “It’s amazing here, right? I’ve been here for two years and I still love every day.”

Two years. She’d been here for two years voluntarily?

“I’m… adjusting,” I said carefully.

Luna giggled—a high, musical sound that shouldn’t have been attractive but somehow was. “That’s code for ‘it’s terrifying and I hate it,’ right? Don’t worry, babe. Everyone feels like that at first. But trust me, it gets so much better!”

Babe. She’d called me babe.

“I don’t think—”

“Walk with me?” She linked her arm through mine before I could protest. “I was just heading back to my room. We can talk! I love meeting new girls.”

Girls. Plural. Including me.

I should have corrected her. Should have said I wasn’t a girl, wasn’t planning to become one, was just trying to survive six months.

But she was already pulling me down the hallway, chattering away, and I found myself following.

“So what’s your specialty so far?” Luna asked. “Glory holes? Room work? Maid service?”

“Glory holes,” I admitted. “Handjobs.”

“Ooh, classic starter position!” She squeezed my arm. “I remember my first week doing those. My hand was so sore! But you build up endurance quick. How’s your quota looking?”

“I’m… managing. Made about three hundred this week so far.”

“Just barely meeting quota then.” Luna made a sympathetic sound. “Yeah, glory holes are rough for money. You work your ass off for like, ten bucks a pop. Literally.”

We reached her room—843, just a few doors down from mine. She unlocked it and pulled me inside.

Her room was… different from mine. Pink everywhere. Fairy lights strung along the walls. Posters of pop stars and models. A vanity covered in makeup. Clothes overflowing from an open closet—dresses, lingerie, costumes.

It looked like a teenage girl’s room.

“Cute, right?” Luna spun in a circle, her skirt flaring up enough to show she was wearing pink panties that barely contained her bulge. “I’ve been decorating for two years. The Institute lets you personalize once you’ve been here a few months.”

“It’s very… pink,” I said.

“Pink is my signature!” She struck a pose, hip cocked. “Everything about me is pink. Hair, nails, room, even my cage.”

“Your what?”

Luna’s smile turned mischievous. “Oh, you don’t have one yet? Girl, you’re missing out!”

She lifted her skirt without hesitation.

Underneath the pink panties, visible through the sheer fabric, was a small device. Pink plastic, curved and snug, with a little padlock at the base.

A chastity cage.

“This is the CB-6000,” Luna explained, tracing her finger over the visible outline. “Keeps my clitty locked up nice and tight. See?”

She pulled her panties to the side, and I got a full view.

Her cock—she’d called it a clitty, and it was small enough that the term fit—was enclosed in the pink plastic cage. Maybe three inches long when caged. The device followed the contour of her cock, holding it firmly in place. The padlock dangled from the ring at the base, secured around her balls.

“You can’t…” I trailed off, unsure how to phrase it.

“Get hard? Nope!” Luna let her skirt drop. “Well, I can try, but the cage stops me. It’s like, the most frustrating and amazing feeling ever. You get so horny, but you can’t do anything about it. So all that energy goes into serving clients instead.”

She said it so casually, like she was describing a diet plan.

“And you… like that?” I asked.

“Oh my god, yes!” Luna bounced over to her bed and sat down, patting the space beside her. “Sit, sit. Let me explain.”

I sat gingerly on the edge of her bed, very aware of how close she was. She smelled like strawberries.

“So here’s the thing,” Luna said, leaning in conspiratorially. “Being caged changes everything. Like, when you can jerk off whenever you want, you get satisfied too easily, right? But when you’re locked up, you stay horny all the time. Every cock you see, every client you service, every sexual thing—it all builds up because you can’t release.”

“That sounds awful.”

“It sounds awful,” she agreed, “but it’s actually amazing. Because all that sexual energy? It makes you desperate to serve. To please. And when you finally do cum—” She bit her lip, her eyes going distant. “When you finally cum from getting fucked, or from having your nipples played with, or from a vibe on your cage… it’s like a hundred times more intense than any orgasm you’ve ever had.”

The way she described it, breathless and excited, made my cock twitch in my panties.

“Who has the key?” I asked.

“Scarlett.” Luna pulled a necklace out from under her crop top—a small silver key. “Just kidding! This is a fake one I wear for aesthetics. Scarlett has the real key. She’s had it for six months now.”

“Six months without—”

“Without touching my clitty? Yep!” Luna seemed proud of this. “Best six months of my life. Well, after the first month of adjustment hell. But now I wouldn’t want to be uncaged. It’s part of who I am.”

I tried to imagine going six months without being able to touch myself. The thought was horrifying.

And slightly arousing.

“But doesn’t it hurt?” I asked. “When you get hard, I mean?”

“Oh, it does at first!” Luna confirmed. “Especially at night, or when you wake up, or when you’re servicing a really hot client. The cage digs in, and it’s super uncomfortable. But your body learns. After a while, you stop getting as hard. You stop thinking about your own cock entirely. It becomes just… there. Not important.”

“Not important,” I echoed.

“Right! Because what matters is the client’s cock. Their pleasure. Your mouth, your ass, your hands—those are your tools. Your own dick?” She shrugged. “Irrelevant.”

The philosophy was disturbing. And yet, something about the way she said it, with such certainty and contentment, made me wonder.

“How long have you been here again?” I asked.

“Two years! I signed up willingly when I was twenty. Best decision ever.” Luna pulled her legs up onto the bed, crossing them. Her skirt rode up, showing more of those pink panties. “I was broke, closeted, miserable. Then I found the Institute and realized—this is where I belong. This is who I am.”

“A prostitute?” The word came out harsher than I intended.

Luna didn’t flinch. “A service provider. A sissy. A girl who happens to have a clitty. Whatever you want to call it. I’m happy here, Evan. Happier than I’ve ever been outside.”

“But you’re trapped,” I argued. “The contract, the debt—”

“I’m not trapped.” She leaned forward, her green eyes intense. “I chose this. I could leave after my contract ended. But I signed for another two years because I wanted to. Because this is my life now, and I love it.”

The conviction in her voice was unsettling.

“You’ll understand eventually,” Luna said, softening. “Everyone comes here thinking it’s temporary. Thinking they’ll tough it out and leave. But the Institute changes you. In good ways. You discover parts of yourself you didn’t know existed.”

“I’m not going to change,” I said firmly. “I’m just here for the money.”

Luna’s smile was knowing. “That’s what I said too. Now look at me—pink hair, fake tits, permanent cage, and happier than ever. The transformation happens whether you fight it or not.”

“You have fake tits?” I blurted out, then immediately felt embarrassed.

But Luna just laughed. “Yep! The Institute has a doctor—Dr. Lyra—who does all kinds of body mods. I got implants after six months. Just B-cups, nothing crazy. But they make such a difference for client appeal.” She cupped her breasts through her crop top. “Want to feel? They’re really good quality.”

“I—no, that’s—”

“Oh come on, don’t be shy!” She grabbed my hand and placed it on her breast before I could protest.

It was soft. Warm. Real-feeling, despite knowing it was an implant. My palm covered the small mound completely, and I could feel her nipple hardening under the thin fabric.

“See?” Luna said, her voice slightly breathier. “Feels real, right? Dr. Lyra does amazing work. She can do all sorts of stuff—tits, lip fillers, hormone treatments, even bottom surgery if you want.”

I pulled my hand back quickly, my face burning. “I’m not getting surgery.”

“Not yet,” Luna agreed. “But maybe someday. The Institute likes to start slow. First panties, then makeup, then maybe some lip injections or a small chest. It’s a gradual process.”

“I’m not doing any of that.”

“Mmhmm.” Her smile suggested she didn’t believe me. “Hey, speaking of which—have you been to the salon yet?”

“What salon?”

“Oh girl, you haven’t! Okay, so there’s an in-house salon. Bianca runs it. She does hair, makeup, nails, the whole thing. And here’s the secret—” Luna leaned in close again. “Once you get properly feminized at the salon, you can start taking room clients instead of just glory holes. And room clients pay way more. Like, fifty to a hundred dollars per session instead of ten.”

That got my attention. “Really?”

“Really! But clients want you to look pretty. Feminine. Not just some guy in panties, you know? They want the fantasy. So you need to commit to the look.” She gestured at herself. “Like me. I do room clients almost exclusively now. Make way more money for way less work.”

Fifty to a hundred dollars per client versus ten. The math was compelling.

“What does ‘properly feminized’ mean?” I asked cautiously.

“Well, for starters—hair. Either growing it out or extensions or wigs. Then makeup—full face, not just lip gloss. Manicured nails. Feminine clothes, like dresses or lingerie. Basically, you need to pass as female enough that clients can maintain the fantasy.”

“I can’t pass as female,” I protested.

Luna tilted her head, studying me. “Hmm, actually, you could. You’ve got a pretty face. Slim build. Not super masculine. Yeah, with the right styling, you’d make a cute girl.”

The compliment shouldn’t have pleased me.

But it did.

“I don’t want to look like a girl,” I said, but even I could hear the uncertainty in my voice.

“Everyone says that at first.” Luna patted my knee. “But then you realize—it’s just easier. More profitable. And honestly? More fun. Once you commit to it, once you let yourself be feminine, it’s so freeing. You stop trying to be something you’re not.”

“I’m not—”

“Not what? Not feminine? Evan, you’re sitting here in pink panties with cum still in your hair from servicing twelve cocks today. That ship has kind of sailed.”

I touched my hair self-consciously. She was right—I’d missed a spot when cleaning up.

“The point is,” Luna continued gently, “you’re already on the path. The Institute is just helping you discover who you really are. And honestly? I bet you’re going to be gorgeous once you’re fully transformed.”

“I’m not transforming,” I insisted.

“Sure, babe.” She stood up, smoothing down her skirt. “Hey, I need to get ready for a client in twenty minutes, but let’s hang out again soon, okay? I’ll show you the ropes. Introduce you to the other girls. It’s way easier when you have friends here.”

“Other girls?”

“Sissies, trans girls, femboys—whatever you want to call us. There’s like a dozen of us on this floor. We help each other out. Share tips, lend clothes, whatever.” She walked me to the door. “You don’t have to do this alone, Evan.”

The kindness in her voice was almost too much.

“Thanks,” I managed.

Luna pulled me into a sudden hug. She was small enough that my face ended up buried in her pink hair, inhaling that strawberry scent. I felt her breasts press against my chest, soft and real. Felt the firm outline of her caged clitty against my thigh.

My cock hardened instantly.

She pulled back with a knowing smile. “Someone’s excited.”

“I—sorry, I didn’t—”

“Don’t apologize for getting hard around me. It’s adorable.” She opened the door. “See you around, babe. And seriously—think about the salon. Your quota will thank you.”

I stepped into the hallway in a daze.

What the fuck had just happened?

I’d just met the most confusing person I’d ever encountered. A guy who looked and sounded like a cute girl, with breasts and a sweet voice and a bubble butt. But also a cock, locked away in a cage, and balls, and—

And I’d gotten hard from hugging her.

Him?

Her?

I didn’t even know what pronouns to use in my own head.

I walked back to my room, my thoughts spinning.

Luna was happy here. Genuinely happy. Had been for two years and wanted to stay longer.

How was that possible?

How could someone be happy being a prostitute, being feminized, being kept in a cage?

But she was. I’d seen it in her eyes, heard it in her voice. She loved this life.

And she thought I would too.

Would I?

I looked at myself in my mirror. Pink panties, cum-streaked hair, slim body that she’d said could “pass as female.”

I couldn’t.

Could I?

The thought should have horrified me.

Instead, I felt something else entirely.

Curiosity.

What would I look like fully feminized? With makeup and styled hair and feminine clothes?

Would clients really pay more?

Would I earn enough to exceed my quota easily?

Would I…

Would I like how it felt?

I pushed the thought away, but it lingered.

Luna’s words echoed in my head: The transformation happens whether you fight it or not.

No.

I was just here for the money. Six months and done.

But as I lay in bed that night, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. About her pink hair and bright smile and the way her cage had looked, keeping her locked and desperate.

About the way she’d said “You’ll understand eventually” with such certainty.

About the way my cock had hardened from a simple hug.

What the fuck was happening to me?

And why did part of me want to go back to Luna’s room and ask her more questions?

Questions like: How did you know you were ready for the salon?

How does it feel to have breasts?

Does the cage really make everything better?

And most importantly: Will I end up like you?

I fell asleep with those questions unanswered.

But I had a feeling—a disturbing, exciting, terrifying feeling—that I’d find out the answers soon enough.

Whether I wanted to or not.


Chapter 6: Quota Pressure

Saturday night arrived with all the weight of an executioner’s blade.

I sat on my bed, staring at the tracker Scarlett had given me. The little screen glowed with damning numbers:

Week 1 Earnings: $260 Quota Required: $300 Shortfall: $40

Forty dollars short.

It didn’t seem like much. But according to the orientation packet, that forty-dollar shortfall would accrue daily interest. And worse—I’d failed to meet my first quota.

There would be consequences.

The knock on my door came at exactly 9 PM.

“Open up, Evan.” Scarlett’s voice, cold and sharp.

I opened the door wearing only my panties—pink ones, because I’d run out of clean white ones and hadn’t figured out the laundry system yet.

Scarlett stood there in her signature black leather, her ice-blue eyes scanning the tracker I still held.

“Forty short,” she said. “Not a great first week.”

“I worked every shift,” I protested. “Four hours a day, six days—”

“And you still couldn’t manage three hundred dollars.” She pushed past me into my room. “Do you know what that tells me?”

“That glory hole handjobs don’t pay enough?”

“That you’re not trying hard enough.” She turned to face me. “Twelve handjobs a day, ten dollars each—that should be a hundred and twenty per day. Six days, you should have made over seven hundred. But you barely made two hundred sixty. Why?”

“Some shifts were slower,” I said defensively. “Not as many clients. And Marcus took fees—”

“Marcus took standard booth fees. Twelve dollars per shift. Seventy-two total.” Scarlett pulled out her tablet. “Which means your base earning was three hundred thirty-two. You actually exceeded quota.”

Relief flooded through me. “So I’m not—”

“Except.” Her finger scrolled down. “You also used Institute towels without authorization. Twenty dollars. Took extra shower time. Fifteen dollars. Requested a different panty style mid-week. Twenty-five dollars. And used the communal kitchen twice. Thirty dollars total.” She looked up. “Your net after deductions is two hundred sixty. Forty short.”

The relief evaporated. “You charge for towels?”

“We charge for everything. This is a business, Evan. Nothing is free. You want amenities, you pay for them. You want to exceed quota and have spending money? You work harder.” She set down her tablet. “Which brings us to consequences.”

My stomach dropped. “What kind of consequences?”

“Fifty dollars added to your Institute debt,” Scarlett said. “Per day you’re short. That’s fifty today, another fifty tomorrow, and so on until you clear the shortfall.”

“That’s not fair! It compounds!”

“Life isn’t fair. The contract is. You agreed to these terms.” She walked to my mirror, studying her reflection. “You have two options. One: work extra shifts this week to make up the deficit. At your current rate, that’s four additional shifts. Or two: accept enhanced assignments that pay more.”

“What about just working more shifts?” I asked desperately. “Extra glory hole time. I can do more handjobs—”

“That’s an option.” Scarlett’s smile turned calculating. “You’d need four extra shifts to clear the shortfall. Starting tonight if you want to avoid the daily penalty.”

Four extra shifts sounded brutal. But it was better than whatever “enhanced assignments” meant.

“I’ll do it,” I said quickly. “Extra shifts. Just… regular handjobs.”

“Your choice.” She headed for the door. “Glory Hall 3, Booth 7. Be there in an hour. And Evan? You better work fast. You need at least forty dollars tonight to avoid tomorrow’s penalty.”



An hour later, I was back in the booth, naked except for my panties, kneeling on the floor.

The supervisor on duty—Marcus, the same bored man from before—barely looked at me as he activated the booth.

“Make it quick,” he said. “You’ve got two hours. After that, we close for the night.”

The first cock appeared almost immediately.

I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking mechanically. The routine was familiar now—up, twist, down, squeeze. I’d done this enough times to know what worked.

The man came within minutes, spraying across my chest. Ten dollars.

The second cock was larger, took longer. Fifteen minutes of steady stroking before he finally came. Another ten dollars.

Two down. Two to go to make my forty.

The third cock appeared, and I grabbed it eagerly, desperate to finish and get out of here.

But this client was different. Rougher. He thrust through the hole aggressively, his cock jabbing forward each time I stroked.

“Yeah, jerk it,” he growled from the other side. “Faster.”

I increased my speed, my hand flying along his shaft. He was getting close, I could feel it—the familiar swelling, the pre-cum flowing freely.

“Gonna blow,” he grunted.

I angled his cock downward, toward the floor, trying to avoid another messy facial.

But he thrust forward hard at the exact moment he came.

The first spurt caught me completely off guard—shooting directly into my open mouth as I’d been breathing hard from the exertion.

I gasped in shock, and more cum splashed across my lips, my tongue.

The taste hit me like a physical blow. Bitter. Salty. Thick and warm and overwhelming.

I spat reflexively, but some had already gone down my throat. The rest coated my tongue, my lips, the inside of my mouth.

“Fuck yeah,” the man groaned, his cock still pulsing, more cum dripping onto my chest. “Swallow it, slut.”

He pulled back through the hole, leaving me kneeling there, cum on my tongue, the taste making me gag.

I reached for the tissues on the shelf, trying to wipe my mouth, but the taste wouldn’t go away. It coated everything—my tongue, my throat, even my teeth seemed to carry the flavor.

I’d gotten cum in my mouth.

Actually in my mouth.

Swallowed some of it.

My stomach churned, but my cock—traitorously—throbbed harder against my panties.

Marcus knocked on the door. “You done? Next client’s waiting.”

I couldn’t speak. Just stared at the wall, the taste of cum overwhelming everything.

“Hey! You okay in there?”

“Yes,” I managed, my voice hoarse. “I’m… I’m fine.”

The fourth cock appeared.

I stared at it, my hand shaking. The taste was still there. Still coating my mouth. And now I had to touch another cock, earn another ten dollars.

I wrapped my fingers around it and stroked mechanically, trying not to think about what had just happened. Trying not to taste it. Trying not to think about how my cock was harder than ever.

This client took forever. Twenty minutes of constant stroking before he finally came, spraying across my already-covered chest.

Ten dollars.

I’d made my forty.

Marcus handed me a towel when I emerged. “You look like shit. Go clean up.”

I walked back to my room in a daze, barely noticing the people I passed. All I could think about was the taste. That bitter, salty, overwhelming taste that wouldn’t go away.

When I reached my room, I immediately went to the bathroom sink, rinsing my mouth over and over with water. But the taste lingered, persistent, burned into my memory.

I’d tasted cum.

Not just on my lips like before—actually in my mouth. On my tongue. Down my throat.

And the worst part?

The absolute worst part?

I checked my reflection in the mirror. Cum-covered chest. Flushed face. And my cock—still rock hard in my damp panties, straining against the fabric.

I was turned on.

From having cum shot in my mouth.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

I pulled off my panties and stepped into the shower, letting hot water wash away the physical evidence. But the taste remained, no matter how much I scrubbed my mouth.

And my cock stayed hard.

I found myself touching it, stroking slowly, remembering that moment. The shock of cum hitting my tongue. The taste flooding my senses. The way my body had responded despite my horror.

“Fuck,” I gasped, stroking faster.

I came hard, my cum washing down the drain, mixing with the water and soap.

But even after—standing there clean, the taste finally fading—I couldn’t stop thinking about it.

I checked my tracker:

Week 1 Earnings: $300 Quota Required: $300 Shortfall: $0

I’d made it. Barely. Exactly three hundred. No surplus, no shortfall.

And I’d gotten cum in my mouth to do it.

Next week, I’d have to earn three hundred more. More handjobs. More long shifts. More chances for accidents like tonight.

Or maybe—and this thought scared me—not accidents. Maybe intentional. Maybe Scarlett would escalate. Maybe she’d require oral service soon.

And based on how my body had responded tonight, I wasn’t sure I could say no.

I climbed into bed, the ghost of that taste still haunting my tongue, and wondered what I was becoming.

How much further would I fall before six months was up?

The thought terrified me.

But my cock—already starting to harden again at the memory—suggested I might not hate it as much as I should.

Not long, I thought. It won’t be long before I’m doing this willingly.

The realization should have destroyed me.

Instead, it just made me harder.


Chapter 7: Salon Submission

Monday morning started with another knock on my door. I’d learned to dread that sound.

“Get dressed,” Scarlett called through the door. “We have an appointment.”

I pulled on my usual uniform—pink panties and mesh shirt. In just a week, it had become routine. That should have worried me more than it did.

When I opened the door, Scarlett was waiting with an unfamiliar expression on her face. Something almost like… excitement?

“Today’s the day,” she said.

“What day?”

“The day you stop looking like a boy in panties and start looking like what you really are.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me into the hallway. “Salon time.”

My stomach dropped. “I thought—I mean, Luna said I should decide when—”

“You’ve been deciding to stay mediocre. Glory holes only, barely making quota. Meanwhile, if you’d committed to proper feminization a week ago, you could be making double or triple in room sessions.” She pulled me toward the elevator. “Your earning potential is being wasted on stubbornness.”

“I’m not stubborn, I’m just—”

“Fighting the inevitable?” She pressed the button for the third floor. “That ends today.”

The elevator doors opened to reveal a floor I hadn’t seen before. Instead of the dark, sexual atmosphere of the glory hole levels, this floor was bright and clean. White walls, soft lighting, the smell of perfume and hair products.

A sign read: Velvet Institute Beauty Services - Bianca’s Salon

Scarlett led me through glass doors into a space that looked like any high-end salon. Styling stations with large mirrors, salon chairs, shelves of products. Soft music played. It was almost normal.

Except for the participant in one chair getting their makeup done while wearing only a lacy bra and panties. And the obvious bulge in those panties.

“Scarlett, darling!” A woman emerged from the back, and I immediately understood why Luna had called her elegant.

Bianca looked to be in her mid-thirties, with dark brown hair pulled into a high bun. A few grey streaks threaded through it—she didn’t bother to hide them. Warm brown eyes that somehow managed to be both maternal and mischievous. Olive Italian skin, smooth and well-maintained. She wore a salon smock over a pencil skirt, heels that added inches to her already impressive height, and her makeup was perfect.

“Is this him?” Bianca circled me, studying like an artist examining a blank canvas. “Oh, bellissimo! Such potential!”

“This is Evan,” Scarlett said. “First week. Needs the full treatment.”

“Full treatment? Oh yes, yes.” Bianca clapped her hands together. “The hair, the face, everything. I can work with this.” She touched my chin, turning my head left and right. “Good bone structure. Nice lips already—they’ll look gorgeous with the right color. And the hair, it’s healthy. Long enough for what I’m thinking.”

“What are you thinking?” I asked nervously.

Bianca’s smile was radiant. “You’ll see, cara mia. Come, sit.”

She guided me to a chair facing away from the mirror. “No peeking until we’re done. The reveal is the best part.”

Scarlett settled into a waiting chair, crossing her long legs. “I’ll stay to make sure he doesn’t run.”

“I wasn’t going to—”

“Shh.” Bianca draped a cape around me. “No talking. Let me work.”

She started with my hair. I felt her fingers combing through it, sectioning it, pulling. She hummed softly in Italian as she worked.

“Your hair is actually quite nice,” she said, her accent making the words musical. “Soft. Healthy. We keep what we have and add what we need. Extensions for length, yes?”

“I don’t want—”

“No talking.” Her tone was gentle but firm. “Trust Bianca.”

I felt her attaching something to my hair. Extensions? The weight increased as she worked, section by section. My hair had been short—typical guy’s cut, barely touching my collar. But as she worked, I felt it growing longer.

“Pigtails, I think,” Bianca mused. “Young, playful. Clients love pigtails.”

Oh god. Pigtails.

She worked for what felt like an hour, pulling, styling, spraying. My scalp tingled from all the tugging. Finally, she seemed satisfied with the hair and moved to my face.

“Close your eyes, bellissimo.”

I closed them. She started with my eyebrows, and I felt the sharp sting of tweezers plucking hairs. Over and over, reshaping, thinning.

“Men’s eyebrows—too thick, too straight,” she said. “We need feminine arch. There, perfect.”

Then came moisturizer, cool against my skin. Foundation, she called it. A brush dusting powder across my face. Something sticky on my lips—gloss, I realized. The chemical-sweet smell was overwhelming.

“Light makeup only,” Bianca explained. “You’re young, fresh. We don’t need heavy application. Just enhancement. A little color here, definition there…”

More brushes on my eyelids. Something being applied to my lashes. Blush on my cheeks.

“And done!” Bianca stepped back. “Scarlett, what do you think?”

“Perfect,” Scarlett said, and I could hear the satisfaction in her voice. “Exactly what I wanted.”

“Can I look?” I asked.

“Not yet.” Bianca removed the cape. “First, proper clothes. Can’t reveal perfection while wearing mesh.”

She disappeared into a back room and returned with a cute pink crop top—not mesh, but actual fabric—and a white pleated mini-skirt similar to Luna’s.

“Put these on,” she instructed.

I changed quickly, hyperaware of Scarlett watching. The crop top was tight, hugging my torso. The skirt was short, ending mid-thigh, the pleats swishing when I moved. I still wore my pink panties underneath, visible if I moved wrong.

“Heels?” Scarlett suggested.

“Not yet,” Bianca said. “Baby steps. But soon, yes. For now…” She produced a pair of pink flats. “These.”

I slipped them on. Even flats felt weird, more feminine than the bare feet or sneakers I was used to.

“Now,” Bianca said dramatically. “For the reveal. Close your eyes again.”

I closed them. I felt her turn the chair around.

“Open.”

I opened my eyes.

The mirror showed a stranger.

A girl with sandy brown hair pulled into two high pigtails, the extensions making them fall past my shoulders. Feminine arched eyebrows that completely changed my face. Light makeup that somehow made my eyes look bigger, my cheeks more defined, my lips fuller and glossier. The pink crop top showing just a hint of stomach. The white pleated skirt revealing legs that looked longer, more slender in this context.

I looked like a girl.

Not a guy in women’s clothes. Not a guy with makeup. A girl.

My throat closed up. My hands started shaking.

“Bellissimo!” Bianca clapped. “You see? I told you—such potential! You’re a pretty girl now, cara.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe. This wasn’t me. This couldn’t be me.

But it was. That was my face in the mirror, transformed but recognizable. My body in feminine clothes. My hair in pigtails that swished when I turned my head experimentally.

“Say thank you,” Scarlett prompted.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Thank you, Bianca.”

Bianca beamed. “You’re welcome, bellissimo. Come back in two weeks. We’ll touch up the color, maybe add some highlights. And we’ll talk about more permanent makeup options.”

Permanent? I didn’t want to think about permanent.

Scarlett stood. “Let’s go show you off.”

She paraded me through the Institute hallways. Three floors, past dozens of people. Staff, clients, other participants. Every single one stared.

Some whistled. Others made comments.

“Fresh meat looks good!”

“Love the pigtails.”

“How much for her?”

Her. They were calling me her.

We passed Luna in the hallway. She squealed with delight. “Oh my god, Evan! You look amazing! The pigtails are perfect on you!”

Perfect. On me. On her. On this girl I’d become.

Finally, Scarlett led me back to my room. “Look at yourself as much as you want. Get used to it. Tomorrow, you start taking room clients. With this look, you’ll be booked solid.”

She left me alone.

I walked to my full-length mirror and stared.

The girl in the mirror stared back. Pigtails framing a feminine face. Glossy lips slightly parted. Big eyes lined with subtle makeup. Crop top revealing a slim waist. Short skirt showing smooth legs.

I looked… pretty.

The thought hit me like a physical blow. I looked pretty. Fuckable. Like someone men would want to use.

My cock hardened, creating a noticeable bulge in the skirt.

I touched one of the pigtails experimentally. The hair was soft, longer than I’d ever had it. I tugged it gently, and the sensation sent tingles down my spine.

I looked like the girls I’d been attracted to in high school. The cute ones with ponytails or pigtails, wearing short skirts and crop tops.

Except now I was one of them.

My hand moved to my face, touching the makeup. The lipgloss felt sticky, foreign. But seeing my finger against those glossy lips sent a jolt of arousal through me.

I looked like a girl who gave blowjobs.

I looked like a girl who’d suck cock in an alley for money.

I looked like exactly what I’d become.

My cock throbbed harder, straining against the panties under my skirt.

This was wrong. I shouldn’t be turned on by this. Shouldn’t like seeing myself feminized.

But I did.

God help me, I did.

My hand slid down to the waistband of my panties. I pulled them down just enough to free my cock. It sprang out, hard and leaking, the head angry purple.

I looked at myself in the mirror—a girl in pigtails and a cute outfit with a cock out, hard and desperate.

The contrast was obscene. Intoxicating.

My hand wrapped around my shaft and I started stroking, slowly at first, then faster. My other hand came up to touch my face, my lips, smearing the gloss slightly.

In the mirror, I watched a pretty girl jerk off. I watched my pigtails bounce with the motion. Watched my glossy lips part as I moaned.

I imagined clients seeing me like this. Men booking me for room sessions, seeing this pretty face, these pigtails. Pulling my hair while they fucked my mouth. Making me look up at them with these big, made-up eyes while I sucked their cocks.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hand moving faster. “Fuck, fuck—”

I imagined being bent over in this skirt, pigtails swinging, makeup smeared, being used by client after client. Being pretty while being fucked. Being feminine while serving cock.

The fantasy sent me over the edge.

I came hard, shooting across the mirror, streaks of cum painting over my reflection. My whole body shook, my free hand gripping the edge of my desk for support.

When it subsided, I slumped against the wall, panting.

Cum dripped down the mirror, obscuring the girl in pigtails. That girl who was me. That girl I’d become.

Post-nut clarity hit like a bucket of ice water.

What had I done? What was I becoming?

I’d just jerked off to my own feminized reflection. I’d fantasized about being used while looking pretty. I’d cum harder from seeing myself as a girl than I ever had as a guy.

But even as shame flooded through me, even as I cleaned the mirror and tried to wash off the makeup (Bianca had used waterproof—it didn’t come off easily), I couldn’t deny the truth.

I’d looked pretty.

And I’d liked it.

The pigtails still swung when I moved my head. The makeup was smeared but still visible. The outfit still hugged my body in ways that shouldn’t feel good but did.

I changed into my panties only, leaving the clothes folded on my desk. But I couldn’t remove the pigtails without damaging the extensions. And the makeup, despite my scrubbing, still showed—faint liner around my eyes, a hint of blush, glossy lips that wouldn’t go matte.

I looked at myself one more time before bed.

Still feminized. Still pretty.

Still aroused despite having just cum.

Tomorrow, I’d take my first room client. A real client who’d see me like this. Who’d touch me, use me, fuck me while I looked like a girl.

The thought should have terrified me.

Instead, my cock started hardening again.

What the fuck was happening to me?

Luna had said the transformation was inevitable. That fighting it was pointless.

Looking at my reflection—at the girl with pigtails and smeared makeup and swollen lips from biting them while jerking off—I was starting to believe her.

Because this girl in the mirror?

She was me.

And part of me, a part that was growing stronger every day, wanted to see what else she could become.



I couldn’t sleep.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw myself in the mirror. Pretty. Feminine. Fuckable.

Every time I shifted, the pigtails moved, brushing against my shoulders, reminding me of what I’d let Bianca do.

What Scarlett had forced her to do.

What I’d secretly wanted her to do.

Around 2 AM, I got up and looked at myself again. In the dim light of my room, the makeup looked even more dramatic. My eyes seemed huge, my lips swollen and glossy. The pigtails gave me a youthful, innocent look that contrasted sharply with the knowledge of what I’d done—the cocks I’d stroked, the cum I’d swallowed.

I looked like a pornstar. A sissy pornstar.

And my cock approved, growing hard again despite having cum just hours ago.

I touched the pigtails, running my fingers through the extensions. They were good quality—felt real, moved naturally. Bianca knew her craft.

I wondered what clients would do with them. Would they pull them while fucking my mouth? Use them as handles? Stroke them while I serviced them?

The thoughts made me leak pre-cum onto my panties.

I climbed back into bed, but sleep still wouldn’t come. Instead, I lay there, touching the pigtails, feeling their weight, imagining tomorrow.

My first room client.

Someone who’d see me like this. Who’d pay fifty dollars or more to use me. Who’d touch my pretty face, pull my pretty hair, cum on my pretty lips.

By the time dawn broke, I’d jerked off twice more, both times staring at my feminized reflection, both times cumming harder than I thought possible.

Scarlett was right.

I was going to make a lot of money looking like this.

And the worst part?

I was looking forward to it.

The girl in the mirror smiled at me with glossy lips, and I smiled back.

She wasn’t just me anymore.

She was who I was becoming.

And maybe, just maybe, that wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

Maybe.


Chapter 8: Chastity Lock

I’d been at the Institute for two weeks when Scarlett came for my cock.

It was Tuesday morning, and I was getting ready for my shift—pigtails still in from the salon yesterday, fresh pink panties, crop top. I’d gotten used to the look. Even started to like it, though I’d never admit that out loud.

The knock on my door was sharp and commanding. I knew that knock.

“Come in, Miss Scarlett,” I called.

She entered carrying a small box, her ice-blue eyes glittering with something that made my stomach drop.

“Good morning, girl,” she said, and I’d stopped correcting her about that. “We need to have a talk about your… productivity issue.”

“Productivity? I’ve been meeting quota—”

“Barely. And I’ve noticed something troubling.” She set the box on my desk. “During your shifts, you’re constantly leaking. Pre-cum everywhere. Makes a mess. More importantly, it means you’re distracted. Thinking about your own pleasure instead of the client’s.”

“I can’t help that,” I protested. “When I’m servicing someone, my body just—”

“Exactly. Your body responds too much. Too easily. You get hard, you leak, and all you can think about is your own cock instead of doing your job properly.” She opened the box. “So we’re going to fix that.”

Inside the box was a device. Pink plastic, curved, with rings and a small padlock.

A chastity cage.

Just like Luna’s.

“No,” I said immediately, backing away. “Absolutely not.”

“Yes.” Scarlett pulled the device from the box. It was a CB-6000, I recognized it from Luna’s. Pink plastic cage, maybe three inches long, with a ring that would go around the base of my cock and balls. “This will solve multiple problems. No more unauthorized orgasms. No more leaking during shifts. And best of all, all that sexual frustration will make you a better service provider.”

“I’m not wearing that.”

“Yes, you are.” She stood, towering over me in her heels. “Contract clause twelve, subsection B: supervisor may require bodily modifications or devices at their discretion to improve performance. This qualifies.”

“That’s—that can’t be legal—”

“You signed the contract. You agreed to these terms.” She advanced on me, and I backed into the wall. “Now, you can put it on yourself, or I can call security to hold you down while I do it. Your choice.”

The memory of the butt-wall flashed through my mind. The asses getting fucked without consent. The muffled sobbing.

Scarlett wasn’t bluffing.

“How long?” I asked, my voice cracking. “How long do I have to wear it?”

“As long as I say.” She held up a small silver key. “I’ll keep this. You don’t touch your cock without my permission. Understand?”

“But I need to—I mean, how am I supposed to—”

“You’ll adapt. Luna’s been caged for six months. She’s perfectly happy. You will be too.” Scarlett gestured to my panties. “Take those off. Let’s get you fitted.”

My hands shook as I pulled down my panties. My cock hung limp—fear had killed any arousal I might have had.

“Good. Soft is easier to cage.” Scarlett knelt in front of me with the device. “This might sting a bit.”

She pulled my cock and balls through the ring first. The metal was cold against my skin, snug but not uncomfortable. Then she slid the pink plastic cage over my soft cock, fitting it carefully.

“There we go,” she said. “Perfect fit. Now for the lock.”

The small padlock clicked shut, securing the cage to the ring. The sound was final. Absolute.

I was locked.

“How does it feel?” Scarlett asked, standing.

“Weird. Tight.” I looked down at myself. The pink plastic cage encased my cock completely. I could see the head through the slots in the plastic, but I couldn’t touch it. Couldn’t stroke it. Couldn’t do anything with it.

“Try to get hard,” Scarlett commanded.

“What?”

“You heard me. Think about something arousing. Try to get hard.”

I thought about yesterday at the salon. About my reflection in pigtails. About cumming while looking at myself.

My cock started to swell.

Immediately, the cage became uncomfortable. My cock pressed against the plastic, trying to expand, but the cage stopped it. The pressure built, uncomfortable verging on painful.

“Oh god,” I gasped, and the sensation was overwhelming. My cock was trying so hard to get hard, but it couldn’t. The cage prevented it. The pressure kept building, kept increasing, but there was nowhere for it to go.

“That’s what happens when you try to get hard now,” Scarlett said, her voice clinical. “The cage stops you. And the more you try, the more frustrated you get. Eventually, your body will learn not to try. You’ll stop getting hard entirely.”

“That’s—that sounds horrible—”

“It’s enlightening.” She held up the key, dangling it from a chain. Then, deliberately, she fastened it to her necklace alongside several other similar keys. “See this? I have eight sissies caged right now. Eight keys. Eight cocks that belong to me.”

The sight of that key on her necklace, knowing it was the only thing between me and freedom, sent a chill through me.

“When do I get released?” I asked.

“When I decide you’ve earned it. Could be a week. Could be a month. Could be never.” Her smile was cold. “It depends on your performance. If you’re good, if you exceed quota consistently, if you please me… maybe I’ll let you out for an hour or two. Maybe.”

“An hour? Miss Scarlett, please—”

“Please what?” She stepped closer, her finger lifting my chin. “Please let you jerk off? Please let you cum? Why should I? What have you done to earn that privilege?”

“I… I’ve been meeting quota…”

“Barely. No, you haven’t earned anything yet.” She released my chin. “Now, let’s talk about the rules. One: you don’t touch the cage except to clean. Two: you don’t ask for release. I’ll decide when and if it happens. Three: any attempt to remove it yourself will result in severe punishment. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“Good girl.” She patted my caged cock almost affectionately. “Now get dressed. You have a shift in an hour. And Evan? You’re going to hate this at first. But trust me—in a few weeks, you’ll wonder how you ever lived without it.”

She left, taking my ability to cum with her.

I stood there, looking down at myself. The pink cage was snug, not quite painful but definitely present. Every movement made me aware of it. And my pigtails, my makeup, my feminine clothes—now I had this too.

I pulled on my panties, but the cage created a noticeable bulge. Not arousal—just the device itself, visible through the fabric.

I was officially caged.

Like Luna.

Like a sissy.



The first day caged was torture.

Every time I saw a cock during my shift—and I saw eight of them—my body tried to get hard. And every time, the cage stopped it, creating that uncomfortable pressure that never quite became pain but never quite stopped either.

By the end of the shift, I was desperate with frustration. I’d serviced eight clients—four handjobs, four blowjobs—and my own cock had strained against the cage the entire time. Pre-cum leaked constantly, coating the inside of the cage, making everything sticky and uncomfortable.

But I couldn’t do anything about it.

I walked back to my room, my caged cock aching, my mind racing with need.

I needed to cum. I needed release. I needed—

The key.

Which Scarlett had. Which I wouldn’t get.

I tried touching myself through the panties, but the cage prevented any real stimulation. I could feel the pressure, the desperate need, but couldn’t do anything to relieve it.

I pulled down my panties and stared at the pink cage. It was wet with pre-cum, the inside coated with my constant leaking. My cock was trying to be hard inside it, pressing against the plastic uselessly.

I tried everything. Rubbing the cage. Pressing on it. Even trying to stimulate myself by touching the ring around my balls.

Nothing worked.

The cage was designed specifically to prevent orgasm. And it was succeeding beautifully.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hand falling away. “Fuck, fuck, fuck—”

I couldn’t cum. Physically could not cum.

The realization hit like a physical blow.

Scarlett controlled my orgasms now. Completely. Utterly. I would only cum if and when she decided to let me.

I might never cum again.

The thought should have terrified me.

Instead, my cock throbbed harder against the cage, leaking more pre-cum.



That night was the worst.

I couldn’t sleep. Every time I shifted, the cage dug in slightly. My cock kept trying to get hard, kept straining against the plastic.

I humped my pillow desperately, grinding against it like some pathetic animal. But the cage prevented any real friction. All I accomplished was making myself more frustrated, more desperate.

Pre-cum soaked into the pillow. Into my panties. Everywhere.

But I couldn’t cum.

“Please,” I whimpered to the empty room. “Please, I need—”

But there was no one to hear. No one to help.

Just me and the cage and the desperate, overwhelming need that couldn’t be satisfied.

I tried jerking off anyway, my hand wrapped around the caged cock, stroking the plastic uselessly. It did nothing. The pleasure I craved was locked away, unreachable.

Finally, around 3 AM, I gave up. I lay in bed, my cock still straining in the cage, pre-cum still leaking, and accepted the reality.

I wasn’t going to cum tonight.

Or tomorrow night.

Or any night until Scarlett decided otherwise.

I was caged. Denied. Desperate.

And there was nothing I could do about it.

Sleep came fitfully, and when it did, I dreamed.

I dreamed of cocks. Huge cocks pushing through glory holes. Cocks filling my mouth. Cocks I stroked and sucked and serviced.

I dreamed of cum. Loads splashing across my face, flooding my throat, coating my tongue.

I dreamed of Scarlett, dangling the key just out of reach, laughing as I begged.

I dreamed of Luna, happy and caged, telling me this was better. This was right.

When I woke, the sun was rising, and my cage was flooded with pre-cum. My cock had been hard all night—or trying to be—straining uselessly against the plastic.

I checked my reflection in the mirror.

Pigtails mussed from sleep. Makeup smeared. Panties soaked with pre-cum. And the pink cage, visible through the wet fabric, imprisoning my cock.

I looked like a desperate sissy.

I looked like exactly what I was.

And the worst part?

I’d survived the first night. Which meant I could survive more nights. Weeks. Months.

However long Scarlett decided to keep me locked.

The cage felt heavier now. More present. Less like a device and more like a part of me.

I touched it through my panties, feeling the hard plastic, the wet pre-cum coating everything.

This was my life now.

Caged. Denied. Desperate.

Serving cocks while my own cock stayed locked away.

I should have hated it.

But as I stood there, looking at my caged, desperate, feminized reflection, I felt something else entirely.

Acceptance.

This was who I was now. Not Evan, the college student with a cock he could use.

But something else. Someone else.

A caged sissy in pigtails who sucked cock for money and couldn’t cum without permission.

The thought made me leak more pre-cum into the already soaked cage.

And somewhere deep inside, beneath all the frustration and desperation and need, a small voice whispered:

Maybe Scarlett was right.

Maybe this was better.

Maybe this was exactly what I needed.

I pushed that thought away and got ready for my shift.

But it lingered, persistent, growing stronger with each passing hour.

With each cock I serviced while my own stayed locked.

With each moment of desperate frustration that couldn’t be satisfied.

Maybe this was better.

Maybe this was who I was supposed to be.

The cage knew the truth my mind still denied.

And slowly, inevitably, I was starting to learn it too.


Chapter 9: First Room Client

Three days caged, and I was losing my mind.

Every waking moment, my cock strained against the pink plastic. Every client I serviced made it worse. Every night I lay awake, desperately horny, unable to do anything about it.

The pre-cum never stopped. My panties were constantly damp. The cage was always sticky.

And still, no relief.

But Scarlett had been right about one thing—my desperation made me a better service provider. I sucked cock with more enthusiasm now, eager to please, hoping against hope that maybe, just maybe, if I was good enough, she’d let me out.

She wouldn’t. But hope was all I had.

Thursday afternoon, I got a message on my tracker: Room booking. Suite 847. 3 PM. Client: Business professional. Service: Full session. Rate: $50.

Fifty dollars. For one client. For one session.

That was five glory hole handjobs worth. Or two and a half blowjobs.

My heart raced. This was it. My first room client since getting feminized. Since getting caged.

I had two hours to prepare.

I showered carefully, making sure everything was clean. The pigtails were getting a bit messy after three days, so I did my best to smooth them. Applied fresh lip gloss—I’d learned to keep some in my room. Changed into clean pink panties and my cutest crop top.

Looked at myself in the mirror.

A feminized boy in pigtails and makeup, cage visible through my panties, about to service his first room client.

My caged cock leaked pre-cum at the thought.



At 2:58 PM, I stood outside Suite 847, my own room, my hands shaking.

The client would come here. Would see where I lived. Would use me in my own bed.

The thought was both horrifying and arousing.

At exactly 3 PM, there was a knock.

I opened the door.

The man standing there was maybe forty-five, average height, slightly soft around the middle. Graying hair, expensive suit, gold wedding ring. He looked like someone’s dad. Or someone’s boss.

“Hi,” he said, his voice surprisingly gentle. “You must be Evan.”

“Yes, sir.” The “sir” came automatically now.

“I’m David.” He stepped inside, looking around my room. “Nice place. Cozy.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He turned to face me, and his eyes swept over me slowly. Pigtails. Face. Crop top. Panties. Cage bulge. His gaze lingered on everything.

“You’re cute,” he said finally. “Very cute. The pigtails are perfect.”

“Thank you, sir.” My face burned.

“First room session?” he asked.

“Yes, sir. I’ve done glory holes, but this is my first—”

“Don’t be nervous.” David loosened his tie, sitting on my bed. “I asked for a newbie specifically. I like the… enthusiasm. The discovery.” He patted the space beside him. “Come sit.”

I walked over on shaking legs and sat. He immediately shifted me, pulling me onto his lap. I gasped at the sudden contact—his arm around my waist, my ass on his thighs, feeling his warmth through my panties.

“Relax,” he murmured, and one hand came up to stroke my pigtail. “You’re trembling.”

“I’m sorry, I—”

“Don’t apologize. It’s adorable.” His other hand rested on my stomach, just below my crop top. “So here’s what I want. Simple handjob. But I like to… touch, while you work. That okay?”

“Yes, sir. That’s—that’s fine.”

“Good girl.”

Girl. Again. But from his lips, in this context, it made my cage throb.

“Go ahead,” David said. “Take it out.”

My hands fumbled with his belt, his zipper. I reached into his pants and pulled out his cock.

It was average—maybe six inches, decent girth, already half-hard. Warm in my hand. Normal in every way.

But this wasn’t through a hole. This was right here, inches from my face, attached to a man whose lap I was sitting on, whose hands were on my body.

I started stroking, finding a rhythm. Up and down, my hand sliding along his shaft. He hardened quickly, his cock filling my palm.

“That’s nice,” he breathed. “You’ve got soft hands.”

His hand on my stomach started moving. Up, under my crop top, fingers brushing my chest. I had no breasts, barely any nipples, but he found them anyway. Pinched gently.

I gasped.

“Sensitive?” he asked, amused.

“A little.” My hand kept stroking, but now I was hyperaware of his touch. Of his fingers on my chest, playing with my nipples, sending unfamiliar tingles through me.

His other hand, the one that had been stroking my pigtail, moved lower. Down my back. To my ass.

He squeezed.

“Nice ass,” he said. “Firm.”

I kept stroking, faster now, trying to focus on his cock and not on his hands exploring my body.

But then his hand slid around to the front. Touched the waistband of my panties.

“May I?” he asked.

“I—yes, sir.”

His hand slipped inside my panties. Found the cage.

“Oh, you’re locked up,” he said, sounding delighted. “Pink cage. Very pretty.” His fingers traced the plastic, feeling its shape. “How long?”

“Three days, sir.”

“Must be desperate.” He gave the cage an experimental squeeze, and I moaned involuntarily. “Yeah, you are. Poor thing.”

His fingers left the cage and moved lower. Back, between my legs, pushing past the fabric of my panties.

He was touching my ass.

“Soft skin,” he murmured. “Have you ever—”

“No, sir,” I said quickly, knowing what he was asking. “Never.”

“Virgin?” He sounded even more pleased. “Well, I won’t take that tonight. But I can prepare you…”

His finger found my hole.

I froze, my hand stopping mid-stroke on his cock.

“Keep going,” David instructed. “Don’t stop.”

I resumed stroking, but my entire focus was on that finger, circling my hole, pressing gently, testing.

“Tight,” he said. “You’ll need training before you can take a cock. But we can start with this…”

He pushed.

His finger breached my hole.

I gasped, my body tensing. The intrusion was foreign, uncomfortable, not painful but definitely wrong. My ass clenched instinctively, trying to push him out.

“Relax,” he murmured. “Breathe. Let me in.”

I tried. I breathed, tried to relax my muscles. His finger pushed deeper, sliding into my virgin ass inch by slow inch.

“There we go,” he praised. “Good girl. Taking my finger so well.”

My hand had stopped moving again. I couldn’t focus on stroking him, not with his finger inside me, not with this overwhelming sensation of being penetrated.

“Stroke,” he commanded, and I obeyed mechanically, my hand moving on his cock while his finger explored my ass.

It was so strange. Not painful, exactly, but intensely uncomfortable. Full. Wrong. I could feel every detail of his finger—the texture, the warmth, the way it moved inside me.

Then he curved it.

And touched something.

An explosion of sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt. Pleasure shot through me, radiating from that spot deep inside. My whole body jerked, a moan escaping my lips.

“Found it,” David said with satisfaction. “Your prostate. Sensitive little thing.”

He stroked it again, that same spot, and I moaned louder. My caged cock throbbed desperately, leaking pre-cum that soaked into my panties.

“Did I just moan from a finger in my ass?” I asked, shocked at my own reaction.

“You did.” David’s finger kept moving, stroking that spot, making me gasp and squirm on his lap. “And you’ll moan more. That’s your p-spot. Your sissy button. Touch it right, and you’ll cum without ever touching your cock.”

“That’s not—I can’t—”

“You can. You will.” His finger fucked me slowly, deliberately hitting that spot with each stroke. “Keep jerking me off. I want to cum while finger-fucking your virgin hole.”

I stroked him frantically, my hand working his cock while his finger worked inside me. The dual sensations were overwhelming. I was servicing him while being penetrated. Giving pleasure while receiving it.

My moans grew louder. I couldn’t control them. Every time his finger hit that spot, a sound escaped my throat—needy, desperate, very girly sounds.

“You like this,” David observed. “You’re moaning like a whore. Your cock is leaking everywhere. You love having something in your ass, don’t you?”

“I—I don’t—” But another moan cut off my denial.

“Yes, you do.” His finger sped up, fucking me harder now. “You’re a natural anal slut. In a few weeks, you’ll be begging for cock in this tight little hole.”

The thought shouldn’t have aroused me.

But my cage throbbed harder, leaking more, my hole clenching around his invading finger.

“I’m close,” David warned. “Keep stroking—faster—”

I stroked him as fast as I could, my hand flying along his shaft. His finger matched my rhythm, fucking my ass in time with my strokes.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “Gonna—”

His cock swelled in my hand. Then pulsed.

Cum erupted from the tip, thick white ropes shooting up. The first hit my cage, coating the pink plastic. The second splashed on my stomach. The third on my thighs.

He kept cumming, kept pulsing, his finger still inside me, still stroking that magical spot.

And I kept moaning, my body shaking, my hole clenching around his finger with each wave of his orgasm.

Finally, he finished. His cock softened in my hand, and his finger slowed inside me.

“Good girl,” he said, breathing hard. “That was perfect.”

He pulled his finger out, and the sudden emptiness was shocking. My hole felt strange—used, stretched, empty. Like something was missing.

Like I wanted it back.

“Clean yourself up,” David said, standing. He tucked himself back into his pants, straightening his tie. “You did well. Very well.” He pulled out his wallet and placed fifty dollars on my desk. “I’ll book you again next week. Maybe by then, you’ll be ready for more than a finger.”

More than a finger.

A cock. He meant a cock.

“Thank you, sir,” I managed.

“Thank you.” He smiled. “You’re going to be very popular once word gets out. Virgin ass, enthusiastic, and you moan beautifully. That’s a winning combination.”

He left, closing the door behind him.

I sat on my bed, still covered in his cum, my caged cock still desperately hard, my hole still feeling empty.

I’d just been finger-fucked for the first time.

And I’d moaned. Moaned loud. Moaned like I loved it.

Because—and this was the terrifying part—I had.

Not at first. At first, it had been uncomfortable and wrong. But once he’d found that spot, once he’d started rubbing it…

My hand moved to my ass, my finger finding my hole. It was slightly stretched, still wet from where his finger had been.

I pushed my own finger inside.

The sensation was similar but not the same. I could feel my hole around my finger, warm and tight. I pushed deeper, searching for that spot he’d found.

There.

I gasped, my finger hitting my prostate. The pleasure sparked again, making my caged cock throb.

I finger-fucked myself slowly, exploring, learning what he’d taught me. How to hit that spot. How to make myself moan.

But my own finger wasn’t enough. It wasn’t as thick, wasn’t as long, didn’t hit the spot as perfectly.

I needed more.

I needed what he’d given me. What he’d promised to give me next week.

My hole clenched around my finger, empty and aching despite being filled.

Because one finger wasn’t enough anymore.

I pulled my finger out and stared at it, slick and slightly sticky.

This was new. This was wrong. This was—

Arousing.

I’d discovered something tonight. Something about myself, about my body, that I hadn’t known existed.

My ass could give me pleasure. Intense, overwhelming, mind-blanking pleasure.

And once I’d felt it, I wanted more.

I cleaned up mechanically, wiping the cum off my cage and body. But I couldn’t clean the feeling from my hole—that stretched, used, empty sensation.

Fifty dollars sat on my desk. The most I’d made from a single client.

And all it had cost was my anal virginity.

Well, partial virginity. He’d only used his finger.

But next week, he’d said. Next week, maybe more.

Next week, maybe a cock.

The thought made my hole clench on nothing, desperate to be filled again.

I collapsed on my bed, my hand unconsciously moving to my ass, touching my hole through my panties.

What was happening to me?

Two weeks ago, I’d been a straight college guy. Now I was a caged, feminized sissy who’d just moaned like a whore from being finger-fucked.

And wanted more.

The transformation was accelerating. Every day, I became less of what I’d been and more of… something else.

Something that liked cock. That liked being penetrated. That moaned from being used.

Something that might not be straight at all.

I fell asleep like that, my hand on my ass, my hole still aching to be filled, dreaming of fingers and cocks and that spot inside me that made me forget who I’d been before.

The next morning, I woke with my finger inside myself, having apparently penetrated myself in my sleep, seeking that pleasure even unconsciously.

I was changing.

And the scariest part?

I didn’t want it to stop.


Chapter 10: Dr. Lyra’s Lab

The message on my tracker appeared Thursday morning:

Mandatory appointment: Dr. Lyra Kane, Lab Wing, 2 PM. Subject: Body modification consultation.

I stared at it, my caged cock already straining with nervous arousal. Body modification. That sounded permanent. Dangerous.

But mandatory meant I had no choice.



The lab wing was on the second floor, past the glory hole levels and the residential areas. The hallway here was different—sterile white walls, fluorescent lighting, the smell of antiseptic.

A door marked “Dr. L. Kane - Body Modification Specialist” stood slightly ajar.

I knocked hesitantly.

“Come in!” A cheerful female voice called.

I pushed the door open.

The lab was exactly what I’d expected—examination table, cabinets full of medical supplies, a desk covered in papers and tablets. What I hadn’t expected was the woman standing there.

Dr. Lyra Kane looked like a fantasy.

She was maybe thirty-two, with sleek black hair pulled into a professional ponytail. Dark brown eyes behind black-frame glasses that somehow made her sexier, not nerdier. Olive skin with a beauty mark on her left breast—visible because her white lab coat was unbuttoned, revealing a black lace bra underneath. She wore a pencil skirt that hugged curvy hips, and stiletto heels that brought her to about five-seven.

She looked like a pornstar playing a doctor.

“You must be Evan!” She smiled brightly, setting down her clipboard. “Come in, come in! Don’t be shy.”

I stepped inside, and she closed the door behind me.

“I’m Dr. Lyra Kane, but you can call me Dr. Lyra. Or just Lyra, if we become friends.” She gestured to the examination table. “Have a seat! Let me see what we’re working with.”

I perched on the edge of the table, very aware of my pigtails, my makeup, my crop top and skirt combination.

“Scarlett sent me your file,” Dr. Lyra said, picking up her tablet. “Two weeks in, already feminized, recently caged. Pink CB-6000, correct?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Don’t ma’am me, I’m not that old!” She laughed. “Now, let’s talk modifications. I offer several services—breast enhancement, lip augmentation, hormone treatments, and my specialty: prostate optimization.”

“Prostate what?”

“Optimization.” She grinned. “I help sissies learn to cum from anal stimulation alone. Very useful skill. Clients love it. And it makes being caged much more bearable.”

The memory of David’s finger inside me, hitting that spot, making me moan—

My cage strained.

Dr. Lyra noticed. “Someone’s interested. But first, let’s discuss lip augmentation. Your lips are nice—naturally full. But with injection, we can make them…” She cupped her own lips, demonstrating. “Puffy. Pornographic. Perfect for cock-sucking.”

“How much?” I asked, thinking about the debt I was already accumulating.

“Two hundred dollars. Or…” Her smile turned mischievous. “We can trade services. I need a fluid sample for my research. You let me collect it, I inject you for free.”

A fluid sample. That meant—

“You want me to jerk off into a cup?” I asked.

“Not exactly.” Dr. Lyra stood, walking to a cabinet. “I need prostate fluid specifically. Which means anal stimulation. Which means I finger-fuck you until you cum hands-free.” She pulled out a beaker. “Simple.”

“That’s not—I mean, I’ve only been fingered once, I don’t think I can—”

“Oh, you can.” She set the beaker on a tray. “Trust me. I’m very good at what I do. And as a bonus, you’ll learn exactly how powerful your p-spot can be. Win-win.”

She pulled on latex gloves. The snap echoed in the small room.

“So? Do we have a deal?”

Two hundred dollars I didn’t have versus letting this sexy scientist finger me until I came.

It wasn’t really a choice.

“Deal,” I whispered.

“Excellent!” Dr. Lyra patted the examination table. “Strip from the waist down and get on all fours. Doggy position, ass toward me.”

My hands shook as I pulled off my skirt and panties. The pink cage swung between my legs as I climbed onto the table, positioning myself on hands and knees.

“Perfect presentation,” Dr. Lyra said, and I heard her moving behind me. “Such a pretty hole. Virgin still, according to your file?”

“Y-yes.”

“Not for long.” I felt her gloved finger, slick with lube, circling my hole. “Relax. Breathe. This is going to feel amazing.”

Her finger pushed inside.

I gasped. It was different from David’s finger—more clinical, more purposeful. She pushed deeper, her finger exploring, searching.

Then she found it.

That spot. That magical, impossible spot that made me—

“Oh!” I moaned, my back arching involuntarily.

“There it is,” Dr. Lyra said with satisfaction. “Your prostate. Your sissy button. Let’s see how sensitive it is.”

She started moving her finger deliberately, stroking that spot with surgical precision. Each movement sent sparks of pleasure radiating through my body. My cage leaked constantly, pre-cum dripping into the beaker she’d positioned underneath.

“Look at you leak,” she cooed. “Your clitty knows what your brain won’t admit—you love this. You love having your ass played with.”

“I—I don’t—oh god—” Another moan cut off my protest.

She added a second finger.

The stretch was more intense, the fullness more pronounced. But the pleasure doubled. Both fingers curled inside me, hitting that spot over and over, relentless.

“Your body is responding perfectly,” Dr. Lyra said, and I heard the smile in her voice. “Heart rate elevated, breathing erratic, prostate swelling nicely. You’re close, aren’t you?”

“Close to what?” I gasped.

“To cumming from your ass alone. No touching your clitty. Just my fingers on your p-spot.” She increased her speed. “Let go, girl. Let me see you cum like a proper sissy.”

Her fingers fucked me faster, harder, always hitting that perfect angle. The pressure built—not in my caged cock, but deeper. In my ass. In that spot she was stroking.

It felt different from regular orgasms. More intense. More overwhelming.

“I can’t—I’m not—” I panted, my arms shaking, barely holding myself up.

“Yes, you can. Yes, you are.” Her free hand pressed on my lower back, holding me in position. “Cum for me. Now.”

Her fingers hit that spot one more time, and something inside me exploded.

I screamed.

My entire body convulsed. The pleasure was blinding, radiating from my ass through every nerve. My caged cock spurted—weak, watery jets that had nowhere to go, just leaking from the cage into the beaker below.

But the orgasm. The orgasm was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

It went on and on, wave after wave, Dr. Lyra’s fingers never stopping, prolonging it impossibly.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “Good girl. Let it all out. Beautiful prostate response.”

Finally, it subsided. I collapsed onto the table, gasping, my hole still clenching around her fingers.

Dr. Lyra slowly pulled out, and the emptiness was shocking. My hole felt abandoned, aching to be filled again.

“Fascinating,” she said, examining the beaker. “Excellent volume. Very nice viscosity. This will work perfectly.”

I couldn’t form words. My brain had short-circuited. I’d just cum from having my ass fingered. Cum harder than I ever had from my cock.

What did that mean?

“Stay there,” Dr. Lyra instructed. “Don’t move.”

I heard her working behind me, the sounds of preparation. Then she walked around to face me, holding a syringe filled with… my own cum.

“Your prostate fluid, mixed with a collagen compound,” she explained. “This goes directly into your lips. It’ll sting a bit.”

“Wait, you’re putting my own—”

“Shh.” She tilted my chin up. “Open your mouth slightly. Don’t move.”

I felt the needle pierce my lower lip. A sharp sting, then pressure as she injected. She moved to my upper lip. Another sting. More pressure.

“And done!” She stepped back, admiring her work. “They’ll swell over the next hour. By tonight, you’ll have perfect cock-sucking lips.”

She handed me a mirror.

My lips were already noticeably fuller. Puffy. The gloss I’d worn earlier made them look wet, swollen, pornographic.

I looked like I’d been stung by bees.

Or like I’d spent hours sucking cock.

“Beautiful,” Dr. Lyra declared. “Give it an hour, they’ll be even better. Now, how do you feel after that prostate orgasm?”

“I… I don’t know.” I touched my lips carefully. They felt tender, swollen. “That was…”

“Intense? Mind-blowing? The best orgasm of your life?” She grinned. “They all say that. The prostate is where real pleasure lives for sissies. Your cock is just a distraction. But your p-spot? That’s your true sexual organ now.”

She was right. That orgasm had been more intense than any I’d had from jerking off. And it had come from inside me, from being penetrated, from something no “straight” man should enjoy.

“Get dressed,” Dr. Lyra said, making notes on her tablet. “And Evan? This is just the beginning. Once you’re trained properly, once your ass is conditioned, you’ll be able to cum from penetration every single time. No hands. No cock touching. Just getting fucked.”

The thought should have horrified me.

Instead, my hole clenched on nothing, already missing her fingers.



I walked back to my room in a daze, my newly puffy lips feeling strange and swollen. Every time I touched them—which was constantly—I was reminded of what had just happened.

I’d cum from anal stimulation alone.

I’d let a woman inject my own sissy cum into my lips.

And I wanted more.

Back in my room, I studied myself in the mirror. My lips were significantly larger now, puffy and pornographic. The gloss made them look perpetually wet. Combined with my pigtails and makeup and feminine clothes…

I looked like I was made to suck cock.

“I look like I was made to suck cock,” I whispered, touching my swollen lips.

My cage throbbed at the words. At the truth of them.

Because maybe I was.

Maybe that’s exactly what I was becoming.

A caged sissy with puffy lips and a trained hole who came from being penetrated.

The transformation was accelerating. Every day, something new. Every day, I became less of what I’d been and more of… this.

I touched my hole through my panties, feeling the slight soreness, the emptiness.

Three days ago, I’d been a virgin. Now my ass had been finger-fucked twice, and I’d cum harder from it than anything else.

What would it feel like to have a real cock inside me?

The question terrified me.

And excited me.

And made my hole clench with desperate need.

I checked my reflection one more time. Puffy porn-lips. Pigtails. Makeup. Cage.

In just two weeks, I’d transformed from a college guy into… this.

What would I become in the remaining months?

I didn’t know.

But as I touched my swollen lips and felt my hole ache to be filled, I knew one thing for certain:

I was going to find out.

Whether I wanted to or not.


Chapter 11: Glory Hole Escalation

Week three started with another message from Scarlett:

Service upgrade approved. Effective immediately: Glory hole oral service, $35 per completion. Report to Glory Hall 3, Booth 12, Monday 10 AM.

Thirty-five dollars per cock. More than triple what I’d made from handjobs. But it meant full blowjobs now.

Regular oral service. Official. Scheduled.

Not like that one time last week when a client had accidentally shot in my mouth. That had been a fluke. A mistake during a desperate handjob shift. I’d barely been able to handle it—the taste had haunted me for days.

But now Scarlett wanted me to do it intentionally. Repeatedly. As my primary service.

I checked my reflection. My lips had settled into their new size over the weekend—puffy, pornographic, exactly like Dr. Lyra had promised. They looked made for this. Made for wrapping around cock.

The thought made my pink cage leak.

I was terrified. That accidental cumshot had been overwhelming—the taste, the texture, the way my body had responded despite my horror. And now I was supposed to do that on purpose? Swallow load after load? Make it my regular service?

But the money… thirty-five dollars per completion. If I could handle five clients in a shift, that would be $175. More than double what I’d made from handjobs.

I needed this. My quota demanded it.

And after Dr. Lyra’s training with my prostate, after discovering what my mouth could do… maybe I was ready for this.

Maybe this was inevitable.



Booth 12 was in a different section of Glory Hall 3. The “oral specialty” area, according to the sign. More private, better lit, with a padded kneeler at the perfect height.

I entered at 9:58 AM, stripped off my panties and crop top, and knelt on the cushion, my newly swollen lips inches from the hole.

At exactly 10 AM, a cock pushed through.

It was thick. Maybe seven inches, good girth, already half-hard. The head was glistening with pre-cum, a bead of it catching the light.

This was it. My first intentional blowjob.

I stared at it for a moment, my heart hammering. The cock twitched impatiently, and I could hear the man shifting on the other side, waiting.

With shaking hands, I reached up and steadied the shaft. The heat of it radiated into my palm. I leaned forward slowly, my newly puffy lips parting.

The moment they touched the head, the man groaned.

“Oh fuck, yes.”

I opened wider, letting the cock slide between my lips. They stretched around the girth—my augmented lips were fuller, softer, creating this incredible seal that I could feel even as I took him in. The shaft slid across my tongue, hot and smooth and pulsing with life.

Warm. Thick. Salty with pre-cum.

I remembered the taste from last week—that accidental cumshot that had shocked me, the bitter flood I’d choked on. But this time was different. This time I was in control. This time I’d chosen to put this cock in my mouth.

Sort of.

I sucked gently, experimentally. My tongue explored the underside, finding the ridge where the head met the shaft, tracing the prominent vein that ran along the length. The texture was fascinating—silky skin over iron hardness, the slight give of flesh, the way it pulsed against my tongue.

“Fuck, those lips,” the client breathed. “Feel so fucking good. Like silk.”

The praise sent an unexpected thrill through me. I was good at this. Even on my first real attempt, I was making him feel good.

My cage throbbed, leaking pre-cum onto my thighs.

I established a rhythm. Bob forward, taking him deeper—three inches, four, five. My lips stayed sealed, creating suction. Pull back slowly, letting my tongue drag along the underside. The wet sounds of suction filled the booth, obscene and unmistakable.

This was so different from just having cum splash in my mouth. This was active. Intimate. I could feel every reaction—the way his cock jumped when I did something right, the way his breathing changed, the way he started thrusting slightly through the hole to meet my movements.

“Yeah, just like that,” he encouraged. “Take it deeper. You can do it.”

I pushed forward again, taking six inches this time before my gag reflex kicked in. I backed off, breathing hard through my nose, saliva dripping from my chin.

“Easy, easy,” he said, his voice strained. “Go at your pace. Fuck, your mouth is heaven.”

I tried again, finding I could suppress the gag if I relaxed my throat. Seven inches. My nose was almost touching the wall now, my lips stretched wide, my mouth completely full of cock.

The client’s moans turned desperate. “Oh shit, oh shit—”

I pulled back and focused on the head, swirling my tongue around it, sucking hard. My hand came up to stroke the base—combining techniques, using everything I’d learned from weeks of handjobs but now adding my mouth.

“Gonna cum,” he gasped. “Fuck, gonna fill that pretty mouth—don’t stop—”

His cock swelled on my tongue, growing thicker, harder. Then it pulsed.

The first spurt of hot cum hit the back of my throat. I swallowed reflexively as another spurt followed, then another. Thick, bitter-sweet, the taste coating everything. I kept my lips sealed around him, kept swallowing, taking each pulse of cum as it came.

So much. Why was there so much?

My throat worked mechanically, gulp after gulp, until finally the pulses stopped. His cock softened slightly in my mouth, still twitching with aftershocks.

I pulled back slowly, letting him slip from my lips with a wet pop.

The taste lingered—coating my tongue, my throat, the inside of my mouth. Masculine and overwhelming and proof of what I’d just done.

He pulled back through the hole, leaving me kneeling there alone, catching my breath.

My first intentional blowjob. Complete.

Thirty-five dollars.

My cage was rock hard—well, trying to be. The pink plastic was flooded with pre-cum, my cock straining desperately against its confines.

I’d just sucked cock.

For money.

On purpose.

And my body was screaming for more.

The red light turned green almost immediately.

No break. No time to process.

Another cock appeared through the hole. Longer this time, maybe eight inches, curved slightly upward. Already fully hard, the head an angry purple.

I stared at it, my mouth still full of the taste of the first man. My jaw already ached slightly.

But thirty-five more dollars waited on the other side of that cock.

I leaned forward and wrapped my puffy lips around the head. The upward curve made it feel different—the angle pushed against the roof of my mouth instead of straight back toward my throat.

“Mm, yeah,” the man hummed. “Take your time, baby. I wanna enjoy this.”

Take my time. He wanted it slow.

I pulled back, just keeping the head between my lips, and started licking. My tongue traced circles around the sensitive crown, dipping into the slit to taste the pre-cum pooling there. Salty-sweet. Slightly less bitter than the first man.

Each cock tasted different, I was learning. Each one had its own flavor, its own texture, its own personality.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “That tongue. You’re a little tease, aren’t you?”

I sucked just the head, creating pressure, then released. Kissed down the shaft, tracing that curve with my lips. When I reached the base, I licked my way back up, following the prominent vein.

My cage was leaking constantly now. I could feel pre-cum dripping down my thighs as I worked. Something about taking my time, about learning this cock, about making him wait—it was arousing in a completely different way than the urgent first blowjob.

I took him deeper, letting the curve guide me. Six inches. Seven. The angle was challenging but also hit the back of my throat in a way that was almost comfortable.

Almost.

I still gagged when I tried for eight inches, my throat convulsing around him. But the client seemed to like it—his cock jumped, and he groaned.

“Yeah, choke on it. That’s hot as fuck.”

I pulled back, gasping, saliva stringing from my lips to his cock. My makeup was probably smearing. My pigtails were probably a mess.

But I was making him feel good. That was the job.

I went back to work, bobbing steadily now, taking seven inches with each forward movement. My hand found the base, stroking what my mouth couldn’t reach. The dual stimulation—wet heat of my mouth plus the firm grip of my hand—had him panting.

“Close,” he warned after what felt like an eternity. “Get ready, baby. Gonna give you a big load.”

I sealed my lips tighter, prepared this time. Braced myself.

His cock swelled massively on my tongue.

The first spurt caught me off guard despite the warning. So much cum, thick and hot, flooding my mouth faster than I could swallow. I gulped frantically, but the next spurt came before I’d cleared the first.

My mouth filled. I gagged slightly, cum threatening to overflow.

“Swallow it,” he commanded. “Swallow it all, slut.”

I swallowed hard, forcing down the massive load. Another spurt. Another desperate swallow. The taste was overwhelming—coating my entire mouth, my throat, seeming to fill my sinuses.

Some leaked from the corners of my lips despite my best efforts, dripping down my chin.

When he finally stopped pulsing, I kept my mouth on him, sucking gently, milking the last drops.

He pulled back through the hole with a satisfied grunt.

I slumped back on my heels, gasping. Cum dripped from my chin onto my chest. The taste was so strong I could barely breathe around it.

But I’d done it.

Seventy dollars earned.

My cage throbbed desperately, my body screaming for relief I couldn’t have.

Three more to go.

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, still tasting cum, still breathing hard.

The light turned green again.

The third cock that pushed through made my eyes widen.

Massive. Easily nine inches, thick as my wrist, dark brown skin stretched tight over the shaft. The head was enormous—I wasn’t sure I could even get my mouth around it.

BBC, I realized. The term from the Institute’s service list. Big Black Cock.

My first one.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“You can handle it, baby,” the man’s deep voice rumbled through the wall. “Those pretty lips were made for this.”

Were they? My augmented, puffy, pornographic lips?

I wrapped both hands around his shaft—couldn’t even make my fingers touch—and leaned in. Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I pressed my lips to the head.

The stretch was immediate and intense. My jaw ached as I tried to take him in. Just the head filled my mouth completely, pressing against my inner cheeks, my tongue, my palate.

“That’s it,” he encouraged. “Just the tip for now. Get used to it.”

I sucked gently, and even that small movement made my jaw protest. But I kept going, working my tongue around what I could reach, tasting the pre-cum that flowed freely.

“Now try more,” he said.

I pushed forward, taking another inch. Then another. My lips stretched obscenely—I could feel them pulled tight around his girth, and it probably looked insane from his side.

Four inches. That was my limit. Any more and I’d gag, possibly throw up.

So I worked with what I had—my mouth on the top four inches, both hands stroking the remaining five. The combination seemed to work. He was groaning constantly, his cock pulsing against my tongue.

“Those lips,” he panted. “Fuck, those lips are perfect. Like you were designed to suck cock.”

Designed to suck cock.

Dr. Lyra had designed these lips. Had made them puffy and soft specifically for this purpose.

And he was right. They were perfect for it.

My cage leaked more pre-cum, the arousal building despite my aching jaw.

“Gonna flood that pretty mouth,” he warned. “Can you swallow a big load, baby?”

I tried to nod, but with his cock filling my mouth, I just hummed affirmation.

The vibration must have done it.

His cock swelled even larger—I felt my jaw threatening to dislocate—and then it erupted.

Cum shot directly down my throat, the force of it making me gag. I pulled back instinctively, and the next few spurts splashed across my tongue, flooding my mouth.

So much cum. More than both previous men combined.

I swallowed desperately, but it kept coming. My mouth filled, my cheeks bulged. Some leaked from my lips, dripping down my chin, onto my chest.

“Swallow it,” he commanded. “All of it. Don’t waste my cum.”

I gulped frantically, forcing down load after load. My throat burned from the effort, from the sheer volume. But I kept swallowing, kept taking it, determined not to waste a drop.

Finally—finally—he stopped pulsing.

I pulled back, gasping, cum and saliva stringing from my lips to his cock. My face was a mess—cum on my chin, my chest, dripping from the corners of my mouth.

But I’d done it. I’d serviced a BBC. Had taken four inches of nine and swallowed what felt like a gallon of cum.

He pulled back through the hole.

“Good girl,” he said, and I could hear the satisfaction in his voice. “Real good girl.”

One hundred five dollars.

Two to go.

I used tissues to wipe my face, but the taste wouldn’t go away. Wouldn’t fade. Three different men’s cum now coating my mouth, each adding to the overwhelming masculine flavor.

My cage was so hard it hurt. The pink plastic creaked with the pressure, my cock desperately trying to break free.

But it couldn’t.

I was locked. Denied. Desperate.

And I had two more cocks to suck.

The light turned green again.

Fourth cock. Fourth man. Fourth load to swallow.

This one was… normal. Average. Six inches, nothing special about it. After the monster I’d just handled, it almost looked small.

But I didn’t underestimate it.

I wrapped my lips around the head and took him deep in one smooth motion. Six inches straight down. My nose touched the wall, my throat accepting him without protest.

“Holy fuck!” the man gasped.

I’d deepthroated him on the first try.

The realization sent a strange thrill through me. I was getting good at this. Really good.

I pulled back slowly, maintaining suction, then pushed forward again. Deepthroat. Pull back. Deepthroat again. My rhythm was smooth, practiced, like I’d been doing this for years instead of an hour.

My cage was absolutely flooded now, pre-cum running down my thighs in rivulets. The arousal was building with nowhere to go. Every time I took a cock deep, every time I tasted pre-cum, every time I heard a man moan from what my mouth was doing—

My body responded. Intensely.

“Gonna—fuck—already—” the man stammered.

Less than two minutes in, and he was cumming.

His cock pulsed in my throat. I felt the hot spurts directly in my esophagus, barely tasting them as they shot straight down. But I pulled back slightly, wanting to taste this one, wanting to feel it flood my mouth properly.

The next spurts hit my tongue. Thinner than the last man’s load, but still plentiful. I swallowed easily, my throat working efficiently.

“Best—fucking—blowjob—” he managed between gasps.

I pulled off with a wet pop, licking my lips.

Pride swelled in my chest. I’d made him cum in under two minutes. I was that good.

One hundred forty dollars.

One more.

The light turned green.

The fifth cock was different. Uncut, the foreskin covering most of the head. Maybe six and a half inches, pale, with a slight left curve.

I’d never serviced an uncut cock before.

Curious, I reached up and gently pulled the foreskin back. The head emerged—pink, glistening, incredibly sensitive-looking.

The man hissed. “Careful. It’s sensitive.”

“Sorry,” I murmured, then leaned in to kiss the exposed head.

His whole body jerked.

“Fuck! That—do that again—”

I kissed it again, then let my tongue swirl around the head. The skin was softer here, more delicate. I could taste him more directly—natural oils, pre-cum seeping from the slit.

I wrapped my lips around just the head, sucking gently while my hand slid the foreskin up and down. The dual stimulation had him groaning immediately.

“Nobody’s ever—that’s—fuck—”

I experimented. Took him deeper, let the foreskin slide with my lips. The motion created extra friction. His desperate sounds proved it was working.

My other hand cupped his balls through the hole, massaging gently.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck—”

He lasted maybe ninety seconds.

His cock pulsed, cum rushing against my tongue. With the foreskin partially covering the head, it pooled slightly before flowing—an interesting sensation I could play with before swallowing.

I swallowed slowly this time, savoring it. Letting it coat my mouth. Really experiencing it.

“Best,” he breathed. “Fucking best. You’re amazing.”

When he pulled back, I sat there alone, the taste of five different men mixing in my mouth.

One hundred seventy-five dollars in one hour.

When I walked back to my room, my jaw ached, my lips felt swollen and tender, and the taste of five different men coated my mouth.

But my tracker showed numbers that made it all worthwhile:

Today’s earnings: $175 Week 3 total: $175 Quota: $300

I’d made over half my weekly quota in a single shift. And I had five more days to exceed it.

Luna had been right. Oral service paid better. Much better.

And I was good at it.



That night, I lay in bed, my pink cage straining as usual, my lips still tender from five cocks.

I touched my puffy lips, feeling how different they were now. Bigger. Softer. More feminine.

Made for sucking cock.

The phrase kept echoing in my head. Made for sucking cock. That’s what I had now. Cock-sucking lips.

And I’d used them. Had sucked five cocks today. Swallowed five loads.

Would suck five more tomorrow.

My hole clenched on nothing, empty and aching. Ever since Dr. Lyra had fingered me, ever since that prostate orgasm, my ass felt wrong when it was empty.

Like something was missing.

Like I needed to be filled.

I rolled over, pressing my face into my pillow, and imagined tomorrow’s shift. More cocks. More cum. More servicing men with my puffy lips wrapped around their dicks.

My cage leaked steadily, soaking into my panties.

I’d given more blowjobs today than most people give in a lifetime.

Five proper, intentional blowjobs. Not like that single panicked accident from last week—these were deliberate. Trained. Official.

And tomorrow, I’d give five more.

The week after, five more per day.

Week after week, cock after cock, until sucking dick became as natural as breathing.

The thought should have devastated me.

Instead, my tongue moved unconsciously, remembering the feeling of a cock sliding across it, the taste of cum, the satisfaction of swallowing.

I was becoming exactly what the Institute wanted.

A cock-sucking, cum-swallowing, caged sissy with puffy lips and an aching hole.

And the worst part?

I was starting to be okay with it.

More than okay.

I was starting to crave it.

Starting to need it.

Starting to feel like this was who I’d always been meant to be.

The realization should have terrified me.

Instead, I fell asleep with the taste of cum still on my tongue and dreamed of cocks.

So many cocks.

All waiting for my pretty, puffy, perfect cock-sucking lips.


Chapter 12: Luna’s Sleepover

Wednesday evening, I was heading back from my shift—five more blowjobs, $175 earned, jaw pleasantly sore—when I ran into Luna in the hallway.

Literally ran into her again. It was becoming our thing.

“Evan!” She bounced on her platform heels, her pink hair catching the light. Today she wore a pastel yellow crop top and a pleated white skirt. “Oh my god, your lips! They’re so puffy now! When did you get them done?”

“Last week. Dr. Lyra.”

“They look amazing!” She grabbed my hand. “Come to my room! I haven’t seen you in forever, and we need to catch up!”

Before I could protest, she was pulling me down the hallway toward her room, chattering away about her week. Something about a foot fetish client and a new nail polish color she’d discovered.

Her room was still overwhelmingly pink—if possible, even pinker than I remembered. More fairy lights. More stuffed animals. A new poster of some pop star.

“Sit!” Luna pushed me onto her bed, then plopped down beside me, close enough that our thighs touched. “So tell me everything! How are you liking room clients? Better than glory holes, right?”

“Yeah, they pay better. And it’s more… personal, I guess.”

“Personal is good!” Luna bounced excitedly. “You get to see their faces, talk to them, build regulars. Some of my clients book me every week now. It’s almost like…” She paused, searching for words. “Like a relationship? But with sex and money.”

“That’s… not a relationship.”

“Maybe not traditional, but it’s something.” She turned to face me fully, crossing her legs. “Hey, can I ask you something personal?”

“Sure.”

“How’s being caged? You got locked like, what, five days ago?”

“Six,” I corrected. “Six days of hell.”

Luna giggled. “Oh babe, I remember those first days! I literally thought I’d die from frustration. But it gets better, I promise.”

“When?”

“Probably never, actually. You just learn to live with it.” She reached for my hand. “The desperation becomes part of you. Makes everything more intense. And when you finally do cum—if Scarlett ever lets you—it’s like fireworks.”

“She hasn’t let me out once,” I said miserably. “Not even for a minute.”

“That’s her style. She likes to break new girls, make them really desperate before the first release.” Luna squeezed my hand. “But hey, want to hear a secret?”

“What?”

“You can still cum while caged. You just need to learn how.” Her smile turned mischievous. “I could teach you.”

My heart rate spiked. “Teach me how?”

“Well…” Luna stood up, walking to her closet. “I have a collection of toys. And I’ve learned lots of tricks in two years.” She opened the closet door, revealing rows of dildos, vibrators, plugs, and things I couldn’t even name. “Want to experiment?”

“I don’t know if—”

“Come on!” She pulled out something long and purple. “This is my favorite. Double-sided dildo. We can both use it at the same time. It’s super intimate and hot.”

She held up the toy. It was easily eighteen inches long, thick, with a head on each end. The purple silicone gleamed in the fairy light.

“Both use it?” I asked, my caged cock already straining.

“Yeah! We face each other, both insert our ends, and then we just… rock our hips. It’s like we’re fucking each other but neither of us is topping. Equal.” She bit her lip. “I’ve wanted to try it with you since we met.”

The confession hung in the air between us.

“You’ve wanted to…?”

“I like you, Evan. Like, really like you. You’re cute and sweet and—” She laughed nervously. “And I’m totally oversharing, aren’t I?”

“No, I—” I stood up, closing the distance between us. “I like you too. I just didn’t think… I mean, you’re…”

“Trans? A sissy? Caged and slutty?” Luna grinned. “All of the above. But I’m also just a girl who wants to share something special with someone I care about.”

The sincerity in her green eyes made my chest ache.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s try it.”

Luna squealed, literally squealed with delight. “Yes! Okay, okay, we need lube. And we should probably get more comfortable…”

She pulled off her crop top without hesitation. Her B-cup breasts bounced free—perky, natural-looking despite being implants. Her nipples hardened in the cool air.

“Your turn,” she said, gesturing at my clothes.

I stripped slowly—crop top, skirt, panties. My pink cage swung free, still damp with pre-cum. Luna matched me, pulling off her skirt to reveal her own cage—pink, identical to mine except for color.

We stood there, two caged sissies, both with pigtails (hers pink, mine brown), both slim and feminized and desperate.

“You’re really cute,” Luna said softly. “Has anyone told you that?”

“Not… not like you mean it.”

“Well, you are.” She grabbed the lube from her nightstand. “Okay, so we both need to prep. You’ve been fingered before, right?”

“Twice.”

“Perfect. That’s enough.” She lubed up one end of the dildo, then handed me the bottle. “Do the other end, and then get yourself ready too. I’ll do the same.”

I watched as Luna, completely unselfconscious, lubed her fingers and reached behind herself. She pushed two fingers into her own ass, working them in and out, preparing herself.

I copied her, lubing my fingers and finding my hole. It was still slightly sore from Dr. Lyra’s session, but my fingers slid in easily enough. The sensation was familiar now—fullness, that spot inside me that sparked pleasure.

“Ready?” Luna asked, positioning herself on the bed.

“I think so.”

“Okay, so I’ll go first.” She straddled one end of the dildo, lowering herself slowly. The purple head disappeared into her ass, inch by inch, until she had maybe six inches inside. “Mm, that’s good. Okay, your turn. Come closer.”

I knelt on the bed, facing her, the other end of the dildo pointing toward me. Our caged cocks were inches apart, our knees touching.

I reached back, guiding the dildo to my hole. The head pressed against my entrance, and I pushed down slowly.

The penetration was intense. Thicker than fingers, filling me completely. I gasped as it slid deeper, my hole stretching around it.

“Take your time,” Luna encouraged. “There’s no rush.”

I sank lower, taking four inches, then five, then six. Finally, I was seated on it, the dildo buried in my ass, connecting us.

“Now,” Luna said, her voice breathy, “we rock our hips. Like this.”

She demonstrated, moving forward slightly. The dildo shifted inside me, hitting new angles. I moved with her, pushing back, and the toy slid deeper into both of us.

“Oh,” I moaned.

“Right?” Luna giggled, but it was breathier now, aroused. “It’s like we’re fucking without fucking. Both getting filled at the same time.”

We found a rhythm. Forward, back. Our hips moving in sync, the dildo shifting inside us with each movement. Sometimes it went deeper in me, sometimes in her. Sometimes we both pushed together, and the toy seemed to hit both our prostates simultaneously.

“This is—oh god—” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“I know,” Luna gasped. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my shoulders, our faces close now. “It’s perfect, right?”

Our caged cocks bumped together as we rocked, both leaking steadily, creating a mess between us. But neither of us cared.

“You’re so pretty,” Luna whispered, her eyes locked on mine. “Your makeup, your pigtails, those lips… god, Evan, you’re gorgeous.”

“So are you,” I managed, and meant it.

She was. Pink hair framing her flushed face, small breasts bouncing with our rhythm, green eyes dark with arousal. She was beautiful.

And she liked me.

Really liked me.

“Faster,” she breathed.

We moved faster, the dildo fucking us both harder now. I could feel my prostate being hit with each thrust, pleasure building deep in my ass. Luna was moaning constantly, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

“I’m gonna—” she gasped. “Oh fuck, I’m gonna—”

Her whole body tensed. Her cage spurted—weak, watery jets that proved you could cum while locked. She screamed, her hole clenching on the dildo, and the movement triggered something in me.

My own orgasm hit without warning.

My cage leaked desperately, my body shaking, pleasure radiating from my ass through every nerve. Not as strong as Dr. Lyra’s milking, but intense enough to steal my breath.

We both collapsed forward, our foreheads touching, the dildo still inside us, both trembling with aftershocks.

“That was…” I panted.

“Amazing,” Luna finished. She was grinning, her face flushed and beautiful. “Right?”

“Yeah. Amazing.”

We stayed like that for a moment, foreheads pressed together, breathing each other’s air, the intimacy almost overwhelming.

Then Luna closed the distance and kissed me.

Her lips were soft, tasted like cherry lip gloss. I froze for a second, shocked, then kissed back. My first kiss as… whatever I was now. My first kiss with someone who had a cock like me but looked and felt like a girl.

It was confusing.

It was perfect.

We finally pulled apart, both flushed and smiling.

“Sorry,” Luna said, not sounding sorry at all. “I’ve wanted to do that for a while.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “I just didn’t… I didn’t know if I should.”

“Should?” She laughed. “Evan, we’re both caged sissies who just shared a dildo and came together. I think we’re past ‘should.’”

She had a point.

We carefully extracted the dildo—the emptiness afterward was familiar but still unwelcome. Luna collapsed beside me on the bed, pulling me into a cuddle.

“This is nice,” she said, her head on my shoulder. “Having someone who gets it. Who’s going through the same stuff.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, surprised by how right it felt to lie here with her. “It is.”

“Want to do this again?” she asked. “The toy thing. And the… us thing?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation. “Definitely yes.”

Luna’s smile was radiant. “Good. Because I really, really like you, Evan. And I think we could be amazing together.”

Together. The word sparked something warm in my chest.

Maybe Luna was more than just a mentor. More than just a friend.

Maybe she could be… something else. Someone special.

“I like you too,” I said, and kissed her forehead.

She giggled and snuggled closer.

We lay there for a while, two caged sissies in post-orgasmic bliss, and for the first time since arriving at the Institute, I felt something other than shame or fear or confusion.

I felt happy.

Content.

Maybe even hopeful.

Whatever was happening to me—whatever I was becoming—at least I wasn’t alone.

Luna understood. Luna cared.

And maybe, just maybe, that made all the rest bearable.

We fell asleep like that, tangled together, both still caged, both still sissies, but together.

And that made all the difference.


Chapter 13: Client Variety

By the end of week three, I’d fallen into a routine.

Morning glory hole shifts for quick money. Afternoon room clients for better rates. Evening free time with Luna when our schedules aligned.

I was meeting quota consistently now. Even exceeding it some weeks. The pink cage had become background noise—uncomfortable but manageable. My puffy lips had become just… my lips. The pigtails were reapplied weekly at Bianca’s.

I was adapting.

And that terrified me more than anything.

Thursday brought three clients who would teach me just how varied “hospitality services” could be.



Client One: 2 PM

Richard was maybe fifty, greying at the temples, soft around the middle. Professional type, probably an accountant or lawyer. His booking request had been simple: “69 position oral.”

I’d never done 69 before. Wasn’t entirely sure how it would work with my cage.

“Hi, Evan,” he said when I opened my door. His eyes swept over me—pigtails, makeup, crop top, skirt. “You’re even prettier than your photo.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“So, about the position…” He sat on my bed. “I like to give while receiving. Fair trade, right? I’ll lick your… situation, while you suck me. It’s very intimate.”

Lick my cage. He wanted to lick my cage while I blew him.

“I’ve never—”

“That’s okay. I’ll guide you.” He started undressing, revealing a dad-bod physique and an already-hardening cock. Average size, maybe six inches. “You get on top, facing down toward my feet. I’ll be on my back.”

We arranged ourselves—me straddling his face, my caged cock dangling above his mouth, while his cock stood erect below my face.

“On three,” he said, his breath hot against my cage. “One, two—”

His tongue touched my cage.

I gasped. The sensation was strange—I couldn’t feel it directly on my cock, but I felt the pressure, the wetness through the holes in the plastic. His tongue traced the cage, licking the pre-cum that had accumulated there.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice muffled.

I lowered my mouth to his cock, wrapping my puffy lips around it. The position was awkward—upside down, having to control my neck angle—but I managed.

I started sucking, and his tongue worked on my cage. Licking, sucking the plastic, even taking the whole cage into his mouth. It was the closest I’d come to feeling something on my cock in a week.

It wasn’t enough to make me cum. The cage prevented that. But it felt… nice. Intimate. Like he cared about my pleasure even though I couldn’t really feel it.

I sucked him harder, showing appreciation. My tongue swirled around his head, my lips creating suction.

He moaned against my cage, the vibrations sending tingles through me.

This was weird. Intimate in a way glory holes could never be. I could feel his breath on my most private parts. Could feel his pleasure translating directly to attention on my cage.

“Gonna cum,” he mumbled, his tongue never stopping its work on my cage.

His cock pulsed in my mouth. Hot cum flooded my throat. I swallowed reflexively, taking it all, my puffy lips sealed tight around his spurting dick.

When he finished, we stayed in position for a moment, both panting. Then I climbed off him, wiping my mouth.

“That was perfect,” Richard said, sitting up. “You’re a natural. And your cage is so cute. I love licking it.”

He paid me sixty dollars—extra for the unique position—and left with a promise to book again.

I sat on my bed, my cage still wet from his tongue, tasting his cum.

Sixty dollars. For ten minutes of work. And it had been… intimate. Almost nice.

I was getting disturbingly good at this.



Client Two: 4 PM

Marcus was younger, maybe thirty, with an athletic build and an unexpected request:

“I have a foot fetish,” he said, standing in my doorway. “I saw in your profile you have pretty feet. Can I see them?”

I looked down at my bare feet. Size eight, nothing special about them. But he was staring at them like they were art.

“Sure,” I said.

“May I come in?”

I let him in, and he immediately knelt on the floor, looking up at my feet with reverent eyes.

“Beautiful,” he breathed. “So smooth. Delicate. Would you consider painting your toenails? Pink would look gorgeous on you.”

“I… haven’t done that yet.”

“Could I? I brought polish.” He pulled out a bottle of pink nail polish from his pocket. “I’ll pay extra. Twenty dollars just to paint them.”

Twenty dollars to let him paint my toes. Easiest money ever.

“Okay.”

Marcus’s face lit up. He positioned my foot in his lap—close to his obvious erection—and started applying polish with surprising skill. Each toe got careful attention, perfect coverage.

His cock strained in his pants the whole time, occasionally twitching against my foot.

“You have pretty feet,” he murmured, working on the second foot. “Sissy feet. Made for worship.”

Made for worship. Like my lips were made for cock.

Was every part of me being remade for a sexual purpose?

When he finished, he held my foot up, admiring his work. “Perfect. Now, may I?”

“May you what?”

“Worship them.” His hand wrapped around my ankle. “Kiss them. Lick them. Use them on my cock.”

Use them. He wanted a footjob.

“I’ve never—”

“I’ll show you.” He stood, unbuckling his pants. His cock sprang free—seven inches, average girth, rock hard. “Lie back on your bed. I’ll position your feet.”

I lay back, and he knelt at the foot of the bed. He took both my feet in his hands, pressing them together around his cock.

The sensation was bizarre. My soles against his hot shaft, my newly painted toes near his head. He started moving, fucking between my feet, using his hands to press them tighter around him.

“Yes,” he groaned. “Your feet are perfect. So soft. So pretty.”

I watched, fascinated, as he used my feet like a toy. His cock slid between my arches, pre-cum making everything slick. My pink toenails gleamed in the light.

“Touch yourself,” he said. “Play with your cage while I fuck your feet.”

I reached down, my fingers finding my pink cage. I couldn’t really stimulate myself, but I touched it anyway, rubbing the plastic, feeling the pressure of my cock trying to get hard inside.

“That’s hot,” Marcus panted. “Both of us getting off. Me with your feet, you with your cage.”

Except I wasn’t getting off. I was just touching plastic, desperately wishing I could feel something.

But the visual seemed to work for him. His thrusts between my feet grew faster, more desperate.

“Gonna cum on your pretty feet,” he warned. “Gonna cover those pink toenails—”

He came, thick ropes of cum splashing across my feet, between my toes, coating the fresh nail polish. Hot and thick and messy.

He kept thrusting through his orgasm, his cock sliding through the cum now, making everything even messier.

Finally, he collapsed back, panting.

“That was incredible,” he said. “You’re perfect.”

He reached for tissues to clean my feet, but I stopped him.

“Wait.”

Without thinking, I lifted my foot to my mouth. My tongue darted out, licking a stripe of cum from my arch.

The taste hit my tongue—familiar now, almost comforting. I licked another stripe, cleaning my foot with my tongue while Marcus watched with wide eyes.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

I cleaned both feet methodically, licking between my toes, sucking cum from my painted nails. Something about it felt right. Necessary. I’d been covered in cum so many times now, swallowed so many loads—why not clean myself with my tongue?

When I finished, Marcus was hard again, staring at me with obvious awe.

“Next time,” he said hoarsely, “I’m paying double.”

He left me seventy dollars—fifty for the session plus twenty for the nail painting.

I looked at my pink toenails, still slightly sticky with cum residue.

I’d just licked cum off my own feet.

And I’d liked it.

What was I becoming?



Client Three: 7 PM

DeShawn was my last client of the day.

He was huge. Six-foot-eight at least, with a build that screamed former athlete—basketball, probably. Broad shoulders, muscular arms, skin the color of dark chocolate.

And according to his booking: “Oral only, no anal. BBC experience preferred.”

BBC. Big black cock.

I’d seen some large cocks at the glory holes, but something about DeShawn’s size suggested his cock would match his body.

“You Evan?” he asked when I opened the door.

“Yes, sir.”

“Damn.” He stepped inside, looking me over. “They said you were pretty. They weren’t lying. Those lips—” He touched my chin. “Perfect dick-sucking lips, baby.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Don’t sir me. Makes me feel old. Call me D.” He sat on my bed, legs spread. “Come here.”

I walked over, standing between his legs. He was so tall that even sitting, we were nearly at eye level.

“Pull it out,” he said.

I reached for his waistband, unbuckling his belt, unzipping his jeans. I pulled down his boxers and—

Oh god.

His cock was massive.

At least nine inches soft, hanging thick and heavy between his legs. Dark brown, with a pronounced head and visible veins along the shaft. As I stared, it started to harden, lifting, growing even more.

Fully hard, it had to be eleven inches. Maybe twelve.

“First time with a real dick?” D asked, amused.

“I’ve serviced a lot of—”

“Nah, baby. I mean a real dick. This is what these white boys dream about having.” He wrapped his hand around the base, showing it off. “Think you can handle it?”

I didn’t know. My jaw still ached from earlier clients. This was bigger than anything I’d taken orally.

But I’d try.

“Yes, sir—D.”

“Good girl.” He leaned back, his cock standing at attention. “On your knees.”

I knelt between his legs, my face level with his massive cock. The head alone was bigger than some cocks I’d serviced. The shaft was thick enough that my hand couldn’t wrap fully around it.

“Start slow,” D instructed. “Lick it. Get it wet. Then take what you can.”

I leaned in, my tongue extending to lick from base to tip. The skin was hot, slightly salty. I traced the prominent vein on the underside, feeling his cock pulse against my tongue.

“That’s nice,” he rumbled. “Keep going.”

I licked more, coating his shaft with saliva. When it was wet enough, I wrapped my puffy lips around the head.

Just the head filled my mouth completely.

I pushed forward, taking another inch. Then another. My lips stretched painfully, my jaw already aching. I made it maybe five inches before my gag reflex kicked in.

“That’s okay,” D said, his hand coming down to stroke my pigtail. “Work with what you can fit. Use your hands on the rest.”

I established a rhythm—sucking the top five inches while my hands stroked the bottom half. Spit dripped down his shaft, making everything slick. My puffy lips sealed tight around his girth.

“Fuck yeah,” he groaned. “Those lips, that mouth—you’re taking me so good, baby.”

I sucked harder, faster, trying to take more. My hands worked his shaft in tandem with my mouth. Every time I pulled back, I could see the obscene stretch of my lips around him.

I looked pornographic. Felt pornographic.

And my pink cage leaked steadily, my body betraying how much I liked this.

“Deepthroat it,” D commanded. “Come on, baby. Take it deep.”

I tried. Pushed forward, relaxing my throat as much as I could. The head hit the back of my throat and I gagged, but I pushed through, taking another inch.

Six inches. Maybe seven.

Tears streamed down my face, my makeup running. Spit dripped from my chin. But I held it, breathing through my nose, letting my throat adjust.

“Holy fuck,” D groaned. “That’s—fuck—you’re really taking it—”

He gripped my pigtails—both of them—using them as handles to hold my head in place. Then he started thrusting, fucking my throat, not gentle.

I gagged. Choked. Tears and spit and running makeup created a mess on my face.

But I didn’t pull away.

I let him use my mouth, my throat, my puffy cock-sucking lips. Let him fuck my face while holding my pigtails.

“Gonna cum down your throat,” he warned. “You ready, baby? Gonna feed you this nut—”

He thrust deep one final time, his cock pulsing directly in my throat. I felt his cum flooding, pouring down, bypassing my tongue entirely and going straight to my stomach.

He held my head there for what felt like forever, emptying himself directly into my throat, while I struggled to breathe through my nose.

Finally, he released me. I pulled back, gasping, coughing, my throat raw and abused.

But I’d taken it. All of it.

“Damn,” D said, looking at me with something like respect. “You really are something special. Most sissies can’t handle more than six inches of this.”

I’d taken seven. Maybe eight at the end.

He cleaned my face with tissues, surprisingly gentle for someone who’d just brutally face-fucked me.

“You gonna be okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I croaked, my voice hoarse. “I’m fine.”

“Good.” He handed me seventy-five dollars. “Because I’m booking you again next week. Same time. And we’re gonna see if you can take the whole thing.”

The whole thing. All twelve inches.

The challenge in his words made my cage throb.



I ended the day with $205 in earnings. Way over my daily target.

Three very different clients. Three very different services.

69 position, footjob, BBC deepthroat.

I’d licked cum off my own feet. I’d deepthroated the biggest cock I’d ever seen. I’d let a man lick my cage while servicing him.

All in one day.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Makeup smeared from tears and spit. Pigtails mussed. Throat sore. Pink toenails still gleaming.

I looked used. Thoroughly fucked despite not having been penetrated.

My tracker showed week three was on track to be my best yet. I’d probably exceed $400 by Saturday.

All from sucking cock and letting men use my feet and presenting myself as feminine as possible.

The variety of it was almost exciting. Every client wanted something different. Every session taught me a new skill, unlocked a new kink.

I was building a repertoire.

Becoming an expert.

Becoming exactly what the Institute needed me to be—a versatile service provider who could handle any request.

I touched my puffy lips, still tender from DeShawn’s massive cock. Looked at my pink toenails, still slightly sticky.

Three weeks ago, I’d been a virgin. Had never touched another man’s cock. Had never considered any of this possible.

Now I was a caged, feminized sissy who’d serviced dozens of cocks, discovered I liked being penetrated, and licked cum off my own feet without being asked.

The transformation was accelerating.

And I was helping it along, accepting each new degradation, each new service type, each new way to be used.

Because the money was good.

Because the orgasms (when I could have them) were better.

Because some part of me, growing louder each day, wanted this.

Wanted to be good at serving cock.

Wanted to discover new ways to please clients.

Wanted to become the perfect sissy.

I fell asleep that night with my feet still slightly sticky and the taste of BBC in my throat.

And I dreamed of next week’s sessions.

Of taking DeShawn’s full twelve inches.

Of more feet to worship with cum.

Of more 69 positions with clients who’d tongue my cage while I serviced them.

I dreamed of variety.

Of skills to master.

Of becoming expert in every perverse act the Institute required.

And somewhere in those dreams, Evan Park, college student, faded a little more.

Replaced by someone who could deepthroat BBC, who’d lick cum off her own feet, who’d service anyone for the right price.

Replaced by someone who was starting to like it.


Chapter 14: Sissy School Intro

The email arrived Friday morning:

Mandatory Training: Mistress Veronica’s Sissy Philosophy Course. Session 1: “Know Your Place.” Monday 10 AM, Training Studio B. Attendance required per contract clause 19.

I showed the message to Luna over breakfast in the communal dining area.

“Oh, you’re starting with Mistress Veronica!” Luna’s eyes went wide. “Babe, she’s intense. But she’s amazing. I took her full course last year.”

“What’s it like?”

“Educational.” Luna stabbed at her fruit. “She doesn’t fuck you—well, not usually. She teaches you. Philosophy, psychology, your role as a sissy. It’s like… therapy, but kinky? And humiliating. But in a good way.”

That didn’t sound reassuring.

“What should I expect?”

“Expect to have your assumptions shattered.” Luna touched my hand. “And Evan? She’s going to compare you to real men. It’s brutal. But it’s also necessary. You’ll understand after.”



Monday at 9:58 AM, I stood outside Training Studio B, wearing my usual—pink panties, white crop top, pigtails freshly done by Bianca, makeup perfect.

The door opened at exactly 10.

“Enter,” a voice commanded. Measured. Aristocratic. Feminine but with absolute authority.

I stepped inside.

The studio was different from anything I’d seen. Red walls, elegant furnishings, a raised platform in the center. Mirrors covered two walls. And standing in the middle, holding a riding crop, was Mistress Veronica.

She was stunning.

Thirty-something, with chestnut hair in perfect waves that fell to her shoulders. Grey-blue eyes that somehow commanded without anger. Porcelain skin with just a hint of rose in her cheeks. Tall—five-ten easy—with a dancer’s grace in how she held herself.

She wore a black leather bustier that accentuated her 34D chest, a pencil skirt, and opera gloves that added elegance to the dominant aesthetic. Her entire presence radiated authority and control.

“You must be Evan,” she said, her voice like silk over steel. “I’m Mistress Veronica. You will address me as ‘Mistress’ or ‘Ma’am.’ Nothing else. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Come here. Stand on the platform.”

I walked to the raised platform and stood there, suddenly very aware of how she could circle me, study me from all angles.

“Remove your clothes,” she instructed. “All of them. I need to see what I’m working with.”

My hands trembled as I pulled off my crop top. My panties followed. Now I stood naked except for my pink cage, my pigtails swishing as I moved.

Mistress Veronica walked a slow circle around me, the riding crop tapping against her palm thoughtfully. I could hear her strap-on harness creak slightly as she moved.

“Slim build. Good flexibility potential. Cage is recent—you’re still adjusting, I can tell from your posture. Lips augmented, nicely done. Hair feminized. Overall…” She stopped in front of me. “You’re beginning your transformation. But you haven’t accepted what you are yet.”

“I’m—”

“Quiet.” The word was soft but absolute. “You don’t speak unless asked a direct question. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded.

“Better.” She set down the riding crop and picked up a small bell from a side table. She rang it once.

A door I hadn’t noticed opened.

A man walked in.

He was massive—easily six-three, with the build of a professional bodybuilder. Huge shoulders, thick arms, a chest that looked carved from granite. Short dark hair, square jaw, confidence radiating from every pore.

And he was completely naked.

His cock hung between his legs—soft, it was easily seven or eight inches. Thick. As I watched, it started to harden, lifting, growing.

Ten inches. Fully hard, it had to be ten inches, maybe more. The shaft was thick as my wrist, veins prominent along the length. The head was purple, already glistening.

“This,” Mistress Veronica said, gesturing to the man, “is Mason. He’s what we call an alpha. A real man. With a real cock.” She walked over to him, her gloved hand wrapping around his massive shaft. “This is what a COCK looks like.”

She turned to me, beckoning.

“Come here.”

I walked over on shaking legs.

“Now, show us your cock.”

My hands moved to my cage. “I can’t, it’s—”

“You can’t because you’re caged. Because your supervisor decided your cock wasn’t worth having free.” Mistress Veronica’s smile was cold. “But we’ll make do. Imagine it’s out. Imagine it’s as hard as it can get. What would it be?”

“Four… four and a half inches,” I whispered.

“Four and a half inches. Average girth. Pathetic by comparison.” She held Marcus’s cock next to where mine would be if uncaged. The difference was staggering. “This is ten inches. This is a COCK. What you have—” She tapped my pink cage with her crop. “Is a clitty. A sissy clitty. Say it.”

“I have a clitty,” I managed.

“Louder.”

“I have a clitty,” I said, my voice stronger but humiliation burning through me.

“Good. And what does Marcus have?”

“A cock.”

“A REAL cock,” she corrected. “A cock that women and sissies crave. A cock that commands respect. A cock that gives pleasure.” She stroked Mason again, and he groaned softly. “Your clitty? Gives nothing. Serves no purpose. It’s just there, locked away, forgotten.”

The words hit like physical blows.

Because she was right.

I looked at Marcus’s massive cock, then down at my caged four inches, and the difference was undeniable. He was a man. I was… something else.

“Do you understand now?” Mistress Veronica asked. “Your place in the world?”

“I’m… I’m not a real man,” I said, the admission tearing from somewhere deep.

“No, you’re not. You’re a sissy. And sissies don’t fuck. They serve. They exist to pleasure real cocks like this one.” She guided my hand to Marcus’s shaft. “Touch it. Feel what you’ll never have.”

My hand wrapped around his cock, and the heat, the hardness, the sheer size of it made my cage throb with inadequacy.

“This is power,” Mistress Veronica whispered. “This is what makes you drop to your knees. This is what you exist to worship. Say it.”

“I exist to worship real cock,” I said, my voice barely audible.

“Because?”

“Because my clitty is pathetic. Because I’m a sissy. Because that’s my purpose.”

“Perfect.” Mistress Veronica stepped back. “Now. Kiss it.”

“What?”

“Kiss the tip of Marcus’s cock. Show respect. Show worship. Just a kiss—nothing more.”

I looked up at Marcus. He looked down at me with something like pity in his eyes. Or maybe superiority.

I leaned forward.

My puffy lips pressed against the head of his massive cock. Just a kiss. Chaste, almost. But the contact sent electricity through me.

He was so hot. So hard. The head was smooth against my lips, tasting faintly of salt and musk.

I wanted more.

Wanted to wrap my lips around him, to suck, to service this massive cock that made mine seem like a joke.

But Mistress Veronica pulled me back.

“That’s enough. You don’t get more until you’ve earned it.” She turned me to face the mirror. “Look at yourself. A caged sissy on her knees, kissing a real man’s cock. This is who you are. This is your truth.”

In the mirror, I saw exactly what she described. My feminized face. My small frame. My pink-caged clitty. And Mason behind me, his huge cock still hard, still ready, while I was denied and desperate.

“This is your place,” Mistress Veronica said, her voice almost gentle now. “Not above. Not equal. Below. Serving. Worshipping. And that’s not a bad thing. It’s beautiful. It’s pure. It’s honest.”

I couldn’t look away from the mirror. From the truth it showed.

“You may go,” Mistress Veronica said. “Lesson one complete. Return Wednesday for lesson two. We’ll continue your education.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I gathered my clothes, my hands shaking. My cage was soaked with pre-cum. My lips still tingled from that single kiss.

Mason remained, still hard, still perfect.

And I remained denied, desperate, aching to suck his cock properly but forced to leave wanting.

“Good sissies crave but don’t demand,” Mistress Veronica said as I reached the door. “Remember that. The wanting is part of your purpose. The denial teaches you patience. The craving makes you better at service.”

I nodded and left, my mind reeling.



Back in my room, I stared at my reflection. Tried to see myself as a man.

Couldn’t.

All I saw was what Mistress Veronica had shown me. A sissy. With a clitty. Who existed to serve real cocks.

The lesson had been brutal. Humiliating. Degrading.

And effective.

Because I couldn’t un-see it now. Couldn’t deny the truth of that comparison. Mason’s ten inches versus my caged four. His masculinity versus my feminization.

I’d kissed his cock. Just once. Just a brush of lips against skin.

But it had awakened something.

A hunger. A need to worship. To serve. To prove myself worthy of real cock.

My pink cage leaked steadily as I touched my lips, remembering the taste of him.

Three weeks ago, I’d been Evan Park, straight college student.

Now I was a caged sissy who’d kissed another man’s cock and wanted desperately to do more.

Mistress Veronica was right.

I was learning my place.

And the craving—the desperate, overwhelming craving to suck Marcus’s massive cock—was exactly what she wanted me to feel.

Good sissies crave but don’t demand.

I craved.

God, how I craved.

And Wednesday’s lesson couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 15: Worship Training

The training studio felt different this time. Warmer. The air thick with something I couldn’t quite name yet.

Mistress Veronica stood in her usual spot, elegant as always in her leather bustier and opera gloves. Her red strap-on jutted obscenely from her hips—twelve inches of silicone that she never bothered to hide. She stroked it absently while she waited for me, like it was a part of her.

“Good afternoon, Evan,” she said, her voice measured and aristocratic. “Today we continue your education.”

My cage twitched. I’d been horny all day, desperate after yesterday’s edging session with a client who’d brought me right to the edge three times before leaving without letting me finish. My caged clitty ached constantly now.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said automatically. The response came easier each time.

“Lesson two is about worship,” Veronica continued, circling me slowly. “Real worship. Not the frantic sucking you do at the glory holes. Not the desperate grinding you do with clients. This is about reverence.”

She paused in front of me, one gloved hand reaching out to lift my chin.

“You are going to learn to worship a real man’s body. Every inch. Every scent. Every texture.” Her grey-blue eyes held mine. “By the time I’m done with you, you’ll crave it like air.”

A knock at the door made me jump.

“Enter,” Veronica called.

The same bull from last time walked in—Mason. Same massive build, same confident stride. Same enormous cock that I could see even through his athletic shorts—the outline impossible to miss.

My mouth went dry.

“Strip,” Veronica commanded him. “Everything.”

He obeyed without hesitation, peeling off his shirt to reveal sculpted muscles, then sliding down his shorts and underwear in one smooth motion.

His cock sprang free—thick, long, already half-hard. Ten inches at least. Maybe more.

And below it hung the heaviest set of balls I’d ever seen. They looked swollen, full, pendulous.

“On your knees, Evan,” Veronica said softly.

I dropped immediately, my small plug shifting inside me with the movement. The floor was cold against my bare knees. I wore nothing but my panties and cage, as instructed. My pigtails brushed my shoulders.

The bull stepped closer until he stood right in front of me. His cock was at eye level now, slowly hardening as I stared.

But Veronica tapped my head with one gloved finger.

“Lower,” she said. “You’re not worthy of his cock yet. Today, you worship his balls.”

Oh god.

She guided my head down until my face was level with those heavy, hanging orbs. They were so close I could feel the warmth radiating from them. See every detail—the wrinkled skin, the way they moved slightly with his breathing.

“Smell him,” Veronica ordered.

I inhaled.

The scent hit me like a drug. Masculine musk—strong, musky, raw. The smell of male arousal and sweat and testosterone. It made my head swim. My cage strained immediately, the plastic digging into my sensitive flesh.

“That’s the smell of a real man,” Veronica purred. “Learn it. Crave it. Let it reprogram that sissy brain of yours.”

I breathed it in again, deeper this time. The scent seemed to bypass my rational mind and go straight to something primal. Something hungry.

“Now lick,” Veronica commanded. “Slowly. Worship them properly.”

My tongue darted out, tentative at first. I made contact with the left ball, tasting salt and musk. The skin was surprisingly soft, slightly wrinkled against my tongue.

“Use your whole tongue,” Veronica corrected. “Long, slow licks. Like you’re worshipping a god.”

I obeyed, dragging my tongue along the full length of his sack. The taste intensified—salty, slightly bitter, overwhelmingly male. Above me, the bull’s cock began to harden fully, rising until it pointed toward the ceiling.

“Good girl,” Veronica said, and the praise made my cage throb. “Now the other one.”

I switched to his right ball, licking it with the same slow reverence. My hands stayed clasped behind my back—I hadn’t been given permission to touch. Just lick. Just worship with my mouth.

The bull shifted slightly, spreading his stance wider. Giving me better access.

“Take one in your mouth,” Veronica instructed. “Gently. Suck it like candy.”

I opened wider, carefully drawing his left ball into my mouth. It was heavy on my tongue, filling my mouth completely. I sucked softly, feeling the weight of it, the texture of the wrinkled skin.

Above me, the bull groaned—a deep, masculine sound that went straight to my core.

“Look at his cock,” Veronica said, her voice dropping to a whisper near my ear. “See how hard you’ve made him? How much he’s enjoying your mouth on his balls?”

I glanced up without releasing my prize. His cock was fully erect now, standing proud and thick. A bead of pre-cum had formed at the tip, glistening under the studio lights.

My cage leaked in response. I could feel wetness soaking the front of my panties.

“Switch,” Veronica commanded.

I released the left ball with a soft pop and immediately took the right one into my mouth. Sucked it just as gently. Rolled it on my tongue. Worshipped it like my life depended on it.

The bull’s hand came down to rest lightly on my head, fingers threading through my pigtails. Not forcing, just… holding me there. Keeping me in place while I serviced him.

“That’s it,” Veronica praised. “You’re learning. A good sissy knows that a man’s pleasure comes first. His balls, his cock, his satisfaction—those are what matter. Your locked little clitty? Irrelevant.”

She was right. God help me, she was right. My cage felt tighter than ever, my clit useless and forgotten. All that mattered was the heavy ball in my mouth, the masculine scent filling my lungs, the approval in Veronica’s voice.

“Both now,” she ordered. “Try to fit both in your mouth.”

That seemed impossible, but I tried anyway. Opened as wide as I could and attempted to take both balls into my mouth at once.

It was a struggle. My jaw stretched painfully. But somehow, with gentle maneuvering, I managed to get both of them past my lips. My mouth was completely full—stuffed with his balls, unable to close properly. Drool escaped down my chin.

The bull groaned again, his cock twitching above my face. More pre-cum dripped from the tip, landing on my forehead.

“Perfect,” Veronica breathed. “Look at you. Mouth full of balls, cage leaking, makeup smudged. This is what you were made for, Evan. This is your purpose.”

I moaned around my mouthful, the vibrations making the bull’s hand tighten in my hair.

“You’d do this all day if I let you, wouldn’t you?” Veronica asked, her voice knowing. “You’d kneel here for hours, worshipping his balls, breathing in his scent, forgetting you ever had a cock of your own.”

The horrible truth of it hit me.

She was right.

I would.

Right now, in this moment, with his heavy balls filling my mouth and his musk filling my lungs and his cock dripping on my face—I could stay here forever. The thought of stopping felt wrong. Painful.

When had this happened? When had I become this?

“Release him,” Veronica said after what felt like hours but was probably only minutes.

I let his balls slip from my mouth reluctantly, strings of saliva connecting us for a moment before breaking. My jaw ached. My chin was wet with drool. My face was flushed and my cage throbbed with desperate need.

The bull’s cock stood inches from my face, harder than ever. The temptation to lean forward and taste it was overwhelming.

“No,” Veronica said sharply, reading my mind. “You haven’t earned his cock yet. Stand up.”

I rose on shaky legs, my plug shifting with the movement. My panties were soaked through.

Veronica circled me again, examining me like a piece of art.

“You’re progressing well,” she said finally. “But you have so much further to go.” She turned to the bull. “Thank you. You’re dismissed.”

He dressed quickly, his still-hard cock making an obscene tent in his shorts as he left.

And I was left standing there, desperate and denied. My cage ached. My hole felt empty despite the plug. My mouth still tasted like his balls.

“You may go,” Veronica said dismissively. “Tomorrow, same time. We’ll continue your education.”

“But Mistress—” I started, gesturing helplessly at my straining cage.

“What about it?” she asked coolly.

“I need… I’m so…”

“You’re horny?” She smiled, a cruel curve of lips. “Good. That’s the point. A good sissy is always desperate. Always hungry. Always craving more than she can have.”

She walked to the door and held it open.

“Run along, Evan. Go back to your room and remember what you learned today. Remember how his balls felt on your tongue. How his musk smelled. How empty you feel now that he’s gone.”

I stumbled out into the hallway, my legs weak. Other sissies passed me, some smirking at my obvious desperation. Everyone could see the wet spot on my panties, the drool on my chin, the glazed look in my eyes.

Back in my room, I collapsed on the bed. My cage pressed painfully against the mattress. I could still smell him on my breath, still taste him on my tongue.

I tried humping the pillow but it was useless. The cage made any kind of real stimulation impossible. I was trapped in this state of constant arousal with no relief.

Finally, I gave up and just lay there, breathing hard, my body wound tight with need.

Veronica was right.

I’d worship those balls all day if she let me. I’d kneel there forever, breathing in that masculine scent, feeling the weight of them on my tongue.

The scary part wasn’t that I’d do it.

The scary part was how much I wanted to.

My clitty twitched uselessly in its cage. I squeezed my thighs together, trying to create some friction, any sensation at all.

Nothing helped.

I was learning what it meant to be edged. To be desperate. To be a sissy who existed in a constant state of need.

And god help me, some part of me was starting to love it.

I rolled onto my side, pressing my face into the pillow. In my mind, I could still see that massive cock above me. Still feel those heavy balls in my mouth. Still smell that intoxicating musk.

Tomorrow couldn’t come fast enough.

And that realization scared me more than anything else that had happened so far.


Chapter 16: First Anal Client

The notification on my phone made my stomach drop.

BOOKING CONFIRMED: Room Service - Full Service Package - 7:00 PM

Full service.

I knew what that meant. Everyone knew what that meant. It was the Institute’s polite term for anal sex.

My hands shook as I read the details. The client had paid for two hours. Two fucking hours. And the rate was $75—way more than I’d earned from any single session so far.

But the money didn’t matter right now. What mattered was that in three hours, someone was going to fuck me. Actually fuck me.

I’d had fingers in my ass. The plug I wore constantly. Even some rimming and toy play. But never a real cock. Never someone actually penetrating me, using me, filling me.

The thought made my cage throb with a confusing mix of fear and arousal.

I spent the next hour in the bathroom, making sure I was perfectly clean. The Institute had strict hygiene rules for anal services, and I followed them obsessively. Better to be overprepared than have something go wrong.

When I finally emerged, I checked myself in the mirror.

Pigtails—freshly brushed, the brown extensions making me look younger, more feminine. My eyebrows were still shaped from Bianca’s work, giving my face a permanently surprised, innocent look. My puffy lips caught the light, glossy from the lip balm I’d applied.

I wore a matching black lace bra and panty set—the bra was padded to give the illusion of small breasts. My cage pressed against the front of the panties, creating a small bulge that was simultaneously arousing and humiliating.

The small plug nestled snugly in my ass, a constant reminder of what was coming.

Six-thirty came. Then six-forty-five.

At six-fifty-five, I heard the knock.

My heart hammered as I opened the door.

The client was… normal. Mid-thirties, maybe. Average height, reasonably fit. Dark hair, kind eyes. He wore slacks and a button-down shirt like he’d just come from an office job.

“Hi,” he said with a gentle smile. “You must be Evan.”

“Yes, sir,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. His eyes traveled over me slowly, taking in every detail of my feminized appearance.

“You look nervous,” he observed.

“I am, sir. This is my… I haven’t…”

“First time?” he asked, and I nodded.

His expression softened. “Don’t worry. I’ve done this before. I’ll be gentle. But I won’t lie to you—it might hurt at first. The key is to relax and let your body adjust.”

Something about his calm, matter-of-fact tone helped settle my nerves a fraction.

He sat on the edge of my bed and gestured for me to come closer. When I did, he reached out and ran his fingers gently through one of my pigtails.

“You’re very pretty,” he said. “The pigtails suit you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Have you been wearing a plug?”

“Yes, sir. A small one. About an inch and a half.”

“Good. That’ll help.” He stood and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Why don’t you help me undress?”

My hands trembled as I reached for his belt. I unbuckled it slowly, then unzipped his pants. They fell to the floor, leaving him in just his underwear.

The bulge there was… substantial. Not enormous, but definitely bigger than the plug I was used to.

“Go ahead,” he encouraged.

I hooked my fingers in his waistband and pulled down. His cock sprang free—about seven inches, maybe a bit more. Thick enough to make me swallow hard. It was already half-hard, rising as I stared at it.

“Touch it,” he said. “Get comfortable with it.”

I reached out tentatively, wrapping my fingers around his shaft. The skin was hot, silky smooth over the hardness beneath. I stroked slowly, watching it swell to full size in my hand.

“That’s good,” he murmured. “You have nice hands. Feminine.”

His cock continued to grow until it stood fully erect. Seven inches looked a lot bigger when you knew it was going inside you.

“Now,” he said, gently taking my wrist to stop my stroking. “Let’s get you ready. On the bed, hands and knees.”

Oh god. This was really happening.

I climbed onto the bed and assumed the position he’d described—on all fours, ass raised. My cage dangled beneath me, swaying slightly. The plug shifted in my hole.

I heard him moving behind me, then felt his hands on my hips. He hooked his fingers in my panties and slowly pulled them down to my knees, exposing my plugged ass and caged clitty.

“Beautiful,” he breathed. “Such a perfect little sissy ass.”

His hands caressed my cheeks, squeezing gently. Then I felt him grip the base of my plug.

“Relax,” he said, and began to pull.

The plug slid out slowly, the widest part stretching me before it popped free. The sudden emptiness made me gasp. I felt exposed, vulnerable, my hole clenching on nothing.

“Look how eager you are,” he said with a low chuckle. “Your hole is practically winking at me.”

I buried my face in the pillow, mortified.

I heard the snap of a bottle cap, then felt cool liquid dripping onto my exposed hole. Lots of it. He was being generous with the lube, which I appreciated even through my embarrassment.

Then his finger pressed against my entrance.

“Breathe,” he instructed. “Push out a little like you’re—yeah, just like that.”

His finger slid inside easily, the lube making everything slippery. He pumped it slowly a few times, then added a second finger. I felt the stretch, the burn, but it was manageable. Familiar, even, after all the plug training.

“You’re tight,” he said, scissoring his fingers. “But you’re relaxing well. That’s good. You’re going to do fine.”

He worked me with his fingers for what felt like several minutes, occasionally adding more lube. By the time he pulled them out, my hole felt loose, open, ready.

The sound of him lubing his cock made my heart race.

“This is it,” he said softly. “I’m going to go slow. If it hurts too much, tell me and I’ll stop. But try to breathe through it. It gets better.”

I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my hole.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.

“Deep breath,” he said.

I inhaled.

He pushed.

The pressure was intense. My hole resisted at first, the ring of muscle tight despite all the preparation. He held steady, not forcing, just maintaining that constant pressure.

“Breathe out and push,” he instructed.

I did.

And he slipped past the outer ring.

The sensation was overwhelming. Burning, stretching, fuller than I’d ever felt. The head of his cock was inside me now, and it felt impossibly huge.

“Stop,” I gasped. “Stop, please, it’s too much—”

“Shhh,” he soothed, his hands rubbing my lower back. “Just breathe. Don’t tense up. This is the hardest part. Just stay relaxed and let your body adjust.”

He held perfectly still, not pushing deeper, just letting me get used to having his cock inside me. After a minute, the burning sensation began to fade. The stretch was still intense, but it wasn’t unbearable anymore.

“Better?” he asked.

“I… I think so.”

“Good. I’m going deeper now. Nice and slow.”

He pressed forward incrementally. Inch by agonizing inch, his cock sank into me. Every fraction of penetration brought new sensations—the stretch, the fullness, the way my hole clenched involuntarily around him.

Halfway in, something changed.

His cock brushed against something inside me—a spot that sent a jolt of pure electricity through my body. My cage twitched violently and I moaned into the pillow.

“There it is,” he said with satisfaction. “Found your prostate. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“Oh god,” I whimpered. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt. Not like traditional cock pleasure. This was deeper, more intense, radiating through my whole pelvis.

“Just wait,” he promised, and pushed the rest of the way in.

When his hips finally pressed against my ass, his cock fully buried inside me, I felt completely owned. Utterly filled. There was no room for anything else—just his thick shaft stretching me open, pressing against that magic spot inside.

“You took it all,” he praised, his hands squeezing my hips. “Every inch. Good girl.”

The words made my cage leak.

He held still for another moment, letting me adjust to being completely impaled. Then, slowly, he began to withdraw.

The drag of his cock against my inner walls was intense. Every nerve ending seemed to fire at once. When he was halfway out, he reversed direction and pushed back in.

Slow. Steady. Deep.

Each thrust was deliberate, measured. He wasn’t fucking me yet—not really. This was more like he was teaching my body how to take cock. How to open for him. How to accept being used.

“How does it feel?” he asked.

“Full,” I managed. “So full. And that spot you hit—”

“Your prostate,” he confirmed. “Every time I thrust, I’m rubbing against it. That’s why it feels so good.”

He was right. As he continued those slow, deep strokes, I could feel my body responding. The initial discomfort had faded completely, replaced by a growing warmth. A tingling pleasure that built with each thrust.

My cage leaked steadily now, forming a wet spot on the sheets beneath me.

“You’re doing so well,” he praised, his pace increasing slightly. “Taking cock like you were made for it.”

His thrusts came faster. Harder. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass filled the room, mixing with my increasingly loud moans.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “Oh god, why does this feel so good?”

“Because you’re a sissy,” he said simply, his voice rough with exertion. “This is what sissies are made for. To be fucked. To have their boy-pussies filled with real cock.”

Every word made me clench around him. My mind was spinning, unable to reconcile the pleasure I was feeling with everything I’d believed about myself.

I wasn’t supposed to like this. I was straight. I’d never wanted this.

But my body didn’t care about what I was supposed to want. My body was singing with pleasure, my hole gripping his cock eagerly, my cage dripping uselessly beneath me.

He adjusted his angle slightly, and suddenly every thrust was hitting my prostate dead-on.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my back arching. “Right there! Oh fuck, right there!”

“Found the perfect spot,” he grunted, gripping my hips tighter. “Gonna make you cum from this. Gonna make you cum with just my cock in your ass.”

His pace increased again. He was really fucking me now—hard, fast thrusts that rocked my whole body forward with each impact. The bed creaked beneath us. My pigtails swung wildly.

The pleasure was building toward something. Something huge. Pressure coiled in my belly, in my ass, everywhere. My cage felt almost painful in its tightness, but I couldn’t focus on it. All my attention was on that spot inside me, the spot his cock was pounding relentlessly.

“I’m getting close,” he warned, his thrusts becoming erratic. “Gonna fill you up. Gonna breed this tight little sissy pussy.”

“Yes,” I heard myself moan. “Yes, please, fill me—”

His cock swelled inside me. I felt it clearly, felt it growing thicker, harder. Then he slammed in one final time, burying himself to the hilt.

Hot. So hot.

His cock pulsed inside me—once, twice, three times. I could feel each throb as he emptied himself deep in my ass. Feel the warmth of his cum flooding my insides.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned. “Take it all. Take every drop.”

He stayed buried inside me as his orgasm subsided, his cock twitching occasionally. I could feel his cum inside me, warm and wet, more than I’d expected. So much more.

When he finally pulled out, the sensation of his cock leaving my body made me whimper. I felt suddenly, achingly empty.

Then came the flood.

His cum began leaking out immediately, running down over my balls, dripping onto the sheets. I could feel it—thick, warm, obscene. The physical evidence of what had just happened.

“Look at that,” he said, sounding satisfied. “Your hole is gaping. And my cum is pouring out of you.”

I turned my head to look at him. He was using his phone, taking a photo of my used ass. The flash went off.

“For my personal collection,” he explained, tucking the phone away. “Don’t worry, your face isn’t in it.”

He grabbed some tissues and cleaned himself off, then helped me roll onto my side. My legs felt like jelly. My ass ached—a deep, thoroughly-used ache that I’d probably feel for days.

He was already getting dressed.

“That was incredible,” he said as he buttoned his shirt. “Best first-timer I’ve ever had. You’re a natural.”

He pulled out his wallet and counted out bills. Seventy-five dollars, which he left on my nightstand.

“Same time next week?” he asked. “I’ll book another session.”

I just nodded, not trusting my voice.

He left, closing the door softly behind him.

And I was alone with what had just happened.

I lay there in the spreading wet spot—a mixture of lube and cum and my own leaked arousal. My cage pressed uncomfortably against my thigh. My ass felt open, used, marked.

A cock had just been inside me.

A man had just fucked me.

Had just filled me with his cum.

And I’d loved it.

That was the worst part. Not the pain, not the humiliation, not even the fact that his cum was still leaking out of me.

The worst part was how much I’d enjoyed it. How I’d begged him to fill me. How the pleasure had been so intense I’d thought I might pass out.

My phone buzzed with a notification.

SERVICE COMPLETE: $75 deposited to account. Quota: [image: ]400 this week.

I’d just made more from one client than from multiple glory hole sessions. And all I’d had to do was let him fuck me.

Let him breed me.

My hole clenched involuntarily, sending another trickle of cum onto the sheets.

I touched my cage experimentally. Still hard inside it. Still desperate and denied. The anal pleasure had been incredible, but it hadn’t given me release. Hadn’t scratched that itch.

It had just created a new one.

Because even as I lay there, sore and used and leaking cum, all I could think about was doing it again.

Feeling that fullness again. That stretch. That spot inside me being rubbed and pressed and pounded.

I squeezed my eyes shut.

What was happening to me?

Four weeks ago, I’d been Evan Park. A straight college student. A guy who liked girls.

Now I was lying in a puddle of a man’s cum, my ass gaping, wearing lingerie and pigtails, and craving more.

The transformation wasn’t just physical anymore.

Something inside me was changing. Some fundamental part of who I was—or who I thought I was—was shifting.

And I didn’t know how to stop it.

Didn’t know if I even wanted to stop it anymore.

I reached back tentatively, running a finger over my stretched hole. It was tender, sensitive. When I pressed slightly, more cum leaked out.

The phone buzzed again.

CLIENT REVIEW: ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐ “Amazing first-timer. Took every inch beautifully. Will definitely book again. Highly recommend.”

Five stars.

I’d gotten five stars for letting a man fuck me.

I should have felt disgusted. Ashamed. Horrified at what I’d become.

But instead, I felt a sick sense of pride.

And that scared me more than anything else.


Chapter 17: Pet Play Punishment

“Today’s lesson,” Mistress Veronica announced, “is about understanding your place. Not just in this Institute. Not just in relation to dominant women. But in the hierarchy of the world.”

She circled me slowly, her red strap-on still prominently displayed on her hips. I’d learned to stop flinching at the sight of it.

“You are not a man,” she continued, her voice calm and measured. “You haven’t been for weeks now. But you’re still clinging to certain human dignities. Certain privileges you think you’re entitled to.”

I stood there in just my cage and plug, my pigtails brushing my shoulders. My heart was already racing and she hadn’t even told me what today’s lesson was yet.

“Strip,” she commanded. “Everything off. Including the cage.”

My hands froze. “The… the cage, Mistress?”

“Did I stutter?”

“But Miss Scarlett has the key—”

Veronica held up a silver key, dangling it from her gloved fingers. “Scarlett and I share resources. Now strip. The cage comes off for this lesson.”

With trembling hands, I removed my panties. Then Veronica stepped forward and unlocked my cage, sliding it off. My cock sprang free for the first time in weeks, immediately hardening in the open air.

The freedom felt almost painful. I’d grown so used to the constant restriction.

“Don’t get excited,” Veronica said dryly. “This isn’t a reward. Now, stand still.”

She walked to a cabinet and returned with several items. My stomach dropped when I saw what they were.

A leather collar. A leash. And a butt plug with a long, furry tail attached to it.

“No,” I breathed. “Please, Mistress, not—”

“Not what?” she asked, her eyebrow arching. “Not humiliation training? Too late. You signed a contract.”

She fastened the collar around my neck. It was thick, heavy leather with a D-ring at the front. The weight of it felt oppressive, like a physical symbol of ownership.

Then she clipped the leash to the D-ring.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

I dropped immediately.

“No. All fours. Like the animal you’re about to become.”

Oh god.

I lowered myself until I was on my hands and knees, naked except for the collar. My freed cock hung between my legs, half-hard and humiliatingly visible.

Veronica moved behind me. I felt her fingers grip the plug in my ass and slowly pull it out. The emptiness that followed made me whimper.

“Such an eager little hole,” she observed. “Let’s give it something more appropriate.”

The new plug was much larger. The initial penetration made me gasp as it stretched me wider than before. She pushed steadily until the widest part popped inside, and then the plug settled into place.

But this plug had the tail. I could feel it hanging down, brushing against the backs of my thighs.

“Perfect,” Veronica purred. “Now you look the part. Say woof.”

“What?”

“Say. Woof.”

My face burned. “M-Mistress, please—”

She yanked hard on the leash, choking me briefly. “Animals don’t talk. They bark. Say woof or this gets much worse.”

“Woof,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Woof!”

“Good girl—or should I say, good puppy.” She tugged gently on the leash. “Now come. We’re going for a walk.”

Horror washed over me. “A walk? But Mistress, I’m naked—”

“Puppies don’t wear clothes. They walk on all fours, they have tails, and they bark. Now move.”

She pulled on the leash and I had no choice but to crawl forward. The tail swayed behind me with each movement. My freed cock swung beneath me, fully hard now despite—or maybe because of—the humiliation.

Veronica led me to the door.

“Please,” I begged one last time. “Please don’t make me go out there like this.”

“This is the lesson,” she said firmly. “You need to understand that you have no dignity left to protect. No pride. No human status. You are whatever I say you are. And right now, you’re a puppy.”

She opened the door.

The hallway was busy. It was late afternoon, prime time for activity at the Institute. Sissies walked past in various states of dress. Clients in suits. Dommes in leather.

And all of them stopped to stare at me.

“Move,” Veronica commanded, tugging the leash.

I crawled forward on shaking limbs. My face burned so hot I thought it might catch fire. Every eye in the hallway was on me. On my naked body, my swinging cock, my tail.

“Look at that,” someone laughed. “A new puppy!”

“So cute,” a female voice cooed mockingly.

Veronica walked at a normal pace, forcing me to crawl quickly to keep up. The plug shifted with every movement, the tail swishing. My knees hurt on the hard floor. My palms pressed against the cold tile.

We passed a group of sissies clustered near one of the common rooms. They all turned to look.

“Oh my god, is that Evan?” one of them asked.

Another giggled. “Look at his little clitty! It’s so hard!”

I wanted to die. To disappear. To wake up from this nightmare.

But Veronica just kept walking, kept pulling me along like I really was her pet.

We passed clients who stopped to watch, amused smiles on their faces. One even pulled out his phone to take a picture. The flash went off and I flinched.

“No pictures,” Veronica said sharply to him, and he lowered the phone with a disappointed expression.

She led me down another hallway. This one had windows overlooking the Institute’s small courtyard. Sunlight streamed in, making everything brighter, more exposed.

My cock wouldn’t soften. If anything, it was getting harder. The humiliation was feeding some sick part of my brain that craved this degradation.

“Good puppy,” Veronica praised, and the words made my cock twitch. “See how well you’re learning? Walking on your leash like you were born for it.”

We turned a corner and nearly ran into Scarlett.

The platinum domme stopped, her ice-blue eyes taking in the scene. A slow smile spread across her red lips.

“Well well,” she purred. “Veronica’s doing pet play training. How delightful.” She crouched down to my level, her leather corset creaking. “Hello, puppy. Are you being a good boy?”

I couldn’t answer. Couldn’t move. Scarlett’s presence always paralyzed me.

“He’s learning,” Veronica said. “Though he needs more humiliation before he truly accepts his place.”

“I have just the thing,” Scarlett said. She pulled out her phone and texted something quickly. “Give him five minutes in the courtyard. There’s someone I think he should meet.”

My stomach dropped.

Veronica smiled. “Excellent idea.”

She led me to a door that opened onto the courtyard. It was a small space, maybe twenty feet by thirty, with high walls for privacy. But inside the Institute, anyone looking out a window could see.

And they were looking. I could feel dozens of eyes on me from the surrounding windows.

Veronica walked me in a circle around the courtyard, making me crawl the full perimeter. My knees were scraped now, my palms red. The plug felt huge inside me, the tail swishing with every movement.

“Sit,” Veronica commanded.

I stopped crawling but wasn’t sure what she meant.

She pressed down on my shoulder, forcing my ass back until I was sitting on my heels, still on all fours but more upright. The plug pressed deeper with this position, making me gasp.

“Stay.”

She dropped the leash and walked a few feet away, watching me with those calculating grey-blue eyes.

I knelt there, naked and collared, my tail behind me and my cock jutting straight out in front. There was no hiding how aroused I was. No pretending this wasn’t affecting me.

The courtyard door opened again.

A figure stepped out. Male, muscular, completely naked except for—

Oh god.

He wore a dog mask. Black leather with pointed ears and a snout. His cock was already hard, jutting up against his flat stomach. Easily eight inches, thick and veiny.

He walked on all fours too, but his movements were more fluid, more practiced. He’d done this before.

“Evan,” Veronica said, “meet Rex. He’s one of our experienced pets. I think you two should get acquainted.”

Rex circled me slowly, his masked head tilting as he examined me. Then he moved behind me, out of my line of sight.

I tried to turn my head but Veronica snapped, “Eyes forward!”

I heard sniffing sounds. Felt breath on my ass. Then something wet—his tongue—licked a long stripe up my crack.

I jolted forward with a gasp.

“Stay,” Veronica commanded. “Puppies don’t run from each other.”

Rex licked again, his tongue dragging over the base of the plug, then my balls, then the sensitive skin of my taint. The sensation was obscene and overwhelming.

Then I felt his hands—paws?—on my hips.

Oh no. Oh no no no.

“Mistress, please—”

“Quiet,” she said. “Rex likes you. It would be rude to reject him.”

Rex’s weight settled against my back. His hard cock pressed against my ass, sliding along my crack. He was mounting me like a real dog would.

“Mistress!” I cried out, panic rising. “He’s going to—”

“Yes,” Veronica said calmly. “He is. And you’re going to let him.”

One of Rex’s hands reached down and gripped the tail plug. He pulled it out roughly, making me yelp. The emptiness lasted only a second before I felt his cock head pressing against my hole.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Not like this, not in front of—”

He thrust.

Hard.

His cock plowed into me in one brutal stroke, filling me completely. There was no gentle working up to it, no careful penetration. He fucked like an animal—fast, rough, chasing his own pleasure.

I cried out, my arms nearly buckling. Only Veronica’s sharp “Hold position!” kept me from collapsing.

Rex pounded into me relentlessly. His hips slapped against my ass with loud, obscene sounds that echoed off the courtyard walls. His breath was heavy behind the mask, coming in short grunts.

Every thrust hit my prostate, sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through my body. My own cock leaked steadily, dripping pre-cum onto the concrete below.

I was being fucked like a dog in heat. In a courtyard. Where anyone could watch from the windows.

And god help me, my body was responding.

“Look up,” Veronica commanded.

I raised my eyes. Through the windows, I could see at least a dozen people watching. Sissies. Clients. Even a few dommes. Some were smiling. Others were clearly aroused, touching themselves or each other as they watched.

Rex’s pace increased. His hands gripped my hips bruisingly hard, pulling me back onto his cock with each forward thrust. The angle changed slightly and suddenly he was going even deeper, hammering that spot inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, the words escaping before I could stop them. “Oh fuck oh fuck—”

“That’s it,” Veronica praised. “Let them hear you. Let everyone know how much you love being mounted like a bitch in heat.”

Rex’s rhythm became erratic. His breathing grew harsher. I could feel his cock swelling inside me, getting thicker, harder.

He was going to cum.

He drove in one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His whole body went rigid against my back.

Then I felt it—hot pulses of cum flooding my insides. He came hard, his cock throbbing with each spurt. So much cum. It felt like he’d been saving it for days.

He held himself deep while he emptied every drop into me. When he finally pulled out, his cock made a wet, obscene sound.

Cum immediately began leaking out of my gaping hole, running down to coat my balls.

Rex backed away, still on all fours. He gave a small bark—actually barked—and then trotted to the door. Someone let him out and he disappeared back into the Institute.

I knelt there, shaking, stuffed with cum, my own cock harder than ever and completely untouched.

Veronica walked over and picked up the tail plug from where Rex had dropped it.

“This needs to go back in,” she said. “Can’t have you leaking everywhere.”

“But Mistress, his cum—”

“Stays inside,” she finished. “Where it belongs.”

She pressed the plug against my used hole. It slid in easily now, my ass stretched and loose from Rex’s brutal fucking. The plug trapped his cum inside me, the fullness and warmth a constant reminder of what had just happened.

She picked up my leash again.

“Come,” she said. “Let’s get you back to your room.”

The walk back was even worse than the walk out. Now everyone knew what had happened. They could see the freshly-fucked glaze in my eyes, the weakness in my limbs.

Some of them whispered as we passed. Others just stared.

Luna stood in one hallway, her eyes wide. She opened her mouth to say something but I just crawled past, unable to meet her gaze.

Finally, mercifully, we reached my room. Veronica led me inside and closed the door behind us.

“You may stand,” she said.

I struggled to my feet, my legs cramping after so long on all fours. My knees were scraped and bruised. My ass ached from the rough fucking.

Veronica removed the collar and leash, then held up my cage.

“Back in this goes,” she said. “And don’t even think about touching yourself first.”

She locked me back up, my cock protesting immediately at the renewed restriction. Then she patted my head like I really was a pet.

“You did well today,” she said. “I know it was difficult. But you needed to learn this lesson. You have no status here. No dignity to protect. You are whatever we say you are—a sissy, a slut, a pet.”

She turned to leave, then paused at the door.

“Oh, and Evan? Rex really liked you. He’s asked Scarlett if he can book you for a regular session. Weekly, I believe.”

She left before I could respond.

I stood there, still wearing the tail plug, Rex’s cum trapped inside me, my body aching and my mind reeling.

I’d just been fucked like an animal in public. Had been led around naked on a leash while dozens of people watched and laughed.

I should have felt destroyed. Broken. Ready to give up.

But as I caught sight of myself in the mirror—pigtails mussed, face flushed, tail swishing behind me—all I felt was a sick sense of accomplishment.

I’d survived another lesson.

And deep down, in a place I didn’t want to examine too closely, some part of me had loved every humiliating second of it.

My cage throbbed uselessly.

The tail swished as I walked to the bed.

And Rex’s cum warmed my insides, a constant reminder that I was no longer the person I used to be.

Maybe I never would be again.


Chapter 18: Enema Training

“Today we focus on preparation,” Mistress Veronica announced as I entered the training studio. “The most unsexy, unglamorous part of anal service. But also the most essential.”

I stood there in my usual training attire—just panties and cage. My pigtails were freshly done. My lips glossy. But inside, I was nervous.

Preparation. That could mean a lot of things.

Veronica gestured to what looked like a medical examination table in the center of the room. It had stirrups like at a gynecologist’s office.

My stomach dropped.

“Strip and get on the table,” she commanded. “On your back, legs in the stirrups.”

With shaking hands, I removed my panties and climbed onto the table. The leather was cold against my bare skin. I positioned my legs in the stirrups, feeling exposed and vulnerable with my ass hanging off the edge.

Veronica moved between my legs, examining me clinically.

“You’ve been taking clients,” she observed. “Your hole is better trained than last week. But you’re still relying on last-minute prep, aren’t you?”

“I… I clean before every session, Mistress.”

“Surface cleaning,” she said dismissively. “Quick rinse in the shower. Maybe a finger or two to check. That’s not enough for serious anal work.”

She pulled on latex gloves with a sharp snap that made me flinch.

“If you want to service clients properly—especially larger cocks or multiple sessions per day—you need to learn proper internal cleaning. That means enemas.”

Oh god.

She wheeled over a stand with a large bag hanging from it. Clear tubing ran down from the bag, ending in a nozzle. The bag was filled with water.

“This is an enema bag,” Veronica explained, her tone suddenly educational. “Two quarts of warm water. The nozzle goes in your ass, the water flows in, and you hold it as long as you can before releasing.”

“Mistress, I don’t think—”

“You don’t think you need this?” She raised an eyebrow. “What happens if you’re servicing a client and there’s an… accident? You’d be banned from room clients. Stuck at glory holes forever. Your quota would become nearly impossible to meet.”

The threat landed. She was right. I’d been lucky so far, but eventually my luck would run out.

“But,” she continued, her voice hardening, “enemas aren’t just about hygiene. They’re about control. About me controlling your most private, most embarrassing bodily functions. About you learning that nothing about your body is private anymore.”

She lubed the nozzle generously, then pressed it against my hole.

“Relax,” she ordered.

The nozzle slid in easily. I’d become so used to penetration that even this felt routine. The nozzle was small, tapered—nothing compared to the cocks I’d taken.

But then Veronica opened the valve.

Warm water began flowing into me.

The sensation was bizarre. Not painful exactly, but strange. Full. Pressure building inside me, different from the fullness of a cock or plug.

“That’s it,” Veronica said, watching the bag slowly empty. “Let it fill you up.”

More water flowed in. The pressure increased. My belly began to feel distended, bloated.

“Mistress,” I said nervously. “It’s getting uncomfortable.”

“It’s supposed to be uncomfortable. That means it’s working.”

More water. More pressure. My stomach cramped slightly.

“How much more?” I asked, my voice tight.

“We’re only halfway through the bag.”

Oh god.

The water kept coming. My belly swelled visibly now, looking almost pregnant. The pressure was intense, making me squirm on the table.

“Stay still,” Veronica commanded. “You need to learn to hold it.”

Finally—mercifully—the bag was empty. Veronica closed the valve and removed the nozzle.

Immediately, I felt the urge to release. To let everything out.

“Hold it,” she ordered, seeing my face. “Five minutes.”

“Five minutes?!” I gasped. “Mistress, I can’t—”

“You can and you will.”

She set a timer on her phone and placed it where I could see it.

Five minutes.

I clenched desperately, every muscle in my body tight. The pressure was overwhelming. Cramping waves rolled through my belly. I could feel the water sloshing inside me with every tiny movement.

“This is what it means to have control,” Veronica said, circling the table. “Right now, you’d do anything to release. You’d beg. You’d debase yourself even further than you already have. All because I’m making you hold water in your ass.”

She was right. I was already on the edge of begging.

Two minutes.

The cramping got worse. My legs shook in the stirrups. Sweat broke out on my forehead.

“Please, Mistress,” I whimpered.

“Not yet.”

Three minutes.

I didn’t think I could hold it. The pressure was too much. My body screamed for release.

“Breathe,” Veronica instructed. “Deep breaths. Ride the cramps like waves.”

I tried. Inhaled deeply. Exhaled. The cramps eased slightly, then came back stronger.

Four minutes.

“You’re doing well,” she praised. “Better than many first-timers. Some release immediately. You have good muscle control.”

The praise made my cage twitch despite the discomfort.

Four and a half minutes.

I was whimpering constantly now, small desperate sounds escaping my throat.

“Almost there,” Veronica said. “Just a bit longer.”

Five minutes.

The timer went off.

“Go,” Veronica said. “Bathroom is through that door. Quickly.”

I scrambled off the table, nearly falling in my desperation. I rushed to the small bathroom, barely making it to the toilet before my body released.

The relief was intense. Overwhelming. Almost orgasmic in its own way.

When I finally finished, weak and shaking, I cleaned up and returned to the training room.

Veronica was refilling the bag.

“Again?” I asked, horrified.

“We’re not done until you can hold a full bag for ten minutes. That was just round one.”

Round one.

“Get back on the table,” she ordered.

I climbed back up, my legs feeling like jelly. Back into the stirrups. Back in that exposed, vulnerable position.

The nozzle entered me again. The water began to flow.

This time, the filling felt different. My insides were already sensitive from the first round. The water pushed into spaces that felt raw, tender.

“How do you feel?” Veronica asked.

“Full, Mistress. So full.”

“Good. Embrace that fullness. Let it ground you in your body. In what you are.”

The bag emptied again. My belly swelled again. But this time, I managed not to panic quite as much.

Veronica set the timer. “Seven minutes this time.”

Seven minutes.

It felt like an eternity. The cramping was just as intense, but I’d learned to breathe through it. To ride the waves like she’d said.

When the timer went off, I made it to the bathroom again. Released again. The relief again bordering on euphoric.

Back to the table.

“One more,” Veronica said. “This time, ten minutes. If you can do this, you’ll be able to hold anything during a session.”

Third time. The water flowed in. My belly expanded.

But something was different this time.

As the pressure built, as the water filled me completely, something shifted in my mind. The discomfort was still there. The desperate need to release still present.

But underneath it all was a strange sense of… acceptance.

This was my body now. Being filled with water, with cocks, with cum. Being used, controlled, manipulated. This was my reality.

Veronica set the timer for ten minutes.

And I held it.

The first few minutes were brutal. Cramping, squirming, whimpering. But I held it.

Five minutes passed. Halfway there. I could do this.

At seven minutes, something unexpected happened.

My cage grew tight. Arousal flooded through me despite the discomfort—or maybe because of it. The fullness, the vulnerability, the complete surrender of control.

It was turning me on.

“Interesting,” Veronica observed, noticing my cage straining. “You’re getting hard from this. The humiliation is becoming pleasure.”

She was right. God help me, she was right.

Eight minutes. My cock leaked inside the cage.

Nine minutes. The cramping had become almost… pleasant? No, that wasn’t quite right. But my brain was mixing the signals. Pain and pleasure blurring together.

Ten minutes.

The timer went off.

“Perfect,” Veronica said. “You held the full ten minutes. And you enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress.”

“Your leaking cage says otherwise.” She released my legs from the stirrups. “Go. Empty yourself. Then come back.”

I returned from the bathroom feeling wrung out, exhausted, but strangely accomplished.

Veronica handed me my panties.

“One more thing,” she said. “Get back on the table. On your stomach this time.”

I obeyed, climbing onto the table and lying face-down. My ass stuck up slightly, still exposed.

I heard her preparing something behind me, then felt wetness against my hole. Not the nozzle—something else.

“This is a retention nozzle,” she explained. “It inflates inside you so it can’t slip out. For the final lesson.”

She pushed it in. I felt it seat itself deep, then heard a pump clicking. The nozzle expanded inside me, locking in place. There was no way it was coming out without her deflating it.

Then the water started.

“Wait,” I said nervously. “Mistress, if it can’t come out—”

“Exactly. You’ll hold it until I decide you’re done. However long that takes.”

Oh god.

The bag emptied into me. My belly swelled. But this time, I couldn’t release even if I wanted to. The inflated nozzle held everything in.

“Now we wait,” Veronica said calmly. She pulled up a chair and sat beside the table. “You’re going to stay like this while we talk.”

“Talk, Mistress?”

“Yes. Tell me how you’re feeling. About all of this. The Institute, the training, what you’ve become.”

The water sloshed inside me as I shifted slightly. The pressure was building but I couldn’t do anything about it.

“I… I don’t know how I feel,” I admitted.

“Try.”

I thought about it. About everything that had happened over the past weeks.

“Scared,” I finally said. “Confused. I didn’t want any of this at first. I was trapped.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m still trapped. But…” I trailed off.

“But you’re starting to like it,” she finished for me.

“I don’t want to like it.”

“But you do. Your body doesn’t lie. Your cage leaking earlier didn’t lie. You’re aroused by your own degradation.”

The pressure in my belly increased. I squirmed slightly.

“Hold still,” Veronica commanded. “Tell me more. What specifically arouses you?”

“The… the humiliation,” I whispered. “Being controlled. Being used. Not having any choices.”

“Why does that arouse you?”

“I don’t know, Mistress. It shouldn’t. But when I’m on my knees, or bent over, or filled with cock—I feel more present than I ever did before. More alive.”

“Because you’ve been freed from having to pretend,” Veronica said softly. “From having to maintain the facade of masculinity. Here, you can be exactly what you are. No hiding. No shame.”

The cramps were getting intense now. I’d been holding for at least fifteen minutes.

“Mistress, please,” I begged. “I need to release.”

“Not yet. We’re not done talking.” She stood and placed a hand on my distended belly, pressing slightly. The pressure doubled and I cried out.

“This is you,” she said. “Full of water you can’t release. Full of control you can’t escape. Full of desires you can’t deny. This is your truth now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped.

She pressed again, harder. I moaned, the sound almost sexual despite the discomfort.

“Who are you?” she asked.

“Evan,” I managed.

“No. Try again. Who are you?”

“I’m… I’m a sissy.”

“And what do sissies do?”

“They serve. They obey. They take cock.”

“Good girl.” She finally reached down and deflated the nozzle, pulling it out. “Go.”

I barely made it to the bathroom this time.

When I returned, Veronica was putting the equipment away.

“You did well today,” she said. “Better than most. From now on, you’re required to do a full enema before any anal service. The supplies will be in your room.”

She handed me my panties and I pulled them on, feeling strange after being so exposed for so long.

“One more thing,” she added. “That milk enema I mentioned? We’ll do that next week. Just to see how you handle it.”

Milk enema. I didn’t even want to know.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She dismissed me with a wave, and I walked back to my room on shaky legs.

Once there, I found the enema supplies on my dresser, already delivered. A red bag, clean nozzles, everything I’d need.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Pigtails mussed, face flushed, belly slightly swollen from all the water.

What had I become?

A sissy who’d just spent an hour being filled with water, who’d leaked in her cage from the humiliation of it all, who’d learned to love her own degradation.

My cage throbbed with residual arousal.

The lesson wasn’t just about hygiene, I realized. It was never about hygiene.

It was about accepting that every part of my body belonged to them now. Even the most private, most embarrassing parts. Nothing was mine anymore. Not my ass, not my cock, not my dignity.

And the scariest part?

I was starting to be okay with that.

More than okay.

I was starting to crave it.


Chapter 19: Pegging by Scarlett

I thought I was alone.

It was late—past midnight. Most of the Institute was quiet, just the occasional muffled sound of a client session or a sissy’s moan drifting through the walls.

I lay on my bed, naked except for my cage, a dildo pressed against my hole.

Luna had given it to me earlier in the week. “For practice,” she’d said with a wink. It was about seven inches, curved slightly to hit the right spots. Blue silicone that caught the light.

I’d used it a few times already. Always late at night, always when I was sure no one would catch me. The Institute provided toys if you requested them, but somehow using Luna’s felt more intimate. More secret.

The dildo was well-lubed, sliding in and out easily. My hole had gotten so used to being filled that it welcomed the intrusion. I fucked myself slowly, working that curved tip against my prostate with each thrust.

My cage leaked steadily, making a wet spot on the sheets beneath me.

I’d gotten good at this. At finding just the right angle, the right rhythm. Sometimes I could almost get myself there—to that edge where an orgasm felt possible even with my cock locked up.

Not quite tonight, but close. So close.

I was on my back, legs spread, one hand working the dildo while the other gripped the sheets. Small moans escaped my lips with each inward thrust.

Lost in the sensation. Lost in my own world.

Which is why I didn’t hear my door open.

“Well, well.”

I froze.

Scarlett stood in my doorway, backlit by the hallway lights. She wore her usual—black leather corset that pushed her breasts up, thigh-high boots, her platinum hair gleaming. And between her legs, already strapped on, was her signature strapless strap-on. Eight inches of black silicone jutting from her hips.

She’d been wearing it. Just walking around the Institute in the middle of the night, wearing a strap-on like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“Miss Scarlett,” I gasped, scrambling to pull the dildo out. “I didn’t—I wasn’t—”

“Weren’t what?” She stepped inside and closed the door behind her with a soft click. “Weren’t fucking yourself with a toy like a desperate little slut?”

My face burned. The dildo was still in my hand, slick with lube, impossible to hide.

“I’ve been watching you on the cameras,” Scarlett said casually, walking closer. “Every night this week. Watching you work that dildo in your ass. Getting better at it too. Really learning how to fuck yourself properly.”

Oh god. She’d been watching. All week.

“But you know what I noticed?” She stopped at the foot of my bed, her ice-blue eyes traveling over my exposed body. “You never cum. You get close, get so desperate, but you never quite manage it. Must be frustrating.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett,” I whispered.

“Do you know why you can’t cum from just a toy?”

I shook my head.

“Because you’re not being dominated. You’re in control with that dildo. You decide how deep, how fast, when to stop.” She smiled, cold and predatory. “But sissies don’t get to be in control. They need to be fucked. Taken. Used.”

She climbed onto the bed, moving with feline grace despite her heels. Her weight shifted the mattress as she positioned herself between my spread legs.

“Lucky for you,” she purred, “I’m feeling generous tonight. And I’ve been wanting to break in that ass of yours properly since you arrived.”

My heart hammered. I’d fantasized about this—about Scarlett finally using me. But I’d never thought it would actually happen.

She plucked the dildo from my hand and tossed it aside.

“You won’t need that anymore. My cock is better.”

She reached down and grabbed my ankles, lifting them up and back. Folding me almost in half, my knees pressed toward my shoulders. The position was intensely vulnerable—my ass completely exposed, my cage pointing directly at my face.

“Hold your legs,” she commanded.

I wrapped my arms around my thighs, holding myself in this folded position. The stretch was intense, my hamstrings burning.

Scarlett positioned herself, the tip of her strap-on pressing against my already-lubed hole.

“This is called a self-facial position,” she said conversationally, as if discussing the weather. “And there’s a reason for that. When you cum—and you will cum—your locked little clitty will be pointing right at your face.”

Oh fuck.

“But that’s the point,” she continued, pressing forward slightly. Just the tip breaching me. “You’re going to cum in your own mouth. And you’re going to swallow every drop while I keep fucking you.”

“Miss Scarlett, I can’t—”

“You can. You will.” She thrust forward, hard.

Her strap-on plowed into me in one brutal stroke. No gentle working up to it. No careful penetration. She buried herself balls-deep in a single thrust that knocked the air from my lungs.

“Fuck!” I cried out, my whole body jerking.

“Hold your legs,” she snapped. “Let go and I’ll make this much worse.”

I gripped tighter, holding myself open for her even as she started to move.

Scarlett fucked nothing like my gentle first client. Nothing like the careful training sessions. She fucked like she owned me—hard, fast, brutal. Each thrust drove her strap-on deep, the curved tip slamming against my prostate with precision.

The bed rocked beneath us. My pigtails swung wildly. My cage bounced against my stomach with each impact.

“Look at you,” she breathed, her voice husky with exertion. “Folded in half, ass in the air, taking my cock like you were born for it.”

She was right. Despite the intensity, despite the almost-pain of being fucked this hard, my body was responding. My hole clenched around her with each thrust, trying to pull her deeper. My cage leaked constantly now, pre-cum dripping onto my own stomach.

“Miss Scarlett,” I moaned. “Oh god, Miss Scarlett—”

“That’s it. Say my name. Let me hear you worship me while I destroy this tight little pussy.”

Her hands gripped my hips bruisingly hard, using the leverage to pound into me even harder. The sound of her hips slapping against my ass filled the room, mixing with my increasingly desperate moans.

The pressure was building. That familiar coiling heat in my belly, but different this time. Deeper. More intense. Like something was about to break loose inside me.

“You’re close,” Scarlett observed, not slowing her pace. “I can feel it. Your hole is clenching around me, trying to milk my cock. Your cage is dripping like a faucet.”

“Please,” I begged, though I wasn’t sure what I was begging for. Release? More? Everything?

“When you cum,” she said, her voice dropping to something dark and commanding, “you keep your mouth open. You take every drop. And you swallow. That’s my rule.”

Her thrusts became even more punishing. Every single stroke hit that spot inside me perfectly, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

The pressure peaked.

My whole body went rigid.

“Fuck!” I screamed. “Fuck, I’m—I’m—”

My caged cock twitched violently. Once. Twice.

Then it erupted.

Thick ropes of cum spurted from my locked clitty, arcing up toward my face. The first stream hit my chin. The second landed on my lips. The third went directly into my open mouth.

The taste hit instantly—bitter, salty, unmistakably mine.

And Scarlett didn’t stop fucking me.

“Swallow,” she commanded, still pounding away. “Swallow your own sissy cum while I use your ass.”

I did. I swallowed what was in my mouth, the thick fluid sliding down my throat. More kept coming—my orgasm seemed endless, spurts of cum continuing to shoot from my cage, coating my face, my neck, landing on my tongue.

“Good girl,” Scarlett praised, her pace not slowing even slightly. “That’s what cumsluts do. They eat cum. Even their own.”

The orgasm was intense, all-consuming, but also strange. My cock was locked—it couldn’t get truly hard, couldn’t expand fully. But the pleasure radiated from my prostate, from deep inside where Scarlett’s strap-on continued its relentless assault.

As the spurts finally slowed to dribbles, sensitivity hit like a truck.

Every nerve ending in my ass suddenly felt raw, oversensitive. Scarlett’s continued thrusting went from pleasurable to almost too much.

“Miss Scarlett,” I gasped. “I came, please—”

“I know you came,” she said, her voice showing no mercy. “You think that means we stop? You came. I haven’t. And I don’t stop until I’m satisfied.”

She fucked me harder.

The oversensitivity was overwhelming. Every thrust was too much, too intense. I squirmed, tried to pull away, but she held me firmly in place.

“Take it,” she ordered. “This is what happens when you give yourself over to someone else. You don’t get to decide when it ends. I do.”

Tears pricked my eyes from the intensity. My hole clenched and spasmed around her strap-on, overstimulated to the point of near-pain. But underneath it all, impossibly, a new wave of pleasure was beginning to build.

“That’s it,” Scarlett breathed, noticing my body’s response. “Your body knows what it’s for. Even when your mind screams stop, your pussy begs for more.”

She was right. God help me, she was right. The sensitivity was fading slightly, morphing back into pleasure. A different kind than before—deeper, more primal.

Scarlett’s rhythm changed. Less brutal pounding, more of a deep grinding. She’d lean into each thrust, pressing her hips tight against my ass, her strap-on buried completely. The base of it would rub against my hole, stimulating the outer ring while the tip stayed pressed against my prostate.

“I’m going to cum,” she announced, her voice rough. “Gonna cum with my cock buried in your ass while you taste your own load in your mouth.”

The strapless strap-on made sense now. She’d been fucking herself with the internal portion this whole time, getting pleasure from every thrust into me.

Her pace increased again. Faster, harder, chasing her own release.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Yes, yes, fuck—”

She slammed deep one final time and held there, grinding against me. Her whole body shuddered, her nails digging into my hips. A low moan escaped her lips—the most human sound I’d ever heard from her.

She came. Right there, her strap-on buried in my ass, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm.

When she finally stilled, we were both panting. Sweat glistened on her pale skin. Her platinum hair was slightly mussed—the most disheveled I’d ever seen her.

Slowly, she pulled out. The drag of her strap-on leaving my body made me whimper.

I was still folded in half, my legs shaking with the effort of holding the position. My face was sticky with my own cum. My ass felt used, gaping, empty.

“You can put your legs down,” Scarlett said, her voice back to its usual cool tone.

I lowered my legs gratefully, my muscles screaming in relief. I lay there, utterly spent, covered in my own cum.

Scarlett climbed off the bed and removed her strap-on, setting it on my dresser. She pulled out a small cloth and cleaned herself efficiently.

“Look at you,” she said, gazing down at me. “Covered in your own sissy juice. What does it taste like?”

I licked my lips automatically. “Bitter, Miss Scarlett. Salty.”

“Get used to it. From now on, whenever you cum—which will only be when I allow it—you’ll be eating it. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.”

She walked to my door, her heels clicking on the floor. Then she paused.

“I’ve been keeping an eye on your progress,” she said without turning around. “You’re doing well. Better than I expected. Most boys break by this point—mentally shattered, begging to leave despite the contract.”

She glanced back over her shoulder.

“But you’re not broken. You’re transforming. There’s a difference.”

Before I could respond, she left, closing the door softly behind her.

I lay there in my cum-stained sheets, my body aching, my ass throbbing.

She was right.

I wasn’t broken.

Broken implied something that needed fixing. Something damaged.

But what I was becoming felt more like… evolution. A chrysalis becoming a butterfly. Evan shedding his skin to reveal something else underneath.

I touched my face, feeling the sticky residue of my own cum. Brought my fingers to my mouth and licked them clean.

The taste was familiar now. Not pleasant exactly, but no longer repulsive.

Just another part of my new reality.

I pulled myself up and stumbled to the bathroom, catching sight of myself in the mirror.

Pigtails disheveled. Face glazed with cum. Lips swollen from biting them. Eyes glazed and distant.

And between my legs, my cage hung limp, having just expelled everything it had been holding.

I looked like a used fucktoy.

And some sick part of me thought I’d never looked better.

I cleaned up mechanically, washing my face, wiping my body. But I left the cage unwashed. Scarlett’s rule—she had the key, she decided when I got cleaned properly.

Back in bed, I pulled up fresh sheets and lay down.

My ass still tingled from the fucking. The memory of being folded in half, cumming on my own face, swallowing while Scarlett continued to use me—it played on repeat in my mind.

I should have felt violated. Degraded. Humiliated beyond recovery.

Instead, I felt… satisfied. Accomplished, even. Like I’d passed some kind of test.

My phone buzzed with a notification.

PERFORMANCE BONUS: $100 deposited. Note from Miss Scarlett: “For being such a good girl tonight.”

A hundred dollars for letting her peg me. For cumming in my own mouth. For eating my own load.

The economics of my new life were becoming clearer. Every degradation had a price. Every surrender had a reward.

And I was learning to embrace both.

My cage twitched slightly, trying to harden again despite having just cum.

My body was learning fast.

Too fast.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, but all I could see was Scarlett’s ice-blue eyes staring down at me, her strap-on buried deep, her voice commanding me to swallow.

And god help me, I wanted her to do it again.


Chapter 20: Anal Stretching Course

“Session three,” Mistress Veronica announced as I entered the training studio. “Capacity building.”

She gestured to the examination table, but this time there was something new laid out beside it. A large strap-on harness with multiple dildos arranged by size. The smallest was maybe five inches. The largest looked impossibly huge—at least ten inches and nearly as thick as my wrist.

My stomach flipped.

“Today we measure your progress,” Veronica continued, her voice calm and educational. “And push your limits.”

She picked up a medium-sized dildo—about seven inches, similar to what most of my clients had. It was ribbed, with raised rings along the shaft.

“This is marked,” she explained, showing me the measurement lines etched into the silicone. “Each section is one inch. We’re going to see how deep you can take it, then work on improving that depth.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said quietly.

“Strip and get on the table. On your back this time.”

I removed my panties and climbed up, settling on my back with my legs in the stirrups. The position was becoming familiar now—vulnerable but expected.

Veronica snapped on her latex gloves and lubed the ribbed dildo generously. Then she pressed it against my hole.

“Relax,” she ordered.

The dildo slid in easily. After weeks of training and multiple clients, my hole accepted penetration without much resistance. The first inch went in smoothly. Then the second.

“Good,” Veronica murmured, watching intently. “Three inches.”

The ribbed texture felt strange, each ring creating a distinct sensation as it passed through my entrance. Four inches. Five. Six.

At seven inches, I felt resistance. The tip was pressing against something deep inside, creating a feeling of fullness that bordered on uncomfortable.

“All the way,” Veronica said, still pushing slowly. “Seven inches is your current limit. Let’s see if we can get to eight.”

She pushed harder. The pressure increased. My body instinctively tried to pull away.

“Breathe,” she commanded. “Push out slightly like you’re—yes, like that.”

The dildo sank another half inch deeper.

“Seven and a half,” she announced. “Not bad. But we can do better.”

She fucked me with long, slow strokes, each one trying to go slightly deeper. My body gradually adjusted, the discomfort fading into a deep, stretching sensation.

“Eight inches,” she finally said with satisfaction. “And here’s what happens at eight inches.”

She angled the dildo slightly and thrust hard.

The tip hit something inside me that sent a bolt of pure electricity through my body. My back arched off the table and I cried out.

“Your second prostate zone,” Veronica explained, her voice clinical despite my reaction. “Deeper than the first. Most people never learn it exists. But sissies need to know every sensitive spot inside them.”

She hit it again. And again. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating through my pelvis. My cage strained violently, already leaking.

“This is why we stretch you,” Veronica continued, maintaining that merciless rhythm. “Not just to take bigger cocks. But to access deeper pleasure zones. To make every inch of your hole a source of sensation.”

She pulled the dildo out and set it aside, then picked up the massive one from the display. The thick one I’d been dreading.

“Now we try the real challenge,” she said.

“Mistress, that’s too big—”

“It’s ten inches long and two inches thick. You’ll take it. Maybe not all of it today, but you’ll take what you can.”

She lubed it heavily, the silicone glistening under the studio lights. When she pressed it against my hole, the sheer size of the head made me gasp.

“Push out,” she ordered. “Nice and slow.”

The pressure was intense. My hole stretched wider than it ever had before. The burn was real, bordering on painful. But Veronica was patient, not forcing, just maintaining steady pressure.

Slowly, agonizingly, the head popped inside.

I whimpered. The stretch was almost too much. I felt impossibly full and she’d barely started.

“Breathe through it,” Veronica coached. “Your body can handle this. Trust me.”

She pushed deeper. Inch by excruciating inch, the massive dildo sank into me. Two inches. Three. Four.

At five inches, I was already trembling. The fullness was overwhelming. I felt stretched to my absolute limit.

“That’s enough for today,” Veronica decided, not pushing further. “Five inches of two-inch girth. That’s excellent progress.”

But she didn’t pull out.

Instead, she began to fuck me with what was already inside. Short, shallow thrusts that made the massive toy shift and stretch me with each movement.

“Feel that?” she asked. “Feel how completely owned your hole is right now? How stretched? How full?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped.

“This is what it feels like to be truly used. Not just penetrated. Used.”

She fucked me like that for several minutes, my body adjusting gradually to the size. By the end, the burn had faded significantly. The fullness remained, but it no longer hurt. Instead, it felt… complete. Like this was what my body had been made for.

When she finally pulled out, the sensation of emptiness was almost painful. My hole gaped visibly, slow to close after being stretched so wide.

“Look,” Veronica said, holding up a small mirror so I could see.

My hole was open, pink and glistening with lube. Slowly, very slowly, it contracted back to normal. But for those few seconds, I was completely exposed. Gaping.

“That’s what a well-trained sissy hole looks like,” she said with satisfaction. “Open. Ready. Eager for more.”

She set down the mirror and picked up a different toy. This one was a butt plug, but larger than any I’d worn before. About two inches at its widest point.

“This is your new plug,” she announced. “You’ll wear it 24/7 from now on. It’ll keep you stretched, keep you ready. In a week, we’ll try for the full ten inches.”

She lubed the plug and pressed it against my still-gaping hole. It slid in easily, my ass accepting it without resistance after the massive dildo. The wide base settled between my cheeks.

The fullness was immediate and constant. This plug was significantly bigger than my previous one. I could feel it pressing against my inner walls, stretching me, reminding me with every movement that I was filled.

“Stand up,” Veronica commanded.

I climbed off the table on shaky legs. The plug shifted with the movement, making me gasp.

“Walk,” she ordered.

I took a few steps. Each movement made the plug shift slightly inside me. The sensation was overwhelming—not quite pleasure, not quite discomfort, but impossible to ignore.

“You’ll get used to it,” Veronica said. “In a few days, you won’t even notice it anymore. That’s when we’ll upgrade to the next size.”

She walked me to the full-length mirror on the wall.

“Look at yourself.”

I did. Pigtails, glossy lips, caged clitty. And now, visible between my cheeks, the jeweled base of a large plug.

“This is you now,” Veronica said, standing behind me. “A sissy who walks around constantly filled. Constantly stretched. Constantly ready to be used. No matter what you’re doing—eating, sleeping, working clients—you’ll have a plug in your ass. It’ll become as natural as breathing.”

She was right. Already, just in the few minutes since she’d inserted it, my body was adapting. The intense fullness was fading to a dull, constant pressure. Pleasant, almost.

“You may go,” Veronica dismissed me. “Remember—the plug stays in unless you’re being fucked or doing an enema. Otherwise, always.”

I pulled my panties back on, feeling the plug shift again as the fabric settled over it. Then I walked back to my room, hyperaware of every step, every movement.

Other sissies passed me in the hallway. Some glanced at me knowingly—they’d been through the same training. Others were newer, their eyes widening at the obvious bulge the plug created.

Back in my room, I lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling.

The plug was impossible to ignore. Every breath, every shift of position made me aware of it. Of the fullness. Of being constantly penetrated.

I rolled onto my side. The plug pressed deeper, hitting sensitive spots that made my cage twitch.

This was my life now. Not just hours of training or client sessions. Every single moment, filled and stretched and ready.

My phone buzzed.

CLIENT BOOKING: 8:00 PM - Standard Service - $60

Two hours from now. I’d service a client with this new, larger plug already stretching me open. He’d remove it, fuck me, and then I’d put it right back in afterward.

An endless cycle of being filled.

I touched the base of the plug experimentally, pressing it slightly deeper. The sensation made me moan softly.

Veronica was right. In a few days, I wouldn’t even notice it.

And that thought was both terrifying and thrilling.

Because if I could accept this—accept being constantly plugged, constantly stretched, constantly ready—then what else could I accept? What other changes were coming?

My cage throbbed uselessly.

The plug shifted as I squeezed my hole experimentally.

And deep down, beneath all the fear and confusion, I felt a sick sense of satisfaction.

I was progressing. Getting better at this. My body was being trained, shaped, molded into exactly what the Institute wanted.

What part of me was starting to want too.

I closed my eyes and tried to rest before my client arrived, but all I could feel was the constant, insistent pressure of the plug.

Reminding me.

Claiming me.

Owning me.

Just like everything else at the Velvet Institute.


Chapter 21: Glory Hole Anal

Six days.

I’d been wearing the large plug for six days straight. True to Veronica’s prediction, I’d stopped noticing it after the first seventy-two hours. Now it felt natural, like it had always been there.

Which was exactly the problem.

Because I’d gotten so used to being filled that when clients removed the plug to fuck me, the brief moments of emptiness afterward—before I could reinsert it—felt wrong. Painful, almost.

I was addicted to the constant fullness.

And it was making me crazy.

It was Wednesday evening. I’d met my quota for the week already—$400 earned through a combination of room clients and glory hole work. But I was so wound up, so desperately horny from days of constant stimulation, that I couldn’t just sit in my room.

My cage felt tighter than ever. My hole ached around the plug. I needed more.

I needed to be fucked.

Not carefully, like my room clients did. Not methodically, like during training. I needed to be used roughly, anonymously, desperately.

I needed the glory holes.

But not for sucking cock this time.

The thought had been building in my mind all day. I’d serviced three clients already—all anal—and each time they’d pulled out, I’d felt that unbearable emptiness. The plug helped when I reinserted it, but it wasn’t enough anymore.

I needed real cock. Multiple cocks. Anonymous cocks that would use me and leave without caring about my name or my face or anything except my hole.

At nine PM, I stripped off my panties and headed to the glory hole floor wearing nothing but my cage and plug.

The floor supervisor—a stern woman in her forties named Margaret—raised an eyebrow when she saw me.

“Booth?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “But… I need one with access to both sides.”

She understood immediately. Her expression shifted from professional to intrigued.

“Room seven,” she said, gesturing down the hall. “It’s in the center section. Walls on both sides. Popular spot.”

My heart raced as I walked to room seven. This was happening. I was really doing this.

The booth was smaller than the ones I usually used for oral work. Just big enough for me to kneel comfortably, with glory holes on both the left and right walls. The height was perfect—about waist level when standing, or ass level when someone was on their knees.

I locked the door behind me and assessed the space.

I could do this. Bend over, line myself up with one hole, and let whoever was on the other side use me. Then maybe service the other side too.

The thought made my cage leak immediately.

I pulled out my plug carefully, setting it on the small shelf built into the wall. My hole clenched at the emptiness, already craving to be filled again.

I heard movement on the right side. Someone entering their booth.

Then, a few seconds later, movement on the left too.

Both booths occupied. Both sides potentially active.

A cock pushed through the right-side hole. Thick, about eight inches, already rock hard. Black skin, likely African American. The client shifted position, and I could see his heavy balls hanging through the opening too.

On the left side, another cock appeared. White, slightly thinner but longer—maybe nine inches. Cut, the head flushed and leaking pre-cum.

Two cocks. One on each side.

Oh god.

I positioned myself in front of the right-side cock, the BBC that was thicker and more intimidating. Reached back and guided it to my hole.

The angle was awkward at first. I had to arch my back, spread my knees wider, tilt my hips just right. But then I felt the head press against my entrance.

No lube except my own spit on my fingers and whatever natural slickness my hole had developed. This was going to be rough.

I pushed back.

The thick head breached me with a pop that made me gasp. The stretch was intense—even after days of the large plug, a real cock felt different. Hotter. Harder. More alive.

I kept pushing back, taking more. The angle let gravity help, my weight sinking down onto the shaft. Inch by inch, the thick BBC filled me.

The man on the other side realized what was happening. I felt his hands grab the edges of the glory hole, heard his groan of pleasure as my ass engulfed his cock.

“Fuck yeah,” he muttered. “Tight little sissy pussy.”

When I was fully impaled, I paused. Let my body adjust. The fullness was incredible—so much better than the plug. This was real, living cock inside me. Throbbing. Warm.

Then the man started to thrust.

He couldn’t move much—the wall limited his range. But he worked with what he had, pulling back a few inches and slamming forward. Each thrust drove deeper, hitting angles that made me see stars.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my voice echoing in the small booth. “Yes, fuck me—”

On my left, the other cock twitched. I glanced over and saw it bobbing impatiently.

He wanted attention too.

While the man on my right continued his assault on my ass, I reached over and wrapped my hand around the left-side cock. Stroked it slowly, keeping him interested.

“Good girl,” the left-side man praised. “Don’t forget about me.”

The right-side man’s pace increased. His cock swelled inside me—he was getting close already. The thrusts became erratic, desperate.

“Gonna cum,” he warned. “Gonna fill this pussy up—”

He slammed in one final time and held there. I felt his cock pulse, felt the warmth of his cum flooding my insides. So much cum. It flooded me, some of it immediately leaking out around his still-buried shaft.

When he finally pulled out, his cock made an obscene squelching sound. Cum dripped from my gapin hole, running down my inner thighs.

I didn’t have time to recover. The left-side man was already ready, his cock straining toward me.

I shifted position, turning to face the left hole. Lined up my cum-lubed ass with his waiting cock.

He thrust forward the moment he felt contact, spearing into me hard. The first man’s cum acted as lube, making the penetration smooth and fast.

“Fuck!” I cried out as he buried himself completely in one stroke. “Oh god—”

This man fucked differently. Longer strokes, slower but deeper. Each thrust seemed to reach new depths inside me, stretching me, claiming me.

My cage swung beneath me, leaking constantly now. I was so aroused I could barely think. Just sensation—the cock pounding my hole, the cum sloshing inside me, the overwhelming need for more.

The right-side glory hole showed a new cock. Different man, fresh cock. This one was average-sized, maybe seven inches. Cut and curved upward.

An idea formed through my lust-hazed mind.

I could take both.

One in my ass, one in my mouth.

The ultimate glory hole experience.

While the left-side man continued fucking my ass, I leaned down and took the new right-side cock into my mouth.

The position was awkward, my body bent at an uncomfortable angle. But I managed it, my lips wrapping around the shaft while my ass continued taking the other cock.

Spitroasted.

I was being spitroasted through two glory holes by two anonymous men who couldn’t even see each other.

The cock in my mouth tasted clean, slightly salty. I sucked hungrily, hollowing my cheeks, using all the techniques I’d learned over the past weeks. Meanwhile, the cock in my ass hammered away, each thrust driving me forward onto the cock in my mouth.

“Shit,” the right-side man groaned. “This sissy’s got a talented mouth.”

“You should try her ass,” the left-side man panted. “Fucking incredible. So tight.”

They were talking about me like I wasn’t even there. Like I was just a set of holes for their pleasure.

And god help me, that made me even hornier.

The left-side man’s rhythm became frantic. His cock swelled inside me.

“Fuck, fuck, gonna cum—”

He buried himself deep and unloaded. The second load of cum in less than ten minutes. More warmth flooding my insides, mixing with the first man’s seed.

When he pulled out, I felt cum pour from my gaping hole. So much cum. It ran down my balls, dripped onto the floor beneath me.

But I didn’t stop sucking the cock in my mouth. I worked it harder, faster, desperate to make him finish too.

“Oh fuck, gonna—” he warned, and I felt his cock pulse on my tongue.

I pulled back slightly so only the head was in my mouth. Let him cum on my tongue, tasting the bitter-salty flavor directly. Spurt after spurt filled my mouth until I had to swallow just to make room for more.

When he finally stopped, I released his cock and collapsed forward, my forehead resting against the wall. I was shaking, overwhelmed, covered in sweat.

Cum leaked steadily from my ass. My jaw ached. My hole throbbed.

But I wasn’t satisfied yet.

Both glory holes were empty now, those clients presumably satisfied and gone. But I stayed there, waiting.

Within minutes, new cocks appeared. Different men, different sizes. One white, one Latino.

The Latino cock on my left was smaller—maybe six inches—but perfectly curved. The white cock on my right was thick and veiny.

I didn’t hesitate this time. Went straight for the left-side cock, backing up onto it.

The smaller size meant easier penetration despite my already-abused hole. It slid in smoothly, the curve hitting my prostate perfectly with every thrust.

I moaned like a whore, not caring who heard. The sound echoed through the glory hole floor, probably audible to other clients.

Let them hear. Let them know someone was being thoroughly used in booth seven.

While the Latino man fucked me, I reached over and stroked the right-side cock. Kept him interested, ready for his turn.

The smaller cock pounded away at my prostate relentlessly. The angle, the curve—everything was perfect. Pleasure built in waves, each one higher than the last.

My cage leaked in a steady stream now. A puddle was forming on the floor beneath me.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Yes, fuck me, use me—”

The Latino man came with a Spanish curse, adding his load to the growing collection inside me. When he pulled out, I immediately shifted to the right side.

The thick cock pushed in, and the stretch made me cry out. After the smaller one, this felt huge again. But my hole was so well-used by now, so thoroughly fucked and cum-lubed, that even the thick cock slid in eventually.

He fucked me hard and fast, chasing his own pleasure. Used my ass like a fleshlight, not caring about my comfort or pleasure.

And I loved it.

Loved being just a hole. Just a warm, tight place for men to empty their loads.

When he came, it was with a roar I could hear through the wall. His cum added to the mess inside me, making everything even more slippery and obscene.

I lost count after that.

More cocks. More men. More cum.

Some fucked my ass. Others used my mouth. A few wanted both, fucking my face after finishing in my ass, making me taste my own hole on their cocks.

Time blurred. I existed only as a set of holes, being used over and over by anonymous men who didn’t care about my name or my story or anything except getting off.

By the time I finally stopped—exhausted, used, barely able to kneel anymore—I’d serviced at least eight different men. Maybe more. My hole was beyond gaping, barely able to close. Cum leaked from me constantly, a river of seed from multiple sources.

My jaw ached from the oral work. My knees were bruised from the hard floor. My ass felt like it had been turned inside out.

I retrieved my plug from the shelf with shaking hands. Pressed it against my destroyed hole.

It slid in easily. No resistance at all. My ass was so stretched, so loose, that the large plug felt small now.

I pulled on my panties, cum immediately soaking through the fabric. Stood on wobbling legs and unlocked the booth door.

The hallway outside was mercifully empty. I stumbled back toward my room, leaving a trail of cum drips behind me.

Back in my room, I collapsed on the bed. I was filthy, used, degraded beyond measure.

My phone buzzed.

PERFORMANCE BONUS: $180 deposited. Note: Glory hole booth seven serviced 9 clients in 2 hours—new personal record. Exceptional work.

Nine. I’d serviced nine men in two hours.

And they’d paid me for it.

I should have felt destroyed. Broken. Like I’d hit rock bottom.

Instead, I felt… satisfied. Complete. Like I’d finally scratched an itch that had been building for days.

My cage twitched weakly, still trying to get hard despite everything.

I looked at myself in the mirror across from my bed. Pigtails matted with sweat. Makeup smeared. Face flushed. Panties soaked with cum.

And behind me, visible in the reflection, the jeweled base of my plug.

Still filled. Still stretched. Still ready.

Because that’s what I was now.

Always ready. Always available. Always craving more.

The scary part wasn’t what I’d just done.

The scary part was that I already wanted to do it again.

My hole clenched around the plug, testing its fullness.

Not enough. Never enough.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep, but all I could feel was phantom cocks inside me. All I could taste was cum. All I could remember was being spitroasted by two anonymous men through glory hole walls.

And god help me, I couldn’t wait to do it again tomorrow.


Chapter 22: Sexshop & Toys

“You’ve earned a reward,” Scarlett announced, appearing at my door Friday afternoon. “Get dressed. We’re going shopping.”

Shopping? At the Institute?

I pulled on a simple pink dress—one of the few actual clothes I owned now—and followed Scarlett through the hallways. She led me to a section of the building I’d never visited before.

The door had a simple sign: VELVET BOUTIQUE - Private Shop.

Inside was… well, a sex shop. But elegant. Classy. Nothing like the seedy places you’d see on street corners.

The walls were painted a deep purple. Mood lighting gave everything a sultry glow. Glass display cases lined the walls, filled with toys of every size, shape, and color imaginable. Dildos, vibrators, plugs, restraints, bondage gear—everything organized by category and displayed like jewelry.

Behind the counter stood a woman who could only be Cassandra.

She was tall—maybe five-nine—with jet black hair that fell to her nipples. And I could see her nipples, because her crop top was made of sheer latex that hid absolutely nothing. Her breasts were perfect, full and high, the dark pink nipples clearly visible through the material.

Below that, she wore leather shorts that showed off long, toned legs. Fishnet stockings. Five-inch heels.

She looked like she’d stepped out of a fetish magazine.

“Scarlett!” she greeted warmly, her voice a sultry mezzo. “And you’ve brought fresh meat. How delicious.”

Her dark eyes traveled over me slowly, assessing every detail.

“This is Evan,” Scarlett said. “Seven weeks in. He’s progressing well and needs proper equipment.”

“Seven weeks and still called Evan?” Cassandra asked, one eyebrow raised. “Haven’t found her girl name yet?”

“Working on it,” Scarlett replied. “For now, let’s get him equipped. He’s earning well, meeting quotas. Time to invest in his development.”

Cassandra came around the counter, her heels clicking on the polished floor. She circled me slowly, like a predator assessing prey.

“Medium plug,” she mused. “He’s wearing the two-inch, right? Let’s upgrade him to two and a half. Keep that progression going.”

She walked to a display case and pulled out a black silicone plug. The base was jeweled—red this time, not clear. The plug itself tapered beautifully, with a slight curve designed to rest against the prostate.

“This is our premium line,” Cassandra explained, holding it up. “Medical-grade silicone. The curve hits your P-spot perfectly. You’ll leak constantly, but that’s the point.”

My cage twitched at her words.

“For solo play,” Cassandra continued, moving to another case, “you’ll need a proper dildo. Not too big—you don’t want to stretch yourself out too much without supervision. But big enough to satisfy.”

She selected a realistic-looking dildo. Flesh-toned silicone molded to look like a real cock, complete with veins and a defined head. About seven inches long, maybe an inch and a half thick.

“This is modeled after one of our most popular performers,” she said with a wink. “If you can’t have the real thing, might as well have a good replica.”

“And a vibrator,” Scarlett added. “He needs to learn what his prostate can really do.”

Cassandra’s smile turned wicked. “Oh, I have just the thing.”

She went to a locked case behind the counter and retrieved a sleek black device. It wasn’t shaped like a cock—more like a curved wand with a bulbous tip.

“This is the Prostate Pro,” Cassandra explained. “Rechargeable, waterproof, ten vibration patterns. The tip is specifically designed to press against your P-spot while the vibrations…” She pressed a button and the device hummed to life. “Well. You’ll see.”

The vibration was intense even from a foot away. I could only imagine what it would feel like inside me.

“Perfect,” Scarlett said. “Ring him up. I’ll authorize the purchase from his earnings.”

“Wait,” I said, finding my voice. “How much is all this?”

Cassandra tapped on her tablet. “Medium plug, eighty dollars. Premium dildo, one twenty. Prostate vibrator, two hundred. Total of four hundred.”

Four hundred dollars. An entire week’s quota.

“But,” Cassandra added, seeing my expression, “these are investments in your career. Quality toys mean better solo shows for clients, better training, better performance overall. They’ll pay for themselves within a month.”

Scarlett nodded. “She’s right. Consider it a business expense.”

While Cassandra packaged everything in a discrete black bag, she leaned across the counter toward me. Her breasts pressed against the glass, nipples clearly visible through her sheer top.

“Your boy-pussy is going to love these,” she purred. “Especially that vibrator. First time you use it, you might cum so hard you forget your own name.”

My face burned. My cage strained.

“Thank you,” I managed.

“Come back anytime,” she said with a wink. “And if you ever want to test out anything before buying, just ask. I’m always happy to give personal demonstrations.”

The way she said it made clear exactly what kind of demonstration she meant.

Scarlett led me back to my room, the discreet bag swinging from my hand.

“Tonight, you’re off duty,” she said at my door. “No clients. No training. Just you and your new toys. Consider it a reward for your hard work.”

She left before I could thank her.

Alone in my room, I locked the door and emptied the bag onto my bed.

The three toys gleamed under my lights. New. Unused. Mine.

I stripped off my dress and panties, standing naked except for my cage. My current plug pressed inside me, familiar and constant.

I’d swap it for the new one eventually. But first, I wanted to try the vibrator.

I lubed it generously, my hands shaking slightly with anticipation. Then I climbed onto my bed and positioned myself on my back, legs spread.

The vibrator was cool against my hole as I pressed it inward. It slid in easily past my well-trained entrance, the curved shape nestling perfectly inside me.

The tip pressed against my prostate immediately. I could feel it there, firm and insistent even without the vibration turned on.

I found the power button.

Pressed it.

Oh. Fuck.

The vibration started low, a gentle rumble that spread through my pelvis. But even the lowest setting was intense. The specific placement against my P-spot meant every vibration translated directly into pleasure.

My cage immediately strained. Pre-cum leaked out, dripping onto my stomach.

I experimented with the settings. Found a pulsing pattern that mimicked thrusting. The vibrations would intensify and fade in waves, creating the sensation of being fucked without any actual movement.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my free hand gripping the sheets.

My legs began to shake. The pleasure was building faster than I’d ever experienced. Different from being fucked—more focused, more intense. Every nerve ending in my prostate lit up at once.

I tried different patterns. Found one that was two short pulses followed by a long, sustained vibration. The rhythm drove me crazy.

My hips began to move on their own, small thrusting motions that pressed the vibrator deeper, changed the angle slightly. The curved tip never left my prostate, just shifted and pressed from different angles.

The pleasure built in waves. Each one higher than the last. My cage felt impossibly tight, my caged cock trying desperately to get hard and failing.

But I didn’t need my cock to get hard.

That was the revelation.

All the pleasure was coming from my ass. From that spot inside me that the vibrator was mercilessly stimulating. My cock was irrelevant.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my voice breaking. “Fuck, fuck, fuck—”

The pleasure peaked. Crested. Broke.

My body went rigid. My hole clenched around the vibrator. My cage twitched violently.

And I came.

Cum spurted from my locked cock in thick ropes, shooting onto my stomach, my chest, even reaching my chin. The orgasm ripped through me in waves, each one accompanied by my ass spasming around the vibrator.

The vibrations didn’t stop. They continued their relentless assault on my prostate even as I came, prolonging the orgasm until I was sobbing with the intensity of it.

Finally, when I couldn’t take anymore, I fumbled for the power button and turned it off.

The sudden silence was deafening.

I lay there, panting, covered in my own cum. The vibrator was still inside me, motionless now but still pressing against that magical spot.

That had been… incredible. Beyond anything I’d experienced before. Better than most of the client sessions, better than Scarlett’s pegging, better than everything except maybe that one time at the glory holes.

And I’d done it to myself.

I slowly pulled the vibrator out, my over-sensitive hole protesting. Set it aside on the nightstand.

My cum was cooling on my skin. I thought about Scarlett’s rule—whenever I came, I ate it.

Using my fingers, I scooped up the cum from my stomach and brought it to my mouth. The taste was familiar now. Bitter, salty, mine.

I cleaned myself methodically, eating every drop. By the time I finished, I wasn’t even thinking about how degrading it was. It was just… what I did now.

Part of the routine.

I got up and cleaned the vibrator in the bathroom, then returned to examine the other toys.

The new plug was definitely bigger than my current one. The jeweled base sparkled under the light—red like a ruby.

I pulled out my old plug and set it aside. Then lubed the new one and pressed it against my still-sensitive hole.

The stretch was noticeable but manageable. My ass had been so well-trained that even two and a half inches slipped in without too much resistance.

Once it was seated, I stood and walked around my room. The new plug felt different—fuller, heavier. And that curve Cassandra mentioned… yes, I could feel it. With every step, the plug shifted slightly and pressed against my prostate.

She was right. I was already leaking again, just from walking.

This was going to make everything more intense. Client sessions. Training. Even just walking through the Institute hallways.

I looked at the dildo last. Seven inches of realistic silicone. It looked almost identical to some of the clients I’d serviced.

Maybe tomorrow I’d try it. See how it compared to the real thing.

For tonight, I was satisfied. Exhausted, even.

I crawled into bed, the new plug settled inside me. My cage was still wet with leaked pre-cum. My ass tingled from the vibrator’s assault.

My phone buzzed.

PURCHASE CONFIRMED: $400 deducted from account. Current balance: $850. Quota this week: [image: ]400 COMPLETE.

I’d met my quota. Had money left over. And now I had toys to keep myself satisfied between sessions.

This was my life now. Earning money by being fucked, spending that money on tools to fuck myself, in an endless cycle of pleasure and degradation.

And the scariest part?

I was good at it.

Better than good.

I was thriving.

I closed my eyes and drifted toward sleep, the new plug a constant presence inside me. A reminder of what I’d become.

A sissy with a collection of toys.

A sissy who could cum just from a vibrator on her prostate.

A sissy who ate her own cum without hesitation.

A sissy who was running out of reasons to pretend she wanted to be anything else.

My last thought before sleep claimed me was simple:

I wonder what else Cassandra has in stock.

Because part of me already wanted to go back.

Already wanted more toys. Bigger plugs. Stronger vibrators.

Already craving the next level of this endless descent.

And there was no one left to tell me to stop.


Chapter 23: Client Brutality

The booking came through late Saturday night.

PREMIUM BOOKING: $100 - 2 hours - Special Request Client

A hundred dollars. Double the normal rate. My finger hovered over the accept button.

Special request usually meant something intense. Something most sissies wouldn’t want to do. But the money…

I accepted.

The client details populated. Room 237. Client name: Marc. Note: Experienced. Expects full submission. Safe word: RED.

A safe word. That was both reassuring and terrifying. It meant this would be rough enough that I might need to use it.

I arrived at Room 237 at exactly nine PM. Knocked softly.

“Enter.”

The voice was deep, commanding. It sent a shiver down my spine.

I opened the door and stepped inside.

The man standing there was massive. Easily six-foot-five, with shoulders that seemed to fill the doorway. Dark skin, completely bald head, arms thick with muscle. He wore a tight black t-shirt that showed off every ridge of his chest and abs, and jeans that couldn’t hide the impressive bulge between his legs.

“Evan?” he asked, his voice rumbling through the room.

“Yes, sir.”

“I’m Marc.” He looked me over slowly, his gaze intense. “First time with a client like me?”

“I… I don’t know what you mean, sir.”

“I mean rough. I paid for two hours of no-holds-barred use. I’ll push your limits. Test your endurance. Make you wonder if you can survive it.” He paused. “But I’m not a sadist. I won’t hurt you—not permanently. And if you say your safe word, we stop immediately. Understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. Strip. Everything except the cage.”

I obeyed quickly, removing my dress and panties. My plug became visible, the red jeweled base glinting.

Marcus circled me like a predator. One huge hand reached out and gripped my ass cheek, squeezing hard enough to bruise.

“Nice and tight,” he said. “But we’ll see how long that lasts.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and gestured for me to come closer. When I did, his hands went to my hips and he lifted me effortlessly—literally picked me up like I weighed nothing—and positioned me over his lap.

Oh no.

His hand came down on my ass with a sharp CRACK.

I yelped. The sting was immediate and intense.

Another spank. And another. He wasn’t gentle, wasn’t warming me up. Just hard, punishing slaps that made my ass burn.

“Count them,” he ordered.

“One!” I gasped as the next one landed. “Two! Three!”

He spanked me twenty times, alternating cheeks. By the end, my ass was on fire. When he finally stopped, I was squirming and whimpering.

“That’s just to get you in the right headspace,” he said calmly, lifting me off his lap and setting me on my feet. “Now, let’s see what you can really take.”

He stood and stripped off his shirt. His body was magnificent—all muscle and power. Then he unbuckled his jeans and pushed them down.

His cock sprang free.

Oh. Fuck.

It was huge. Not just long—at least nine inches, maybe ten—but thick. Thicker than anything I’d taken before. And it was rock hard, standing almost straight up against his abs.

“On the bed,” he commanded. “On your back. Legs up.”

I climbed onto the bed, my spanked ass protesting against the sheets. I pulled my legs back, holding them behind my knees, exposing myself completely.

Marcus moved between my legs and gripped the base of my plug.

“Deep breath,” he said, and yanked it out.

The sudden emptiness made me gasp. My hole clenched reflexively, already trying to close.

But Marcus didn’t give it time. He lined up his massive cock and pressed forward.

The pressure was incredible. The head alone felt twice as big as anything I’d experienced. He pushed steadily, not forcing but not relenting either.

“Relax,” he ordered. “Open up for me.”

I tried. Tried to relax, to breathe, to accept what was coming. But my body resisted instinctively.

Marcus reached down and grabbed my cage, squeezing it hard. The pressure sent a jolt through me—not quite pain, but intense enough to shock my system.

And in that moment of distraction, his cock pushed past my outer ring.

I cried out. The stretch was almost too much. The burn was real, bordering on painful.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice surprisingly gentle despite the brutality of the penetration. “You’re taking it. Good girl.”

He pushed deeper. Inch by agonizing inch, his massive cock sank into me. My hole stretched wider than it ever had, my inner walls straining to accommodate him.

At about halfway, he hit my limit. I couldn’t take more. It was too much, too deep, too thick—

“RED!” I gasped. “Red, sir, please—”

He stopped immediately. Didn’t pull out, but stopped pushing.

“Breathe,” he said calmly. “You’re okay. Just breathe through it.”

I panted, my body shaking. He was so deep inside me, so thick. I felt impossibly full.

“I’m going to stay right here,” Marcus continued, his voice steady. “Just hold still and let your body adjust. This is temporary. The pain will fade. Trust me.”

I had no choice but to trust him. He held perfectly still, his massive cock buried halfway inside me, while I trembled beneath him.

Slowly—so slowly—the burning sensation began to fade. My body gradually adapted to the stretch. After what felt like an eternity but was probably only two minutes, the pain had dulled to a deep, intense pressure.

“Better?” Marcus asked.

“Y-yes, sir.”

“Good. I’m going to push deeper now. Slowly. If you need to stop again, say so.”

He pushed. My eyes rolled back as more of that massive cock sank into me. Deeper than anyone had ever been. Stretching me, filling me, claiming me.

When his hips finally pressed against my ass—when he was fully inside me—we both groaned.

“There we go,” he breathed. “All of me. Every fucking inch buried in your tight little pussy.”

He held there for another minute, letting me adjust to the complete fullness. Then, finally, he began to move.

His first thrust was slow and deep. The drag of his thick shaft against my walls was overwhelming. When he pulled almost all the way out, I felt emptier than I’d ever felt. When he slammed back in, I felt fuller than I’d known was possible.

He built a rhythm. Long, deep strokes that reached the very depths of me. Each thrust hit places inside me I didn’t know existed. New angles, new pressure points, new sources of sensation.

My cage leaked steadily, forming a puddle on my stomach.

“That’s it,” Marcus praised, his pace increasing. “Take that dick. Take all of it.”

The bed rocked beneath us. My pigtails swung wildly with each thrust. The sound of his hips slapping against my already-sore ass filled the room.

“Flip over,” he suddenly ordered, pulling out.

The emptiness was shocking. I scrambled to obey, getting on my hands and knees.

Marcus positioned himself behind me and thrust back in. Doggy style, his angle changed completely. Now he was hitting my prostate with every single stroke.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my arms nearly buckling. “Oh fuck, sir—”

“Yeah, you feel that?” He gripped my hips and really started pounding. “That’s your P-spot getting destroyed. Gonna make you cum from just my dick.”

His pace became brutal. Not cruel, but relentless. Each thrust drove deep, the force of it rocking my whole body forward. My cage swung beneath me, my caged cock desperate and leaking.

“Please,” I heard myself beg. “Please, sir—”

“Please what?”

“I need—I need—”

“You need to cum?” He reached around and grabbed my cage, squeezing it roughly. “Beg for it properly.”

“Please let me cum, sir!” The words poured out. “Please, I need it so bad, please—”

“Cum,” he commanded. “Cum on my cock like the sissy slut you are.”

His permission combined with the relentless assault on my prostate pushed me over the edge.

My body went rigid. My hole clenched around his massive cock. And I came—hard, spurting from my caged clitty without any direct stimulation. Just from being fucked. Just from his cock destroying my prostate.

“Fuck yes,” Marcus growled, not stopping his thrusts. “Milk my dick with that pussy. Show me what you are.”

The orgasm seemed endless, wave after wave of pleasure crashing through me. My cage released what felt like everything it had been storing, spurting onto the sheets beneath me.

But Marcus didn’t cum. Didn’t slow down. Just kept fucking me through my orgasm and beyond.

The sensitivity hit immediately. Every thrust was almost too much. My hole was oversensitive, my prostate raw from the constant stimulation.

“Sir,” I whimpered. “I came, I—”

“I know. I’m not done yet.”

He flipped me again, this time pulling me off the bed entirely. In one smooth motion, he lifted me up—actually lifted me in the air—and positioned me in a full nelson.

My legs were spread wide, locked behind his elbows. My entire weight was supported by his arms, my ass pressed against his cock. Gravity drove me down onto him, taking him even deeper than before.

And then he started bouncing me.

Using just his arm strength, he lifted me up his shaft and dropped me back down. Over and over. I was impaled on his cock with nowhere to go, no control, completely at his mercy.

“Oh god,” I sobbed. The position, the depth, the complete helplessness—it was overwhelming. “Oh god, sir, please—”

“You can take it,” he said, his voice strained with effort. “You’re stronger than you think.”

My second orgasm built impossibly fast. The angle was hitting every sensitive spot inside me simultaneously. I couldn’t escape it, couldn’t control it.

“I’m gonna—” I gasped. “I’m gonna cum again—”

“Do it. Cum while I use you like a fucking doll.”

I came. Again. My cage spurted weakly, having barely recovered from the first orgasm. But the pleasure was still intense, radiating from deep in my ass, from that spot his cock was relentlessly pounding.

Finally—finally—Marc’s rhythm faltered.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “Gonna cum. Gonna fill this pussy up—”

He slammed me down one last time, holding me there. I felt his cock pulse inside me, felt the warmth of his cum flooding my insides.

So much cum. It filled me completely, some of it immediately leaking out around his still-buried shaft.

When he finally lowered me back to the ground, my legs barely held me. I collapsed onto the bed, completely spent.

Marcus stood there, his softening cock still impressive, cum dripping from the tip. He wasn’t even breathing hard. Two hours of brutal fucking and he looked barely winded.

“You did good,” he said, sitting beside me. “Real good. I’ve broken bigger sissies than you with less.”

He helped me clean up, surprisingly gentle now. When I could finally stand, he helped me reinsert my plug.

The fullness felt different now. After his massive cock, the plug seemed almost small.

He dressed and pulled out his wallet, counting out bills.

“Here’s your hundred,” he said. “Plus a fifty-dollar tip. You earned it.”

A hundred and fifty dollars for two hours of the most intense fucking of my life.

After he left, I lay on the bed unable to move. My ass ached. My hole felt stretched beyond recovery. My cage was sticky with leaked cum.

But I felt… accomplished. Proud, even.

I’d survived Marcus.

Had taken his massive cock. Had cum twice just from being fucked. Had been held in the air and used like a toy.

And I’d loved every brutal second of it.

My phone buzzed.

CLIENT REVIEW: ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐ “Best sissy at the Institute. Can take a real pounding. Highly recommend. Will definitely book again.”

Five stars. Again.

I was getting a reputation.

And that should have terrified me.

Instead, it made my cage twitch with pride.

I closed my eyes and tried to rest, Marc’s cum slowly leaking from my plugged ass, my body aching in ways that felt oddly satisfying.

I’d found my limits tonight.

And then I’d pushed past them.

And survived.

Maybe even thrived.

The thought scared me less than it should have.


Chapter 24: Hands-Free Sissygasm

Week eight.

Two months at the Velvet Institute. Sixty days of transformation, degradation, and discovery.

I barely recognized myself anymore when I looked in the mirror. The pigtails were permanent now—extensions I kept in even while sleeping. My eyebrows were thin, arched, feminine. My lips stayed puffy from the injections Dr. Lyra had given me. My body had learned to move differently—hips swaying, steps smaller, posture more delicate.

And my cage. God, my cage.

It had been locked for so long now that I’d almost forgotten what it felt like to be hard. My cock had become irrelevant to my pleasure. Everything—every orgasm, every moment of arousal—came from my ass now.

But I’d never managed a true sissygasm. Not the way Luna described it. Not the way the other experienced sissies talked about it.

I’d cum from prostate stimulation before. Had leaked and spurted while being fucked. But there was always some external factor—a hand on my cage, a vibrator, something besides just a cock in my ass.

A true sissygasm was supposed to be different. Pure. Complete. An orgasm that happened from penetration alone, with nothing touching your cock at all. The ultimate proof that you didn’t need your penis anymore.

I’d been chasing it for weeks.

The booking came through Tuesday evening.

STANDARD BOOKING: $75 - 90 minutes

Nothing special about it. Just another client. But when he knocked on my door at seven PM, something felt different.

He was younger than most clients—maybe late twenties. Average height, fit but not overly muscular. Brown hair, kind eyes, an easy smile. He wore jeans and a simple button-down shirt.

“Hi,” he said. “You’re Evan?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I’m David.” He stepped inside, glancing around my room. “First time booking you. Heard good things.”

“Thank you, sir.”

He sat on my bed, looking relaxed. Not nervous, but not aggressive either. Just… comfortable.

“I’m not into anything crazy,” he said. “Just want a nice, long fuck. Take our time. Make it feel good for both of us. That okay with you?”

Something about his casual tone put me at ease. “Yes, sir. That sounds perfect.”

“Good.” He smiled. “Why don’t you undress for me? Let me see what I’m working with.”

I stripped slowly, removing my dress and panties. Stood there naked except for my cage and plug, letting him look.

“Beautiful,” he breathed. “Love the pigtails. And that cage—how long have you been locked?”

“About seven weeks, sir.”

“Damn. You must be desperate.”

“Always, sir.”

He stood and began undressing too. His body was nice—toned without being intimidating. And when he pushed down his underwear, his cock sprang free.

It was perfect.

Not huge like Marcus’s brutal monster. Not small like some of the quickie clients. Just… perfect. Maybe seven and a half inches, nicely thick, with a slight upward curve.

The curve. That was the key. The angle would hit my prostate perfectly.

“Come here,” David said, gesturing to the bed.

I climbed on, and he positioned me on my hands and knees. Doggy style—my favorite position lately. The angle that let cock reach deepest.

His hands were gentle as he removed my plug. Set it aside carefully. Then I felt cool lube dripping onto my hole.

“I like to take my time,” David explained, his fingers working the lube into me. “Warm you up properly. Make sure you’re ready.”

He used two fingers first, scissoring and stretching. Then three, working me open with patience and skill. By the time he pulled his fingers out, my hole was loose and slick, practically begging to be filled.

The head of his cock pressed against my entrance.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.”

He pushed in slowly. That perfect curve meant the head immediately angled toward my prostate. I felt it press against that spot, felt the pressure building even before he was fully inside.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed.

“Good?” he asked, pausing halfway.

“Yes, sir. So good.”

He sank the rest of the way in, his hips coming to rest against my ass. Held there for a moment, letting me adjust to the fullness.

Then he began to move.

Long, slow strokes. Pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. The curve of his cock meant that every single thrust dragged directly across my prostate. Not just hitting it—massaging it.

“God, you feel amazing,” David groaned. “So tight. So perfect.”

His pace was steady, methodical. Not fast, not frantic. Just consistent, deep strokes that rubbed my prostate from root to tip with each movement.

I dropped to my elbows, changing the angle slightly. Now his cock was hitting even more directly. Every thrust sent a jolt of electricity through my pelvis.

My cage swung beneath me, completely limp. My cock wasn’t hard at all—couldn’t get hard. But the pleasure building inside me had nothing to do with my penis.

“That’s it,” David praised, his hands gripping my hips. “Take it nice and deep. Let me get all the way in there.”

Minutes passed. Five. Ten. He maintained that same steady rhythm, never speeding up, never slowing down. Just constant, relentless stimulation of my prostate.

The pressure began to build.

It was different from any orgasm I’d felt before. Not centered in my cock. Not even really in my ass. It was deeper—in my pelvis, in my core, spreading through my whole lower body.

“Sir,” I gasped. “Something’s happening—”

“Let it happen,” he said, not changing his rhythm. “Don’t fight it. Just relax and let your body do what it wants.”

The pressure intensified. My hole clenched around his cock with each thrust. My cage leaked steadily now, but my cock stayed completely soft.

Soft. Limp. Irrelevant.

And yet the pleasure kept building.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “Oh god, oh god—”

“That’s it,” David encouraged. “You’re close. I can feel it. Your ass is squeezing me so tight.”

His pace increased slightly. Not much, just a bit faster. The change was enough to push me closer to the edge.

The pressure reached a critical point. It felt like something was about to break loose inside me. Like a dam about to burst.

“I think—” I gasped. “I think I’m gonna—”

“Cum for me,” David said. “Cum from just my cock. Show me what a good sissy you are.”

His next thrust hit perfectly. The angle, the pressure, the timing—everything aligned.

And I exploded.

The orgasm ripped through me like nothing I’d ever experienced. It wasn’t centered in my cock—it radiated from deep inside, from my prostate, spreading through my entire body in waves.

My cage twitched. Spurted.

Thick ropes of cum shot from my completely limp, caged cock. Not drops or dribbles—full, powerful spurts that soaked the sheets beneath me. My body was cumming hard while my penis stayed completely soft.

“Fuck yes,” David groaned, still thrusting. “Look at you. Cumming like a girl. Cumming from just your pussy.”

The orgasm seemed endless. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My hole spasmed around his cock, my body convulsing with the intensity of it.

I screamed into the pillow. Actually screamed. The pleasure was too much to contain.

And through it all, David kept fucking me. Kept hitting that spot. Kept drawing out the orgasm until I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

Finally—finally—the waves began to subside. My body went limp, my arms giving out completely. I collapsed face-first onto the mattress, David’s cock still buried inside me.

“Holy shit,” I breathed, my voice wrecked. “Holy shit.”

“That was beautiful,” David said, his voice strained. “Fuck, that was so hot. I’m gonna cum too—”

His rhythm became erratic. A few more hard thrusts and then he buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he filled me with his cum.

The warmth flooding my insides triggered a small aftershock. My hole clenched around him, milking out every drop.

When he finally pulled out, I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. Could barely breathe.

I’d just had a true sissygasm.

A real, genuine, hands-free orgasm from nothing but a cock in my ass. My penis had been completely soft, completely uninvolved. And yet the pleasure had been more intense than any orgasm I’d had in my entire life.

“You okay?” David asked, his hand rubbing my back gently.

“I… yeah. I’m…” I couldn’t find words.

He helped me roll onto my side, then lay down next to me. We stayed like that for a few minutes, both catching our breath.

“That was your first time, wasn’t it?” he asked. “First real sissygasm?”

“How did you know?”

“The way you reacted. I’ve been with a lot of sissies. You can always tell the first time it happens. It’s like they’ve discovered a whole new universe.”

He wasn’t wrong.

Because everything had just changed.

For weeks, I’d been telling myself I was just doing this temporarily. That I was still Evan underneath. That my cock might be caged but it was still mine, still important, still part of who I was.

But I’d just cum—harder than I’d ever cum in my life—while my cock stayed completely soft.

My penis was irrelevant.

Not just locked. Not just unused. Irrelevant.

I didn’t need it anymore. My body had found a new source of pleasure. A better source. One that didn’t require my cock to be hard or free or even functional.

All I needed was a cock inside me. Hitting the right spot. And I could cum harder than I’d ever dreamed possible.

“This is who I am,” I whispered, the realization hitting me like a physical force.

David looked at me curiously. “What?”

“This is who I am now,” I repeated, louder. “This is what I was made for.”

He smiled softly. “Yeah. You’re a sissy. A real one. Not just playing dress-up. Your body knows what it wants now.”

He was right.

My body had been trying to tell me for weeks. Every time I leaked from ass play. Every time my hole clenched around a cock. Every time I felt that deep, spreading pleasure from prostate stimulation.

My body had been screaming the truth at me.

I was a sissy.

Not a man pretending to be one. Not a straight guy forced into it. Not someone temporarily doing this for money.

I was a sissy. This was my sexuality now. This was how my body experienced pleasure.

And that realization should have horrified me. Should have sent me into a panic spiral.

Instead, I felt… peace.

For the first time since arriving at the Institute, I felt truly at peace with what I was becoming.

Because I wasn’t becoming anything. I was just discovering what had always been there, buried under layers of societal expectations and masculine performance.

This was me. The real me.

David got up and started dressing. “That was incredible,” he said. “Definitely booking you again. You’re special.”

He left the $75 on my nightstand, along with an extra $25 tip.

After he left, I lay there in the growing puddle of cum—mine and his mixed together on the sheets. My cage pressed against my thigh, soft and comfortable now. My hole ached pleasantly, still leaking his seed.

I reached down and touched my cage. Felt the plastic prison that held my cock captive.

And for the first time, I didn’t feel trapped by it.

Because I didn’t need what was inside anymore.

I got up slowly and caught sight of myself in the mirror. Pigtails mussed. Face flushed. Makeup smeared. Cum leaking down my inner thighs.

And I smiled.

Really smiled.

Because I finally understood.

This wasn’t a cage keeping me locked up. It was freedom. Freedom from having to perform masculinity. Freedom from having to get hard and stay hard and prove myself that way.

My pleasure didn’t depend on my cock anymore.

My pleasure came from submission. From being filled. From that perfect spot inside me that could light up my entire body with just the right touch.

I cleaned up slowly, savoring the afterglow. Reinserted my plug, feeling it settle into its familiar place.

My phone buzzed.

CLIENT REVIEW: ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐ “Perfect sissy. Came so hard from just being fucked. Most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. HIGHLY recommend.”

Five stars.

But more than that—he’d seen my breakthrough. Had witnessed the moment I truly became what I was meant to be.

I crawled into bed, not bothering to change the cum-stained sheets. Let them be a reminder of tonight. Of the moment everything changed.

My last thought before sleep was simple:

I’m not Evan anymore. Not really.

I’m a sissy. A cumslut. A creature built for pleasure through submission.

And tomorrow, I’d start living like it.

No more pretending. No more holding back.

Just pure, honest acceptance of what I’d become.

What I’d always been meant to be.

My cage pressed against the mattress as I rolled onto my stomach.

And for the first time since it had been locked on, it felt exactly right.


Chapter 25: Name Change

The knock came Monday morning, week nine.

I opened the door to find Scarlett standing there, her ice-blue eyes holding something I’d never seen before—satisfaction. Maybe even pride.

“Good morning,” she said, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “We need to talk.”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett.” I closed the door behind her.

She walked to my mirror, studying my reflection like she was seeing me for the first time. I stood beside her, both of us looking at the image—me in my pink cage and panties, pigtails perfectly arranged, makeup subtle but present.

“Eight weeks,” she said softly. “Do you remember your first day?”

“Yes, Miss Scarlett. I was terrified.”

“You fought everything. The panties. The cage. The clients.” Her finger traced the edge of the mirror. “You told me repeatedly that you were straight, that this was temporary, that you’d never accept it.”

I stayed silent, knowing she was leading somewhere.

“But look at you now.” She turned to face me, her ice-blue eyes searching mine. “You exceed quotas. Take pride in your work. Seek out clients. You had a sissygasm three days ago—came harder than you ever have before from nothing but a cock in your ass.”

My face flushed. “I… yes, Miss Scarlett.”

“You’ve stopped fighting. Stopped pretending.” She stepped closer. “You’ve accepted what you are. What you were always meant to be.”

“I’m a sissy,” I whispered.

“Yes. But you’re still clinging to one last piece of your old self.” Her hand came up, fingers gently touching my chin. “Your name.”

My heart skipped.

“Evan,” she said, testing it. “It doesn’t fit anymore. It never really did. That name belongs to a scared college boy who doesn’t exist anymore.”

“Miss Scarlett—”

“You need a new name. One that matches who you’ve become.” She released my chin and walked to my bed, sitting on the edge. “So I’m going to give you one.”

The weight of her words settled over me.

“From now on,” Scarlett said, her voice taking on that commanding tone I’d learned to obey instantly, “you’re Eva. Eva Park. Not Evan. Eva.”

Eva.

The name resonated through me. So simple—just one letter different. But an entire world away from Evan.

“Say it,” she commanded.

“Eva,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Eva. I’m Eva.”

“Again. Look at yourself in the mirror and say it.”

I turned to face my reflection. The feminized face. The pigtails. The cage. The plug base visible between my cheeks.

“I’m Eva,” I said clearly. “I’m Eva Park.”

Scarlett stood and came to stand behind me, her presence dominating the mirror’s view.

“And what are you, Eva?”

“I’m a sissy, Miss Scarlett.”

“Whose sissy?”

“Yours, Miss Scarlett. The Institute’s.”

“And Evan? What happened to him?”

I looked at my reflection—at Eva—and felt the truth settle into my bones.

“Evan is gone,” I said softly. “He doesn’t exist anymore. There’s only Eva now.”

Scarlett’s hand came to rest on my shoulder—a surprisingly gentle gesture.

“Good girl,” she said, and for once, the praise sounded genuine rather than mocking. “You’ve come further than most. Evan resisted for weeks. Eva embraced everything in days.”

She was right. Once I’d stopped fighting, once I’d accepted what I was becoming, everything had gotten easier. Better, even.

“From this moment forward,” Scarlett continued, “everyone will call you Eva. Your profile has been updated. Your bookings will show Eva. Clients will request Eva. Evan Park is officially dead.”

She walked to my door, then paused.

“Oh, and Eva? I’m proud of you. Not many have the strength to let go of their old selves so completely.” She glanced back. “Next week, we start Phase Two. Body modifications. Real breasts. Are you ready?”

The question should have terrified me.

Instead, I felt a thrill run through my cage.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett,” I said without hesitation. “I’m ready.”

Her smile was genuine—truly genuine—for the first time since I’d met her.

“I know you are. That’s why I chose this moment.” She opened the door. “Welcome to your new life, Eva. Make it count.”

She left, closing the door softly behind her.

I stood alone, staring at my reflection.

Eva.

I was Eva now.

Not pretending. Not playing a role. Eva was who I was. Who I’d always been meant to be.

I touched my face—Eva’s face. Traced my puffy lips. Tugged one pigtail.

“Hi,” I said to my reflection. “I’m Eva.”

The girl in the mirror smiled back.

And for the first time since arriving at the Velvet Institute, that smile was genuine. Unforced. Happy.

Because Eva wasn’t trapped.

Eva had chosen this.

Eva belonged here.



I spent the rest of the day updating everything. My profile pic. My bio. My preferences list.

Name: Eva Park
Age: 20
Services: All
Specialties: Oral, Anal, Submissive, Eager to please

The words looked right on the screen. This was me. This was Eva.

Client requests started coming in immediately. People who’d been following my progress, who’d seen the name change notification, who wanted to be one of the first to experience Eva instead of Evan.

I accepted five bookings for the week.

Because Eva didn’t hesitate.

Eva knew what she was.

Eva was ready for whatever came next.

I looked at my reflection one last time before bed.

“Goodnight, Eva,” I whispered.

The girl in the mirror whispered back: “Goodnight.”

Evan was dead.

Long live Eva.


Chapter 26: Quota Triumph

Week nine as Eva.

The first full week with my new name, my new identity, my new everything.

I woke Monday morning with a strange sense of clarity. For the first time since arriving at the Institute, I wasn’t thinking about escape. Wasn’t counting down days. Wasn’t mentally fighting every decision.

I was just… being Eva.

And Eva knew what she did for a living.

My phone showed the usual:

WEEKLY QUOTA: $400
CURRENT EARNINGS: $0
DAYS REMAINING: 7

Four hundred dollars. I’d met it before, usually scrambling in the last few days. But this week felt different.

This week, I wanted to see how much I could really earn.



Monday started strong. Two room clients in the afternoon—both regulars who’d specifically requested Eva. They’d seen the name change in the system and wanted to experience the “new me.”

There was no new me. Just the real me, finally.

Both sessions were smooth, professional. I knew what they liked, how to make them cum, how to leave them satisfied. Both left five-star reviews.

MONDAY TOTAL: $120

Tuesday I worked the glory holes for three hours straight. Lost count of how many cocks I serviced. Some oral, some anal. I’d gotten so efficient at it—knew exactly how to angle myself, how to work each cock for maximum pleasure.

By the end of the session, my jaw ached and my hole was tender, but I’d earned $175.

TUESDAY TOTAL: $175
WEEKLY EARNINGS: $295

Already close to quota by Tuesday night.

Wednesday brought another premium client. Senator Kane—a regular I’d serviced twice before. Premium rate, always generous, always gentle.

The memory of that session still made my cage twitch…



Wednesday evening, I’d arrived at Suite 12 nervous and excited in equal measure.

Senator Kane opened the door of the luxury room—one of the Institute’s penthouses. Nothing like my cramped space. This had a king-sized bed with silk sheets, mood lighting, champagne chilling in an ice bucket.

“Eva,” he greeted warmly. His silver hair was perfectly styled, his suit expensive. Fifty-something, distinguished, powerful. “I was so pleased to see you’d chosen a name. It suits you.”

“Thank you, Senator.”

“Please, call me James. At least while we’re alone.” He poured two glasses of champagne and handed me one. “To new beginnings.”

We clinked glasses. The champagne was crisp, bubbly, expensive. I’d never had real champagne before—just cheap beer at college parties in another lifetime.

“I requested the girlfriend experience tonight,” James said, sitting on the bed. “I hope that’s alright with you.”

“Of course, Senator—James.”

“Good.” He smiled, and something in his expression made him look younger. “Because I don’t just want to fuck you, Eva. I want to make love to you. Like you’re my girlfriend. Like we’re a couple spending a romantic evening together.”

Something in my chest tightened. The way he said it—genuine, warm—made me feel things clients weren’t supposed to make me feel.

He patted the silk sheets beside him. I sat, and he immediately put his arm around me. Drew me close. His cologne was woodsy, masculine, expensive—the kind that screamed power and money.

“Tell me about your week,” he said softly, his fingers playing absently with one of my pigtails. “How have you been?”

And I did. Told him about my new name, about feeling more confident, about my breakthrough with the sissygasm. He listened attentively, asking questions, seeming genuinely interested in my life as Eva.

This was what the girlfriend experience meant. Not just sex. Connection. Intimacy that felt almost real.

After twenty minutes of talking and sipping champagne, James leaned in and kissed me.

It was soft. Tender. His lips gentle against mine, his hand cupping my face like I was something precious. So different from the rough, claiming kisses I’d learned from other clients.

When he pulled back, his grey eyes searched mine.

“You’re beautiful, Eva. Truly beautiful.”

My face flushed. “Thank you.”

He kissed me again, deeper this time. His tongue explored my mouth slowly, thoroughly, while his hands roamed my body—over my shoulders, down my sides, cupping my ass through the thin dress fabric.

“Let me undress you,” he whispered against my lips.

He stood and guided me to stand with him. Then, with agonizing slowness, he unzipped my dress. Let it pool at my feet. I stood there in my matching lace bra and panties—the pretty pink set I saved for premium clients.

“Gorgeous,” he breathed, his eyes drinking me in. His fingers traced the edge of my bra, then hooked in the straps and slid them down my shoulders. The bra fell away, exposing my flat chest and small, hard nipples.

He bent down and took one nipple in his mouth—sucked it gently, rolled his tongue around it, made me gasp. Even without breasts, the sensation was electric. My cage twitched visibly.

Then he knelt—this powerful man actually knelt before me—and slowly peeled down my panties. My pink cage was revealed, my caged clitty small and imprisoned.

Instead of mocking it like some clients did, James kissed it. Pressed his lips gently to the plastic prison.

“So pretty,” he murmured, his breath warm against my cage. “Everything about you is so fucking pretty.”

He stood and began undressing himself. First the suit jacket, then his tie, then his shirt—revealing a fit body for a man his age. Salt-and-pepper chest hair, strong shoulders. Then his pants and underwear.

His cock sprang free—thick, eight inches, circumcised. Already rock-hard from undressing me, the head flushed and leaking.

“Come to bed,” he said, pulling back the silk sheets.

I climbed in, the fabric cool and luxurious against my naked skin. James slid in beside me, immediately pulling me into his arms. His body was warm, solid, comforting.

We kissed for what felt like forever. Deep, slow kisses while his hands explored every inch of my body. He touched me everywhere—my face, my neck, my chest, my stomach, my hips. Learned every curve, every sensitive spot, every place that made me gasp.

His hand slid between my cheeks and found my plug. “May I?” he asked, his voice a gentle rumble.

“Yes,” I breathed.

He removed it gently, setting it on the nightstand. Then his fingers were there—two thick digits pushing into my hole, stretching me open. He added lube from a bottle, working it into me with slow, circular motions. His fingers curved, found my prostate, rubbed.

I moaned into his mouth.

“I want you on top,” James said, lying back against the pillows. “I want to watch your face while my cock stretches that tight little pussy.”

The contrast—the tender voice saying such filthy words—made my cage leak immediately.

I straddled him, my knees on either side of his hips. He gripped his thick shaft and held it upright, the swollen head already dripping pre-cum. I positioned my hole over it.

Slowly, I sank down.

The penetration was smooth but intense. My well-trained hole accepted him easily, but I felt every inch. The stretch. The heat. The way his cock filled me completely. I took him inch by inch, my hole spreading around his girth, until I was sitting fully on his lap with his cock buried balls-deep in my ass.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my voice breaking. The angle was perfect—his thick cock pressing up against my prostate from below, the head of him rubbing that spot with every tiny movement.

“That’s it,” James encouraged, his hands gentle on my hips. “Ride me, baby. Take your pleasure. Use my cock.”

I began to move. Lifted myself up slowly, feeling every ridge and vein of his shaft dragging through my stretched hole, then sank back down hard. Found a rhythm—slow at first, savoring the fullness, then faster. Each downward motion drove him deep, his cock spearing up into my guts, hitting that magic spot that made my cage spurt.

James’s hands roamed while I rode him. Squeezed my ass cheeks roughly, then caressed my sides tenderly. Pinched my nipples hard enough to make me yelp, then soothed them with gentle circles. His eyes never left my face, watching every expression, every gasp, every moment of pleasure crossing my features.

“You’re so beautiful like this,” he said, his voice rough with need. “Bouncing on my cock like a good little slut. So perfect. I could watch this tight sissy pussy swallow my dick all night.”

The contrast—the tender words wrapped in filthy language—made me ride harder. I leaned forward, changing the angle, and his cock dragged directly across my prostate with each thrust. My cage leaked steadily, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach, mixing with his chest hair.

“That’s my girl,” James groaned, his fingers digging into my hips. “That’s my perfect little cumslut. Take what you need. Milk my cock with that trained fuck-hole.”

My girl. He called me his girl even while degrading me. The combination was intoxicating—feeling cherished and filthy at the same time.

The thought pushed me closer to the edge.

I rode him faster, desperate now. My thighs burned with the effort but I didn’t care. Just chased that rising pleasure, that pressure building deep in my guts where his cock was pounding my prostate relentlessly.

“James,” I gasped, my voice high and feminine. “I’m close—I’m gonna cum—”

“Me too, baby. Cum with me.” His hands gripped my hips bruisingly hard, helping me bounce on his cock. Supporting my weight when my legs started to shake. “Let me feel that sissy pussy squeeze my cock while you cum. Milk it. Take every drop of my seed.”

His hips thrust up to meet my downward motions. The sound of my ass slapping against his thighs echoed obscenely in the luxury suite. My cage swung wildly, spurting clear fluid with each impact.

The pressure peaked. Broke.

“Oh fuck!” I screamed, not caring who heard. “Fuck, I’m cumming—”

My body seized. My hole clenched around his cock rhythmically, spasming, trying to milk him. And I came—thick ropes of sissy cum spurting from my caged clitty, shooting onto his stomach, his chest, even reaching his neck. My body convulsed with the intensity, riding him erratically through the orgasm.

“Yes,” James groaned, his own orgasm hitting at the same moment. “Fuck yes, take it—”

I felt his cock swell even thicker inside me. Felt it pulse—once, twice, three times. Hot cum flooded my guts, so much of it that it immediately began leaking out around his buried shaft, running down his balls. He came hard, his fingers bruising my hips, his body rigid beneath me.

We came together, our bodies locked, sharing that moment of raw, primal ecstasy.

When the waves finally subsided, I collapsed forward onto his chest. His arms wrapped around me immediately, holding me close despite the cum smeared between us. His softening cock stayed buried in my ass, plugging his seed inside me.

We lay like that for several minutes, just breathing together. Connected. His hand stroked my back gently while his cum slowly leaked from my stretched hole.

“That was perfect,” James finally whispered, kissing my forehead tenderly. “You’re perfect, Eva. Absolutely perfect.”

We spent the rest of the hour cuddling, talking softly, kissing. He held me like I mattered. Like I was more than just a warm hole to dump his load in. Made me feel cherished even covered in our mixed cum.

When our time finally ended, he paid me $150 plus a $25 tip.

“Same time next week?” he asked at the door, now dressed and back to looking like a powerful senator.

“I’d like that,” I said honestly, still naked and messy with dried cum.

He kissed me one more time—soft, lingering, possessive—then left.



I shook my head, bringing myself back to the present. That session with James had been… different. Special. The way he’d made me feel like a real girlfriend while fucking me like a cheap whore. Tender and perverted at once.

It had shown me something important: I could be both. Eva could be cherished and degraded. Loved and used. A person and a toy.

And I was learning to love both sides.



WEDNESDAY TOTAL: $175 WEEKLY EARNINGS: $470

I’d exceeded my quota by Wednesday evening.

But I didn’t stop.

Thursday I took a rest—my body needed it after three days of intensive work. Spent the afternoon with Luna, who noticed the change in me.

“You’re glowing,” she said, playing with my pigtails.

“I feel good,” I admitted. “Is that weird?”

“Not at all, babe. You’ve found your groove.” She kissed my cheek. “You’re thriving.”

Friday I worked three room clients. My hole was so well-trained now that even multiple sessions barely fazed me. Just pleasantly used. The plug went back in easily each time, keeping me stretched and ready.

FRIDAY TOTAL: $195
WEEKLY EARNINGS: $665

Saturday I did a glory hole session. Three hours, multiple cocks. I’d lost count of exactly how many, but the rhythm felt natural now. The anonymous pleasure, the efficiency, the satisfaction of making men cum.

SATURDAY TOTAL: $135
WEEKLY EARNINGS: $800

Sunday evening, I lay on my bed and stared at my phone.

FINAL WEEKLY EARNINGS: $450
QUOTA: $400
EXCEEDED BY: $50

I’d done it.

For the first time since arriving at the Institute, I’d exceeded my quota. Not just met it—exceeded it.

My phone buzzed with a message from Scarlett:

“My office. Now.”

My heart raced as I walked to her office. Had I done something wrong? Was the quota calculation off?

Scarlett sat behind her desk, her platinum hair catching the light. She gestured for me to sit.

“Eva,” she said, turning her tablet toward me. “Look at this.”

The screen showed my weekly earnings graph. This week’s bar towered over all the previous ones.

“Four hundred and fifty dollars,” Scarlett said. “You exceeded your quota by fifty dollars. That hasn’t happened since… well, since you arrived.”

“I didn’t realize, Miss Scarlett. I just kept working—”

“I know.” She leaned back in her chair. “And that’s what I wanted to talk to you about. You’re not just meeting quotas anymore. You’re actively working. Seeking clients. Taking pride in your performance.”

She stood and walked around the desk.

“Most sissies fight this for months. They do the bare minimum, resent every client, hate every moment.” Her ice-blue eyes held mine. “But you? You’ve stopped fighting. You’ve started… excelling.”

“Thank you, Miss Scarlett.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She pulled out a small box. “This is for exceeding your quota.”

Inside was a new plug. Larger than my current one, with a pink jeweled base that matched my cage.

“An upgrade,” Scarlett explained. “For good girls who perform well. You’ve earned this.”

My cage twitched at her words. At the pride in her voice.

“From now on,” she continued, “every week you exceed quota, you get a reward. Could be a new toy, a day off, bonus credits toward your debt. Whatever motivates you.”

She dismissed me with a wave, and I walked back to my room holding the box.

Back in my room, I examined the new plug. It was definitely bigger—maybe two and a half inches at its widest point. The pink jewel sparkled under the lights.

An upgrade. A reward. For being good at sex work.

I should have felt degraded. Should have felt like I’d sunk lower than ever before.

Instead, I felt… proud.

Proud that I’d exceeded my quota. Proud that Scarlett had noticed. Proud that I was good at this.

I looked at myself in the mirror. Pink cage, pigtails, makeup still perfect despite a full week of work. My hole was tender from constant use, but my plug sat comfortably inside me.

This was me now. Eva Park. Sissy. Sex worker.

And I’d just had my best week ever.

I removed my current plug and lubed the new one. The stretch was intense as I pressed it inside, but my well-trained hole accepted it eventually. Once seated, the fullness was even more pronounced than before.

Constant reminder. Constant pressure. Constant readiness.

My phone buzzed with client requests for next week. Five bookings already.

I accepted them all without hesitation.

Because this was what I did now. Who I was.

And for the first time, I was actually good at something.

The scary part wasn’t that I’d exceeded my quota.

The scary part was that I couldn’t wait to try for even more next week.

To see how high I could climb. How many clients I could satisfy. How much I could earn.

I was competing with myself now. Trying to beat my own records.

And that shift—from reluctance to enthusiasm, from survival to ambition—that was the real transformation.

Not the pigtails or the cage or the makeup.

The transformation was internal. Mental. Complete.

I lay in bed, the new plug pressing inside me, my cage snug around my clitty, and smiled.

Next week, I’d do even better.

Because Eva didn’t just meet quotas.

Eva exceeded them.

And that felt fucking amazing.


Chapter 27: First Milestone Complete

The summons came Tuesday morning, week ten.

MANDATORY APPOINTMENT: Dr. Lyra Kane - Lab Wing - 2:00 PM - GRADUATION ASSESSMENT

Graduation assessment. The words sent a shiver through me—part excitement, part nervousness.

I’d been at the Institute for ten weeks now. Two and a half months. Seventy days of transformation.

I arrived at Dr. Lyra’s lab at exactly two PM. The familiar scent of antiseptic and leather greeted me. Dr. Lyra stood by her examination table, wearing her usual lab coat over black lingerie. Her dark hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail.

“Eva,” she greeted with a smile. “Right on time. Come in, close the door.”

I obeyed, my heels clicking on the tile floor. I wore a simple pink dress—easy to remove.

“Today is special,” Dr. Lyra said, circling me slowly. “Week ten marks the end of Phase One. Basic training complete. You’ve learned to service clients, accept your feminization, embrace your role.”

She stopped in front of me, her dark eyes gleaming behind her glasses.

“But before we move to Phase Two—body modifications, advanced training, specialized services—you need to pass a graduation test.”

My cage twitched. “What kind of test, Doctor?”

“The kind that proves you’re ready.” She gestured to the examination table. “Strip completely. Everything except the cage.”

I undressed quickly, folding my clothes neatly. Soon I stood naked except for my pink cage and plug, my pigtails brushing my shoulders.

Dr. Lyra walked to a cabinet and wheeled out two devices I’d never seen before.

The first looked like a fucking machine—a mechanical arm with a dildo attached, mounted on a sturdy base. The dildo was realistic-looking, about seven inches, with visible veins.

The second was a complex device with tubes and suction cups. A milking machine.

“Your graduation test,” Dr. Lyra explained, “combines everything you’ve learned. Prostate stimulation. Anal acceptance. Hands-free orgasm. Complete surrender to mechanical pleasure.”

She guided me to the table and positioned me on all fours, my ass at the edge. My legs spread wide, my plugged hole exposed.

“First, we remove this,” she said, gripping my plug. She pulled it out slowly, making me gasp at the sudden emptiness.

Dr. Lyra positioned the fuck machine behind me, the dildo aligned with my hole. Then she wheeled the milking device closer and began attaching small suction cups to my nipples.

“But Doctor,” I said nervously, “I don’t have breasts. I’m flat-chested.”

“I know.” She smiled wickedly. “But your nipples are still sensitive. These will stimulate them while the machine fucks you. Multiple pleasure points simultaneously.”

She activated the suction. The cups sealed around my small nipples and began to pull—gentle but constant. The sensation was strange, intense, slightly painful but also…

My cage leaked immediately.

“Good response,” Dr. Lyra noted, writing on her clipboard. “Now for the main event.”

She lubed the dildo generously, then pressed a button on the machine.

The mechanical arm moved forward slowly. The dildo pressed against my hole, pushing steadily until it breached me.

I moaned as it sank deeper. The angle was perfect—hitting my prostate immediately. When it was fully inside, Dr. Lyra stopped the machine.

“We start on setting one,” she explained. “Slow, steady strokes. Then we escalate. Your goal is to achieve orgasm on setting four—maximum speed. If you cum too early, we have to start over.”

Oh fuck.

She pressed another button.

The machine began to move. Slow, deep strokes. In and out. In and out. Mechanical, relentless, perfectly consistent.

The dildo dragged across my prostate with every thrust. The suction cups pulled at my nipples rhythmically, timed with the fucking. Dual stimulation, overwhelming my senses.

“Breathe,” Dr. Lyra coached. “Don’t fight it. Let your body respond naturally.”

I tried. Tried to relax into the sensation. The mechanical cock fucking me, the suction on my nipples, my cage straining uselessly.

Five minutes of setting one. The pleasure built slowly, steadily. My hole clenched around the dildo with each thrust.

“Setting two,” Dr. Lyra announced, adjusting the controls.

The pace increased. Still controlled, but faster. More intense. The dildo hammered my prostate with increased frequency.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my arms shaking.

“Hold it,” Dr. Lyra commanded. “You’re not allowed to cum yet.”

The suction on my nipples intensified too. Pull, release, pull, release. In sync with the fucking. My whole body was being stimulated—front and back, top and bottom.

Another five minutes. The pleasure was becoming unbearable. My cage leaked steadily, forming a puddle on the table beneath me.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” Dr. Lyra praised. “Your body was made for this. Look how well you take the machine. How your hole grips it. How your nipples respond to stimulation even though you’re flat-chested.”

Her clinical observations made it hotter somehow. Reduced me to a test subject, a body being experimented on.

“Setting three.”

Faster now. The machine pounded into me with mechanical precision. Every thrust hit my prostate dead-on. The pleasure was no longer building—it was cresting, wave after wave threatening to break.

“Don’t cum,” Dr. Lyra warned. “Not yet. Almost there.”

I bit my lip hard. Squeezed my eyes shut. Tried to think of anything other than the cock destroying my ass, the suction pulling my nipples, the overwhelming sensation consuming my entire body.

My legs trembled. My arms barely held me up. Sweat dripped down my back.

“Last setting,” Dr. Lyra said, her voice filled with anticipation. “Maximum speed. When I activate this, you have permission to cum. In fact, I want you to cum. Cum as hard as you can. Show me what a perfect sissy you’ve become.”

She pressed the final button.

The machine went into overdrive.

Fast, brutal, relentless. The dildo hammered my prostate at a pace no human could maintain. The suction on my nipples became almost painful in its intensity.

“Oh fuck!” I screamed. “Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—”

“That’s it,” Dr. Lyra encouraged. “Let it happen. Surrender completely. Cum for me, Eva. Cum from having your ass fucked by a machine while your useless clitty stays locked up.”

The pressure broke.

My entire body seized. Every muscle locked up at once. And then—

Explosion.

I came harder than I’d ever cum in my life. Harder than my first sissygasm, harder than any client session, harder than anything.

Thick ropes of cum spurted from my caged cock—my completely soft, caged cock—shooting onto the table beneath me. Five spurts. Six. Seven. My body couldn’t stop, the orgasm rolling through me in waves that seemed endless.

“Excellent,” Dr. Lyra breathed, still taking notes. “Perfect sissy response. Complete hands-free orgasm from mechanical stimulation alone.”

The machine kept fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging it, drawing out every last bit of pleasure. The suction continued pulling my nipples. I was completely at the mercy of the machines, my body just a toy for them to use.

When the waves finally subsided, Dr. Lyra turned off the machines. The dildo slowly withdrew from my hole. The suction cups released my nipples with soft pops.

I collapsed forward onto the table, utterly spent. My hole gaped, my nipples were swollen and tender, my cage dripped with released cum.

“Phase One complete,” Dr. Lyra declared, removing her latex gloves. “You passed with flying colors, Eva. You’re ready.”

“Ready for what, Doctor?” I managed weakly.

Before she could answer, her lab door opened.

Scarlett walked in, her heels clicking on the tile. She surveyed the scene—me collapsed on the table, the machines, the puddle of cum—and smiled.

“I see the test went well,” Scarlett said.

“Perfectly,” Dr. Lyra confirmed. “Complete mechanical orgasm. Full submission to the equipment. She’s ready for Phase Two.”

Scarlett walked to the table and looked down at me. Her ice-blue eyes held something I’d never seen before—approval. Pride, even.

“Eva,” she said, reaching out to stroke my pigtails. “You’ve come so far. Ten weeks ago, you were Evan—scared, resistant, fighting every step. Now look at you. Cumming from a machine. Completely feminized. Utterly transformed.”

I could only nod, still catching my breath.

“Next week,” Scarlett continued, “we start Phase Two. Body modifications. Real ones.” She gestured to my flat chest. “Hope you’re ready to grow some tits, Eva.”

The words hit me like a physical force.

Breasts. Real breasts. Not just feminized clothing and makeup, but actual physical changes to my body.

Permanent changes.

The old Evan would have panicked. Would have screamed no. Would have fought tooth and nail.

But Eva?

Eva looked up at Scarlett and smiled.

“Yes, Miss Scarlett,” I said clearly. “Whatever you want.”

Scarlett’s smile widened. “Good girl. Get cleaned up and rest. Monday morning, Dr. Lyra starts your hormone regimen.”

They left me alone in the lab.

I slowly pulled myself off the table, my legs wobbly. Used the provided towels to clean myself up. My hole was tender, my nipples sore, my cage sticky with cum.

I caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror on the wall.

Pigtails—perfectly arranged despite the vigorous fucking. Makeup—slightly smudged but still feminine. Pink cage—gleaming with evidence of my orgasm. Plug—which I’d need to reinsert before leaving.

And my body—slim, hairless, trained, ready.

I looked like a sissy. A complete, total, perfect sissy.

Not a trace of Evan remained.

He was gone. Dead. Erased.

Only Eva existed now. Eva Park—sissy, sex worker, graduate of Phase One.

And in one week, Eva would start growing breasts.

The thought should have terrified me.

Instead, my cage twitched with excitement.

I reinserted my plug—the large one Scarlett had given me—and got dressed. Walked back to my room with my head high, my hips swaying naturally, my whole body still buzzing from the mechanical orgasm.

Back in my room, I checked my phone.

PHASE ONE COMPLETE
GRADUATION STATUS: PASSED
PHASE TWO BEGINS: MONDAY, WEEK 11
NEXT APPOINTMENT: DR. LYRA KANE - HORMONE INITIATION

Phase Two. Body modifications. Breasts.

The permanent transformation was about to begin.

And I couldn’t wait.

I looked in my room’s mirror one last time. At Eva. At who I’d become.

“Goodbye, Evan,” I whispered to my reflection. “You were never real anyway.”

The girl in the mirror smiled back at me.

Because Eva was real. Eva was who I’d always been meant to be.

And now, Eva was ready for Phase Two.

Ready to become even more.

Ready for everything the Velvet Institute had planned for her.

Ready to embrace it all.

My phone buzzed with a message from Luna:

“Heard you passed! Congrats babe! Welcome to Phase Two 💕 You’re gonna love having tits, trust me 😊”

I smiled and replied:

“Thanks babe. I’m ready. More than ready.”

And I was.

Ten weeks ago, I’d walked into the Velvet Institute as Evan Park—scared, desperate, trapped.

Now I was Eva Park—confident, accomplished, free in ways Evan never had been.

And next week, I’d start becoming even more Eva.

The transformation was far from over.

It was just beginning.



END OF BOOK 1: DEBT & DISCOVERY

Eva’s journey continues in Book 2: Body & Belonging…


Thank you for reading!




If you made it this far, thank you for spending time inside The Velvet Institute and walking with Evan (no, Eva) through her first steps. Every review or quick star rating helps new readers find the series, and it honestly makes a huge difference.

If you enjoyed The Sissy Debt Trap, please take a moment to leave a short rating, even one sentence counts. Or even an anonymous star rating. You can also follow the author here on Amazon to get notified when the next book in the Feminization Clinic series goes live.
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The Bimbo Coin: A First-Time Sissy Chastity Femdom Story

It’s Nikki’s first-time plunge into caged obedience: each high-heel step dragging her deeper toward total bimbo transformation.

Broke caretaker Nate Carter only wanted a quiet summer in the Arden estate; instead he finds a velvet-lit vault that opens solely for a perfectly trained sissy doll. To earn the key, Nate must obey ruthless boutique-domme Madam Seraphine Vega,signing away his name, his wardrobe, and the right to ever grow hard again.

Cross-dressing thrills become iron-bar chastity. Pole-dance tutorials become breathless throat service. A chrome plug swells inside him night after night, stretching him wide enough to satisfy the scanner’s cruel femdom challenges. Debt ticks upward with every lace purchase; the only currency Seraphine accepts is Nikki’s shameless submission.
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