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Prologue

Summer had been quite the experience ‒ I had more sex than ever before, yet I didn't even use my own dick! All "thanks" to my friend Sarah, who turned me into her sissy slave and had me pleasing other men for her own delight.

I had been attracted to Sarah since we were kids, but I never had the chance to actually do anything with her until the day she caught me wearing her bikini. Sarah promised she'd let me fuck her as long as I obeyed her and did everything I was told to do. How could I say no? She was the object of my desire! I would do anything to get in bed with her ‒ and she put my "anything" to the test.

She spent a lot of time teaching me how to act like a girl: learning to walk in high heels, how to put makeup on, what clothes to wear, and even how to change my voice so it sounded more feminine. Having a naturally girly figure helped a lot: from my pale skin to my shoulder length straight dark hair, I even had fairly smooth skin and a pear shaped figure. Even before being transformed into a sissy, men would sometimes mistake me for a girl if they saw me from behind!

Not only did she get me to act more feminine, she also had me wear a chastity cage ‒ a baby pink coloured plastic device placed around my penis which not only limited how hard I could get, but also made it impossible to jerk off; well, at least it made it impossible to masturbate the "normal" way!

Sarah held the only key to my cock cage (which she had me call it a "dicklet cage", despite me having an average 6 inch uncut size) and she almost never unlocked it. Instead, she taught me how to gain pleasure from anal stimulation ‒ be it with toys, or with real men's dicks.

Yes, I had "serviced" a lot of dicks during the summer; from being tied up in a park as a free use slut, to being used as a prize in a poker game, I had been fucked so many times and swallowed so much cum, I began to realise I might be bissexual!

But despite obeying Sarah's every command, and subjecting myself to all kinds of kinky sex, I had yet to fuck her "the proper way" (i.e. my penis in her vagina) ‒ hell, I hadn't even had any other pussy since she had sissified me! Yet I kept at it, always under the promise that "next time" she would allow it.

She was tricking me. Tricking me into becoming her sissy.

And I was secretly loving it.

But summer was ending, and so was my resolve.

I decided that I would go back to being a straight boy once college started, leaving all this sissy business behind me. Maybe given enough time, Sarah would eventually let me fuck her! Plus, college is a time in which a guy flourishes sexually, and I wanted to make the best of it! With all that coochie available I wouldn't be missing having a rod inside me!

Despite having had a great time exploring my sexuality, it was time to leave my sissy self behind. It was fun while it lasted, but it was time to go back to "normal".

At least, that was the plan.

But Sarah had other plans to keep tricking her sissy.


1 - Car Ride

It would be odd going back to be called Connor instead of Chloe, but I don't think I would leave "Chloe" entirely behind; after all, I had grown my dark hair out quite a bit (it was now just past my shoulders) and had done enough squats to make my butt "really juicy" as Sarah put it. I also didn't get much of a tan during summer so I was still rather pasty, plus I had taken to shaving frequently the little hair I had on my body so that it was always nice and smooth ‒ I liked it that way!

I was still wearing women's clothes until the end of summer and it felt a bit of a shame to go back from the nice, smooth, light fabric to my usual "dark shirts and jeans". But one thing I definitely wouldn't miss is the cock cage! Over the last several weeks I barely got the chance to touch my own clit!

Ah shit, that's another word I'd have to get used to again: saying "cock" instead of "clit" when talking about my penis!

Anyway, Sarah promised me she'd give me the key to my cage as I moved to my dorm on campus. I'd finally be able to jerk off normally! Although I do have to admit that using the several dildos, vibrators, buttplugs, and even real dicks really made my orgasms feel stronger ‒ but I was going to leave that behind me (no pun intended).

I had insisted Sarah give back my clothes she had stolen to be replaced with the girly clothes she had bought. I wanted to give back the feminine clothes, but she said she'd just put them in a duffle bag and keep them "for when I changed back" ‒ hah! Like that was ever going to happen! But she kept true to her word and helped me pack on the week of my move. She had even offered to drive me and my stuff to campus!

Sarah had spent the weekend before the move at my place. We had some final fun with me as her sissy slave and I ended up cumming a few more times still with my cage on; it would be nice to be able to finally touch my cli...my cock again, but that would have to wait until she dropped me off on Monday.

Monday arrived and I woke up, ready to get going!

Sarah and I had come to an agreement on what I was to wear on my first day. She ‒ of course ‒ wanted me to go full girly, but I wouldn't budge on going as a man. Eventually we set on a pair of dark blue exercise shorts that extended down halfway my thighs and a fairly tight black sports shirt. Despite the outfit really bringing out my curves, I thought it was still manly enough ‒ plus that choice of clothing was better than her "mini skirt and crop top" suggestion for my first day.

One thing I did have to give in to was my underwear: she wouldn't budge on a pair of satin black tanga panties. But that's fine ‒ not like anyone would know anyway. Plus, women's panties still felt way more comfortable to the point I was considering to keep wearing them. I wasn't going to tell Sarah though as I didn't need her to get any ideas; I'm just thankful she didn't insist I wear a fake bra as the shirt was way too tight to hide any fake boobs.

"My cage is very obvious in these shorts! Look at the bulge!" I complained as I dressed up in front of her. "Can I please take it off now, Mistress?"

"We agreed that you would wear the cage until it was unlocked. We also agreed I would give you a key once I dropped you off. Plus, you're the one who chose the shorts you were going to use! I'm not going to unpack all your clothes just because you're self-conscious! No one is even going to notice!"

I huffed, knowing it was pointless to argue with her. Yes, I had chosen which shorts, but the choices she allowed me to have were either these ones, daisy dukes shorts, or a pink ruffled skirt. So not really a choice! But fuck it, she was right on the main point: no one would be looking at my crotch anyway!

Sarah decided to go full sex-bomb with her outfit to drive me to the campus: a satin black corset top with red flower stitches that held up her 30 C tits and pressed them up together, resulting in some lovely exposed cleavage and showed off her sun kissed shoulders, a red faux leather pencil skirt that glued to her shape, and black laced gladiator sandals. She made it a point to show me that she wasn't going to wear panties or a bra as she dressed up in front of me. Her green eyes shone through her blonde curly hair. If my cock wasn't in a cage (and if I hadn't been sexually exhausted from the weekend), I'd surely be hard as a rock right now. The necklace with the key to my cage disappeared between her breasts.

"Seeing as you're still my property until I drop you off at the campus, Chloe..." Sarah began as she wiggled into her skirt, "I want you to wear something extra for me in the car."

It didn't really sound like a question or request, rather an order. I had sat down on the bed to put on my sneakers, and fearing I'd have to change into another outfit, I froze in place.

"You'll wear the remote controlled butt plug while we're driving. Then once we're there, you can take it out and keep it with you. Think of it as a souvenir."

I considered arguing with her, but she had conditioned me so well over these past weeks that the thought didn't really materialise in my brain.

I simply got up, went to my bedside drawer, slid it open, and pulled out the bottle of lube and the black, thick, silicone plug that could be remotely controlled by Sarah's phone. I had used it a few times since she gave it to me, and, I'll admit, it was quite pleasurable as it was designed specifically for those that had a prostate.

I pulled my shorts and panties down to my ankles and lay over the bed, making sure to really put my ass out. As I had done many times before, I opened the bottle of lube, squirted a generous amount over the plug and spread it around with my own fingers, then proceeded to insert the lubed up fingers into my own little hole.

Once everything was nice and slippery, I pressed the "on" button from the plug and began inserting it gently past my ring. As the shaft passed the halfway mark, the vacuum pressure kicked in and my butt swallowed the rest of the plug until the flared base did its job by preventing the whole thing from entering me. As this happened, I let out a moan of pleasure. I was going to miss this!

Sarah simply smiled at me and gave an approving nod.

I pulled my panties and shorts back up and stood up, feeling the plug rub against my p-spot. She didn't pull out her phone to connect to it just yet, but I knew she probably would do so while we were driving.

Once we were all dressed, I grabbed my suitcase with all my bedding stuff and my backpack with my laptop and study materials. Sarah kindly offered to carry the duffle bag with my clothes to her car.

I hopped in the passenger side and waited for Sarah to shut the car boot. As she sat on the driver's seat her skirt immediately rode up her legs until it barely covered her shaved pussy. Although I've seen it many times this summer I couldn't help but stare at it, remembering its sweet taste. She must've known that would happen, and also must've known I was going to gawk at it. So to help me "behave", while I was busy staring she unlocked her phone and used the app that controlled my butt plug.

The sudden vibration inside caught me off guard and I let out a small yelp and turned my attention to her. She simply smiled, satisfied to be getting me off one final time. I could tell she had set the plug in the random vibration mode, as it continued to vibrate at varying speeds while she began driving and not looking at her phone anymore.

My little cock cage had suddenly become tighter. Even though I've used it pretty much everyday since she put it on me, my dicklet would still get as hard as it could given the constraints. I initially kept my hands by my side, but once we hit the highway Sarah stretched an arm to my lap and began fondling my balls and cage over my shorts. I couldn't help but wiggle in my seat as the vibrations kept me aroused, and although I was sexually spent for the day, I felt the need to cum.

Sadly the butt plug had a sensor in it that could tell when I was getting too aroused and it would either slow down or stop completely, then ramp up again once my hornyness subsided. This just resulted in me edging constantly without giving me that sweet release, leaving me very frustrated.

I knew Sarah could override that function on her phone, so to convince her to let me orgasm I thought I'd give her some pleasure under the hope that she would return the favour;

I brought my hand to my mouth, licking my fingers to get them well lubricated, then proceeded to put them down between her legs over her exposed pussy. She let go of my balls and kept both hands on the wheel - after all, we both wanted to get to my campus alive and in one piece!

My fingers began gently rubbing her outer labia, spreading them gently to reach the inner. I took my time and kept an eye on her to make sure she wasn't getting too distracted. As she spread her legs, her skirt rode up a bit more, which gave me further access to her sweet pussy.

I went from rubbing her inner labia to gently applying pressure to her clit, moving my fingers in a gentle circular motion. Her breathing increased, but her eyes were still on the road, and as my focus was on her and not my own pleasure, my plug detected that and began vibrating again, much to my delight.

I put my other hand under my shirt and began playing with my nipples. Playing with her pussy with one hand, touching my own tits with the other, and the butt plug vibrating against my p-spot, made me feel like I was touching my own pussy and gaining pleasure from it. I often wondered what it would feel like to have a cunt instead of my sad, little dicklet; and this felt like it was the closest I could get to that feeling.

Sarah was getting close and she probably knew that the only way to get pushed over that final hump was to dedicate 100% of her focus on what we were doing.

Pulling onto the hard shoulder of the motorway, she turned on her hazard lights and put the car into park. She could finally close her eyes and just let the feelings roll over her as I jilled her into an orgasm. As she reached it, her legs clamped shut onto my hand and she moaned loudly, still holding onto the wheel.

As soon as she opened her legs slightly, I removed my hand from her and grabbed my own balls. She quickly unlocked her phone and turned the vibrations on my plug to the highest setting. I yelped. I could feel the pressure building up to an intolerable level and I was ready to burst at any moment. My head snapped back and I held my breath, ready for the sweet release.

Then, nothing.

Sarah had turned off the butt plug and I started squirming violently in my seat, trying to get that last bit of pleasure. She strongly slapped my hand holding my balls, causing me a considerable amount of pain which had the effect of also killing my hornyness.

"Don't you dare cum, you dumb sissy!" Sarah ordered. "If you do, you'll just stain those nice shorts! We can't have you arriving at your uni with cum stains, can we?"

I looked at her with pleading eyes, but she turned her gaze to the road again. Turning off the hazard lights, putting the car into drive, and checking to merge, she sped the car up, leaving my orgasm behind. I was angry and aroused and not only did she know it, she also revelled in it.

She didn't turn on the plug for the rest of the ride ‒ which thankfully wasn't very long.

Once we arrived at the campus she drove me to my dorm and parked. Sarah got out of the car and walked to the boot where she began offloading my bags onto the sidewalk while I checked on my phone the directions to my room. She helped me carry the duffle bag with my clothes as I took the backpack and suitcase.

There was a queue outside the building where students were lining up to pick up the keys to their dorms. Sarah's outfit had turned several guys' heads as we walked towards it, and even a few of the girls gawked. One guy even gave me a thumbs up, probably thinking she was my girlfriend. I just smiled back at him.

Sarah offered to stand in the queue as I gave a quick walk around the building to check it out. She was being unusually helpful, but then again maybe she was just feeling bad about how she treated me in the car.

Once registered, she waved me to follow her into the building. We went to the second floor which was marked as the males only wing ‒ which was a bit of a relief. I found my dorm, knocked and waited for an answer that never came. I used my keycard to unlock the door and entered to find the standard living dorms for any student: to the right of the door, a wooden wardrobe big enough for two people went extended to the adjacent wall. On the wall opposite the door, a big window with two desks and two chairs with space in between them to stand in front of the window, and on either side of the desks two bedside tables followed by two beds on opposite ends of the room. The bed directly in front of the door was empty, while the other one was made with navy blue sheets ‒ probably the bed my roommate had picked out for himself already. The bathrooms were communal, so there wasn't a lavatory in my room. My roommate seemed to have already settled in before I arrived, but there was no sign of him.

Sarah dropped the bags on my bed as I checked my phone to see the next activity. It was an introduction class for newcomers and it was starting shortly, so there was no time to unpack or even take out the plug.

"Well, I'll let you get to your class, babe." Sarah said as she gave me a hug, pressing her boobs and her hips into me. "I'll make sure to visit often as it isn't much of a drive, so you behave Chloe, ok?"

I didn't even notice her using my sissy name at first, but having her pussy essentially rubbing against my pelvis reminded me of one final thing:

"Thanks Mistress. But...what about... uh..." I stammered and looked down to my crotch.

"Ah, yes. The key I promised."

She grabbed the keys to her car she had put down on my desk and fished one of the keys from it. I looked puzzled, wondering why she was giving me this key and not the one hidden inside her cleavage.

"It's a copy", she answered before I could ask. "I'm keeping this one" she said, pointing to the necklace between her boobs, "as a memento, a sentimental reminder of this last summer."

She put the copy in my hand and I was about to drop my pants to finally remove the cage, but as my hands grabbed my shorts, Sarah interrupted me:

"You can do that later! Your intro class is starting now and you can't miss it. Go!"

Sarah grabbed my hand and followed me out my room and outside the building, always walking with a sway in her hips. In the car park, she gave me one last hug and wished me well, telling me to text her later.

Sarah noticed the stares we were getting (some people must've thought I was a girl) and decided to pull me in to give me a long tongue kiss, which caught me off guard. I could feel blood rushing to my clit...no! Penis! But before long, she broke off and began walking to her car, turning to wave at me before getting in.

I remembered what I was doing, so I rushed to the main building, pocketing the key for my cage. I found my way to the auditorium and had to squeeze past a few people to get to an empty chair. Due to the narrow rows many of the taller men had to stand up so I could scoot by, my back turned to them. At first, it just felt like I had to rub past them because of the lack of space, but the more men I passed by the more I noticed most were intentionally standing there to feel my butt press against their crotch. I was certain a few even kept their hands by their side and felt me up as I passed by! They must've known I was a guy and not a girl, right?

The introductory class was initially pretty boring, just covering some do's and don'ts around campus such as only men allowed in the men wings of the dorms and vice-versa, curfew times, acceptable dress code, how the university was very diverse and open minded, yadda yadda. I was kinda losing focus on the speakers in the big hall.

Suddenly I felt a bolt of electricity shoot up my insides, making me jolt and nearly jump out of my seat while at the same time catching the attention of some of the people around me. First I thought it was an electric shock, but quickly realised it was my butt plug activating. That bitch knew I'd be in a class!

Thankfully the vibrations were low enough no one could actually hear it, but I could definitely feel it rubbing against my prostate. It was initially low key enough that it didn't bother me much, but every so often the vibrations would increase massively for a second and that would make me suddenly grab the side arms of my chair. This went on for a few minutes, until the vibration strength stabilised at a medium speed ‒ which was intense enough without being audible.

I could feel my cage getting tight again and even some precum leaking from my clit, and began worrying that the liquid would be visible on the front side of my shorts. And although I desperately tried to focus on the centre stage, my breathing was getting heavier and my lust was getting unbearable. If this kept on for too long I was certain I would cum right there ‒ and because of all the edging Sarah put me through on the drive here, it was surely going to be a considerable amount of cum that would certainly drip down my shorts. I couldn't let that happen, not on my first day!

I decided to go to the bathroom so I could remove the plug and my cage, but for that I would have to scoot by everyone again; the problem was that if my butt rubbed against someone's crotch, they'd probably feel the vibrations coming from my ass. But that was a risk I knew I had to take, plus chances were that I wouldn't even see these people again anyway!

Thankfully this time most guys just remained seated and simply moved their legs to the side as I passed by, which meant they didn't have to feel me up earlier. Horny bastards!

As I was about to pass the last guy before the aisle, Sarah turned up the vibrations in my plug again. The shock made me lose balance and I fell butt first onto the guys' lap, which pushed the butt plug further into me and momentarily turned my legs into jelly as the wave of pleasure doubled. He instinctively grabbed my hips to steady me, which made it slightly harder for me to get up again as I wiggled myself to get back on my feet.

The man finally let go and I managed to stand up again and move into the aisle. I turned to him to mouth "Sorry" and saw a smirk across his face; he knew!

The vibration speed lowered again which enabled me to walk as straight as possible towards the door of the auditorium. I looked for the signs to the bathroom which was thankfully empty, but I still headed towards the stall on the far side and locked the door.

I pulled my shorts and panties down and was about to reach around to remove the plug, but remembered it was fairly bulky and it wouldn't fit in my pockets. It would have to remain in me until I got back to my dorm, no way around that.

But then I realised that, if I were to jerk off now and cum, the refractory period would keep me flaccid until the end of the intro class. And thankfully, I would be able to finally do it as I had the keys to my cage in my pocket! Ideally I wanted my first masturbation session since being locked up to be a special occasion, but now was not the time for celebration.

I fished for the keys in my pocket and inserted the key into the small pink padlock of my same coloured pink cage. "Finally free!" I thought to myself as I tried to turn the key.

The key did not turn.

A bit odd, sure, but just like with USB devices, there's always three different ways to insert it!

I took the key out, inserted it again and tried turning it. Nothing.

Then I tried turning it the other way. Still nothing.

I took out the key and tried again.

It then dawned on me: this key was not the right one for this lock.

I was going to kill Sarah!


2 - Dress Code

"This is not the key to my cage!" I texted Sarah from the bathroom stall, sitting on the toilet seat with my panties and shorts around my ankles and my pink cock cage dangling in between my legs.

"No, it's not" she answered back almost immediately.

"You said you'd give me the key!!!!!"

"No. I said I would give you A key to a cock cage. I never promised you I would give you YOUR key to the cage."

Oh, that lying bitch!

"Plus," she continued texting, "you're my sissy and that clitty belongs to ME. We never agreed on setting you free. But don't worry, I'll visit you over the weekend and I might be kind enough to unlock you for a bit. Gotta go now! Kisses!"

I knew there was nothing I could do at this point anymore. I put the key back in my pocket, pulled my shorts back up, and decided to just head to my dorm. If I was going to have "an accident", I would rather have it happen in my room while I was setting it up.

My butt plug was still continuously vibrating at a medium setting as I walked out the main building towards the dorms, and just then I realised I could've at least turned the plug off while I was in the bathroom! Being aroused this much really messes with your brain!

Thankfully it didn't take me long to get to my room. I was doubly thankful that my roommate still hadn't come back, so I had the place for myself.

As I pulled my shorts and panties off and lay them on my mattress, a string of precum began leaking from my cage, my dicklet still straining against its enclosure. I wanted to get comfier clothes on, something that would make the cage less visible like a pair of jeans.

As I opened the duffle bag with my clothes and looked inside, my jaw fell.

Unbeknownst to me, when Sarah helped me pack she had put all my girly clothes and sex toys in a duffle bag that looked exactly like the one I packed my boy clothes in. She must've made the exchange when she unloaded the bag from her car ‒ the bitch wasn't being nice! She was being sneaky! My whole wardrobe was just of feminine clothes! Fuck!

I looked at my phone to check my calendar: I had my first proper class starting soon, which meant I would have no time to go and buy new clothes. Plus, even if I had, I don't think I had the money to spend on stuff I should already have. Double fuck!

I couldn't possibly go dressed to my first class as a girl! First impressions matter, and that was not the impression I wanted to give out. The dark blue exercise shorts would've been ok if I didn't have the cage on, but it was just too obvious! And I knew there was nothing but very feminine shorts, skirts, and dresses in the bag.

Panicking, I decided to open the wardrobe.

The wardrobe had two pairs of two doors, separated in the middle by a large mirror. I first opened the side closest to my bed, but it was empty. I listened out for any movement in the corridor before opening the next set of doors.

My roommates' clothes were nicely stacked and put away on the shelves, including some  sports gear I didn't have time to check out. I grabbed the first pair of light grey slacks I found and held them against my legs; they were a bit longer which would make them look baggy on me, but I had no choice. I knew that I would have to give them back later on, so I quickly came up with the excuse that I had got my own pair dirty and didn't have time to search through my own clothes ‒ I'm sure he would understand!

I considered grabbing a pair of his boxers to wear, but that would be harder to explain when giving back: "Hi, I'm Chl...Connor. I got my pants dirty so I borrowed yours. Oh, the underwear? Ah, yes, I got mine dirty too?" He'd probably punch me.

My alarm went off, giving me 5 minutes to head to class. Fuck it, I'll just go commando!

I slipped the grey slacks on without removing my shoes and was pleased to notice that the hump of my cage wasn't visible. I threw my shorts and panties into the duffle bag and zipped it up. I grabbed my backpack and ran towards the main building.

I arrived at my class just in time, deeply regretting not wearing any underwear at all as my cage had swung violently from side to side as I ran and resulting in some actual ball-ache.

The room was a smaller auditorium with about 50 seats, and was only half full. I sat on the first chair next to the aisle so I wouldn't have to rub my ass against several guys again.

Suddenly, I felt a vibration in my insides. Fuck! I had grown so used to wearing butt plugs all the time, I completely forgot the reason I had headed to my dorm was to remove it! The whole cock cage and search for manlier clothes ordeal had taken over my brain and the one thing that I could control, I had completely forgotten about! Another short but strong buzz, and I instinctively closed my legs to try and stifle potential noise.

I almost didn't notice that the teacher had already introduced himself and was doing the roll call.

"Callaghan, Steve?" the teacher called.

"Here!" responded someone.

"Cortez, Silvia?"

"Here, teacher!"

"Commins, Chloe?"

Silence.

For a second, I didn't realise he was actually supposed to say "Commins, Connor" ‒ my full name.

"Commins, Chloe?" he repeated, this time looking up from the sheet of names.

I raised my hand.

"You know this Chloe Commins? Is she not here?"

"Uh...that's actually my name. But it's Connor Commins, not Chloe." I managed to say shyly.

The teacher looked down at his name sheet and back at me.

"You're saying there's been a mistake?" he asked.

"Yes. My name is Connor, not Chloe."

I heard some people giggle and a few whispered something to their neighbours. This was humiliating!

"Well in this case, Connor-not-Chloe, I'd ask you to see the vice dean. If your name is wrong here, it'll be wrong on all roll calls, which means you'll be marked as absent. Best go now and sort it out. I'll mark you as present for now."

God, this day was getting worse and worse!

I grabbed my backpack and headed out the classroom, looking for signs to the vice dean's office. Once I found it, I knocked and waited to be called in. It was a small room with a desk where a secretary sat in front of a computer screen, two chairs at the far end of the room, and another door opposite leading to the VDs office.

I explained my problem to the secretary ‒ a woman in her early thirties, dark skin, brown curly hair and lovely hazel eyes. She wore a white blazer over a brown top and a dark pencil skirt with brown tights and dark pump heels. She picked up the intercom and talked to the VP for a few seconds, then told me to head straight in.

The office was rather small with cabinets all around the main dark wooden desk which was covered by several stacks of papers and a computer to the side. The vice dean was a man in his mid 40's, skin as dark as his secretaries but with short peppered hair. His strong jawline and clean shaven face made him look very solemn and respectable - his navy blue suit and pants added to his image.

He introduced himself as Mr. Salamanca and I explained my problem.

He took some notes and then turned to his monitor and began tapping away as I sat in front of him in silence. After what felt like forever, he finally broke the silence:

"Ah yes, now I remember! I got a call from your mother a few days ago telling me about everything, hence the name change."

"What do you mean, everything?" I asked, confused not only by that but also by why my mother would have bothered calling the uni while she was still on her holidays.

"Yes, she explained about your transition into a woman. She also explained how you had been bullied in high school for coming out as Chloe, and therefore was traumatised by the whole ordeal. I assured your mother that we were a very open and accepting university and that we would treat you as Chloe."

"But...but I want to be called Connor!" My eyes began swelling up a bit. How did my mother know? I knew her well enough that she wouldn't care if I had chosen to transition, but she would also not interfere with stuff like this.

Sarah! It must have been her! Ooooh, that bitch!

"Now now," the vice dean stood up, made his way around and sat on his table directly in front of me, barely a foot away. "She said your trauma was really bad and that you'd probably fight me on this, but she made me give my word that I'd help you by not only making sure to treat you as a woman, but to have everyone else treat you the same way. It's for your own good, and you'll see that once you've become more comfortable in your own skin, you'll thank me for all of this."

I could not believe my ears! Mr. Salamanca was essentially telling me that he would force me to become a girl and that any pushback from me would only be a "product of past trauma" and it would be ignored!

Sarah got me good!

"This all reminds me of something else your mother said, Chloe." he continued. "She mentioned you might try and hide your true self by dressing up as a boy. You see, this would be very harmful to your mental health and it would only delay everyone's acceptance of you for who you are. She said you'd be packing proper girl's clothes, and made me promise that if I caught you sneaking around in boy's attire, I'd get you changed."

Mr. Salamanca eyed me up and down and nodded in disapproval.

"I'm afraid that outfit will not do, Chloe. I'll send out a memo to all of your teachers reminding them to check on you before every class to ensure you're keeping my promise to your lovely mother."

I was angry, scared, and just completely lost. What was I going to do now? Sarah killed all hope of me returning to my "normal" self! I thought the whole "sissy" thing was just a summer experiment, but she was ensuring it would be a full time thing now! Shit, I still got 4 more years ahead of me! What could I possibly do?

"Chloe, you need to change. And it needs to be now. I have to make sure you're dressing like a girl and I can't let you leave this room before you do so. So, please." he asked, crossing his arms across his chest.

"But...I don't have any clothes on me! I can head back to my room to get changed though!" That would surely give me enough time to think of a plan. But VP Salamanca shot me down immediately:

"Miss Gabor!" he shouted towards the door. "Could you please bring in the lost and found clothes box please?"

Two seconds later she walked in and placed a cardboard box on the table next to Mr. Salamanca. She smiled at him and he smiled back in acknowledgement and looked on as she left with a gentle sway to her hips. If he wasn't fucking her, he was surely thinking of it!

Mr. Salamanca put the box on his lap as began combing through the items. He pulled out two of them.

"We don't have a massive selection here, but I think these might do. Hopefully they're your size." he said as he handed me the two pieces. "Try them on."

I looked at him, not knowing what to do. He simply put the box on the table and crossed his arms again.

"Well?" he asked, beginning to get annoyed. "I don't have all day, Chloe. Come on; get out of those clothes and put these ones on. You can get changed into your own clothes later."

I got onto my feet and began kicking my shoes off, half expecting him to turn around for some privacy. But he just watched me with a stone cold expression.

"Come on. If you don't get undressed now, I'll be forced to change you myself ‒ your mother gave me that permission." He began getting annoyed. "Just take your clothes off here! I have two kids of my own, so it's not like I've never seen girls ‒ or boys ‒ in their underwear before. Chop chop!"

Against my better instinct, I pulled my tight black sports shirt over my head and set it on the chair next to me. And as I was halfway through pulling down my ‒ well, my roommates' ‒ slacks, I realised that I wasn't wearing any underwear! My realisation came way too late, for as the light grey slacks fell to the floor, Mr Salamanca's eyes widened and fixated immediately on my pink cock cage. I'm just glad he wouldn't notice the butt plug hidden snuggly between my buttcheeks!

He didn't say a word and just stared at me while trying to keep a neutral expression. I avoided looking at him in shame, focusing first on donning the clothes he had given me.

One piece was a paper white tank top which was a few sizes too small. I struggled to get into it and it stuck tighter than my previous shirt ‒ it even left part of my belly exposed!

I looked at the next item: a ruby red knife pleated skirt. And just like the tank top, no way was it even close to my size! As I held it up against my hips, I looked up to the VP so he could see that it would be way too short for me. He continued to stare and didn't say a word. I averted my eyes again and instinctively looked at his crotch ‒ was he getting hard? I was sure he didn't have a bulge there earlier!

I was going to turn around towards the door so I didn't have to look at him, but remembered the butt plug and decided to turn only a quarter of the way around so I'd be in profile. As I bent down to put my feet through the skirt, from the corner of my eye I saw Mr Salamanca tilting slightly to the right ‒ was he checking out my ass?

I pulled up the skirt up to my butt, where it became painfully obvious that my ass was just too big. So I wiggled a bit as I pulled the waistband over and finally got it.

I looked down and realised it was VERY short! The hem on my front just barely covered my dangling cage, and from behind anyone could see a good inch and a half of my buttocks!

I turned to the VP and extended my arms in a "See? I look ridiculous!" pose.

The bastard smiled.

"Ok, looks good! Glad it fits! Off to class now, missy! You can leave your clothes here." he said, clapping his hands together and standing up from his desk.

That's when I realised how tall he was. Mr. Salamanca was at least 6'3" and he definitely spent a lot of time at the gym given the shape of his body. I stopped myself from biting my lip just in time. Didn't want to give him the wrong impression!

I wanted to tell him that it would be insane for me to go to class in this outfit, and also that I needed to return the grey slacks to my roommate ‒ but as I opened my mouth he took a step towards me and put one hand on my lower back touching my skin, and extended the other arm towards the door, gently guiding me out. I looked down at his crotch again and was now certain that he was turned on by me! I couldn't help but let out a tiny smile ‒ seems like this sissy still has it!

Before I knew it, he had gently pushed me out of his office by guiding me from my exposed lower back. As he let his hand fall, it brushed ever so slightly against my butt and rested on the inch of exposed ass for a tenth of a second ‒ just long enough for it to be considered "an accident" if I had said anything. He shut the door behind me before I could protest anything at all.

I looked at his secretary, Miss Gabor, catching her checking me out. She gave me a smile as we made eye contact and without a word she turned back to her computer.

Defeated, I decided the only thing to do was head back to class. I checked my schedule and figured out the next one was about to start. I began rushing to the classroom but quickly realised that by doing that, my skirt would lift and expose my behind, so I slowed my pace.


3 - Buying Silence

I couldn't help but notice that several guys would turn their heads as I walked by ‒ couldn't they tell I was a boy? Hell, my chest was even quite flat! But looking down I realised that my nipples were almost poking through the white tight tank top; I think I should start wearing a bra, because even though they're padded, at least they look more appropriate.

I walked in the classroom just as the teacher called my name:

"Commins, Chloe?"

"Here!" I shouted, not realising I defaulted to my girly voice out of habit.

I looked around and realised there weren't that many free seats, but I found one in a row near the back where all the jocks were seated. I took off my backpack to hold it against my chest and moved up the aisle to where the empty seat was.

I let out a very feminine, very quiet "Sorry!" as I approached the first guy. He moved his legs so I could scootch by. Without thinking, I turned my back to him and began shifting sideways, getting on my tiptoes so I wouldn't step on his feet. The effect became obvious really quick: the position lifted my skirt another inch or two, which in turn exposed my butt even more. As I passed each of the three guys to get to my seat, I could feel them sliding down their seats a bit so they could look up my skirt. I knew they wouldn't be able to notice the butt plug concealed between my cheeks, but couldn't tell if they noticed the dangly cage between my legs. As I passed each one, I could tell they would let out an almost silent moan. Not gonna lie, I felt slightly turned on despite being quite a bit embarrassed!

As I sat down ‒ remembering to hold the back of my skirt so I'd be sitting on top of the fabric and not directly on the cold seat ‒ I turned to my right to smile a thank you to the guys. Only the guy right beside me was still looking at me and smiled back.

"I'm Nathan. Friends call me Nate" he whispered, extending his hand.

He was your typical jock type: very dark, very short hair, face shaven and smooth like a baby's butt, but with a strong jawline, pearly white teeth, and dark blue eyes. He was wearing blue jeans and a baby blue polo shirt. I shook his hand and noticed he was careful not to press too hard ‒ by his body build, I'm sure he could squeeze my fingers into a pulp if he wanted to.

"Chloe." I answered back with a smile.

"Do I know you from somewhere? I feel like we've met before." Nate asked with a puzzled look on his face.

I tried wrecking my brain, but I was fairly good with faces and his was definitely not one I remembered seeing.

"No, I don't think so."

"Ah well, I'm sure I'll remember sooner or later!"

We got back to paying attention to class. I was finally engrossed in the subject and all the day's happenings just disappeared from my mind.

Suddenly another buzz from the vibrating plug in my ass caught me off guard. I once again quickly closed my legs, crushing my dangling balls in the process. A wave of pain shot up my spine and I grabbed the edges of the desk and chair. I instinctively let out a tiny moan, which thankfully wasn't heard by anyone. Or so I thought.

"You ok there, Chloe?" Nate whispered.

"Mmm-hmm" I managed to express with my mouth still shut and the vibration continuing in me.

"I guess your phone is vibrating." he smiled.

"I'll...just let it go to...voicemail." I managed to say between short breaths.

Thankfully it stopped shortly after and I did my best to get back to paying attention to the lecture.

Eventually the teacher announced the end of the class.

I began packing my things into my backpack when Nate turned to me, a massive grin on his face.

"I remember where I've seen you before, Chloe."

I just stared at him - surely he wouldn't have remembered me as Connor! No way some jock would remember the shy, white, pasty, skinny dude that wore baggy clothes and hair in his eyes! Plus, at that point I was certain we hadn't even studied in the same high school!

"You're friends with Chris and Neil!" he said in a hushed tone. "They showed me your...video."

My stomach dropped. Nate knew. And from my expression, he also knew that it was true. His smile got even bigger.

During the summer, my high school bullies had found me tied to a table in the park, covered in the jizz of several men. They and their two friends - Meg and Jen - took loads of pictures and videos of me. Seems like they had already shared that video amongst their inner circle of friends!

Nate bowed forward his lips getting closer to my head so he could whisper into my ears:

"I believe that what you enjoy should be private, and at the same time if that information were to become common knowledge, life could get very complicated for someone like you. Thankfully, I also believe that silence can be...bought."

I glanced at him, ready to explain that I didn't have much money to pay someone to keep quiet.

"I know of a quiet bathroom in this building where we can come to an... agreement on my silence." Nate said before I could explain.

I knew what he meant by that.

He got up from his seat and began making his way to the corridor without looking back at me. And I don't know if I was just being horny from having that butt plug in me all day or if I genuinely just wanted him to keep quiet, but I got up and began following him a few paces behind.

We walked up the stairs to another floor of the building, which seemed like it had less foot traffic. He continued walking to the far side of the main corridor until he reached 3 doors with the labels "Men", "Women", "Unisex". Nate walked into the last one. I stopped in front of the doors, looked around to make sure no one was looking at me, and walked right in making sure to close and lock the door behind me.

The bathroom was a one toilet room with a sink in the corner and no other stalls. Nate was already standing in front of the sink, facing me, arms crossed, looking at me with a smile on his face.

"Well...show me what you'll do to keep me quiet." he said, putting his hands behind his back.

Suddenly, just like magic, the vibrator went off again at a much higher setting than usual and I let out an involuntary moan. The speed reduced a bit after a second, but kept on going for a bit longer.

I took the two steps needed to bridge the gap between us, resulting in me being face-to-face with him - or face-to-neck as he was taller than me. I looked down at his crotch and put my hands on his belt buckle.

It took me less than five seconds to undo the buckle, unhinge the button and pull down the zipper. I could tell he was wearing black boxer briefs and was sporting a slight semi erection. As I put my hands inside his pants and over his boxers to feel his bulge, I noticed Nate closed his eyes and put his hands over the sink behind him. In no time, I could feel the bulge getting bigger as I began massaging it with one hand.

He pulled his own jeans down over his butt and let them fall to his ankles, exposing his toned legs. I reached into his underwear and held his cock with one hand as the other pulled down his boxer briefs.

Nate had some dark hair around his genitals, but it was very well kept. His uncut dick was growing to a respectable 6 inches and thick enough to fit my index finger and thumb around comfortably. I began slowly moving his foreskin back to expose the head, a nice bulbous one that could fit snugly in my ass if he wanted. My other hand moved to his balls to gently play with them.

At this point he was nice and hard as I slowly masturbated him, but Nate opened his eyes to look at me:

"While you're good at that, I could've easily jerked myself off. That won't get you much of my silence."

With some trepidation, I slowly got on my knees without letting go of his meat. The floor was cold and hard, but I had enough experience with this by now.

Looking intensely at his cock, a few inches from my face, I opened my mouth and gave the head a nice, long lick. Nate closed his eyes, threw his head back, and let out a manly groan of pleasure. I closed my lips around the head and let my tongue dance around it while masturbating him at the same time.

I could feel my own little dicklet getting hard, desperate for some release. So I let go of his balls to put that hand in between my own legs, going under my cage and pressing my fingers against the plug for more intense pleasure.

"You like this, don't you? You're such a sissy slut!" he said, making me look up to him.

As we locked eyes, Nate put his hands on my head. I first thought he was just trying to get my hair out of my eyes, but without warning he pulled my head towards him as he thrusted his crotch into me. I had to take my hand off his shaft and grab his buttocks for balance.

"Slut doesn't even have a gag reflex!" Nate said to himself.

Technically I still did, but his cock wasn't all that big and I had a LOT of experience over the summer, but I wasn't going to stop to explain this all. Not like he would have allowed me anyway, as he began fucking my mouth - gently at first, but slowly picking up pace.

After a few more seconds of him using my mouth as a pussy, I had to take my hand off from between my legs and place it on his hips while squeezing his butt so he could get the message that I needed some air before I passed out.

Thankfully Nate let go of my head and allowed me to pull back to catch my breath. I was panting like a dog - and horny like one too!

Without warning, I grabbed his cock and began voraciously licking the head, tasting the precum leaking from the tip. Something about that flavour just drove me up the wall!  While looking straight up into his eyes, I began deepthroating him at the same speed as he was fucking my face before.

Nate smiled and grabbed the bottom hem of his polo shirt and pulled it over his head, exposing his well defined torso and holding onto the sink behind him. He had some hair, mostly under his armpits, but more importantly he had that happy trail from his chest down to his crotch. Without breaking my pace, I placed my hand on his chest to feel his skin as the other hand continued on his ass.

I was so turned on at this point that I didn't even care that he was essentially blackmailing me into a blowjob. My clitty had been bouncing between my legs, the pressure of the cage around it making me leak my own precum. I was enjoying every second of it!

"I'll be cumming soon, and you better catch it all in your mouth to show me. Any drop that falls to the floor, you'll lick up. Is that clear, sissy?" he asked in a raspy tone, clearly close to having an orgasm.

I simply nodded with his cock still in my mouth.

I moved my hand from his chest so I could grab his shaft and begin pumping it faster, while still having my tongue dance around his dick as I fucked him with my mouth. Nate began breathing heavier, indicating he was very close. So to help him, I had one final ace up my sleeve:

As I kept on bobbing my head onto his crotch, I made sure to stretch my index and middle finger along his shaft so I could coat them with my saliva. With my other hand I pulled on his butt cheek, exposing his little hole.

Quickly, I moved the hand on his cock under his balls and inserted the spit covered fingers into his asshole, going in far enough to feel his prostate. I began flicking my fingers inside of him, pressing his p-spot.

Within two seconds, Nate - who had opened his mouth in shock but had no air in his lungs to say anything - grabbed my head and held it in place as a flood of cum exploded from the tip straight into my mouth. He tried to moan, but he was completely out of breath and only a wheezing sound came out of his mouth. His legs began shaking violently and his eyes almost flipped inside his skull.

As the spurts began, I continued to finger his prostate to milk as much cum as I could from him. I could tell Nate was trying to move backwards in an attempt to get my finger out of his hole, but the sink behind him meant he had nowhere to go. I was smiling inside as rope after rope of jizz shot out of his cock into my mouth.

Something about Nate told me he was the kind of guy to make fun of gay people and "how disgusting it was to take it up the butt", and how we probably thought that touching your own hole would instantly make you gay. While his pleasure was conflicting deeply with the pain of getting fingered probably for the first time ever in his life, I could tell that deep down inside, his feelings towards pleasure were changing.

Once his cock twitched for the last time and the final drop of his white cream landed on my cum covered tongue, I removed my fingers from inside him and Nate finally began breathing again. He was obviously exhausted, but at the same time a massive grin was painted across his face.

"Fucking hell, sissy!" he managed to say in between breaths. "I don't think I've ever jizzed this much in my life! Did you catch it all?"

I presented my open mouth to him, a large pool of his baby batter being swirled around by my tongue.

He grabbed my chin softly with one hand and while looking into my eyes, he said:

"Good girl. Now swallow."

Being called a girl was so hot and sweet that I didn't even hesitate. I shut my mouth and swallowed his sperm in one gulp, parting my lips and extending my tongue to show it was all gone. I even gave the tip of his penis one final lick to clean it up. Nate shuddered.

"That was good. But, sadly, your little finger-surprise at the end was a deal breaker."

I pouted. Fucking liar! I knew he had LOVED getting fingered!

"But don't worry, it just means that you'll have to try again next time to buy my silence. Until then, I'll keep quiet on my end."

Sneaky bastard was trying to become a "regular" now! The cheek on him!

"Here's my number." he said, as he grabbed a piece of paper from his pocket while he was pulling his pants back up. "Text me and we'll work something out. And you better text, or your secret will be shared around the whole uni!"

Nate finished doing up his belt and donning his shirt, turned towards the mirror above the sink, arranged his hair, and made his way to the door, petting my head as he passed me while I remained knelt on the floor.

After he shut the door behind him, I put my hand underneath my skirt and rubbed the tip of the cage where some of my precum had pooled up. I brought my hand up to my mouth to lick it off, still horny as fuck. But I couldn't stay there for long.

I don't know when the plug had stopped vibrating, but it seemed like the battery had finally died.

As I walked towards my dorm, I began thinking about how I was going to give myself a much needed orgasm. I thought it would be an easy enough thing to accomplish. But I thought wrong.


4 - The Roommate

I was on the way back to my dorm after having sucked off Nate in the bathroom just moments ago, and I was feeling horny as fuck! I couldn't help but notice that my paper white skin tight tank top and my ruby red knife pleated skirt were turning heads. It could also be that what was gathering attention was the short hem of the skirt as it barely covered my cage in front and - due to all the squats I had been doing over the summer break - the back was showing a good inch and a half of my butt.

Once I reached the dorm building I walked straight towards my room, ignoring the stares from all the guys.

To my surprise, my roommate was finally there, lying on his bed while scrolling on his phone. For a moment he seemed to be just as surprised as me as he gawked and checked me out.

Remembering his manners, he jumped onto his feet and walked towards me, hand extended.

"Sorry! I forgot completely you'd be...uh...hi, my name is Frank!" He said with a friendly smile.

Frank was a very average looking guy. Despite his 6 foot height, he had a bit of a belly going on and didn't seem too strong ‒ I guess you could call his body a "dad bod".

He was sporting a black t-shirt with the logo of some band or singer (it had some very sci-fi font to it covered in blue and purple geometric shapes) and was wearing camouflage cargo shorts that went down to his knees. His dark hair was fairly short and had a more traditional cut to it, probably something his parents insisted on for a "more professional look". Frank's dark brown eyes were quite intense, and as I shook his hands I noticed his warm ivory skin tone.

"Hi I'm Con...ugh, Chloe" I said, taking his hand.

"Nice to meet you! I'm sorry you're stuck with me though. The news of your change...or, uh, transition was done rather late, so the dean didn't have time to arrange a room for you in the women's wing of the dorms. So I guess you're stick with us guys for this semester!" Frank said apologetically while mumbling through his choice of words, clearly not used to dealing with this kind of situation.

It was then that I realised why the guys were staring at me earlier: it wasn't because I was a sissy, rather that I was in the boys wing! I vaguely remembered that one of the rules was that boys weren't allowed in the girls wing and vice-versa, but according to Frank it was too late to change. Not that I cared: I probably would be better accepted by the guys anyway, and didn’t want the girls thinking I was just some gay sissy.

Frank let me know that he usually kept the room unlocked if he was inside and that if I needed anything or needed any information, I could ask him as he was already in his second year at the college. We exchanged some niceties after which he hopped back onto his bed to be on his phone as I turned to mine and began unpacking my clothes. I remembered I had taken Frank's slacks earlier, but decided not to mention anything yet ‒ I'll set myself to try and remember to get them back from Mr. Salamanca and place them back in his wardrobe later.

I took most of my clothes out of the duffle bag ‒ being careful to keep any and all sex toys hidden in the bag ‒ and laid them on the bed. I then started moving them into my wardrobe.

The shelves were a bit high for me, so I had to get on my tiptoes at times. For a brief second I looked at the mirror on the wardrobe and caught a quick glimpse of Frank observing me over the screen of his phone and realised my ass would be on display every time I stretched to put clothes on the higher shelves. I pretended not to notice and smiled internally at myself.

After putting all the clothes away I started making my bed. I knew full well that my ass was going to be on display big time the moment I bent over, so I made sure to give Frank a good view as I tucked in the sheets. As I felt the skirt riding up my ass and exposing it in its entirety, I heard him rustling around ‒ I'm sure he even snapped a few pics!

I turned around slowly to give him enough time to compose himself and saw him lying on his bed, holding up his phone, his eyes transfixed on it and his face was a slight tint of crimson, most certainly flushed by my show!

I wanted to get the butt plug out so I could recharge it for later, plus I felt like I still had some cum breath on me, so I decided to head to the showers to get myself clean.

As I was grabbing my towel, Frank told me where the showers were located ‒ he also mentioned they were semi-private only as this was the boys wing after all. I thanked him and made my way there, just down the hall.

Just before the showers there was a changing room with a few lockers and a long wooden bench in the middle. The room was empty but I could hear a few showers running just on the other side of the door. I took off my tank top and laid it in one of the lockers, followed by the skirt. As I put my towel around my waist I realised I had mistakenly taken my hand towel instead of the full one! Shit! I must've been distracted when Frank was giving me directions!

I attempted to tuck it around me and it barely just fit, but it also barely covered anything at all. The tip of my cage was very visible, and so was most of my ass. Not wanting to go all the way back to my room, I decided to just hold the towel in front of my crotch and walk through the door.

In the shower room there were several "cubicles" alongside the wall where the doors would go from just below your knees to halfway up your chest, with dividers between each shower at the same height. There were about 10 cubicles in total and five of them were taken ‒ each guy keeping one shower in between them. This meant that I would have to use one of the showers in between two guys.

Thinking quickly, I found the two guys who seemed to be almost finishing their shower and decided to use the free one in between them.

When I walked in, the five guys who had seemed to be chatting stopped immediately when they saw me. They looked surprised.

"Uhh, this is the men’s shower, honey." One of the wet and soapy boys said.

I realised that, despite being considered "in transition", no one told me which showers I would have to use. I had just assumed that, because I was in the male wing of the dorms, I would be using the showers in the wing I would be living in.

"Oh, you must be...the new girl!" Piped in one of the other guys. "Sorry! Go ahead and make yourself comfortable! We don't judge!"

The other guys nodded in agreement, either because they knew about me, or because the other ones were nodding. They got back to washing themselves, but without chatting. I could tell they were all keeping a side-eye on me.

I walked into the cubicle between guys 2 and 3 and hung my tiny towel on the door. I could tell they were trying to peek over the divider to see what I was working with and I just decided to turn on the water and focus on myself.

As I washed myself, all guys eventually shut off their showers and began drying off, constantly stealing glances at me. I was sure at least the two guys on either side of my cubicle saw my clitty cage, but no one mentioned anything - at least not while in my presence.

After they dried themselves off in the cubicle, they made their way to the changing room without wrapping the towels around themselves, letting their cocks just hang and swing. Maybe they were doing that for me or did they always just hang around post-shower naked? Either way I pretended not to look, rationalising that if they had got to peek at me, it was only fair I could do the same to them!

After I was certain I was alone in the showers, I bent over to remove the vibrating plug. I considered leaving it in and playing with the base to try and give myself some pleasure, but I didn't know how much time I had left before someone else appeared. Once it was out I made sure to give it a nice wash before shutting off the shower to dry myself with the hand towel.

I went back into the changing room, still choosing to hold the towel in front of my crotch with one hand and the butt plug tightly hidden in the other hand. As I reached for my locker, I realised that someone had locked it shut and took the key! Must've been one of the guys!

I began seething but soon realised that maybe they were just ensuring my clothes didn't get stolen and they probably just assumed I had taken the key to the locker with me. But it didn't matter the motivations: I was naked and with almost nothing to cover myself up with. I also had left my phone in the bedroom - not that it would make any difference; who would I be able to call anyway?

I did my best to tuck my towel around my waist but knew I'd have to keep my hand on the edges while walking.

I took a deep breath and opened the door to the corridor.

As my bad luck would have it, a lot of students had either finished their lessons or were on a break, and they were all hanging out in the corridor. As I started walking towards my room, I did my best to let my long wet hair cover my embarrassed face. I could tell they were all checking me out, smirking, and even heard a few whispered comments.

I would've put one hand in front of my clitty to hide the cage, but with the butt plug in my free hand, there was just no way to hide myself better.

I rushed into my bedroom, not bothering to knock.

My sudden entrance made Frank almost jump out of his skin, covering himself with his duvet at the same time. While I didn't see anything, I knew he had just been masturbating as he was breathless and held the cover right up to his chin. For a split second I saw what he was looking at on his phone just before he turned off the screen: it was a picture of me, bent over, red skirt pulled over my ass, displaying it all as I was doing my bed. I knew he had taken a pic! Naughty little pervert!

I didn't say anything and pretended nothing happened by giving him a sly smile. He responded back with a smile, also choosing to ignore the fact that I was pretty much naked in front of him.

"Hey Frank," I said coyly. "Is it ok if I just change here?"

His expression went from worried to relieved by the time I asked my question. He might've thought I was going to ask what he was doing or if it was a picture of me on his phone.

"Uh, sure! I'll even turn around if you want - or do you want me to leave?"

I considered it for a second, then answered:

"Neither, I guess. We'll be spending a lot of time together, so I think it's only fair you're as comfortable with me as you'd be with any other guy. I don't mind you looking as you seem like a decent person anyway."

He smiled back at me and just nodded. He watched me as I took off my towel and sneakily wrapped my butt plug in it, catching an eye full of my caged clitty while laying in his bed with the cover up to his neck.

I thought he was going to ask about it, but I could tell he either already knew or thought it would be insensitive.

Frank made some small talk as I got dressed, putting on my satin pyjamas which consisted of a matching light green set of a button up with a very low V neck and short-shorts. As I lifted my foot onto the office chair in front of him to put on white socks, I could feel him staring at my thighs, making me blush slightly. I hadn't bothered with underwear as my plan was to get an early night given that I wasn't going to get some privacy to play with my toys.

Thankfully, Frank mentioned a party he was going to attend and even invited me, but I had to decline as I was dead tired by then. Plus, with him gone for the night, it meant more Chloe time!

I got under my covers and realised it was already fairly dark outside. Frank got out from under his covers to get dressed. As he did so, I couldn't help but notice the tent in his pants from a semi he was trying to hide. Did I do that to him?

He grabbed a change of clothes from his wardrobe to place on his bed and paused for a second, probably wondering if he should change in front of me. He must've remembered what we just talked about, so he decided to go for it. I pretended to be browsing on my phone while stealing a glance at him. Standing at a side angle to me and looking out the window, Frank took off his shirt to reveal an already suspected slight belly and some chest hair (but not much). After donning another band shirt, he then pulled down his camo cargo shorts - a bulge noticeable under the dark blue boxer briefs - and quickly jumped into a pair of denim pants.

As he made his way out, he mentioned I could lock the door and that he would just use the number pad to unlock when he got back.

"Don't stay up too late!" I said mockingly. He laughed a little as he made his way out.

To make the best of it, after a few minutes I hopped out from my bed to turn the lock on the door. On my way back to the bed, I grabbed the duffle bag with my toys I had put under it. As I sat back down, I mused on what I should play with first.

I decided to go with the anatomically correct cock dildo - 8 inches of well detailed silicone, including bulging veins and a pair of testicles at the base. Before kicking off my short shorts, I pulled the curtains - despite us being on the second floor and our beds being to the side of the window, I still didn't want to run the risk of someone looking in from an adjacent building! I had enough exposure for one day!

Grabbing the lube, I got on all fours on the bed and spread some on my hole from behind. To coat the dildo, instead of using the lube I just put my mouth around it and began sucking on it. I felt like my gag reflex was indeed so much better compared to a few weeks ago when I sucked my first cock, and that made me happy!

After a few deep throats the dildo was nicely lubricated.

I placed it behind me, aiming for my eager hole. As I began slowly pushing it in, I could feel precum already making its way to my clitty! Grabbing the sheets with one hand and biting them, I continued pushing it in until I reached the base. I started slowly fucking myself, pulling it nearly entirely out then inserting it again.

Once my arm got tired, I half stood up so that I was now on my knees. With the dildo still in me, I let it rest against the bed, holding it down by the base so I could ride it like a dick.

I decided to take a pic of myself and send it to Sarah. She responded almost immediately:

"I see that leaving your little clitty caged was a good decision! Happy to see you're also enjoying your pyjamas. You look so cute in them!"

I responded with an embarrassed emoji. She texted back:

"You better be careful to not get your sheets dirty! Send me a vid of you licking your cummies when you're finished! And recharge the battery vibrator later on - you better have it in you all day tomorrow!"

Being already turned on by the dildo in me, I didn't protest against the idea of having the vibrator in me tomorrow. I kept on riding that cock replacement.

I was also gyrating my hips to feel it filling me entirely, my mind going back to some of the highlights of my summer.

The weight of the cage around my bouncing dicklet felt so good as it created a bit of friction - just enough to keep me horny. But it was the rubbing of the replacement cock against my p-spot that really did it for me! My breathing started picking up and I soon realised I was moaning quite loudly. To avoid catching any attention from my next door neighbours, I bit my lip and picked up the speed. I also was playing with my nipple with my free hand as I imagined it being sucked off by someone I was riding.

All the excitement and public exposition of the day was enough to push me over the edge. As I felt my pathetic excuse for cum making it's way from my balls to the tip of my caged clit, I let go of my nipple and put a hand under the opening of the chastity device while slamming myself down on the dildo a few more times until I finally came.

My jizz shot out, but was slowed down immediately by the constraints around my small cock, and trickled onto my open palm. I let go of the dildo to grab my phone and record myself licking my hand clean, savouring and swallowing every drop before sending it to Sarah.

I cleaned off the dildo with some wet wipes, storing it away in the duffle bag under my bed. After getting dressed and getting under my covers I read Sarah's reply, which was just a close up video of her pussy as she touched herself. The caption to it was "You got me all wet, my sissy!". If I had any energy left, I would've attempted another orgasm just from watching that! But I decided to call it a night and hit the lights.



I had been asleep for a few hours when I heard the door to my dorm opening.

I was lying on my side, facing his bed and the door, so I opened one eye just enough to see.

Without turning the lights on, a figure walked in, tripping over his feet.

By the profile I could tell it was Frank, and he seemed pretty drunk. I was going to reveal that I was still awake, but decided against it once he began removing his shoes, shirt and jeans, letting them fall to the ground.

Turning towards his bed, he kicked off his socks and bent over to remove his underwear. His butt was well toned and smooth! He must've remembered that I was still there and quickly turned around. Thankfully I was faster and just shut my eye so he would think I was still asleep.

I heard Frank rustle a bit as he got under his sheets and in no time at all he was already snoring lightly. He must've been really drunk!

I considered trying to sleep again, but a part of me was now curious; if his butt looked that good, what would his cock look like?

I let my imagination go wild as I slowly inserted a finger in my boy pussy. I could feel the blood returning to my clitty and began getting horny again. Yet I knew that getting a toy from the bag to use was out of the question as it would probably make too much noise.

I opened my eyes slowly to see him turned towards me, cover up to his chest, completely passed out.

After a few minutes of considering what to do, I drew up a plan in my mind and decided to go with it, removing my finger from inside myself.

"Frank?" I whispered. "You awake?"

The only noise coming from him was his light snoring.

"Frank?" I asked, a bit louder.

Nothing.

I slowly removed my duvet and stood up from my bed, occasionally calling out his name to see if there was any response. I took two steps towards his bed and knelt on the floor.

I gently tapped on his shoulder and called his name again, prepared to give some flimsy excuse if he did wake up. But as luck would have it, still no response!

Tentatively, I grabbed the edge of the cover at his crotch height and slowly pulled it over his body, finally revealing his hanging cock!

It was a nice one: he kept his pubes shaved all around the groin (including his balls), but it still seemed just barely bigger than what my dicklet used to be ‒ about 3 inches of uncut fun. But he was limp, so maybe he was a grower and not a shower!

I remained kneeling just in front of his sleeping manhood, quickly glancing from it to his face to make sure he was still asleep. My mouth was watering, just imagining what he tasted like, but I had to take it slow!

I started by blowing air at his cock to see if that would disturb him, and when I got no response, I gave the tip a quick kiss. I held back for a few seconds until I realised I could set fire to the dorm and he wouldn't wake. Perfect!

Being filled with more confidence, I stuck my tongue out and began licking his balls gently while holding up his shaft, then started making my way down to the head with my tongue. His body began responding by sending blood to his dick as it began slowly rising. As it did, I put the whole thing in my mouth to feel it growing against my tongue, slowly bobbing my head to give him more pleasure.

In no time he was hard, and to my surprise he was a good 6 and a half inches long even if not too thick! I would give anything to have him in my pussy right now, but at the same time I didn't want to push my luck by having him wake up; so I settled for reaching around my butt and putting my hands in my short shorts, inserting two fingers in me to play with my button as I continued to suck Frank off.

He suddenly began moaning softly:

"Oh yes Tara, keep sucking me off. You're such a good girl, Tara! Your mouth is so warm and delicious, Tara!"

I was intrigued by this "Tara" and made a mental note to find out who she was tomorrow. But for now, I was only interested in making Frank cum in my mouth!

After sucking him off for a little longer, I decided to test something out: I took his cock out of my mouth and used my free hand to jerk him deep and slow while getting closer to his face.

"Ask Chloe to suck you off, baby!" I whispered ever so gently into his ear.

"Keep sucking me, Tara!" he responded in between moans as I slowly moved his hips to try and increase the speed.

"No, baby! I won't suck you, but Chloe will. Do you want her to suck that lovely cock of yours? Do you want to cum in her mouth?" I asked in whispered tones.

"I just want to cum!"

"Chloe wants you to cum too! She wants to lick that massive dick of yours until you cum on her face. Don't you want that?" I continued, unsure if my hypnotic suggestions would work at all.

"Suck me, Chloe!" He finally said. "Make me cum!"

That's all I needed! The seed was planted in his mind, and hopefully soon he would be planting his seed in me!

I got back down to his crotch and put my lips around his bobbing stick, increasing the speed of my tongue as I attempted to make him orgasm.

Frank's breathing was rapidly increasing, and in between moans he finally said:

"I'm gonna cum! Swallow it all, Chloe! Drink my cum, Chloe!"

I smiled as I felt his cream coating the inside of my mouth! The first spurt was a medium load, followed by a second much larger one, and the final shot was the tail end of his jizz.

I slowed the pace and proceeded to apply more pressure with my lips so I would extract every drop from him.

I pulled out his now slowly deflating dick from my cock holster and swallowed his semen, enjoying the taste of it. And although I didn't cum myself, I was happy to have implanted a desire in his subconscious. Only time would tell how successful I would be!

After giving it a final lick to clean up any remaining residue, I used my hand to wipe off my saliva from his tool, wanting to leave no trace behind.

I placed his sheet over his body again and noticed a big smile across his face. I couldn't believe he hadn't woken up!

After wiping the little bit of cum from my lips and licking my fingers clean, I crawled back to my bed.

And then I fell asleep.


5 - Plugged in class

The following morning I woke up to the sound of the door to my dorm closing. As I opened my eyes, I noticed Frank had already left. I wondered if he had any memory of last night at all: of me sucking him off while he slept, or getting him to ask me by name to swallow his load. One thing is for sure: my actions last night must've helped with his hangover!

I smiled, knowing I'd have to wait until later in the day to bump into him again to gauge how he was feeling about me.

I got out of bed and began undressing myself, laying my pyjamas on my bed and turning to the window to pull open the blinds. It was a beautiful day outside, nice and sunny! It would be perfect to wear a comfy pair of shorts and a light shirt, but I knew full well that those options wouldn't be in my closet ‒ plus I didn't want Mr. Salamanca to catch me wearing "boys clothes" again.

I grabbed my strapless black padded bra and put it on, giving me a nice pair of tits. Over it, I was going to wear a black and white tartan strapless and sleeveless baby doll dress that covered my butt well enough, stretching down to mid thigh level. To top it all off, I was going to go with a pair of black peep toe pump heels, giving me that extra inch of height but most importantly: making my ass stick out. I also grabbed a cute pair of black satin thongs with frilly edges and placed them on the bed.

Before putting my panties on, I knew that I had to wear the vibrating plug in me as per Sarah's message last night. So I grabbed the plug, turned it on, and applied some lube on it. I got onto all fours on my bed, hiked up my dress to my hips, and slowly pressed it against my boy pussy, feeling it slip all the way in until it made contact with my prostate, sending a shiver down my spine. It felt good!

I then remembered I had to brush my beautiful black hair to keep it nice and straight so people would assume I am a girl. After doing so in front of the mirror, I grabbed my toiletries and went towards the bathroom to wash up and apply some makeup.

A few guys stared as I entered, but I ignored them and pretended that I belonged there.

Once I was satisfied with my dolled up look, I stopped by the bedroom to grab my shoulder bag and head to class.

As I exited the dorm building, a gust of wind nearly lifted my skirt to expose me! That's when I remembered I had forgotten to put my panties on!

Checking my watch I knew I didn't have any time to rush back, so I would just have to go commando again. This time it wasn't a big deal as the dress was long enough not to expose me by just sitting down!

I arrived at my class just in time. Thankfully there were enough free seats that I wouldn't have to squeeze by anyone while getting groped by pervy men! I sat down cross legged so my dicklet could rest comfortably between my legs, which was handy especially if I were to have "an accident".

The class had gone on as normal and I was concentrating deeply when I was suddenly disturbed by a notification on my phone.

It was Sarah.

"Are you in class right now?" it read.

I responded that I was, and that I had classes all throughout the day. She simply responded with a thumbs up emoji.

The moment I was in the focus zone again, was the same moment Sarah decided to start teasing me from a distance. I gave a little hop in my seat as I felt the vibrating plug come alive, catching me by surprise as I had even forgotten I had it in me to begin with!

It started off rather slow and tame, but enough to make some blood be redirected to my caged clitty, engorging it slightly against its enclosure.

It remained vibrating discreetly for a good 5 minutes before suddenly increasing its intensity massively! I was expecting it would do that and managed to keep a straight face (at least, I think I did). I crossed my legs tighter to keep my cage from rising up and forming a bump in my dress; I'm sure most people were already assuming I was a girl when I walked in, and I didn't want to make them doubt it in the middle of the lesson!

I put one hand on the bottom hem of my dress to hold it down on the off chance it would magically begin to ride up, with the other hand held up to my chin as I discreetly sunk my teeth into it to alleviate some of the feelings.

As the potent vibrations continued, I could feel sweat beginning to form on my forehead, my face feeling red. I was mentally commending myself for sitting away from everyone else, glad that no one could hear the buzzing of the toy deep inside me.

The patterns on the vibration and movement of the plug was very random so as not to desensitise me to the erotic stimulation, which only left me further turned on. I could feel my little balls getting my cummies ready to shoot out, which could be a problem seeing I was wearing no panties and would likely just make a mess around me.




Part of me was terrified!

But just before I reached the point of no return, the vibrations suddenly stopped and I realised I hadn't been breathing for several seconds.

I gasped audibly to intake some air, drawing the attention of a few people nearby to whom I just gave a little smile to indicate I was ok. Most of them turned back, except for one guy in a green hoodie who seemed worried about my red, glistening face. He mouthed the words "are you ok?" and I just smiled and nodded, giving him a discreet thumbs up. He slowly turned back, seeming unconvinced and worried, yet still smiling back at me.

A minute or two later the vibrations began again at a higher level. I grabbed the edge of my side desk and the edge of my chair, my knuckles quickly turning white as I attempted to not emit a single peep. The guy in the green hoodie discreetly stole a glance at me, and when I noticed, I gave him another smile ‒ although this one felt very forced, as all my strength was focused on not having an orgasm there and then!

As he turned forward again, I bowed my head down so my hair would cover my face, feeling like I was about to explode.

Once again the vibrating butt plug suddenly stopped, giving me the opportunity to slowly breathe again. I just knew it wasn't going to last long, and if it kept on going like this, I most certainly would have an "accident".

I tried angling my body so that I wasn't putting my full weight onto my butt (and consequently, putting weight onto the plug), but leaning to the side had the unwanted side effect of making the buzzing sound louder, so I straightened myself back.

Focusing on my breathing, I took long, deep breaths while counting them. I got to about 24 before the vibrations resumed. I was squirming in my seat and I could tell the boy was looking at me again.

I did my best to pretend that I was taking notes without raising my head, all the while trying to keep every muscle in my body still so it wouldn't betray my true feelings - the feeling of approaching an orgasm!

I considered placing some cup or receptacle in between my legs to catch any cum that would invariably spurt from my dicklet, but I had nothing! And placing my hand in between my legs and under my dress just wouldn't be feasible as it would be harder to hide what was going on.

I needed to excuse myself ‒ and fast! 

I waited for the vibrations to stop so I wouldn't run the risk of cumming all over the floor as I walked, and as soon as it did I quickly grabbed my things and left, doing my best not to disrupt the class.

In the corridor I walked briskly towards the toilets, knowing full well I wouldn't last long when the vibrations resumed in a short while. I found the bathroom and went straight in, thankful for it being empty.

As I locked myself in one of the three cubicles (on the far side), I realised I had seen urinals on my way in; I was in the men's bathroom!

Fuck!

But as I was about to head out the stall to run into the women's bathroom, the vibrating butt plug started up again, going straight into "hardcore mode".

I grabbed the walls with outstretched arms and bent forwards, attempting to catch my breath again. It wasn't going to last much longer, and at least I was safe in here with no prying eyes!

I couldn't help but moan lightly as my soon-to-be cum eruption began building up again.

Because I was so focused on feeling my prostate being massaged as my dicklet struggled in its cage, I didn't hear the door to the toilet opening and only realised someone was here when I heard the latching sound of the cubicle right next to me.

Why did it have to be right next to me?? There was at least one more on the other end! Has this person never heard of male bathroom etiquette?

But of course I said nothing, choosing to focus on remaining silent as the massager did its thing, leaving me horny and nearly drooling.

"Hey," said a voice from the stall beside mine. "You ok there?"

"Mmm-hmm" I managed to mutter, words failing me greatly at this point.

"I noticed you in class earlier. You didn't seem to be doing too well. Hell, you even somehow got into the men's bathroom instead of the ladies! Can I get you anything?"

I was getting so dangerously close to an orgasm that I couldn't form any sentences or make any noise. Instead, I let out an involuntary moan of pleasure, which I immediately tried to hush with my hand, but it was too late: he had heard me.

A shadow fell over me. I slowly looked up to find a face looking down at me from the stall wall. It was the boy in the green hoodie! I forced a smile to try and disguise my pleasure, and his face turned from shock to a naughty grin in a second.

"Need a hand?" He asked with a heavy sexual undertone.

In my state I couldn't do anything but nod. I just wanted to cum at this point, and all help to do so was welcome!

The boy stepped down from the divider, opened his stall, and then opened mine as I unlocked it and sat on the toilet seat, while trying to keep my legs together so my cage bulge wasn't showing.

He stood at about 6'1" tall, had short brown curly hair, seemed well fit like a jock, and was sporting his green hoodie and black tracksuit pants. He didn't bother introducing himself or saying anything at all, rather simply undid the knot to his pants and pulled them down to his knees with his dark blue boxer briefs.

His cock was already at half mast; a well groomed, thick uncut manhood, that with every second grew bigger and bigger until it reached about 6 inches. With one hand on his balls, he placed the other on the back of my head and gently pulled me towards him.

Without a second thought, I opened my mouth and let him insert his meat in my mouth.

I placed my hands on his butt so I could better control the movement, and began blowing him as I enjoyed the vibration in my ass.

The boy let go of his own cock and held up his hoodie and shirt just above his abs - which were well defined and smooth. He was definitely a jock!

I considered getting up, turning around, lifting up my dress and let him fuck me raw right there!

But I had two problems: one was that I'd have to take the plug out of me (which I knew Mistress Sarah wouldn't like), and the other was that I ran the risk of outing myself as a sissy. I knew jocks weren't the most level headed and I didn't know if the boy was homophobic or not. Last thing I needed was to get punched for "faking being a girl" or "turning him gay" or something!

So I continued fucking his dick with my mouth, letting him use me as his cock holster, occasionally deep throating until I gasped for air. I knew I couldn't do it too much as my gagging could alert someone if they walked into the bathroom at that time.

Suddenly the vibrations stopped and I realised that the sound had been quite audible all the time. Yet the boy didn't seem to notice any changes, probably too focused on my tongue around his erection!

Barely a second later, the boy announced:

"Fuck! I'm gonna cum! Where do you want it?"

Without a word, I simply kept my lips around the tip of his cock and put my hand around the shaft to start pumping the cream out of him with gusto. This did the trick for him as he closed his eyes while I felt the warm jizz beginning to leave the tip onto my expecting tongue. I kept pumping it with my hand for a few more seconds until I was sure he had emptied it all in me.

With a smile of relief, he pulled out his slowly deflating cock and pulled up his pants.

I swallowed his spunk and licked my lips while keeping eye contact.

"What's your name?" He asked while tying up the string around his tracksuit pants.

"Chloe" I answered in my best feminine voice, with a smile. "Yours?"

"Marcus. I enjoyed this a lot, Chloe. Hope to run into you again soon."

I wasn't sure if he knew that I wasn't a girl by birth or if he was just happy to run into a cock-guzzling whore. Either way, he seemed satisfied!

As he finished talking, he turned around to unlock the stall and left. I bent forwards to lock it up again and heard him washing his hands, drying them, then leaving the bathroom.

Like as if the vibrating butt plug knew what had happened, the moment the door shut, it came back to life.

With the taste of Marcus' cum still in my mouth and being so horny, it took me about 4 seconds before I felt my own cum rising from my balls and going towards the slit in my cage. I quickly lifted up my dress with my left hand and cupped my right hand under the opening as I felt the leaking coming through. My cummies kept on leaking as the butt plug worked my prostate as if it wanted to empty the entire content of my balls onto my hand!

My legs began shaking as the orgasm took control over my body and the final blobs of my cream dripped from the tip of my clitty onto my palm. I remained frozen in that position as I waited for my orgasm to subside, despite the butt plug not giving me any rest.

After a good few minutes, the plug stopped vibrating again and I noticed I had been holding my breathing for a while.

I bent down to grab my phone in my bag and began recording a selfie video with my left hand. I then proceeded to bring my right hand up to my mouth and began licking off and swallowing my own cum. It was only as I started sucking my fingers clean that I realised I could've just used toilet paper to clean myself up; but, hey, there's no such thing as drinking too much cum!

I finished recording the video and sent it to Sarah in the hopes that she would see that I came and would stop the vibrator from going off for a while as I recovered.

But instead of texting me back, she just left me on read and activated the plug again but this time at a much lower setting.

I knew I couldn't miss any more classes, so I did my best to clean myself up and headed towards the next lecture ‒ the last one before lunch.


6 - Lunch

While heading to the on-campus cafeteria for lunch, I couldn’t help but feel being ogled by men as I walked by them. My dress was long enough to cover my butt, but even so I could tell they would turn their heads as I walked by - or maybe I was just being very self conscious, given the vibrating butt plug was still on a low setting deep within me.

The cafeteria was massive and had loads of tables to sit at, so I went to the buffet queue and began filling my plate.

Sarah had left strict instructions on what I was allowed to eat so that I could watch my weight and yet remain well fed. I covered my plate with a salad containing lots of vegetables, some fish, and pineapple juice to wash it all down.

Sitting down on an empty 6-person table, I pulled my phone out of my bag to take a picture of my plate and send it to my Mistress for her approval. As I waited, I felt shadows looming in front of me.

“Well well well, what do we have here?” Said the first girl.

I immediately recognised her voice, which sent a shiver up my spine.

“Looks like someone is hungry again! But there seems to be something missing on your plate!” Said the other, instantly doubling my anxiety.

As I slowly raised my head to confirm my suspicions, the first girl answered with a smile:

“Yeah, looks like he’s missing the sausages and cream she loves so much!”

They burst into laughter.

Standing in front of me were the friends who used to bully me in high school.

The same two friends who had caught me several weeks prior, tied to a table in the park, naked, covered in anonymous cum.

The same two who allowed their two fuck buddies (the jocks Chris and Neil) to use me as they took pictures to blackmail me: Meg and Jen.

Meghan - or Meg - came from a rich family, so she was one of those entitled little bitches that think the world revolves around them. Her dark hair (with two pink streaks which she parted to either side of her face) was a bit longer than mine, extending halfway down her arms. Her skin had a natural tan due to her Filipino roots, and she always had a thick layer of makeup on - including pink lipstick to match her hair.

She exuded confidence in her choice of attire, donning a tasteful ensemble that strikes the perfect balance between sultry and suitable. A tailored black off-shoulder top hinted at sophistication, while a flowing high-waisted skirt with a modest slit added a touch of allure. Accessorised with dainty gold jewellery, her look was completed with kitten-heeled ankle boots that provide a hint of elevation, both physically and sartorially.

Jenna (or just Jen) was also born into affluence and luxury. Her lustrous brunette hair framed her features with an air of elegance, and her complexion, a beautiful blend from her mixed-marriage heritage, radiated a warm and rich hue. She was wearing a tailored black jumpsuit, the deep V-neckline tastefully flirting with the edge of daring, yet always respectful. The outfit's cinched waist accentuated her figure with subtlety, while wide-legged trousers flow gracefully, offering movement and grace. Accessories, kept minimal with silver accents, complemented her look without overwhelming it.

They slowly walked around the table to stand behind me. I reminded myself that they had very incriminating photos and videos, which they could easily share around (which as far as I knew, they already had amongst a small group of people), so I decided against confronting them and kept my head down.

“Look at her, all dolled up like a pretty little sissy!” Meg said, placing her hands on my shoulders as Jen combed my hair with her hand.

“Is this sissy thinking she’s a girl now?” Jen hissed as she violently pulled my hair down, forcing me to look up at her.

“Is there a problem here?” Asked a third voice.

Holding a plate with similar food to mine, a beautiful dark skinned girl with long, curly long dark hair that flowed down just below her shoulders, and equally dark and deep eyes stood in front of us. Wearing a baby pink sports bra that exposed her well defined midriff and matching skin tight leggings, she looked to be about 6 foot 2 inches tall even as she wore white tennis shoes.

Immediately, Meg and Jen took their hands off me and seemed to almost be standing at a saluting position.

“Sorry, sister Steph!” Said Meg, a tinge of fright in her voice.

Sister Steph? What the fuck?

“We didn’t mean any harm, sister Steph!” Pipped in Jen.

“We don’t condone that sort of behaviour at Kappa Omega Pi, rushees.” The girl named Steph said calmly. “Now, kindly fuck off.”

The girls darted away while muttering “sorry sister” and “yes, sister”.

“Are you ok, hun?” My Amazonian warrior saviour asked, looking down at me with those deep brown eyes.

I was taken aback by her beauty, so I just nodded.

“Mind if I join you?” The girl called Steph asked as she pulled the chair in front of me and sat down without waiting for an answer.

“I’m sorry for their behaviour. We don’t tolerate that sort of stuff in our sorority. But don’t worry: I’ll make them pay for it during the rush!” Steph said with a warm smile. “I see you like to eat healthy too!”

“Yeah…” was the only thing I managed to say as I broke eye contact to look down at my plate, almost as if I was remembering my place.

“I’m Steph.” She said, sticking out her hand.

“Con… uh, Chloe” I answered, shaking hers while still trying to avoid direct eye contact.

“It’s nice to see some diversity here, Chloe. I love your dress!”

I must’ve blushed hard on receiving that compliment, as she immediately began to chuckle.

As we ate our lunch, Steph explained that she was one of the members of the Kappa Omega Pi sorority, and that Meg and Jen were potential new members ‒ or rushees. She mentioned that they would be having their rush party this Friday, where they’d haze the rushees to see if they were worthy of joining their elite club.

Steph extended the invitation to me, making it clear that I would be very welcome there amongst the other girls.

We ended up chatting for about 45 minutes ‒ to be fair, she did way more of the talking as something about her just made me so…infatuated? Scared, but in a good way? I didn’t know what the feeling was, but there was definitely some feeling there!

After we had finished eating and just as she stood up to leave, the butt plug (which had been vibrating very quietly all this time, to the point that I had forgotten it was even there) suddenly increased in speed, becoming loud enough for the two of us to hear.

I quickly clenched my ass cheeks to try and dampen the sound, but for half a second, Steph froze mid-standing up.

Our eyes locked.

She gave me a big genuine smile as she said goodbye and began walking away, her amazing plump butt swaying from side to side.

That last smile told me she knew! And she knew I knew that she knew! Yet she didn’t say anything; didn’t look disgusted, didn’t look displeased…if anything, she looked like she LIKED what she heard!

Yet I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed, my cheeks burning up as I blushed once more. But I kept watching that tall, fit, dark Amazon making her way out of the cafeteria, waving and smiling at people as she passed them by.

I could feel my clitty getting hard within its cage again, not knowing if it was due to the plug moving in me, or if it was due to the image that popped up in my head of Steph bending me over this table and fucking me with a large, thick, black strap on.

I just knew I had to get out of there before I leaked from under my dress!


7 - Class Work

Although the next lesson’s classroom was fairly empty, I chose to sit in the last row in the corner - just in case my plug started vibrating and I had to get up again. Thankfully right now it was silent and dead, I still could feel myself sporting a semi after the encounter with Steph. To try and combat this, I gave the teacher my full attention.

I was so engrossed in the subject that I didn’t even notice a latecomer arriving and shuffling their way to sit down directly to my right.

“Hey!” The voice whispered at me.

Without taking my eyes off the teacher, I responded back with a “Hey”.

“You didn’t text me like I told you to.”

I slowly turned my head to notice that the person sitting right beside me was none other than Nate - the guy who I’d blown and fingered yesterday. I didn’t know how to respond to that.

“Check out this video that I found on my phone,” he continued in a hushed whisper, placing his mobile on the desk in front of us.

Although the video was on mute and a bit dark, I could make out some girl lying on her stomach on top of a table, fully naked, her arms and feet tied to the legs of said table, her ass sticking out. On top of the girl lay another, equally naked girl, shaking her ass to the guy standing behind them. That guy was balls deep in the tied up girl, and standing in front of her was another guy getting sucked off by the victim.

It took me several seconds to recognise that the tied up girl was me as I was getting gangbanged by my school bullies at the park at night.

“See? I wasn’t bluffing at the fact that I have this video,” Nate whispered as he placed his left hand on my knee, just below the hem of my dress. “So why didn’t you text me?”

“I’m…I’m sorry, I forgot…” I stammered, heat rushing to my face, embarrassed to be watching that video.

“You know, I could easily share this with half the university if I wanted. This kind of stuff spreads like wildfire!”

“But… but I already… you know…” I wanted to tell him I already paid for his silence by giving him a handjob, trying to avoid using those words in case someone was eavesdropping.

“Oh, you thought that I could’ve been bought with just one measly handy?” His hand started sliding up my knee until it reached the hem of my dress, continuing under it. “I expect way more if you want to keep this video a secret!”

His hands were sending a tingle up my spine, so I instinctively placed one hand over my crotch and the other over his hand to try and push it away.

“I think a daily ‘payment’ would work, don’t you?” He said as he grabbed my thigh tightly, not allowing me to move his hand off. “And today’s payment is due right now.”

I looked at him in surprise and mouthed “Right now?!” in disbelief. Nate simply smiled and nodded, pointing to the phone on the table, still playing the video of my public gangbang.

My eyes darted around the room to see if anyone was perhaps daring him to do this, but no one paid any attention to us.

He suddenly released my leg and grabbed my right hand, placing it over his jeans-covered crotch and pressing it down so I could feel the hardness beneath the fabric. I froze, not knowing what I should do; surely someone would notice me giving another student a handjob beneath the desk?

Nate just mouthed “do it” as he reached for his phone, his finger hovering over the “share” button.

Caught between a rock and a hard place, I had no options left. I would’ve gladly followed him to the bathroom again, but he wanted relief right now!

Cautiously, my hand began massaging the erection over his jeans, thinking I might just get away with doing that until he came. Yet despite his cock being very hard at this point, I knew he would need skin-on-skin contact to finish.

I slowly began unzipping his fly - yet the noise was barely audible even to me, let alone the rest of the class. When it was undone, I placed my hand through the hole and fished out his 6 inch tool, making sure to just pop the shaft out for a more covert handjob.

Nate replaced his own hand on my knee and slid it up the inside of my thigh, resting just below my caged clitty. The position made my dress bunch up to reveal most of my legs, leaving very little covered. I kept my left hand over my crotch in an attempt to keep something hidden!

I was thankful that the desks were covered in front, and even if the teacher decided to look directly at us, due to the slope in the classroom he’d barely be able to see our necks, let alone what our hands were doing!

With a bit more confidence, I slowly began stroking his shaft as we both stared forward to avoid suspicion. At first I was doing full strokes, but then began alternating between that and short, quick ones. I would also pull down the foreskin and rub my thumb against the tip, which was already wet with his precum.

Nate started massaging my inner thigh and my blood got redirected southwards, my tiny dick pressing up against its enclosure. The risk of getting caught was such a turn on! Plus, watching me getting railed from behind on his phone wasn’t helping either.

I didn’t want to let him know I was enjoying this, but it all changed when his hand slid up further to cup my balls; he had a massive grin on his face when he realised I had no panties on!

I gave another look around to make sure we weren’t being watched, and was relieved that everyone was very engrossed in the lesson.

As I continued stroking him, alternating between long and slow, and short and fast, his precum had already coated my hand. I knew it wouldn’t take him long to jizz - a thought that made me realise something important: what was I to do when he did?

Leaving his crotch covered in his cream wouldn’t be ideal, and bending over to use my mouth might be too suspicious. Part of me really wanted to just sit on his cock and have him explode in me, but even if I didn’t have the plug in me, how could we do it covertly?

I had only seconds left as I noticed Nate’s body tensing as he fought to keep a straight face and not moan.

Just as he began erupting, I brought my left hand to his crotch and formed a cup, jerking his cock into that hand.

Thankfully it wasn’t too much and he didn’t shoot too far, but it was enough to fully coat my hand.

I kept stroking and squeezing as much of his seed out as I could. And once he was finished, Nate let go of my balls and zipped himself up.

Now I was faced with another conundrum: what to do with a literal handful of cum?

I knew that I had nowhere to wipe it off, and Nate obviously wasn’t going to offer any help as he was focused on retrieving his phone from the desk while still keeping his eyes forward.

So, naturally, I brought my hand up to my mouth and began licking it, trying to pass it off as me covering my mouth while yawning. It took me a few licks of my palm to get most of it off. And to dry my hand off, I simply placed it under my dress and wiped the rest on my inner thighs (as doing it against the dress would surely stain it).

As I swallowed, I turned my head slightly towards Nate and saw the back of his phone pointed at me. That motherfucker had recorded me slurping his jizz from my hand!! I looked up at him, and he was smiling, which left me even more annoyed!

“Sorry, needed some evidence in case you ever change your mind!” He whispered.

Surely I could’ve easily explained to anyone watching that I was simply licking some yoghurt off my hand ‒ but frankly, it would be a hard sell. It didn’t matter either way: I was already in his pocket, and a good sissy always pays her debts!

The bell rang not long after, and while Nate darted out the classroom, I decided to take a little longer just so I wouldn’t bump into him.

“Ms Cummins?” A voice came from the front of the class. It was the teacher, sat at his desk. “A quick word before you leave?”

I hoped it wasn’t another clerical error in the roll call - or worse, a dress code violation as put down by the vice dean. Regardless, I adjusted my dress and made my way down to the teacher’s desk.

“Yes, Mr. Fry?” I asked as I approached him, clutching my books in front of my chest.

“This can be a challenging class to take, so I always advise all my pupils to pay as much attention to it as they can.” Mr. Fry said, looking down at the papers strewn across the table.

“Of course, professor. Today’s class was really interesting, and I will do my best to give you my full attention!” I responded, not knowing where he was going with this, nor why he had singled me out.

“Good,” he continued, still not making eye contact with me. “But I do hope next time you can keep your hands off your boyfriend while in class.”

I must’ve gone red instantly! How did he notice? Fuck!

“Oh, no… I was just… uh… it wasn’t…” I stammered.

Mr. Fry looked up from his paperwork to meet my eyes:

“You have something on your chin, dear.”

I clumsily brought up my hand to my face, and sure enough there was a very noticeable blob of sperm hanging from my chin!

That cunt Nate didn’t even warn me!

I wiped it off and stared at it in my hand.

“Lick it up.” He ordered in a very dominant tone while staring deep into my soul.

Like a deer in the lights, I brought my hand up to my mouth and licked the cum, swallowing it in the process.

“Good girl. That will be all, Ms. Cummins.” He said before turning his attention back to his desk.

“Th-thank you!” I stuttered before turning around and making my way up the hallway to exit the classroom, feeling embarrassed - and a bit turned on.

Not really “a bit” though, as I could feel my clitty pressing hard against the cage. Fuck! I think I was in need of him fucking me hard!


8 - The Task

Sarah texted during the next class, and despite me being able once again to find a seat without anyone nearby, I still wanted to check my messages covertly on the off chance she sent me a raunchy text - or even better, a spicy pic!

But neither of those things were true. She had simply asked what I had been up to. When I told her what had happened, she just responded with:

“Glad you’re getting your protein! I hope that ‒ for your sake ‒ you still have the cage on and haven’t attempted to remove it!”

“It’s still on!” I responded.

“Prove it.”

I considered briefly leaving to go to the toilets so I could snap a pic, but on second thought I didn’t have any panties on, so I gently lifted my dress enough to expose my caged clitty and held the camera under the table, snapping a sneaky pic as proof.

“Good girl.” She answered back, which made me blush slightly. “I imagine you’re wondering when I’ll be unlocking you for some relief?”

“It was about to be my next question, Mistress.”

“Do you think you deserve it?”

“I’ve been a very good sissy since you’ve left! I would much like to be unlocked for a bit, and would do anything needed for some relief!”

“Very well. I will come over on Sunday and unlock you - for good! But there is one condition though! You have to complete a task to earn your release.”

Of course there was! Nothing “comes easy” with Sarah, least of all myself!

“I need you to suck on 5 males before I arrive. And I need photo or video proof of this! Failure to do so will result in you remaining locked for another week.”

“I won’t let you down, Mistress!”

“You better not! I can’t imagine you’d have any trouble with that, given you’re a cock hungry whore! And needless to say, any previous dick you’ve pleasured so far does not count!”

I was already planning the wank of a lifetime for when my girl penis was free, when she texted back again:

“Oh, not only will you be finally unlocked forever, you’ll also get to stick that thing in my pussy. I’ll even be the better person and allow you to cum wherever you want!”

My dicklet instantly hardened within its confines. I would finally get to fuck Sarah!

Shit, just the thought of getting to fuck her was already making me leak! I even had to place a hand between my legs to wipe some of the precum that was about to hit the seat, bringing it up to my mouth so I could lick it clean.

In my head, I started planning who I could suck off to get my quota. There was Nate from earlier (whom I knew was going to be happy to oblige), that kid Marcus that I sucked off in the men’s bathroom (although I didn’t have any contact information, plus I don’t think he knew I was a sissy), my roommate Frank (assuming I could suck him off again in his sleep), maybe the vice dean Mr. Salamanca? I would still be one short.

Thankfully, the Kappa Omega Pi rush party was this Friday, so with any luck I could get some action there. After all, everyone knows sorority sisters are sluts, so surely there would be a lot of horny guys there!

I started going through my contact list to see who else I could get a hold of, just in case. The first one to pop up was Brett, the bisexual guy who had given me a ride and had also ridden me.

“Hey Brett, how’s it going?” I texted.

“Heya Chloe!” He texted back pretty much right away. “All is good! I’ve been spending some time with your Mistress lately. Well, OUR Mistress!”

I thought I was going to be shocked by that revelation, but Sarah had mentioned that she thought he was a closeted sissy. I imagine she probably got bored of not having anyone to boss around while I was at college!

“Oh, it’s Barbara now ‒ or Barbie for short.”

Brett…I mean, Barbie, also attached an image to her message; she was kneeling on the floor, hands behind her back, dressed in a black laced corset, fishnet stockings, a ball gag in her mouth, the same kind of pink cock cage dangling between her spread legs, sporting a leather collar with a chain lead connected to it.

To her right stood our Mistress in a latex bodysuit, holding the end of the chain in one hand, a flogger in the other, while wearing a big purple strap on. It sure looks like they were having fun!

She also sent me a short video of her getting impaled by Sarah from behind as a strangers cock dangled in front of Barbie’s mouth, dripping with precum. That was a massive turn on, and I started wishing I was in her place!

Knowing it would be pointless to get fucked by the new sissy, I scrolled to the next name in my book: Charlie, the black builder who had first fucked me in the park with his friends, and later broke into my house for me to serve him.

I secretly took another pic of myself from under the table, showing off my caged clitty and including my face in the frame, doing my best to look as horny as I felt.

I sent it, asking if he was willing to come visit me.

While waiting for an answer, I sent the same message to my neighbour Mr. Torpey, for whom I pretended to be his daughter for a night ‒ and who had offered me as payment to his friends for losing more than he could afford in a game of poker.

Mr. Torpey texted me back within a few minutes, and asked for my address. I sent my address with the number to my dorm, as well as the 4 digit code to access the room in case I forgot my key card.

“Ah shame, thought you were at home. It’s a bit of a drive away and I can’t make it this week as my car’s in the shop. But I’ll let you know when that changes!”

Fuck.

A few moments later, Charlie texted saying he was in another city nearby for work and would not be able to come over.

Double fuck.

At least Charlie included a pic of his very erect cock. I guess I could use that as some inspiration to get off to tonight!

I hadn’t noticed that my plug had started vibrating on low since I texted Sarah ‒ that probably wasn’t helping with my libido! But as the class ended, I noticed that the plug stopped.

“Make sure you recharge it tonight.” Sarah said in her final message.

Glad it was dead, now I could focus on the remaining classes of the day!


9 - Shower Fun

That evening, after all my classes had finished and I had got some dinner, I walked back to my dorm room stopping at a bathroom on the way to remove my plug.

Once I arrived at my door, this time I made sure to make enough noise fumbling with the lock so as not to catch Frank mid-wank. Thankfully, he was just lying in bed listening to some music.

“Hey, how was your day?” He asked as he removed his headphones.

“Hard…but not too bad. How about yours?” I asked back, placing my stuff on my bed, including the plug I had hidden in my bag. I made a mental note to charge it later on.

“Yeah, was ok. No hangover, which is nice!”

I almost forgot that last night I sucked him off as he slept. I wondered if he remembered anything, but by his body language it seemed like he didn’t. I guess it wouldn’t be the end of the world if he did though.

We chatted a bit before I decided it was time for a shower, and he let me know he’d be still there when I came back, getting some study done.

As I walked towards the showers there were about a dozen male students lining the corridor, leaning against the walls. They all seemed to be chatting amongst themselves, but suddenly fell silent as I walked past them (this time, carrying my proper towel!).

The changing room was empty, so I undressed and wrapped the towel around myself, placing the clothes in one of the lockers and remembering to lock it and take the key. The showers were empty, so I picked the cubicle in the middle, placing the towel over the door.

As I began washing up I heard several pairs of feet walking towards the shower area. I looked up to see all 12 of the guys who had just been hanging outside enter, all carrying their towels over their shoulders exposing their fully naked bodies. I quickly averted my gaze so as not to stare at all of those cocks, choosing to focus on getting my body cleaned.

“Seems like we’re a few cubicles short, guys!” Said one of them, as he entered the shower directly to my right.

“I’ll join you then” responded another as he entered the same cubicle as his friend.

“I’ll take this one,” said a third as he entered the one to my left, “Sam, you can shower with me!”

“Can I join too?” Asked another as he also walked into the one on my left. The three of them were now in close contact with each other in an area that was barely big enough to fit one person!

“I guess the rest of us will just wait out here then!” Said one of the seven remaining guys, who were now standing directly in front of my shower.

There were still 7 other cubicles left - more than enough for the others ‒ but I was beginning to suspect they had all been waiting for me to shower! It certainly would explain their odd behaviour when I had walked past them.

As the showers on either side of me came to life, their occupants got even closer to each other to gain access to the water, all of them face-to-face.

I watched as each one started soaping the other, hands rubbing each others’ bodies, while at the same time they all were peering over the divider into my own cubicle, catching a glimpse of my caged clitty and checking out my wet girly butt.

As I turned around to face the wall behind me, I let my eyes wander over the left divider and saw that all three had very visible erections. And, because they were facing each other, their cocks pointed towards the middle of their circle.

When I turned my head slightly to the other side, I could make out the two other guys jerking each other off with soapy hands.

“There’s nothing gay about a handjob between homies!” Said one of them, unprompted, as he caught me looking at them.

That was probably debatable, but they seemed to be the sort of macho dudes who still thought that ‒ as long as there was no penetration or kissing ‒ there definitely wasn’t anything wrong about getting jerked off by another dude and returning the favour!

The whole situation was turning me on.

Part of me wanted to bend over and let them take turns fucking me, but I knew that wasn’t going to happen as none of them would want to be labeled as a “f****t” ‒ and I frankly didn’t feel like getting punched by a gaggle of bro’s with their fragile sexuality.

Instead, I decided to bend over so I could wash my feet, which would give all the guys a good view of my hole. I even heard the seven other guys not showering approach my cubicle so they could peer over the so-called door.

I took my time with it, making sure to wash thoroughly between each toe.

When I finished, I turned around to see that they had opened my door and were standing there, bunched up together, jerking each other off as they watched my “show” ‒ the other five still looking over my divider. I pretended not to notice as if I was all alone, and kept suggestively rubbing my hands against my body.

The only sounds were that of the falling water, heavy breathing, and masturbation.

I knew they wouldn’t last much longer (plus I couldn’t get any cleaner), so I decided to focus on the last area: my hole.

Without looking up at them, I got down on my knees, spread my legs apart, and shoved my hand under my caged clitty, inserting two shower-gel covered fingers into my pussy as my other hand started playing with my balls.

I made sure to give myself a good “clean up” inside, moving my fingers around, poking my p-spot, and pumping in and out, resulting in moans of pleasure leaving my open mouth.

Suddenly I noticed two sets of feet shuffling their way into my cubicle, and I knew what I was expected to do:

With my eyes closed, I lifted my head and presented my open mouth, tongue sticking out, all the while water was showering down my back.

A few seconds later, an even warmer liquid splashed against my nose, dripping slowly onto my tongue, followed by the feeling of a cock being wiped on my cheeks.

I kept finger fucking myself as I sensed one person leave for another to take his place.

One by one, each guy blasted me with their cum ‒ sometimes onto my hair, other times onto my eyes, nose, lips, tongue, and chest. Some would leave immediately after their orgasm, others would wipe their spent tools on my face; one of them even placed his dick on my tongue and slid it forward, pushing the cream that had accumulated into my mouth, and with the tip just past my lips, he shot his load in with the others.

As a “thank you”, I wrapped my lips around his head and swallowed his and several other guys’ jizz.

I could even tell that some of the guys were still being jerked off by others as they came onto my body.

It took a few minutes before I sensed that everyone had left, the other shower head being shut off as I remained there, still on my knees and fingering myself as cream covered my body.

I felt like I was close to reaching an orgasm, but sadly my hand was cramping badly and I decided to stop before causing more pain.

Carefully, I wiped my eyes with my fingers and sucked them clean.

Now able to see, I stood up and made sure I was indeed alone. I could feel that my face was still glistening in man-juice, so a cleanup would be necessary.

Just before I placed my head under the running water, I saw two other guys walk in the shower area. They froze for a brief second when they noticed me, showering with my door wide open, but continued walking to cubicles on opposite ends, all the while looking at me from the corner of their eyes. I knew that they knew what I was covered in!

I had spent a good half an hour in the showers at this point, so I did my best to get all the sticky goo out of my hair and face and clean myself up again.

After turning the water off, I grabbed my towel from the door and dried myself up as best I could. I considered leaving with it around my hips, but I knew that a real girl would be covering her tits as well as her ass.

Wrapping the towel under my arms, I realised it was still a little too short and would expose 1/3 of my butt. “Fuck it”, I thought to myself, and decided to just go with it.

As I walked towards the changing room with my back to the showers, I decided to tease the two other guys and let my towel unravel, falling to the ground. I slowly bent over at the hips to pick it up, giving them a full view of my pussy, and slowly re-wrapping it around my body. I loved being such a tease!

Once I opened my locker, I realised I had forgotten to get clean clothes to change into. “Fuck this too”, I thought to myself, and walked to my dorm wearing only my towel as I held my dirty clothes in one hand and my shower stuff in the other.

A few heads turned or made double takes as I passed by, but I kept my head held high and continued to walk with a sway in my hips.

The moment I arrived at my dorm I remembered about Sarah’s deal, and kicked myself for not having recorded anything that just happened ‒ it would have put me well over the 5 guys I had to suck off to get some free time from my clitty cage!

Then again, who brings a phone to the showers? Guess I’ll just have to keep on hunting!


10 - Getting Examined

Sitting on his bed with his headphones on, Frank looked up from his textbook as I walked into the room. He immediately pulled a puzzled look and put down the book and removed his headphones.

“Forgot to take a fresh change of clothes, huh?” He asked with a smile.

“Yep!” I answered back, returning the smile.

“Happens to everyone!”

We both had a chuckle.

“Mind if I get dressed here?”

“Sure! Do you need me to leave?” Frank asked as he placed his book on the bed and started getting up.

“No, no, no! Like I said: we just have to get used to seeing each other naked if we’re sharing a room!”

As he relaxed back onto his bed, I turned away from him to place my clothes and shower stuff on the floor at the far end of my own bed. Even though I crouched keeping my knees together, I felt the towel ride up my butt, exposing my cage from behind.

I quickly got up and turned around to catch Frank staring at me. As our eyes met, we smiled at each other ‒ yet both seemed to be a bit embarrassed.

As I walked to my closet, I adjusted the towel as well as it could be adjusted. I started picking a few clothes and made my way back to my bed, placing them there.

Standing with Frank to my side, I undid the towel and let it drop to the floor, picking up a pair of white lace panties I had set aside.

I could feel Frank staring at me again.

“Hey, Chloe…”

“Yeah?” I turned to him, panties in hand.

“I’ve never met a… girl… like you before. I hope you don’t mind me saying this ‒ and I hope I don’t sound like a creep, because it is just curiosity, nothing else!” He began to stammer as his palms unconsciously moved towards his lap.

“You’re curious about something? Do you have questions?” I asked with a smile.

He nodded.

“Well then, out with it! I’m more than happy to talk about this kind of stuff! I’ve had the shyness fucked out of me already!”

We both shared a laugh ‒ even I wasn’t expecting my own candour!

“I’m just wondering, how does it feel to have your… uh… you know… uh… how does it feel to wear that… cage?”

I could tell he had never explored anything about sissies, seeing as he didn’t even know what to call my dicklet ‒ to be fair to him, I don’t think even I knew what the proper term was, just what I called it!

“Well, it’s a mixture of excitement… and pain! I don’t know how to explain, but it just makes me feel more feminine in a way!”

“So it’s painful?”

“It can be, especially when I’m aroused. It’s a small cage, so when I get that way, it’s like a hand holding it tight and not letting me get fully… uh…” now it was my time to stammer.

“Erect?” Frank suggested.

“Yeah! It hurts then, but in a good way!”

“And how do you… you know… ‘relieve’ yourself?”

“Well, either my Mistress ‒ who has the key to this lock ‒ allows me to remove it and I do it ‘the traditional way’, or I have to content myself with…uh…”

“Prostate stimulation?” He suggested again.

“Yeah!” I was a bit surprised; wouldn’t have pegged him for a guy who knows what that means!

This whole conversation was starting to turn me on again; being naked in front of a guy as he openly asks about your private parts was bringing out the exhibitionist in me!

“And is it heavy? It looks like plastic…” Frank asked, bowing forward slightly and squinting his eyes, looking intently at my pink cage.

I placed my free hand under my balls and propped up the plastic ring around the base and jiggling it up and down:

“It doesn’t feel too heavy, despite the metal padlock. And yeah, it’s made of plastic!”

“But how does it…” he began asking, stopping midway to shuffle closer to me on the bed and turning his head sideways to try and get a better view.

Wanting to help him see better, I took a step forward so that I was standing directly in front of him, my crotch at the same level as his head and just inches away.

With a puzzled look on his face and clearly lost in thought, he extended his arm and wrapped his fingers around the plastic ring at the base, lifting it up slightly and slowly rotating it, completely unaware that he was now playing with my private parts!

Frank was looking at it with such intensity, trying to work out how all the pieces fit together, he didn’t even realise he was now cupping my balls so he could get a better view around the cage. My clitty had now expanded as much as it possibly could within the confines of the object of his curiosity!

“Wow! As an engineering student, this is fascinating! It all just… clips together and stays in place, no matter what I do!” Frank was basically talking to himself at this point, as I was trying my hardest to… well, to not be hard!

Yet Frank was now using both hands; tapping the shaft, carefully tugging the whole cage, trying to poke his finger through the hole at the tip (and consequently, pressing up against the head of my dick), and gently but barely rubbing my balls ‒ which I figure he was doing unconsciously.

His face was so close to my cage, I could feel the warmth of his breath on my clitty! My brain was thinking I was about to receive a blowjob, yet that would’ve been impossible while wearing a chastity device!

Suddenly, I felt myself beginning to leak precum.

Before I could pull away from his grip, the blob of clear ooze dripped from my painfully erect cock, through the slit in my cage, and straight onto the palm toying with my balls.

This broke him out of his concentrated analysis of my contraption as he stopped what he was doing and looked down at his palm.

“S… sorry!” I mumbled, ashamed and slightly afraid he’d be offended by my juices.

“Happens to the best of us!” Frank said, looking up at me with a smile.

Unexpectedly, he brought up his hand to his face, looked at the tiny pool of transparent goo, and without a second thought licked his palm clean. He raised his eyebrows and gave a little smile, surprised that it didn’t taste bad at all.

“Thanks for answering my questions!” He said as he let go of my cage and readjusted himself on the bed. “Hope you didn’t mind! I just find it very fascinating!”

“Yeah… uh… no problem at all! Glad to help!” I returned his smile.

As he turned his attention back to his studies, I bent over to put the lace panties on and couldn’t help but notice the very obvious bulge in Franks’ pants.

I finished up putting my nighty on, stealing glances of his engorged crotch as he in turn tried to hide it with his book. I was still a bit horny from the showers earlier, but I didn’t want to risk anything with a person I would have to spend the next year in close quarters with.

While he was distracted, I fished out my plug from my bag and connected it to a charger, hiding it under my pillow. With him there, I knew there would be no relief for me tonight, so I wished him a good night and got into bed.

Sleep didn’t take long to hit me. 


11 - Against the Window

My dreams were filled with scenes of Sarah coming to my dorm completely naked, unlocking my cage, getting on her knees, and sucking me off until I was as hard as rock. Then she would begin to beg me to fuck her from behind. I would finally cum inside her, a feeling that was beyond magical! With her cunt still dripping, she’d turn around and start sucking me again, instantly getting me hard. I would then ejaculate months worth of jizz onto her face and body, covering her as if she’d been bukkake’d by 20 men.

This time, she’d get on top of me and would ride me as my own cream dripped from her body onto mine until I could feel more of my seed shooting up into her pussy.

I woke up with a tightness in my crotch, as if I had been hard all night!

Shoving a hand down my nighty shorts, I felt my panties soaking wet with precum.

I was so fucking horny, yet when I turned around in bed, I realised I wasn't alone. Gazing at my phone I saw it was time to get up for class. Guess getting some relief would have to wait until later!

After getting up, I took off my nighties and drenched panties, deciding to remain naked seeing as Frank was still fast asleep. I considered licking the wet fabric to taste my leaked juices, but knew I was in a time crunch and didn’t want to get even hornier just yet.

I walked to my closet and started picking up the clothes for the day.

It was going to be reasonably warm weather, but it would cool down by the end of the day. So I decided to go with thigh high black stockings which would be kept up by a black lace garter belt. Over it, I’d wear my white pleated skirt that would be just long enough to cover the clasps on the stockings. Below all of it, I chose a black satin g-string that would keep my cage from bouncing (the back strap would also keep my plug in place).

To keep my colours coordinated, I went with a black filled bra to give me some chest padding, and a grey shoulder strap tank top.

Before putting on my black peep toe pump heels, I walked to my bed to grab the now fully charged butt plug. I looked again at Frank and he hadn’t moved an inch, so I grabbed a bottle of lube from my dresser drawer, turned the plug on so it would go online, coated it with a generous amount of gel, got on my knees and placed my chin on the bed with my ass pointed towards the sleeping beauty.

Pulling the g-string to the side, I pressed the plug against my little hole and slowly pushed it in. As soon as the wider head passed my ring, my body sucked the remaining part until it reached the base, sending a shiver up my spine.

I remained in that position for a few moments until my body got used to the feeling, then stood up and started applying my makeup, just like Mistress had taught me.

Stealing a glance at my phone, I realised that I had taken much longer to get ready than expected and was now running late. I grabbed my stuff and ran out the door, being careful not to let it slam on my way out.



Sarah had woken up much later, and the only reason I knew that was because my plug only came to life halfway through the second class of the day; until then I had successfully kept my mind focused on learning, despite noticing the heads turning as I walked to my classrooms. I didn’t take into account that walking would move my skirt enough to show the straps of my garter belt, but I would have no time to change today.

Thankfully Sarah kept the vibration strength at a minimum, yet it still kept stopping and reactivating at random times.

The day had been rather uneventful ‒ at one point I had gone to the bathroom (the ladies one this time) and got complimented on my makeup by a random girl, which made me blush.

During my last class of the day, my phone pinged with a notification of a message from Frank:

“Hey Chloe; just to let you know, I saw and recognised the signal on the door. I’ll be heading to the bar with a few friends and will be back much later, so don’t worry about me barging in!”

The text puzzled me; what signal? Why would it be a problem if he came back to our dorm?

As I was about to ask for more information, the class ended and I simply responded with a thumbs up emoji as I packed my stuff away. I figure I’d ask him later what he was on about.

I walked out towards the student accommodations and immediately felt the cool wind blowing up my skirt, lifting it up and exposing my panties. Thankfully I was quick enough to use my free hand to hold it down ‒ I didn’t want to look around to see if anyone had caught a glimpse, rather chose to just kept walking.

Once I reached my dorm, I noticed a sock hung over the handle of the door. It puzzled me why it was there, and I wouldn’t learn until much later that it was a universal sign of “do not disturb” for student rooms. Lacking that knowledge at the moment, I simply used my key card to enter.

It took me a second or two before noticing the man laying on my bed.

“Sam??” I asked in a high pitched, surprised voice. “What…?”

Sam was my neighbour Mr. Torpey's work colleague, and the last time I had seen him was when he fucked me outside my home after I had served as a prize for him and his friends following a poker game.

He was a middle aged man with dark hair and a well kept short beard, about 6 feet tal,l and was lying on my bed wearing dark navy suit pants and socks, a baby blue long sleeved button up shirt, and a black belt.

He smiled as he got up.

“Hello Chloe! I’m glad you still remember me!” Sam took two steps forward as I remained frozen in place, mouth wide open in surprise.

“What are you doing here? How did you‒” I began to ask, but was interrupted.

“I talked to my colleague ‒ your neighbour ‒ Alex, yesterday. He mentioned you were at college and showed me the messages you had been exchanging. As he couldn’t make it up here, I thought I would come and surprise you instead. Looks like I’ve been successful at that!”

Part of me was still horny from a whole day of gentle butt plug teasing, but I didn’t want to seem too eager to give in. I knew that Sam could help me kick off my quota of sucking 5 men so I could fuck Sarah on Sunday, but I also knew he probably wouldn’t want me to just suck him off.

I had to get him extra worked up so that he wouldn’t last long, and I knew the one thing he really enjoyed: a struggling, unwilling, and frightened cum dump!

“No, Sam! You have to leave!” I ordered, worried for a moment that my voice was being too authoritative and that he wouldn’t get that I was playing his favourite game.

“Now, now!” He said with a naughty smile. “I know you’re gonna enjoy this, so why not let your new daddy take care of you, princess?”

As he took a step towards me, I took a step back towards the door.

“If you do anything, I’ll scream!” I said in my best “damsel in distress” voice without letting it sound too fake.

“I sincerely doubt you will! Wanna see?”

Sam leapt forward as I dropped my bag and books on the floor (holding only onto my phone), quickly turning towards the door and lunging for the handle. I barely managed to turn the handle before Sam slammed into me, the right hand above my head and the left beside my hips, both of them holding the door shut.

I acted like I was trying to turn the handle and pull the door open, but even if I actually tried, Sam was much stronger than me and would've kept it shut.

As I pretended to squirm, my body jiggled and he pressed himself harder into me. I could feel his crotch poking my butt as he began getting stiff with excitement.

The hand closest to my waist moved from the door onto my belly as his face got closer to the side of mine.

“Come on, my little princess! You don’t want to have had your daddy drive all the way here and not let him use you, do you?” He whispered into my ear as he began caressing my midriff.

Slowly, his hand arrived at my side and started going down my thigh until it reached my stocking. I had stopped thrashing about and let him rub his hardening tool against my ass. The hand then moved to the inside of my thigh and started going up and under my skirt, making its way towards my caged clitty.

“Please… no, daddy…” I stammered nervously as I slowly began grinding my ass against him.

“Daddy can feel you’re just as horny! Look at this!” He growled as his hand cupped my chastity, feeling the distinct ooze of my leaking precum. “You’re nothing but a cock-hungry whore, aren’t you?”

“No daddy! Please stop!” I fake pleaded again.

With his other hand, he brushed my hair aside to gain access to my neck so he could lick it. I let out a tiny moan of pleasure.

“See? Nothing but a man-pleasing sissy!” He whispered.

“I thought I was your princess, daddy!”

“Real princesses don’t get hard in their sissy cages when a man is pressed up against them!” Sam growled.

He moved his left hand from my cage to my behind, going straight in between my ass cheeks. He found the plug placed there and tapped in twice, as if to say “See? Told you you’re nothing but a bitch in heat!”

His other hand made its way behind me, where it lifted my skirt to expose my butt. The hand in between my cheeks grabbed onto the base of the butt plug and he began slowly pulling at it. I naturally shoved my ass back to keep it in, which left me pretty much bent over while my hands remained on the door.

Sam continued to pull on the plug until it finally popped out. The sudden feeling of being empty immediately made my knees buckle a bit.

That motion made Sam lose his grip, and I quickly decided to extend the play a bit further;

I allowed myself to nearly fall to the floor, destabilising Sam enough to require him to hold on to the door so as to not fall over me.

I managed to get away from under him and took two steps towards my bed. Ahead of me were the two desks and a window to the outside, and behind me, the door ‒ which was being blocked by Sam who recovered fast.

I made a run towards the space in between the desks, thinking I could pretend that I was about to call for help, but in no time Sam was behind me again placing one hand over my belly and another over my mouth, pushing me into the glass of the window. As I held out my arms to press against the pane, my phone dropped to the floor.

At this point I realised that the curtains were drawn back; which meant that anyone in the courtyard could potentially see what was going on as the room was lit. We could be exposing ourselves to hundreds of students below!

“Mmmpfh!” I tried mumbling through his hand to catch his attention; the last thing I wanted was to get the attention of a security guard who might think I was actually being forced!

“Shut the fuck up, bitch!” Sam growled in my ear with such authority that I felt my dicklet twitch!

I decided to obey, hoping he’d remove his hand from my mouth.

Yet he kept it there as his other hand let go of me.

I heard the distinct sound of a zipper being pulled down, followed by the feeling of an erect cock pressing up against my butt.

His hand moved under my skirt and up to my g-string, pulling it down to my thighs in one easy motion. Thankfully I had learnt from Sarah that a girl puts her panties over the garter, never under ‒ that way, she won’t have to undo the buckles holding onto her stockings! He then grabbed my knee and pulled it so my legs would open, my pump heels helping to keep my butt standing out.

Sam rustled behind me, probably spitting onto his hand and then rubbing his dick, getting it nice and wet before lifting up my skirt and pressing the head up against my hole.

“Nnnmmmph!” I mumbled, trying to fake a protest against him entering me.

And it worked like a charm, as within seconds he was penetrating me deep!

Once his balls pressed up against my butt, he kept his tool there and started thrusting shallowly. I couldn’t help but moan in pleasure!

His motion slowly picked up speed and the insertions became deeper, my body pressing up against the window with each pump!

I was enjoying it so much that I didn’t even notice him removing a hand from my mouth until I felt my tank top being pulled over my head, and then unclasping my bra and letting it fall to the floor. I allowed the upper half of my body to rest against the window ‒ now anyone watching from outside would certainly know I was enjoying getting fucked in full view of the campus!

Sam was really picking up speed, and his breathing was becoming more laboured ‒ the fact that he remained fully clothed probably wasn’t helping, but he was far too into it to bother stopping.

“Please daddy, don’t cum in my pussy!” I pleaded while moaning.

I could feel my cage flailing back and forth under my skirt, which made my arousal levels increase further.

He placed both hands around my neck and held tight, being careful not to actually choke me but still putting enough pressure to show he could.

“Shut up, slut, and take daddy’s cock like the whore you are!”

With my face pressed against the window, I could see a few people standing in the courtyard, looking up and pointing in my direction ‒ some even had their faces covered by what seemed to be mobile phones.

Shit! I could only hope that their cameras weren’t good enough to capture my face. Last thing I needed was to become known as the college slut!

Sam was now at full speed, slamming his cock until his balls slapped against my body. It seemed like he had no intention of taking longer than he wanted to, which meant I probably wouldn’t get any relief from having my prostate pounded.

I remembered how I needed to record myself sucking off 5 guys for Sarah, and decided to change my tone:

“Please daddy, can you feed me your cum? Can I have your delicious syrup down my throat?” I asked in my best horny sissy voice.

The request was enough to push him over the edge; I had barely finished my sentence before he pulled out, grabbed my hair, and directed me to get on my knees facing him.

I quickly felt around for my phone without breaking eye contact with his cock and activated the camera by swiping left and pressing the volume button. I could only hope I was in frame!

With my mouth open and looking up at him, Sam kept eye contact as he wrapped his hand around the shaft and pumped for a few seconds before the first long shot of jizz exploded directly onto my tongue.

He continued jerking himself off until nothing more came out and my mouth was well coated. And when he let go of his shaft I wrapped my lips around it to give his cock one final cleanup.

With that done, I decided to give him a last image and showed him how much I had collected and ‒ without breaking eye contact ‒ swallowed his load.

“Very good sissy!” He smiled as he zipped up his pants. “Glad I can turn up at any time and have you service me like the little whore you are!”

For a moment I thought about correcting him and letting him know that this was a one-off, and he should not try and surprise me again like this, but my knees were still weak from the pounding and I wanted to put my clothes back on and close the curtain before standing up.

I waited as he left my room without another word and then proceeded to check the video I had taken. It was a bit shaky, but it was very obvious I was sucking a cock and swallowing the reward!

One cock down, four more to go!


Epilogue

After making sure the curtains were drawn (and even taking a peek outside to see if anyone was still watching), I got rid of the rest of my clothes and put on my satin pyjamas ‒ two very loose and short pieces of baby pink clothing (a top and shorts) that, depending on my position while lying, would either expose part of my butt, or leave my cage dangling outside the fabric.

With four more days until Sarah's arrival on Sunday, I knew I had to step up my game so that I would finally have my clitty cage unlocked! But most importantly of all: I would finally ‒ after several weeks of sissification ‒ be allowed to fuck my best friend and Mistress!

Being freed of my cage would only be the first step in un-sissifying myself; I still would need to convince the vice dean to allow me to go back to wearing boy's clothes. I had a suspicion that Sarah wouldn't help me with that, but right now there was nothing I could do nor plan for ‒ right now, I had to focus on sucking off four more guys!

Tomorrow was Thursday, which meant that the Kappa Omega Pi party would be in two days. If I don't get lucky tomorrow, at least Friday showed potential! I just would have to make sure to be extra slutty!

And while I had still been horny after getting fucked by Sam, I also had no energy left to try and get myself off. Plus I had no idea what time Frank would come back and didn’t want to get caught mid-play. So I instead opted for getting some sleep.

It took a while, but soon enough I was dreaming of being out of my cage and fucking Sarah’s gorgeous ass from behind!

The next few days were going to be quite an adventure!

The adventures of Chloe will continue. Please make sure to leave a review on Amazon Kindle as it helps me know people are enjoying this series, making me want to write more! And check out my website at www.trickedsissy.com for my other books at a special discount!


Books In This Series

Tricked Sissy

When 18 year old Connor gets caught by his best friend Sarah wearing her bikini, she is oddly turned on and promises to have sex with him - but instead, Connor tricked into feminizing himself to the point where he becomes a submissive sissy - henceforth known as Chloe.

Sarah teases Chloe constantly, forcing her to obey in order to achieve gratification, even if it means she must start dressing up and acting like a girl, or even satisfy other men.

Follow Chloe from her first anal experience to being used by multiple men (and loving it!) in the "Tricked Sissy" series! 

Tricked Sissy - How Chloe Got Feminized

When Sarah catches her friend Connor trying on her red bikini in secret, she knows it’s her job to bring out the sissy in him. In this story of feminisation, we follow Connor as he slowly turns into Chloe - a slutty, sex-craving sissy. From her first time with a real man, to the time she gets gang banged in a public park at night, Chloe will do anything to please Mistress Sarah so she (hopefully) will one day have sex with him. 

Tricked Sissy 2 - Summer of Feminization 

From her first visit to an adult store where she services men for hours, to a known home intruder having his way with her, to a game of poker where Chloe is the main prize, Chloe will do anything to please Mistress Sarah so she (hopefully) will one day have sex with her.

Tricked Sissy 3 -  Used at the BDSM Party

Under the promise of finally being able to fuck Sarah, Chloe agrees to attend a BDSM party after some training. Believing it will be easy to behave in order to reach her final goal, Chloe will soon find herself tied up and used - much to her own delight.
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