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1 - Drunken Sailor

Sam had left after fucking me against my dorm window that night. I was worried people outside had managed to recognise me and were now branding me as the college fucktoy, but I had to put that out of my mind for now: I had managed to accomplish only one fifth of my task!

My Mistress Sarah was going to visit me on Sunday, and she had tasked me with having sex with five different guys and getting video proof of the act until then. If I were to be successful, not only would she permanently unlock my pink cock cage, freeing me from being her sissy, I would also get to finally - after years of thirsting - fuck her anyway I wanted. It would be a dream come true!

The only downside is that it was Wednesday night already and I had (realistically) only three days to get it done before Sunday morning.

What I needed right now was some sleep. After making sure the curtains were drawn, 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.

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!

My beautiful dream was interrupted by the sound of the door opening and then closing. I was facing away from the room but could still tell it was Frank stumbling in.

He mumbled something to himself about “too hot for clothes” while I heard the sound of jostling fabric.

“Heyyyy Tara… baby… I’m back!” Frank slurred in a whispered tone. He sounded drunk!

“Mmm… make space, baby…” he whispered again.

At that moment, I felt my sheet move and the mattress sink as Frank lay on my bed.

“Uhhh, Frank?” I decided to intervene without turning around.

“Shhhh, go back to sleep baby!” He whispered into my ear from behind as his arm came around me from under the cover and landed on my tummy.

“Uhhh, Frank, this isn’t your bed!” I said, feeling more awake after this intrusion.

“Shush now, Tara. I’m sleepy. I’m gonna sleep!” He answered back in an increasingly annoyed tone, clearly not aware of what was going on.

I wanted to tell him I was not this Tara he was on about, but at the same time I didn’t know if he was one of those people who get violent when drunk. I don’t know how he’d feel if he realised he was in bed with a sissy, so I decided to just shut up and let him sleep. What's the worst that could happen anyway?

Just as that thought crossed my mind, Frank pulled my body towards him until the back of my head was pressed against his neck and my butt was snug against his crotch, spooning me, his alcohol-soaked breath reaching my nostrils. I could feel the warmth of his naked body on my back.

I was going to try and move away, but the risk of him waking up was too high. Surely he would settle down soon and fall asleep?

Nope!

Instead, Frank slowly began grinding his hips against my backside. At first, it was very slow and almost felt like he was just adjusting himself to find a comfortable position, but he kept going, getting more intense and pushing his crotch further into me.

I could feel the growing mass against my flimsy pyjama bottoms as it continued to harden, until the shaft was rubbing between my butt cheeks! And the grinding continued until he was essentially dry humping me.

“Frank! I don’t think-“ I began to protest, not wanting to let this get out of hand.

“Shut the fuck up, Tara! You know you want it!” He growled, slightly awake but still not fully aware of the situation.

‘Ok, there’s no way around this’ I thought to myself. I decided I would just let him do whatever he wanted, and enjoy whatever happened!

Frank continued to grind his erection against me until I felt the unmistakable wetness of precum on my butt. He moved his hips around a bit more until his cock was poking through the leg hole on my pyjama and rubbing directly against my crack.

Wanting to help, I spat on my hand and reached around to coat his member, as well as give it a few strokes to prepare it.

Holding his manhood, I guided the head through the leg hole and towards my pussy, allowing him to press up against my pussy.

“Oh Tara! You’re so tight, baby! I’ve been dreaming about this for a long time!” Frank whispered into my ear.

With one hand on my hips, he began pushing his own hips forward as he held my body in place. In my ongoing quest of being a helpful roommate, I started pushing my ass back into him. The tip of his 6.5 inch, reasonably girth-y cock, was slowly expanding my ring as it gently entered me. We were both taking it very slow, which only increased the expectation!

I moaned in pleasure as the uncut head finally popped through.

Fuck, this felt so good!

He continued pushing until he was about halfway in, then pulling out far enough while still not removing the tip.

Still holding onto my hips to keep me in place, Frank started entering me again, this time not stopping until his balls were pressing up against my shorts; I felt a bit annoyed that I hadn’t removed them when I had the chance, but it was too late as he would have to pull out entirely.

Frank was pounding me slowly, clearly getting more pleasure from it than I was, but if I learnt anything from being a sissy was that it was all about the male’s pleasure, not mine!

“I love fucking you, Tara!” He mumbled again, clearly still in a dream state.

“Do you want to fuck Chloe’s tight pussy instead?” I whispered in a suggestion, hoping to insert myself into his dream.

“Hmm?”

“Fuck Chloe instead! She’ll take you anytime, anywhere. And she’ll give you so much more pleasure!”

“Mmm… yes… Chloe…” Frank finally agreed amongst his moans.

“Yes! Make Chloe your bitch! Make Chloe your personal whore!” I whispered back as I felt him penetrating me with a bit more gusto.

“Fuck yes, Chloe…take my cock!”

Frank seemed to really like the idea of fucking me, which would be handy to get some relief during my time at college!

I didn’t want to risk him waking up just yet, so I resorted to simply moaning in pleasure in the hopes that I successfully implanted the idea in his subconscious of using me in the near future.

His pumping seemed to slow down after a while - Frank was probably falling back asleep. I knew I wasn’t going to get my needed relief tonight, and for a moment thought about just letting him go back into snooze land.

Remembering Sarah’s task, an idea came to mind: once Frank came to a near stop, I would pull out, grab my phone, and record myself finishing him off in my mouth!

I moved forward until his member popped out, grabbed my phone and turned around to face him. Frank’s eyes were shut and he had a smile on his face. I smiled back.

Shifting under the covers, I placed my head levelled with his stiff dick and began recording. Thankfully the duvet blocked the light from my phone, which would hopefully be enough to keep Frank asleep. With my free hand, I guided his erection towards my open mouth.

I gave the head a gentle lick, partially to see how he’d react, partially to find out what my own pussy tasted like - it wasn’t bad at all!

Satisfied with both outcomes, I slid my mouth further down his member and began licking and sucking on him, while gently masturbating the shaft. I did my best to remain as delicate as possible and not move too much.

I could hear him moaning in pleasure, and although he was still on his side (which made recording and jerking him rather difficult, but not impossible) I knew that this position would be ideal to clean him off.

Frank started gently moving his hips back and forth, which made me increase my speed slightly. The mixed taste of my juices covering his cock and his precum worked so well, I could feel my own dicklet leaking at his feet!

Within a few more strokes, I felt his member twitching and his body tensing - signalling the arrival of his load! I kept a consistent jerk-and-suck combo as he started to cum straight into my mouth, filling me with his warm cream!

Frank spurted a few times, and I only stopped when I felt his body suddenly relax. The moment that happened, I slid my lips off him in a way they would clean him up as he exited my mouth.

I parted my lips a bit so I could show the camera that he had indeed jizzed, which resulted in a blob leaking from the corner of my mouth. I quickly sucked it back and swallowed, proceeding to show the camera that my mouth was now empty.

After stopping the recording, I climbed back up onto my pillow and made sure Frank was still asleep. I turned around to face the wall when I suddenly felt him grab my hips and pull me into a spooning position. What surprised me was that he was still hard, as he poked me through the shorts!

Despite feeling quite sleepy, I wanted to try one final thing;

Pulling down the back of my nighty shorts just over the bum, I then reached around and guided his dick to press up against my hole. The warmth of my butt must’ve kicked off his instinct, as he was now forcing himself past my ring (which was made easier from his saliva-coated dick) until he was comfortably deep inside!

He remained still, his body pressed against my back. I felt his arm move up towards my chest, holding me in a sweet embrace.

I smiled, satisfied and happy to be held so sweetly while having a cock inside me!

Within moments, we were both fast asleep.



The sun hadn’t even come up yet when I first awoke - or rather, was awoken. At first I was confused: was my alarm vibrating the whole bed? But it couldn’t be, as there was no way it would be shaking my whole body!

It took a few seconds for my senses to kick in.

The first thing I noticed was that I was feeling incredibly horny; my little clit was engorged as much as it could, pressed up against my cage.

The next thing I noticed was that I was lying on my stomach, my face pressed against my pillow, my hands crossed behind my back, my body feeling much heavier than it usually did.

And finally, I noticed the feeling of my prostate being rubbed, followed by the realisation that I was being fucked from behind!

“Oh fuck Chloe, you’re so tight! You feel so good!” A coarse voice whispered as I felt a cock entering me.

It seemed like Frank had woken up at some stage. Once he realised he was naked in my bed, my butt was exposed, and that we were cuddling, he must’ve felt turned on and in dire need of relief!

Somehow he had rolled me over, pulled off the covers, bundled them up, placed them under my crotch, and straddled my legs. With my ass propped up, he then probably used his own saliva to lube me up and let his cock slide in my back passage.

In my sleepy state, he thought I might try and wiggle myself free, so he placed my arms around my back and held them there with one hand as the other was placed on the bed for better leverage. His knees were planted on either side of me, forcing my legs together and consequently making my hole tighter.

Being half awake and enjoying the early morning fuck, I knew he could let go of me and I’d still remain there - but as he thought I was asleep, I wanted to let him do whatever he wanted while pretending to not be aware of it!

Realistically, that would be quite hard to do as his body was pumping eagerly into mine - definitely with more force than he had applied last night! Anyone truly asleep would certainly wake up with what he was doing, but I was willing to play into his charade. At least he was calling me by name, which meant he was truly enjoying me!

I decided to remain still and keep my eyes shut, taking in the rather fierce pounding he was giving me. With my cage rubbing against the mattress and his dick poking my p-spot, I knew there was a chance I’d be able to reach an orgasm too!

It was funny how the tables had turned: while last night I was taking advantage of him, he was now taking advantage of me! That was such a massive turn on!

Frank let my arms go and sat up straight, placing both hands on my butt to pull my cheeks apart and giving him an extra inch of depth to enter. I wanted to cum so bad! Yet he slowed down, trying to enjoy every last second of feeling my insides tightly around his cock as his balls began contracting, getting ready to explode.

With one last slow pump, Frank pressed himself down on me and remained there, the full shaft going in as far as it could, his balls now pressing against my butt. I could feel his manhood twitching and the warm feeling of his jizz filling me up!

“Uuungh! Fuck yes, Chloe! Be a good slut and take my cum!” Frank groaned, trying desperately to keep it quiet.

Being degraded like that felt so good, so I used my experience to milk his cock the muscles in my ass, making sure to squeeze every last drop. I even tried grinding my crotch on the mattress to give that extra movement and hopefully get myself closer.

I don’t know how he thought I was still asleep, but I didn’t want to break that spell!

After catching his breath (while still inside me), Frank finally whispered:

“Chloe? Are you awake?”

Sure I wanted to have an orgasm too, and what better way than doing so with a nice cock rubbing my prostate? I wanted to tell him “yes, Frank! I’m awake! Can you please help me cum too?” Yet I didn’t want to break this fantasy, so my eyes remained shut and I didn’t give any indication of being conscious. 

“Chloe?” He whispered again, this time giving me a gentle shake.

For a moment, I thought he hoped I was indeed awake and wanted to come clean, but as he began getting off me, I heard him mutter something about ‘thank fuck for heavy sleepers!’ to himself.

The moment his dick popped out of my pussy, I felt his seed beginning to drip from my hole. He must’ve noticed it too, yet he didn’t do anything to clean me up! Instead, Frank pulled up my nighty shorts and even pressed the fabric into my butt!

Frank then lifted me gently by the hips so he could remove the bundled sheets that had been placed under my crotch for better leverage. And after unravelling the bedding, he lay it on me.

I felt a very wet patch just above my lower back and chalked it up to my own leakage earlier.

I heard him tussle around the room, probably getting dressed and ready for his classes. All the while I kept my eyes shut and pretended to sleep.

Unfortunately I was doing such a good job at pretending, that I eventually fell asleep for real, and never even heard Frank leave.


2 - Wrong Clothes

The dream I was having was of me, naked, without my cock cage, pinning my best friend and Mistress, Sarah, from behind against the window of my dorm - much like how I had been fucked against it just hours ago. In that dream, all the waiting, all the humiliation, all the butt sex and swallowing the cum of other men, had been worth it! Her soft butt pressed against my smooth crotch, her moans of ecstasy filling the room… I was finally fucking Sarah just how she promised all that time ago!

I was about to bust the biggest nut of my life, filling her up so much that my cum would be coming out of her mouth - when I suddenly jolted awake, instantly realising I was incredibly late for class!

With no time to think, I jumped out of bed while slipping out of my nighties, and grabbed any clothes that were within reach, putting them on as I prepared my bag. I didn’t have time to insert my plug, so I just chucked it in there.

As I ran towards my class, I looked at my phone to see a few missed messages from Sarah - messages that would have to wait till later - and realised I was already 15 minutes late!

Arriving at the entrance to the classroom, I took a second to compose myself and slowly opened the door so as to not call any attention to myself.

Unfortunately, the door to this room was at the front of the class. So when I stepped in, not only was I facing the entire room, but was also facing the teacher.

All eyes were on me.

“Miss Commins?” Asked the teacher, barely 3 feet from me.

“Yes, sir?”

“I believe I have a note from Mr. Salamanca regarding your dress code…”

For the first time since I got up, I looked down at myself: I was wearing an oversized black shirt with the logo of some band on it, a pair of jeans that were slightly baggy, and my own shoes.

Fuck! I was wearing Frank’s clothes! In my scramble, I must’ve grabbed them from his laundry pile without realising!

“Those are some very manly clothes - plus they’re way too big for you!” The teacher pointed out while I stood there, dumbstruck. “You’ll have to go see Mr. Salamanca if you wish to continue attending classes today!”

“I’ll just go back to my dorm…” I tried explaining, planning on getting changed into my own clothes so I wouldn’t have to bother the vice dean.

“Sorry, Miss Commins; he was very clear that if this were to happen, you are to go straight to his office. Will that be a problem or do I have to send someone to escort you like a child?”

Some people giggled at his condescending tone. I didn’t.

“I’ll go straight to Mr. Salamanca’s office.” I answered, dejected.



Mister Salamanca sat at his desk as I stood in front of him, hands behind my back and head bowed - partially in shame, partially because I felt slightly turned on by his dark smooth skin, strong jawline, clean shaven face and short peppered hair.

“Your mother gave me strict instructions on how you were allowed to dress, as to facilitate your transition, Miss Commins.” He said, hands resting on his desk, folded on top of each other.

I knew that “my mother” was in reality Sarah pretending to be her in order to force my feminisation even while at college. I could try and fix this issue by getting my real mother on the phone, but that would result in more embarrassment trying to explain it all.

Instead, I remained silent.

“Once again we will provide you with appropriate clothing for you to wear for the remainder of the day so you don’t miss any more classes by going back to your dorm to change.”

From under his desk, he pulled out a box marked “lost and found”, placed it on his lap, and began rummaging through it.

“Lucky for you, there are only two garments that would fit within the guidelines set by your mother. You can put these on now, please.”

He placed two items on his desk, which I promptly picked up only to be filled with dread; one of the pieces of clothing was a white crop top that seemed at least two sizes smaller than me, and the other one was just a black boyshort frilly panty! Surely he wasn’t expecting me to wear just this?

“Mister Salamanca, am I to wear just this? I don’t think it would be appropriate to walk around in panties…”

“It’s the only female clothes we have. I will write you a note authorising these clothes for today in case anyone says anything.” He said as he began writing on a branded paper. “You may change now. Quickly, please.”

“Sir, are you sure there aren’t any other–“ I began saying as I tried to lean over his desk to look into the box, but got interrupted halfway.

“These are the only female clothes.” Mr. Salamanca repeated. “Now change or you’ll risk being late for your next class. I don’t have all day, Miss Commins.”

He placed the box on the floor and pushed it aside with his foot, hiding the contents from view. I was certain there were other items of female clothing in there, and that he had intentionally picked the skimpiest outfit possible just to humiliate me!

I realised that while the boyshort panties would technically cover my genitals, it was laced - which meant people would definitely be able to see my pink cage through it. And by the size of it, I knew that almost the entirety of the bottom half of my ass would be exposed! There is no way in hell I would be walking around half naked!

“Sir, I beg you! Please–“

“Chloe, enough!” Mr. Salamanca interrupted me again, his voice stern and he fixed his eyes upon me with an angry expression. “Need I remind you that your mother signed a waiver allowing me to punish you however I see fit if you do not obey the rules set up by her, and by proxy, me?”

Fucking Sarah!

“I refuse–“ I began to say, trying to match his own tone but failing to do so in my feminine voice, which was trained to sound subservient and never confronting.

“That does it!”

Mister Salamanca pounded both fists on his table as he stood up, walking around to stand in front of me. With one hand, he grabbed the hem of my shirt and swiftly pulled it up, extending my arms upwards, until it covered my head. The moment I tried to finish taking it off, he grabbed my jeans at the waist with both hands and yanked it down to my ankles, taking the boxers I had mistakenly put on with it, leaving me completely exposed.

Once I got the shirt off, I attempted to put my hands in front of my caged clitty to preserve some modesty, but Mister Salamanca had other plans: grabbing both my wrist with his enormous hands, he pulled me sideways while sitting on one of the chairs in front of his desk.

Because the jeans were still around my legs, I couldn’t take the step sideways to hold my balance and instead fell over onto his lap.

He had got me exactly where he wanted: my crotch over his, and my naked butt on full display.

“If you’re going to act like a child, I will punish you like one!” He growled, letting my wrists go and placing his left hand on my lower back so I couldn’t get up.

Without warning, his right hand landed on my right buttock with a loud “smack!”

I yelped in pain and in surprise, while my body attempted to get me out of this position. Yet Mr. Salamanca applied more pressure on my lower back.

Smack! Another slap on my butt, this time a bit stronger than the previous one.

Instinctively I placed my open hands, palm up, over my butt in an effort to stop him.

“Please Mister Salamanca! I’m sorry! I’ll wear the clothes!” I pleaded, my voice beginning to crack.

“Hands off!” He snapped at me. “It’s too little, too late. You will put on those clothes once I’m finished punishing you! Now, remove your hands or I will add more slaps!”

I wanted to get it over with. Gingerly, I moved my hands to my chest, allowing him to continue my punishment.

His hand started coming down on me at a fixed tempo as I could feel my butt getting hotter and redder.

Initially, I only felt pain, but then I noticed something pressing up against my cage; was it an erection?? Was he getting turned on by this??

The slaps slowed down, and now he was rubbing my butt after each smack.

He didn’t say a word, but I could hear his heavy breathing. I knew he was enjoying this way too much!

To my surprise, I also began enjoying the feeling of having my butt slapped by his rugged hands while his cock pressed against me! In very little time, my yelps of pain were becoming moans of pleasure, which only fuelled him to continue alternating from smacks to rubs, each time his hand rubbing deeper down my crack and closer to my back pussy.

I could feel my own clitty pressing against its confines as I got harder.

But long before I could have an orgasm, Mister Salamanca suddenly stopped, his breathing now very audible as he attempted to get a grip of himself.

He then grabbed me by the hair and pulled back, forcing me onto my knees beside him. We both noticed a little string of precum dripping from my cage, and as if in sync, we both moved our eyes towards his lap.

A bulge was pushing against his jeans, revealing a very wet spot just over his crotch. My clitty must’ve leaked onto him!

“For fuck’s sake, Chloe! Look what you’ve done!” Mr. Salamanca exclaimed, standing up, turning towards me, and pointing at the damp blotch which was now at my eye level. “I’m going to have to wear your jeans now!”

I remained on my knees like a good sissy obeying her Master, watching with curiosity as he began loosening his belt, pulling down the zipper, and finally undoing the button. I also tried pulling my jeans off my ankles so he could wear them - I wasn’t quite sure they’d fit, but if they were baggy for a petite girl like myself, they might just work on him!

Initially he began pulling his jeans down, but as soon as it cleared his crotch he just let gravity take over as his pants fell down to his ankles. The second his jeans passed over his genitals, his 8 inch long and 2.5 inch thick, black, cut cock sprung up, nearly hitting me in the chin! It seems like Mr. Salamanca had gone commando today!

We both stared at his tool as he looked as surprised as I did, like he hadn’t expected to have his massive dick pointing at me, mere inches away from my lips!

Our eyes then met, and we both understood what was going to happen next even without exchanging a single word:

I parted my lips as both of my hands reached up; one to wrap around the shaft at the base, another one to gently cup his balls, while he moved forward to enter my willing mouth.

Maintaining eye contact as I slowly engulfed his cock, Mr. Salamanca gave me a naughty smile as if to jeer me on. I did my best to deepthroat as much of his tool as possible, my nose almost touching his crotch. Of course I gagged, but that wouldn’t stop either of us.

Playing with his balls, I began slowly fucking my own face with his dick, slobbering as I did so as it stretched my mouth as wide as possible. He even grabbed my hair to keep it out of my face - what a gentleman! I slid a finger down between his legs to press up against his perineum knowing that he seemed like the kind of man to enjoy it. I wasn’t wrong!

“Your velvet mouth won’t make me last too long, Chloe.”

I suddenly remembered my tasks imposed by Mistress Sarah and realised this would be a prime opportunity to reduce the amount of cocks in need of sucking. I removed his manhood from my mouth to speak, but started jerking him off to keep him going:

“Mister Salamanca, may I record myself sucking you off?”

“No. Get back to it. I want to cum in your mouth.” He responded, while tugging gently on my hair.

“It will be for personal use only! I won’t even show your face!” I pleaded in the hopes of not having this blowjob session wasted.

“A vice dean getting sucked off by a student is prime material for losing my job. I won’t be taking any risks!” And with that, he tugged harder at my hair, pulling me back onto his dick. “No more talking now.”

I felt a bit disparaged at being used as a cum dump, but resigned myself to the fact that this was a sissy’s purpose: to serve cock and not expect anything in return.

His hand was now pressing against the back of my head as he dictated the speed of the blowjob, making me gag a few times. I was still aroused as I felt my little cage flapping back and forth with the motion, but knew I wouldn’t be getting any release unless he decided to bend me over his desk and have his way with me.

Sadly, I felt his cock getting harder, which meant he was about to nut, depriving me of any gratification.

He held my head in place, opting to throw his hips forward so that his tool slid down my throat. And with that last pump, he held himself in place as his knees began shuddering and I felt my stomach warming with his ejaculating seed. I was beginning to choke bad, but he wouldn’t let go until every last spurt made it deep inside of me.

When he finally let go of my head, I pulled back and coughed up some of his sperm back onto his twitching cock.

“No evidence left behind, Miss Commins!”

Once my breathing recovered, I licked his shaft clean and then proceeded to wipe the blobs on my face and chin with my fingers, sucking them after. I presented my mouth with the remains of his jizz, swallowing when he nodded his head in acknowledgment.

After stepping out of his jeans, he helped me up and then bent down beside me to grab the jeans I had been wearing. As he stood up again, he ran one hand up my inner leg all the way to my butt and deep inside my crack, pressing one finger into my hole.

“I heard through the grapevine that this hole is seldom free. How come it isn’t today?” Mister Salamanca asked with a smile as he stepped into the new pair of jeans he was confiscating.

“Oh shit! I forgot to put my plug in this morning as I was running late!”

“Well, we don’t want to run the risk of keeping you empty and accessible to other students or faculty! Best pop that in right now, please.”

While a bit embarrassed to be doing that in front of the vice dean, I knew that Sarah had probably noticed that her toy was offline as she would be trying to control it remotely.

Turning around, I bent over to grab the buttplug and the bottle of lube from my bag. Mister Salamanca gave a wolf whistle as I exposed my butt to him.

Remaining in that position, I turned the device on, lathered it with lube, and pressed it against my entrance, rubbing it there to loosen my ring.

“Allow me, Chloe.” Mr. Salamanca said, taking one step towards me without waiting for a response.

He held the plug and began slowly pushing it in while I removed my hand. As the plug began widening my pussy, I moaned in expectation. He continued to slowly push it until the wider bit was fully in me and my body did the rest by sucking the toy all the way in, sending shivers up my spine and making my legs shake a bit.

Almost immediately it began vibrating as the tip reached my prostate, making me stand straight up as pleasure spread through my body.

“Good girl.” Was he trying to turn me on even further? “Now get dressed. You’re going to be late for class. And don't think about skipping any of your lessons today, as any absence and I'll have you brought over to me again!”

I grabbed the two pieces of clothing from his desk and looked at him once more, pleading with my eyes, hoping he’d change his mind and not make me embarrass myself in front of the whole college.

But it was in vain. He didn’t even meet my gaze.

Defeated, I slid the crop top over my head and shimmied it to my chest, leaving my shoulders and belly fully exposed. I then stepped into the panties, pulling them up all the way.

As expected, half of my butt was exposed as the laced fabric did nothing to hide my pink cage. The only benefit was that it would make it harder to see the buttplug, seeing as both were black. Not that it mattered anyway; I was essentially dressed like a street whore!

Looking pleased with himself, Mister Salamanca accompanied me towards the door after I grabbed my bag.

Just before I exited, he left me with one final threat:

“You have already been warned once, so let this be your final warning: next time, I won’t even bother giving you any clothes at all!”


3 - Quick Task

Walking down the corridor wearing nothing but a very tight white crop top and seethrough black laced boyshort would inevitably turn many heads. It also would (and did) result in a few wolf whistles, some catcalling, and even a few people snapping pictures - either covertly or brazenly - of me as I walked past.

Although I felt incredibly embarrassed being exposed like this, part of me (the part that was a raging exhibitionist) was also turned on by this public display of my body!

As I briskly walked towards my class, I felt a sudden jolt deep inside, pressing against my p-spot and nearly making my knees buckle.

That’s when I was reminded of my Mistress.

Breaking my stride, I took out my phone to check my messages and was bombarded by a few dozen unread messages from Sarah, who got increasingly impatient with my lack of response which led to her decision to turn on my plug to the maximum vibrating setting!

To answer her, I had to stand up against a wall so I would have some support for my failing legs. I explained how I overslept, ended up with Frank’s clothes, got called out by the teacher and had been sent to the vice dean’s office. I also told her how he probably chose the skimpiest outfit for me and then smacked my butt when I was disobedient.

“I’m glad he took my request to heart and punished you!” Was her only response to all I had explained.

I also told her that I sucked Mr. Salamanca off without being prompted, but wasn’t allowed to video it.

“Can I still count him towards my goal of sucking off 5 guys?” I asked.

“Well, if there’s no proof, then how can I know for sure that you made him cum?”

Fuck. I knew she wouldn’t just take my word for it, so decided to take the L and keep on trying to reach my goal. The thought of sucking off another 3 guys coupled with the vibrations of my plug was making me sweat, even though I had almost no clothes on!

I had to beg Sarah to turn off the plug and leave it off for the remainder of the day, as there would be no way to conceal any “accident” I may have. Walking around college like a slut was one thing; having an orgasm with everyone watching was entirely different! And people kept walking by me and staring - I wondered if they knew exactly what was going on!

“Fine, I’ll turn it off until after your classes - but you better be sleeping with it tonight!”

“Thank you Mistress!”

“There is one thing you must do for me to turn it off, though...” She responded.

Of course nothing was ever straightforward with Sarah!

I replied asking what was the task that would give me some relief.

“I want to see how you’re dressed! But instead of just sending me a selfie, I want you to ask someone else to take a video. They don’t have to be in the shot, but it must be clear you’re not holding the phone or propping it up somewhere. Once I receive it, I’ll turn off the vibrations!”

For fuck’s sake! Not like I was embarrassed enough already, now I had to engage with someone and ask them to film me like I’m a little show-off slut!

I looked up from my phone to realise the corridor was mostly empty. The next classes must’ve started! I would have to do this fast if I wanted to not have an absence!

Noticing the men’s bathroom just opposite me, I walked in and immediately kicked myself mentally for not trying the girl’s bathroom instead. But thankfully there was a boy there, sporting a green Minecraft t-shirt, khaki shorts, and running shoes, washing his hands.

“I’m sorry to bother you…” I said shyly. “Could you maybe help me with something?”

“’Sure!” Replied the boy, a smile across his face as he checked me out.

He looked much younger than he probably was with his baby-face, dark eyes and hair, light brown skin, and being a good few inches shorter than me. He was also quite chubby, which only added to the impression of him being a teenager.

“This is going to sound weird, but can you record a short video of me?”

He seemed to be caught off guard, probably only now realising that I was in the men’s bathroom, and looked around the stalls to see if there was anyone else there I might have been talking to instead.

“Is this, like, a prank?” He asked, worried I might be making fun of him just because he was fat.

“No, no! I just want to show my friend how I’m dressed, but I can't get my whole body in the shot when I video myself.”

“Uh… ok, I guess...” he answered sheepishly, drying his hands on the paper towels and extending his hand as I handed him my phone.

“Thank you so much!”

I took a step back and adjusted my boyshorts to make it look better, dropping my bag on the floor.

“Sure! But what do I get as a thank you?” The boy asked, holding my phone down.

“Uhh… my gratitude?” I answered, baffled by his question.

“Nah, it’s cool. I have to go to class. Sorry.”

He began walking around me, towards the door, while still holding my phone.

I was running out of time, and if he bolted with my phone I’d be fucked trying to get it back and not miss class! Plus, of course, I would have this vibrating plug in me at 100% its settings for the rest of the day!

“Fine! What do you want then?” I asked, turning towards him, annoyed at his bravado. Where the fuck did this kid get his confidence from?

“Let me jerk off to you!” He answered even before he fully turned around to face me.

I had felt like his response had been already crafted and ready to go the moment he saw me!

“Uh… you know… you know I’m a sissy, right?” I asked, somehow still embarrassed to say that out loud.

“I don’t care! You have a very nice ass, and you dress like a girl. Plus, I’m just jerking off to you, so it’s not gay!”

I tried considering his proposal, but the vibration of the plug made it hard to focus. He was just wanting to jerk off! What was the harm in that?

“Fine! You can beat it in front of me! But you better make it quick!”

The kid just smiled and nodded.

As he began to lower his shorts, he stopped himself:

“Uh, for me to go faster, it would be helpful if I could be looking at that butt!”

Not wanting to waste precious time, I stood in front of the big mirror above the water taps, and bent over at my waist, placing my chin on top of my hands which were now resting on the sink area. This way my butt would stand out nicely and I could keep an eye on him.

Despite being face to face with the mirror, the kid stood directly behind me so I could only see from his torso upwards. And while I couldn’t see him pulling out his dick, I was able to notice his right arm pumping something as he focused intently at my bottom.

“Is that what I think it is?” He asked in between his moans.

“The butt plug?”

“Yeah! Fuck, that’s hot!” He said as he increased his stroking speed.

To help him get there, I started shaking my ass suggestively, which I figured had an immediate impact, given his intensifying moans!

“I need to feel your skin!”

Before I could request a clarification on his statement, I felt him lifting my boyshorts around the leg hole, placing his meat on my ass just above the plug, and letting go of the fabric so it would sandwich his warm manhood between my butt and the panties.

Grabbing me by the butt and pressing my cheeks together, he began thrusting back and forth, essentially making me give him an ass-job. I could feel he had an average sized cock, but more than that, I could feel his precum coating my ass and wetting the boy shorts!

“Dude! You said you’d only jerk off!” I finally spoke up, looking at him angrily through the reflection. But he would not meet my eye.

Truth be told, I was rather enjoying it myself too, as his dick was essentially pressing down on the vibrating plug, giving me quite a bit of pleasure. Yet I couldn’t afford to be wasting time with this right now! I just needed him to finish and record me so I could send the video to Sarah and get back to class!

He must’ve also been able to feel the vibration of the base of my toy against the shaft of his penis as he slowed his thrusting.

I was about to tell him off again when he suddenly pulled away entirely, removing his dick and leaving behind some of his precum. I thought he was going to finish off jerking himself away from me, but he suddenly grabbed the boyshorts and pulled it down below my butt.

Before I could do anything, in the blink of an eye, the kid placed one hand on my back and grabbed my plug with the other, yanking it out and making me yelp in pain! He then immediately pressed the tip of his cock against my now gaping hole and, in one swift motion, thrusted forwards until he was balls deep.

I was sure it would’ve hurt way more if my ass hadn’t been occupied all this time! I even tried putting my hands behind my back to push him away, but that only made him thrust deeper.

The kid didn’t even attempt another pump, rather he just remained there as his cock twitched and filled me up with his warm jizz.

The whole action took about two seconds before he came. We then remained frozen in place for a few more as he unloaded in me.

My legs were shaking violently from the mix of pain and pleasure and I had to bring my hands back to the sink to steady myself. And as soon as he recovered his breath, he pulled his dick out and reinserted the plug, trapping the cum in me, and knocking the wind out of me again due to his carelessness.

The moment the plug entered, it must’ve detected where it was and resumed its vibrations. As my legs began to buckle, he held onto the panties as I slid down onto my knees.

I was in a semi-catatonic state, suffering from sexual whiplash.

I looked up to him and saw him pulling his shorts back up, followed by pointing my phone at me to record the video.

He didn’t record for long, but it seemed like he was trying to show me from different angles.

“That was awesome! Thanks!” He smiled as he handed my phone back.

Not bothering to check in with me before leaving, the kid just walked out of the bathroom, leaving me there on the floor.

It must’ve been just a minute before I slowly pulled myself back up, and as I was about to review the video, I saw the time and realised I was late for class!

With no time to clean up the precum and/or jizz on my butt, I grabbed my bag, bolted out of the bathroom and made my way to the classroom. I couldn’t really run or the plug would be constantly slapping me on the prostate (plus I didn’t want the risk of having it dislodge and leak the baby batter in me), so I resorted to power-walking there.

Being more worried about arriving in time for the roll call, I didn’t check the video the kid had made before I sent it over to Sarah. At least with that done, she would give me some relief by turning off the vibrations on the plug!

Well, at least that was what was supposed to happen if I had bothered to view the video before hitting “send”!


4 - Fingering in Class

The door to the classroom opened at the back of the room, which I thought would give me enough cover to silently find a place to sit without being noticed much. But the moment I walked in the door, I heard my name being called.

“Here!” I answered.

The professor gave a quick glance up from the call sheet before returning to it.

It had taken him about a second to realise something was out of place, so while he was in the middle of reading the next name, he paused and looked up at me again.

“I’m sorry, Miss Commins, but your outfit….”

That was enough to make all heads turn around to face me.

The room erupted in small pockets of hushed comments.

“I don’t think you’re allowed to be dressed like that.” He said after a few more seconds trying to find the right words.

“I have a note from Mr. Sal… uh…. the vice dean!” I said while I ruffled through my bag, before pulling the crumpled up note and holding it up.

“Let’s see it. Please bring it to me.”

I gulped, realising I would have to walk by the several rows of chairs while all the eyes followed me. And after passing each row, I would hear commented whispers about me and my very slutty clothing.

I was also hyper aware of the plug in me, still vibrating around. Surely Sarah must’ve seen the proof of what I was wearing and would have upheld her side of the bargain and turned it off! I even felt my phone buzzing, probably with an answer from her - but that would have to wait for now.

Once I reached the front of the class, I extended my arm to hand the paper to the professor. Yet the moment he touched it and I released my grip, the note fell to the ground.

I didn't even realise he hadn’t actually tried to grab it, rather had kept his hand intentionally open. But before I could process what happened, my instincts kicked in and I bent over (at the waist, like a good sissy) to pick it up, giving the whole classroom an eyeful of my butt!

A wolf whistle snapped me out of it and I quickly stood up straight, this time holding on to the paper until the professor yanked it from my hands.

He seemed to take his sweet time reading the two lines of text on it as I stood in front of him, hands behind my back to conceal the plug and stop myself from squirming too much, eyes looking down in embarrassment.

When I gave a quick glance at his eyes, I caught him looking over the paper and at my crotch! That pervy fucker!

“Well, if the vice dean says it’s acceptable attire, then so it shall be!” The professor finally said, folding the paper and handing it back to me. “Please find a seat, Miss Commins.”

I turned around and scanned the room, trying to ignore the people staring at me (and some of the not-so-covert phones pointing in my direction), when some movement caught my eye;

In the middle of the classroom, I saw a hand waving at me, beckoning for me to sit next to her: it was Steph, the beautiful, black, tall goddess from the Kappa Omega Pi sorority! The sight of her made me smile!

Once again I had to squeeze by several people in her row to get to the empty seat to her left - and once again, I made the mistake of having my back towards the people as I shuffled past the tight seat corridors! Yet the only time I felt something brush against my butt was when I scooted past Steph; did she just cop a feel?

Steph welcomed me with a big smile, and a hushed “Hey Chloe!” so as not to disturb the class as it settled back into normalcy.

As we exchanged whispered pleasantries, I couldn’t help but notice how sexy she looked; her white lace strap tank top didn’t really have much of a deep cleavage cut, but her rather large, firm breasts pressed up against the fabric nicely. The colour contrasted well with her skin, but at the same time the fabric seemed a bit too thin - this close, I could just make out the outline of her brown areolas! Looking down at her crossed legs, I saw she was wearing white knee high socks, dark gray tennis shoes, and a pink ruffled skirt that stretched down to mid-thigh.

“I know! It’s rather short, isn’t it?” She asked when noticing my eyes on her legs. “But you try finding a decent skirt when you’re six foot two!”

“It looks amazing on you, Steph!” I found the courage to say. “Plus, you should defo be showing off those toned, smooth, delicious legs!”

She seemed taken aback by my comment, surprised to hear me using those words. But she quickly stifled her laughter before it called too much attention to us.

“Thanks babe! You look very sexy yourself! Didn’t know you could essentially wear panties and a boob-belt for class!” She playfully nudged me.

“Long story!” I was exasperated.

Now with my butt firmly on the seat, the vibrations of my plug seemed to be more evident. I was almost certain the noise would be audible not just to Steph, but to other people in my immediate vicinity. I needed to check with Sarah to see what was happening with our deal!

I excused myself for a moment and pulled out my phone.

“Who the fuck is that? And where’s the video?” Showed one of the older texts from Sarah.

“You know what, never mind. Task incomplete, so the vibrations are staying!” Read the most recent one.

What the fuck was she talking about?

Confused, I decided to open the video I had sent.

To my surprise, I was nowhere featured on said video! Instead, the camera had been on selfie mode and that kid had captured his own face! There was no way he didn’t know what he was doing! That prick intentionally fucked me over - twice!

Before I could get too annoyed, Steph snapped me out of my thoughts when she got closer to my ear and whispered:

“You still wearing that plug?”

I looked at her, a mix of shock and apprehension on my face. Seems like she had indeed known I was wearing a plug the first time we met, and she surely knew I had it in me again today!

I shook my head and mouthed a simple “no”, but she smiled and leaned in again:

“It’s ok, cutie! Truth be told, seeing you do that the other day really turned me on!”

My eyebrows went up, surprised at her candidness.

“Ever since realising what you were doing, I’ve been wanting to do the same; just be out and about, hiding a secret butt plug all day! Today was the day I just went for it, and would you know who I ended up bumping into?” She asked rhetorically with a wink.

I must’ve still looked a bit shocked, so she continued the whispered one-sided conversation:

“I’m not kidding! It’s so fucking sexy to do that! Just walking around, feeling that weight on my butt, talking to people as they’re oblivious to my naughty little invader! But it looks like you don’t believe I’m doing this?”

I didn’t intend to nod, but I somehow ended up doing so anyway.

“Come here!”

Without warning, she grabbed my right hand and slid it down her back, under the skirt's elastic band, and down between her ass cheeks until I felt something metallic against the palm of my hand. At first, I attempted to pull my hand back so no one would notice me fondling her, but she kept it in place.

“Feel it!’

I squeezed around to feel what the item was, and to my total lack of surprise, I could tell it had the distinct feature of a metallic butt plug inserted in her asshole!

Not only that, but the lack of panties was very evident, which meant there was only a thin layer of pink fabric separating her pussy from the rest of the world! My dicklet twitched in its cage from the mental image of her bent over, her ass fully exposed, pressing a big shiny plug against her smooth hole!

I even pressed my fingers against the base, which must’ve sent a tiny shock up her spine as she swallowed a moan of pleasure. Steph let my hand go and I pulled it out in case someone would catch a glimpse of what was happening.

“I kind of get why you’d do this, Chloe.” She whispered with a naughty smirk. “I’ve been turned on all day!”

This was absolute torture for me! Here I was, just having fondled this gorgeous girl’s ass who’s talking about how horny she is, all the while I’m dressed like a slut and being pleasured by a constantly vibrating butt plug that’s been holding in another person’s cum! I could feel my clitty drooling from its cage!

“I’m so wet, I’m almost afraid I’ll end up staining my skirt!”

I gave a nervous chuckle, hoping she’d stop being so graphic so that I could calm down and pay attention to the lesson. And I knew I was missing something important, as a quick glance around made me realise everyone was so focused on the professor that no one would have noticed what would happen next.

“I’m serious! Look!”

Without hesitation, Steph uncrossed her legs and grabbed my hand again, this time bringing it to her thighs, sliding my palm under her skirt, pressing my hand so it would cup her pussy.

The first thing I noticed was the warmth of her body, followed by the smoothness of her shaven cunny. Instinctively I pressed my middle and ring fingers down through her folds and felt the wetness she was talking about.

Steph went silent as she removed her hand to place it on the table in front of her, pulling the laptop half over the edge to conceal what was happening and parting her legs further. She turned her head forwards to “focus on the lesson”, despite having a glazed look on her face.

By not removing my hand, I understood that she wanted me to go on.

So I did.

With my two fingers just inside her mound, I began stretching them sideways to coat them in her juices. My initial idea was to gently insert only the middle finger through her hole, but on second thought I knew that two would be better than one.

As I gently pressed my two fingers against her entrance, I felt Steph taking a deep breath as they slid to the first knuckle. Leaving them there for a few seconds so she could relax a bit, it wasn’t long before I slid them in further until they fully disappeared in her kitty.

Once again I paused there as I could feel her contracting her muscles. When that stopped, I turned my hand slightly sideways. Now I could press my thumb into her folds, making sure it was getting coated by her wetness. Once I was satisfied, I rested the thumb against her nub, gently applying some pressure to it.

Steph stifled a moan. I could tell she had been wanting to do this all day!

I began tracing my thumb in large circles around the hood of her clit as I danced my other two fingers inside, being careful not to make any squishing noises.

Another quick glance around revealed no one paying any attention to us.

Satisfied with our apparent invisibility, I started flexing my fingers upwards, rubbing her G-spot. At the same time, my thumb made direct contact with her button and I began wiggling it in tempo with my other fingers.

Bit by bit, I increased the speed until I was matching the vibrations on my own plug. Something inside of me clicked, and it felt like it was my own pussy that I was touching! I was in heaven!

I knew that if I kept this up, we would both end up having an orgasm right there! And I really, really wanted one!

Only now I had realised I was staring at her chest, watching her tits heaving as her breathing became shallower and faster, her nipples poking through the white fabric. I looked up to her face and she was still looking forward, but with her eyes almost rolling back - not to mention her slightly parted lips, as the tiniest amount of drool began forming in the corner of her mouth. She was in the moment and close to the edge!

My Mistress had taught me well, so I knew to keep the speed and motion constant, even if my hand was beginning to cramp!

Steph was very close; I could feel her muscles squeezing my fingers, her breathing reduced to quick sips of air as she fought off the urge to moan! And I felt close too!

The only downside would be that my orgasm would be very visible and would certainly stain my boy shorts! Sure, Steph could also be a squirter, but that would be her problem! Either way, I was in too deep to care right now - all I wanted was to cum!

But as fate would have it, no sooner I felt myself arriving at the edge when Steph suddenly placed her right hand over her mouth while the left one went down in between her legs, grabbing my hand and holding me still. She then quickly crossed her legs over both our hands and pressed them tightly as she fought hard to stop her body from shaking! I immediately stopped moving my fingers but kept them in place.

I observed Steph as her eyes rolled all the way back and she opened her mouth to bite down on her own hand as that orgasm hit her hard! She was doing such a phenomenal job in hiding her moment from everyone around her that only if someone had been paying very close attention would they even know something was happening!

Because I was focusing so much on her pleasure, I ended up foregoing my own; there was to be no relief for me! Which in one way was very annoying, but on the other hand it meant I wouldn’t have to explain (and apologise) myself to my Mistress.

Instead of trying to get there too, I resumed rubbing my thumb on her clit ever so slowly and lightly just so I could enjoy watching Steph riding her wave.

A few moments later, her body suddenly relaxed and she opened her eyes. She also moved her right hand to the side of her mouth, placing one finger seductively on the edge of her lips.

When I felt Steph relaxing her legs and her grip on my hand, I slowly pulled my hand out from under her skirt and brought it up to my own mouth. We locked eyes as I licked each of my fingers, individually, savouring the delicious taste of her pussy as she smirked naughtily at me.

As soon as I finished, she reached in between my legs, rubbing her fingertips over my panties and on the slit of my cage. The boyshorts were lacy enough that any and all precum was leaking through, and was now being scooped up by her. I could feel the warmth of her finger through the small opening at the tip of my device - I would’ve given anything to be free of it right now, just to feel her wrapping her whole hand around my shaft!

She then pulled back, creating a tiny strand of my juices from my crotch to her finger, and brought her hand to her own mouth. Fuck, that was hot!

Sadly, that would be as far as she would go today; as soon as she licked the blob of precum off her finger, the bell rang, signalling the end of the class. People immediately began getting up and making their way to the exit.

“Thanks, honey!” Steph said with a smile as she packed her belongings. “And don’t worry: I won’t forget this! I owe you one!”

As she got up to leave, Steph gave me a peck on the cheek.

“Hope to see you at the Kappa Omega Pi party tomorrow night! We might even pick up where we left off!” She said just before she left.



I gave myself a few more seconds to regulate my breathing as well as reduce some of the swelling in my cage; it was already visible enough to everyone, so I felt like maybe I didn’t need to have it pushing out and up for the whole world to see my constrained erection!

Once I felt like I had reached a “semi” state, I began making my way out of the classroom.

There was a bit of a traffic jam at the door, where several students were gathered tightly. It seemed like they were just hanging out at the door, rather than waiting for people to leave so they could enter the classroom I was in. I decided to ignore that thought and tried pushing by.

As I attempted to walk through the door, five guys tried walking in. They were essentially circling me and keeping me from moving forwards.

At first, I thought they were just being impatient little pricks, but I soon realised it was all very intentional; I was boxed in this tight circle, unable to move. My hands were full as I held my bag against my chest, so I was unable to do anything about what happened next.

My body was suddenly covered by several hands, mostly around my ass and my caged clitty. They were all groping me, feeling me up, squeezing my butt. I even felt one finger dip in between my asscheeks and press my butt plug. One of the more daring boys even kissed the back of my neck!

I felt like I was going to be taken there and then, in front of everybody else! I even looked at the boys directly, but all were intentionally avoiding eye contact with me!

But as quick as it began, the groping ceased as they finally made their way inside the classroom, The whole ordeal didn’t last more than 5 seconds, but it had been enough to get me turned on again! If there was something that I was really enjoying, was the idea of being fucked in public!

If any of those boys had any doubt, the fact that I didn’t react negatively only proved to them that not only was I dressed like a slut, I actually was one too!


5 - The Game Proposition

The rest of my day had been filled with dirty looks, hushed comments, and even a few more “accidental” gropings. Two other teachers called me out for my outfit (coincidentally, two female teachers!), and one other didn’t say a word but stared at me during his entire lecture.

It was the end of my last class of the day, and I was looking forward to going back to my dorm and putting on less slutty clothes. Maybe even use a dildo to give myself some relief, as the butt plug would constantly bring me to the edge and then stop, leaving me in a sexually frustrated mess! But a sudden chime on my phone would result in me delaying my plan;

“Saw you around today. Love your style choice!” Read the message. “Stop by my dorm after your class - don’t bother changing. I have a proposition.”

The message was sent by Nate - a jock with short, dark hair, smooth face, and dark blue eyes. He was friends with Neil and Chris - the jocks who recorded me as they fucked me when I was tied down to a park picnic table.

Nate had seen the video and had recognised me on my first day in college. Ever since, I was required to “pay” him in order for him not to share the video with everyone else. Basically, I was being blackmailed into sucking him off every day!

Although at this point everyone pretty much knew I was a slut, yet no one had any actual proof. The last thing I needed was to have a very explicit video of me going viral!

Resigned to my fate, I agreed to meet him at his dorm after my class.

“At least,” I thought to myself, “I’ll be able to record myself sucking him off and get one person closer to my target!”

Thankfully the class didn’t drag on for much longer, so in no time I was heading towards the same building my dorm was located. But instead of going to my room, I found Nate’s door and knocked.

“Door’s open. Come in!” Came a voice from inside.

To my surprise, his dorm was quite different from mine! At least one half was; while he had a bed to one side of the room as standard, in place of a second bed, Nate had a big TV against the wall and a two person grey sofa facing it, where he was currently seated at, wearing a sport branded white shirt, black slacks, white socks with no shoes. It seemed like he never got assigned a roommate, so he turned one half of his dorm into a gaming station!

“I’ll cut to the chase, Chloe,” he said, not bothering to look up from the TV as he sat there, controller in hand, racing a Formula 1 car. “I want to give you the opportunity to… let’s say, ‘buy your freedom’ from your obligations to service me in exchange for my silence regarding your gangbang video.”

“I’m listening”, I answered, intrigued and still standing by the door.

“You race me in this game for 15 laps. If you win, I’ll delete the copy of the video and forget the whole thing. You won’t have to suck me off daily anymore.”

It was an interesting proposition. Part of me would miss the embarrassment of jerking him off in class, or having to blow him daily, anywhere he wants. But a bigger part of me didn’t want to deal with that asshole anymore. Yet, I sensed a catch:

“And if I lose?”

“If you lose, I’ll obviously keep the video and you’ll have to continue servicing me - the kicker is that now I’ll be able to fuck you instead of having you just jerk me off or suck me dry.”

That was quite a risk and I was not sure if I wanted to take it.

“What if I don’t accept this amazing opportunity?” I asked sarcastically.

“Our deal will remain the same: whenever I call you, wherever I am, you must make me cum with that velvet mouth of yours.”

“And how good are you at this game?”

A second after I asked, his car flew into a wall and the words “Game over! You lose!” showed across the screen.

“Does this answer your question?” He asked as he turned sideways to finally face me. “I just got this game today, so I’m quite shit at it.”

I couldn’t tell if he was lying and luring me into a false sense of security or if he was being genuine.

I took a second to mull it over, pretending to not notice him checking me out with hunger in his eyes.

“Deal!” I said as I walked over to him, extending my hand to shake on it.

“Deal it is!” He shook my hand back. “Now sit down, let me show you the controls. And one more thing: don’t think about cheating, or this whole proposition will be null and void!”

As I sat down, I considered asking for a towel of sorts to avoid any fluids coming out of me and staining his sofa, seeing as the plug was still vibrating in me, albeit at a lower setting (maybe the battery was running out?). I decided against saying anything; if he didn’t want my nearly naked ass on his furniture, he shouldn’t have invited me over!

I was also a bit worried at the size of the sofa: although it was a two-seater, it was so tight that our legs were touching. But comfort was not on my mind right now: all I wanted to do is win!

Once he showed me all the buttons to drive the car, he pulled up a split-screen mode of the game and we began racing. Nate had a slow start because he insisted on staring at my legs as we waited for the green flag, but my advantage was short lived as he took me over. The game was far from lost! Fifteen rounds would be enough time for me to recover!

I struggled at first, but was soon closing in on him! Yet I was still struggling to overtake without crashing.

Nate was in the zone and seemed to predict all of my moves before I got a chance to execute them! Suddenly we were 5 rounds down and I was starting to worry.

That’s when I had a stroke of genius! What if I managed to distract him enough so he either crashes or makes a mistake and lets me by? I knew he was turned on by how I looked, so I decided to use that to my advantage.

While still focusing on my own driving, I stood up from the sofa and took one step forward, being careful not to obscure his view and get called a cheater. Instead, I started moving my hips to an imaginary beat; slowly and gently at first, but soon picking up speed and really shaking my ass!

Looking back at him, I could tell he was straining to keep both eyes on the game, as he would often steal half-a-second glances at my booty.

It was working!

Then I tried to bend over at the hips, almost thrusting my ass into his face. His car immediately skidded as his eyes caught my buttplug covered hole, but because of my position I couldn’t press the correct buttons to take advantage of his mistake!

“There’s no point in doing that, Chloe. As you can see, soon enough I’ll not only be able to stare at that tush, I’ll also be sticking my cock deep inside of it! You can’t distract me!” He said as he recovered his car and remained ahead of me.

Starting to feel frustrated, I sat back down.

Suddenly his taunt gave me an excellent idea: what if I played with his dick? Surely that would make it much harder for him to concentrate! Plus I wouldn’t technically be cheating!

With a renewed sense of purpose, I kept my eyes on the TV as I lowered myself sideways onto his crotch, placing my cheek over where his member would be. I could sense a semi erect object under the thin fabric of his slacks and began rubbing my face against it.

It took only a few seconds for it to come to life, getting harder as I increased the weight of my head on his lap. Nate was obviously not wearing anything underneath, seeing how his pants were now tenting just below my mouth.

Nate was indeed finding it harder to concentrate, but he was still just ahead of me in his car. I knew that if I kept it up, sooner or later he would make a mistake, and I would be able to overtake him!

We still had 7 laps to go, so I upped the ante by wrapping my mouth around the tip of his tented slacks, applying some pressure with my teeth on the head of his covered cock, and even slowly bobbing up and down.

But another lap went by and still no dice. If I wanted to win, I would have to do something more drastic!!

Taking my eyes off the screen and, as fast as I could, I held the controller in one hand and grabbed his black slacks by the waistband, yanking them down. He instantly and instinctively lifted his butt just enough for me to get them down to mid-thigh.

His uncut 6 inch thick cock immediately sprung up, unconstrained by his lack of underwear.

My car had spun in the split second it took to free his joystick, so I had to quickly regain control as I slowly lowered my head back onto his lap.

All the while, Nate hadn’t even bothered to look away from the game, clearly determined to win! I was having none of it; I wanted to win, not just to earn my freedom from his blackmail, but to also show him who’s boss!

While keeping my eye on the screen and fighting to get my car closer to his, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, pressing the tip against the tip of his erection. My plan was to tease him as much as possible so he’d lose focus and mess up, so I was about to use all my cock sucking abilities!

As light as a feather and as slow as a sloth, I ran my tongue down his shaft, which had an immediate effect on him as he shivered and almost lost his focus.

“Oh you slutty sissy!” He breathed in with a smile. “What did we agree on about cheating?”

“I’m simply paying you for your silence, as we agreed! How’s that cheating?” I asked with his dick poking my cheek.

“I never told you to start sucking me off now!”

“Well, ok then…” I said, before wrapping my lips around his head as my tongue circled it twice. I then took my mouth off his tool. “You want me to stop then?”

His member throbbed, giving away his true feelings.

“Go ahead and suck me off then. I’ll still beat you!”

“We’ll see!”

I engulfed as much of his cock as I could, trying hard to give him enough pleasure while also focusing on the game.

Bobbing my head, I had to find a speed in which my vision wouldn’t be blurred by the movement . I made sure to drool enough to coat his stick and make it a very sloppy blowjob, as well as using all of my tongue. I didn’t have to look at him to know my distractions were working, as my car finally caught up with his.

Now with only 3 laps to go, I just had to make sure he either came in my mouth (which would be distracting enough for an overtake), or close enough without going over the edge, so that would frustrate him into face fucking me and forgetting about the game entirely!

I opted for the latter, as I wouldn’t be able to pull my phone to record him jizzing into my mouth - and, frankly, what was the point of sucking someone off if it didn’t mean I would be closer to finishing Sarah’s task, and consequently, getting to finally fuck her?

As I felt him getting closer, I took my mouth off him and let my parted lips hover just a hairline above his tip so he could feel the warmth of my breath, but nothing else.

“Don’t fuckin stop!” He growled.

“Only if you intentionally crash!” I bargained, hoping his horniness was so high up, he’d do anything for relief.

“It’s too late for that, my dearest cock slut!” He said with a smile.

It then hit me: not only were we on the final lap, it was the last corner and he was just ahead of me!

I panicked and mashed all the buttons on my controller at once, yet that only resulted in my car swerving in the wrong direction and hitting the barriers, just as his crossed the line and the words “winner” were displayed on his side of the screen.

I instantly knew I was fucked - or better yet: was about to be fucked!

I needed to get away fast, so I leaped from the sofa and made a beeline towards the door!

Sure I had lost the bet, but there was no reason to make it easy for him! After all, he didn’t say he wanted to fuck me right now, so as long as I made it outside and ran away, I’d be able to buy myself some time!

But Nate was a jock. A fit jock. A fit jock with incredible reflexes.

I barely touched the doorknob before I felt his arms wrap around my waist from behind, lifting me off the ground and away from the door.

“Noooo!” I protested, despite secretly enjoying being manhandled.

I tried kicking my legs and throwing myself towards the door, but Nate was thankfully much stronger than me. I could feel his still erect cock being slapped against my legs.

In one continuous motion, he swung me around and threw me down onto his bed, nearly making me bounce right off it as I landed on my tummy, knocking the air out of me.

Before I could react, Nate hopped on the bed and sat on my thighs, his own legs pressing mine together. He grabbed my hands and bent them backwards so they were folded across my lower back. His strength was enough that he could hold both my wrists with one hand, leaving the other free to grab my frilly boy shorts.

“I’ll take my payment now, sissy!” He growled in my ear.

There was the order. Nothing more I could do now.

As he began pulling the panties down, I lifted my hips as much as I could so he could pull them over my butt; I couldn’t risk him completely tearing the panties to shreds as I still needed something to cover me when I walked back to my dorm later (even something so see-through was better than nothing at all!).

“If you had just let me cum in your mouth, I wouldn’t have had the energy left to fuck you now. I bet this was your plan all along, you cock hungry whore!”

Yeah, I should’ve thought about that. But it was too late now.

Nate was impatient and didn’t waste time grabbing my plug by its base and pulling it out. I moaned at the sudden emptiness, and wondered for a while if the cum from that boy earlier today was still sloshing around in me, possibly now leaking from my hole.

But if it was, Nate didn’t seem to care; I felt some warm goo hit me right on my starfish and I assumed it was Nate spitting onto my hole to give some lubrication.

“I’m actually so good at this racing game, that I could win blindfolded. You were only close because I allowed it, but you weren’t ever going to win, sissy. And deep down inside I think you knew it. But you couldn’t resist getting fucked by me, could you?”

Before I could answer, Nate pressed the tip of his cock against my pussy and let it slip in all the way, laying his body on top of mine. With his legs squeezing mine, it made my opening smaller and tighter - and also made it feel like he was much thicker and bigger than he actually was, resulting in some pain for me.

At first, I tried to squirm away, but that only made me press my cage against the bed and have his tool rub against my p-spot. Once he begun pumping, I gave up and resigned myself to just take it and try to enjoy it! Nate must’ve felt my arms relaxing, so he was able to let go and use both hands as leverage on the bed.

Due to my teasing earlier, I knew he wouldn’t last more than 5 minutes, which wouldn’t be enough time for me to reach an orgasm too. I did try to reach around him at one point to insert a finger or two in his behind as I knew he secretly liked it, but the position he had me in made it impossible.

Nate didn’t say much more as he continued to thump his body against mine, his dick slamming deep in me. The only noises were his primeval grunts, like a predator taking its prey.

Soon enough, his body stiffened as he reached the peak of his pleasure; he gave one final shove and let his full body weight rest against mine, as I felt his cock twitching and filling me up with his cream. And just as I was starting to warm up!

He stayed on me for a few more seconds, catching his breath. When he was done, he slowly pulled out. I could feel that the pressure in my insides was beginning to expel his seed, but Nate was quick enough to insert the plug back in, ensuring nothing leaked onto his bedsheets.

Before hopping off, Nate rubbed his wet noodle against my butt to clean it up. He didn’t even bother helping me up, rather just went back to his sofa to continue gaming!

I had to pull up my own boy shorts as I got off his bed.

“Remember, that ass is now mine!” He said, not taking his eyes off the game as I walked towards his door.

Seems like my whole body was everyone else’s property!



After arriving back at my Frank-less dorm, I grabbed a change of clothes and a towel, making sure it was all “kosher” before heading to the showers (i.e. I wasn't grabbing old clothes, a hand towel, or anything that would make my shower time embarrassing!).

Thankfully the showers were empty, so the whole process was rather uneventful. I did remove the butt plug there so I could have my hole washed out of any cum still remaining.  Looking back on the day, I was a tiny bit frustrated I got fucked so many times, yet didn’t have one single recording to pass on to my Mistress in order to achieve my goal.

Back in my room, I messaged Sarah to tell her everything that had happened today. She didn’t respond back before I hit the bed, too exhausted to pleasure myself to sleep.

Plus, I needed to be well rested for tomorrow’s sorority rush party! I didn’t know how, but I would love to fuck Steph!


6 - Kappa Omega Pi

Friday morning went by without much of a hitch. I had remembered to dress up “properly” by choosing to wear a denim skirt, white off shoulder top which exposed my bellybutton, and one of my padded bras (which was becoming less and less necessary due to my ever increasing chest size!). I decided to go commando on the off chance I had to provide any “services” during class hours (while still wearing the obligatory vibrating butt plug and my pink chastity cage), but thankfully I didn’t bump into any pervy jock!

After the day ended, I headed back to my dorm to get ready for the sorority party.

As I stood outside my shared room, I took a moment to carefully listen to what my roommate was doing; to my lack of surprise, I could hear some moaning and distinctly heard a “oh yes, Tara!”. Frank really seemed to like this girl!

I intentionally fumbled to get the door open, giving Frank ample warning and time to put his pants back on.

Frank was sitting on his bed, under the covers, laptop on his lap. I couldn’t help but notice the tiny beads of sweat over his brow and his out of breath expression as he greeted me.

Yep! He had been jerking off!

A little smile crossed my face, but I quickly hid it so as not to indicate that I knew.

“Hey Frank! Mind if I get dressed for the sorority party?” I asked, dumping my bag on my bed.

“Yeah, of course! Go ahead! I’m just… uh… checking out the game scores here.” He answered, lowering his screen slightly as his hands hit the keys to switch apps on his laptop. “What party are you going to anyway?”

“Oh, it’s the rush for Kappa Omega Pi.”

“Oh shit, that’s cool! You thinking of joining them?”

“Nah, I was just invited to attend.” I answered as I made my way to my closet.

“Ah, that’s cool. Cause if you were, I know this chick who’s in the sorority. Tara is her name.”

I turned around to face him:

“Is that your girlfriend?” I asked, surprised that I finally was learning more about the name he’s moaned so much whenever I secretly pleasure him.

“I wish!” Frank laughed. “She’s just this cute girl I once met. Don’t think she even knows my name!”

“Well, if I do meet her, I’ll make sure to mention you!” I said with a devilish smile, which made Frank laugh.

I turned back to choosing my clothes, holding them against my body and trying to find something sexy for Steph, throwing the chosen pieces to my bed.

Satisfied with my choice, I walked over and began undressing.

I suddenly remembered my lack of panties and blushed slightly at the idea of Frank noticing I hadn’t been wearing anything underneath. I didn’t know if it would be better to get dressed facing him, dangling my caged clitty in his direction, or with my back to him, giving Frank a good view of my plugged butt.

I ended going with the latter, as at least this way I wouldn’t be seeing if he was watching or not. I just knew that if he was still pants-less under his duvet, he would most likely be getting hard again! Yet he seemed distracted, clicking and clacking on his laptop keyboard.

So with my back to Frank, I pulled off my white top and dropped it on my bed, together with the bra. In its place, I put on a padded bra that held my budding tits up for a bit of cleavage - a beautiful frilly red piece that matched my chosen panties.

As I bent over to remove my denim skirt, I heard the typing cease for a moment. And it ceased again when I bent over for a second time to put on a pair of red satin frilly cheeky panties that would shape and uplift my butt; I even took my time with it, making sure to give a final wiggle as I set it in place, the material helping hold in my butt plug.

His typing resumed, probably worried I’d turn around and catch him giving me an eye full. But I didn’t.

Instead, I bent over again to put on my black vinyl strapless dress, pulling it up slowly as it was tight and rather form fitting. I struggled a bit when I noticed he had once again stopped typing; I wonder if he was taking pics with his phone?

Once I was happy with how it looked after I straightened the dress, I slowly turned around and managed to just get a glimpse of Frank removing his hand from under his duvet and turning his head back to his laptop. Pervy fucker!

But I didn’t care; I knew I was looking super hot in this dress as it barely covered my ass, and would surely expose it all the moment I took one step! I was indeed quite the sissy slut!

For the next part - my black lace top thigh high stockings - I knew I would need to sit down on my bed, facing him.

“So, how are the scores?” I asked as I lifted my right foot onto the bed, which in turn lifted my dress and exposed my panties directly into his line of sight.

“Huh?” He looked confused, before quickly realising his cover story: “Oh, yeah! Ah! It’s good! Scores are good! My team did good!”

“Glad to hear that!” I smiled and chuckled internally at his stumbling. I was pretty happy with the effect I had on him!

I slowly rolled my stockings up my leg, pretending to be focused on it but also trying to catch Frank’s reaction from the corner of my eye; I wonder what was turning him on more - my legs, or my almost visible pink cage under my panties? Whatever it was, it was making him very fidgety under his covers!

I knew that as soon as I left he’d go back to jerking off, and part of me wanted to come back a few seconds later to catch him in the act, but I would decide against it.

After the stockings, I pulled out my makeup bag and dolled up a bit: some mascara, nice red lipstick… the works!

“Right, I’ll be off to the party!” I said, standing up and adjusting my dress which just barely covered my buttocks - seems like I wouldn’t be sitting down today if I didn’t want to flash the whole sorority!

“Have fun! Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” Frank answered with a smile.

“Oh honey, I will only be doing things you wouldn’t do!” I replied, which made us both chuckle. “Don’t wait up!”



On my way to the Kappa Omega Pi, I texted Sarah to fill her in on my day and my plans for the night. Her only response was:

“If you do get cum on your face, don’t wipe it off for the rest of the evening!”

Remembering I still had to record myself giving another 3 blowjobs before her arrival on Sunday, I feared that I might spend the night with more than just makeup on my face!

The Kappa house was your average sorority mansion: massive, clean, and with a full party in motion! The music was loud, the lights were turned down low, the temperature was high, and there was a big mix of genders - although it did seem like it was mostly women!

As soon as I walked in, a girl in a bunny one piece bikini (complete with bunny ears and a pompom on her butt - just like one of those traditional Playboy Bunnies) and a sign around her neck written “rushee” offered me a cocktail. Not knowing anybody and feeling anxious about being out dressed like this, I didn’t even get the chance to taste what it was before I downed it.

In the main area of the house, furniture had been removed to give people enough space to dance to the music a DJ on a platform on the far end of the room was pumping out.

I decided to walk around and see if I recognised any familiar faces, but the only thing I noticed were the guys hungrily ogling any girl passing by them - and I wasn’t immune from that either!

In no time I felt myself getting sweatier, unsure if they had the heating on full blast or if it was me just being anxious. When I noticed a few more people with sweat beads on their faces, I was relieved to know it wasn’t just me. I did wonder why it felt so hot in here - and I’d only find out the reason much later in the night.

After downing another cocktail offered by a different rushee, I decided to find the bathroom so I could freshen up.

Because this was a sorority, the only bathroom available was the girls one - yet it was currently being used as a gender neutral bathroom, so I saw a few guys inside, but mostly girls touching up their makeup in front of the giant mirror.

“Hey Chloe!” A voice called from behind as I splashed water on my face.

I looked up at the mirror to find the reflection of Steph standing behind me, wearing a baby pink crop top with a boob window cut out to display her ample cleavage, so short it left all of her torso out, a white micro skirt that (just like mine) barely covered her butt, and baby pink stilettos.

“Hi Steph!” I beamed as I turned around, unsure if I was supposed to hug her or not.

She took care of that by hugging me first and giving me a peck on the cheek.

“Let’s talk!” She said, grabbing my hand and pulling me into one of the free stalls, putting the toilet lid down to sit, crossing her legs and facing me. She then motioned to lock the door, which I did.

“So…having fun?” Steph asked, while pulling a small bottle of perfume from the white clutch on her arm, spritzing once on her neck.

“Yeah. I just got here though, haven’t done much except have a couple of drinks.” I smiled back, a bit uncomfortable at standing directly in front of her, her head aligned with my crotch.

“You still wearing that butt plug tonight?”

The question felt like it came out of left field and caught me by surprise.

“Uhhh… y-… yeah, I am.” I answered, shocked by the sudden turn in the conversation.

“Ah hun, you should defo take it out if you want to have some… ‘fun’ tonight! Got to be prepared for anything at any time! Just look at me!”

Steph suddenly uncrossed her legs and parted them, making her skirt ride so far up it became a belt. I looked down to see her proudly displaying her naked pussy! And what a sight it was; her mound was shaved into a tiny triangle pointing towards her fully shaved lips, which in turn had a pink tone to them similar to the tone on her crop top. It looked tasty! Although I had played with her pussy just the day before, it was the first time seeing it in all its glory!

I must’ve been drooling imagining what it would taste like, because I was brought out of my dreamlike state when she laughed at me, finding it hilarious to be teasing a sissy!

“Let’s fix your situation!” Steph said as she grabbed me by the hips and spun me around to face the door.

She then placed a hand on my lower back and applied some pressure to it, indicating that she wanted me to bend over. I complied by positioning my hands on the bathroom stall door and bending at the hips, feeling my own dress hike up my butt until it was around my waist, sticking my red satin frilly cheeky panties covered ass out almost directly into her face.

With both hands Steph began stroking my ass cheeks as I remained in position, before gently pulling them apart with one hand, as she placed the other palm upwards between my legs, cupping my caged clitty from behind.

We didn’t exchange a single word as she cradled my balls, and slowly swiped her hand back and up my butt crack, pausing over the base of the plug. The hand holding my butt cheeks open slid further in and one finger hooked around my panties, pulling it to the side and giving her access to “the situation” she wanted to fix.

But instead of pulling my butt plug out, she first pressed it in a tiny bit further and held it there, the vibrations still going on but now tickling a new area of my boy pussy.

Before long, she finally laced her fingers around the base of my plug and began gently pulling it out. But as the wider part of the plug gave some resistance, she suddenly let go and my body just sucked it right in to the base, leading me to moan in pleasure.

“Oh, we like this, do we?” I heard Steph ask, with a devilish tone to her voice.

“Mmm-hmm!” I agreed while nodding, but continuing to look straight ahead at the door.

Fuelled by my horniness, Steph repeated the same process another three times, every time pulling it further out until my hole was barely keeping the wider part of the plug in, just to let it go and allow my body to do the rest. I could feel myself leaking already and knew it wouldn’t take much longer to finally have some much needed release in the form of a torrent of cum, right there in the bathroom stall!

Sadly, she had had enough of toying with me, and on the fourth “attempt”, she fully pulled the plug out.

The sudden emptiness in my butt nearly made me collapse as my legs began shaking from the constant edging!

I was still frozen in place when her hand appeared by my face, presenting my lube covered butt plug.

“I’ll keep this for you in my bag, but first I need you to clean it.” Steph said, her breath warm against my now empty hole. “And I want you to do it like this…”

With that said, I felt her press her face against my butt while her tongue entered my gaping pussy, licking my ring and making me writhe in ecstasy! While she explored my backside, I did my best to focus on placing my own mouth over the plug, if anything to drown out my moans!

Once again I found myself just about to go over the edge while being eaten out by this gorgeous, sexy girl!

Yet once again, she pulled away just as I finished licking my plug clean.

Steph adjusted my panties to cover my now dripping asshole and removed the plug from my mouth, all the while I caught my breath and attempted to calm down.

When her hands were finally off me, I felt confident to turn around to see her placing my toy in her clutch (which barely fit in).

“I’ll give you this back later on, once you’ve had enough fun!” She said with a grin.

Steph stood up and adjusted her skirt, wiggling to get it over her butt. I did the same.

Once we were ready, Steph moved in on me and pressed me up against the door, our faces suddenly an inch apart before she moved her head to the side of mine.

“Go get it, girl!” She whispered in my ear as she unlocked the stall, the door swinging open behind me.


7 - On The Dancefloor

The living room - which had been converted to a dance floor - was getting lively at this point; with loud music, dimmed lights, and heat turned up high, I couldn’t help but notice several people practically disrobing to enjoy the atmosphere more.

Almost every guy dancing was shirtless, and some of them were even down to just their underwear! Even some of the girls had gotten rid of their tops and were now dancing in their bras!

The rushees were still walking around with their trays of drinks, from which I grabbed two - one to help with the nerves, and the other to help with the heat.

I couldn’t help but notice groups of nearly naked guys frequently surrounding a Playboy bunny, cleaning out her tray, and then letting their hands do some exploring - but the girls didn’t seem to mind. If anything, it seemed like they enjoyed the attention!

I decided to remain in one of the corners of the room, tapping my toes to the music while watching people grinding their sweaty bodies against each other.

All of a sudden, a fog machine spewed up a dense cloud of vapour beside me, quickly flowing through the room and reducing the already low visibility, resulting in loud cheers by everyone.

I don’t know if it was the fact that less people could now see me, or if it was the alcohol taking effect (or a mix of both), but I began feeling a bit more lose and started dancing sensually, copying the moves of other girls by swaying my hips more, and closing my eyes to focus on the beat.

Eventually I opened my eyes to find a 6 foot tall boy with curly dark hair dancing in front of me.

He was one of the guys who had probably overdressed for the party and was now dancing only in his dark blue boxer briefs, his pale body glistening with a thin layer of sweat. His physique was nothing to write home about: he wasn’t like the toned jocks, but wasn’t fat either. His torso had a tiny amount of hair, but he did have a very obvious happy trail from his navel to behind his underwear.

He smiled at me after I checked him out, and I smiled back. This gave him permission to close the gap between us, his body now grazing upon mine.

We danced without exchanging a word, and soon he had his arms around my hips, pulling my crotch into his. I was now regretting more than ever wearing a vinyl dress - the heat was becoming unbearable!

I was also worried he’d feel the hard cage rubbing against his crotch, and not knowing if he knew I was a sissy worried me.

When his hands slid down my thighs to the top of my stockings, I knew I had to act soon before he discovered the real me! So I turned my back to him and let him pull me in closer.

His crotch was now pressed up against my butt and his hands moved back up to my hips, sometimes sliding up my belly and copping a feel of my underboob. 

I was really enjoying being this close, so I decided to bend over slightly and began grinding my ass against him in an attempt to twerk.

The rubbing had an immediate effect as I felt a very obvious hardening occurring on my backside, which only made me want to grind harder!

He must’ve realised that no one could see us through the fog, so he became more handsy, moving his paws down my thighs to pull me in even closer, his erect cock now actively poking my behind.

Suddenly he took his hands off me for a second and pulled back, but before I could do anything, his hands were back on the sides of my butt, just below the hem of my dress. And as he pushed himself back onto me, I felt something coming in between my legs, pressing up against my taint: he had pulled out his cock from the slit in his boxer briefs, and was now nesting it between my legs!

I turned my head around to see him giving me an inquisitive look. I simply smiled, turned my head back, and continued to sway my butt, bringing my legs a bit closer together so that my thighs were now squeezing his exposed cock!

Instead of moving from side-to-side, I changed to swaying back and forth and bent even further forwards at the hips, placing my hands on my knees, jerking him off with my legs as my butt slapped his crotch. I could even feel his precum starting to leak down my inner thighs!

Thankfully the combination of my juicy booty, thick thighs, and his average sized cock, meant that there was no risk that his member would poke my balls or even my cage, which could potentially ruin the moment if he was homophobic.

In no time, his hands slipped under my dress and up my butt until he felt the fabric of my panties. Hooking his fingers under it, he pulled them down until they wrapped over his tool. With another quick tug, they slid off his tip, which made his cock slap up on my now fully exposed ass.

He let my panties fall to the floor, and instinctively I bent down even further to try and pick them up; but that turned out to be a bit of a mistake!

The motion lifted my dress enough to expose my hole directly to him. And the mix of precum and sweat around his dick meant he was lubed up just enough to point his shaft towards my back pussy and press the tip of it against my entrance.

I froze, not knowing if he was about to just shove it in or gently press into me. Thankfully, due to my buttplug having gaped me, it wouldn’t have mattered as he wasn’t as big. He did initially try to tenderly enter, but once he noticed little to no obstruction or difficulty, all bets were off; the boy held me by the hips and pulled me into him. I straightened myself slightly, completely forgetting about my panties which would soon be lost.

Not wanting to get caught by anyone, I straightened my dress a bit so it wouldn’t be as obvious what was happening - anyone watching would rather think we were just dancing sexily!

As he entered me, I slid my hands to his butt (which was still covered by his boxer briefs), and pulled him in further so I could feel the full extent of his member. It barely slapped against my p-spot, but I was unbothered; getting fucked in public like this was such a massive turn on!

Placing my hands back on my knees for support, I moved my body into him with the beat of the music, letting him fuck me as my caged clitty dangled under my dress, my dress-covered butt slapping against his crotch.

He probably hadn’t had sex in quite a while, because I was already beginning to feel his member getting harder than steel, and we barely had “danced” for a full song (not that it’s easy to know when one EDM song ends and another begins…). I had to act fast if I was going to get something out of this apart from a quickie!

The moment another cloud was spewed out of the fog machine (covering us more from prying eyes) in one quick swoop I slipped him out of me, spun around, grabbed his cock, got on my knees, pulled my phone from my clutch with my other hand, and began recording as I barely engulfed his member with my lips before I felt his dick starting to twitch. I looked up to see him looking down on me and mouthing the word “face”. I immediately understood.

Jerking him off as quickly as I could, I pointed his member towards my closed mouth and watched as his eyes rolled back while ropes of jizz hit me on the face; first on my lips, then on my nose. The last few bits didn’t come out with enough force, so it just dribbled onto my chest and the cleavage of my latex dress.

Once again, my instinct kicked in and I was about to wipe myself to swallow the evidence, but remembered Sarah’s order to not do so tonight.

The boy didn’t even let me give him one final lick to clean his shaft: he just pulled his meat back into his briefs, turned away and left without even a “thank you”! What a bitch!

But whatever; I just stood up, readjusted my dress, and got back to dancing, cum dripping down my lips, nose, and chin. Thankfully the load wasn’t too thick, so unless someone was very close to me, it could just pass as sweat.

While I danced, I checked to make sure I recorded the shot; despite it being low light, I could definitely see my face getting jizzed on. Great! Only two more cocks before I would hit my target and be freed from my cage on Sunday, finally able to fuck Sarah with my own cock!

I couldn’t wait!


8 - Steph’s Room

Happy with how things were progressing, I kept on dancing in my corner, vibing to the music. At one point, the DJ announced that “the Rushees Games” were going to start in one hour, so I was curious to see what that was all about.

I had slowly made my way across the floor, random hands grabbing me as I did so. Whenever I twerked to the beat, I’d always feel a guy approach from behind and press his crotch against me, but sadly it wouldn’t go any further.

During one of my butt-jiggling moments, I noticed someone approach from behind and put their arms around my hips, pulling me in, yet they seemed to have no semi-hard bulge rubbing against my ass.

I turned my head around to find none other than Steph herself, smiling as she faked humped me a few times. We both shared a laugh and I turned around entirely to dance with her.

“What’s with this?” She mouthed, her voice drowned out by the loud music, as she twirled her finger around her own mouth, clearly wanting to know what was the substance dripping from my face.

I didn’t know what to say, so I just shrugged and pretended not to know what she was talking about.

“Let me check, come here!” She said, grabbing my face with both hands and pulling me in for a surprise kiss.

And what a surprise that was! She kissed so well! I couldn’t help but put my own arms around her waist as we made out in the middle of the crowd.

After her tongue toyed with mine for a bit, she pulled off slightly to have a long lick from my chin up to my nose.

She swallowed.

We both knew it was jizz.

We both smiled at each other, before going in for another make out.

Steph wrapped her hands behind my neck and brought my head next to hers so she could talk into my ear.

“Someone’s been a naughty girl! If your tongue is good enough to make someone cum on your face, and feels great in my mouth, how much more amazing can it be?”

I just blushed.

She then proceeded to tongue my ear, followed by my neck and down to my shoulder, all the while she pressed her pussy against my caged clitty, which was now engorged as much as it could be!

Breaking away, she motioned with her head to follow her and grabbed my hand.

As we pushed through the crowds, I noticed we had caught the eyes of a few people during our make out session and they all smiled back.

We went all the way to the back of the room where I finally noticed a small stage that had probably been put together just for this event. And right beside it, a staircase guarded by a tall, black security guard.

He must’ve recognised Steph, because he just stepped aside as we walked by him, climbing up to where all the girls dorms’ were.

Still dragging me by the hand, the music was a little less loud up here, yet she still hadn’t said anything. We walked by a few closed doors down a long corridor until we reached one somewhere in the middle.

It must’ve been her room, because she ran in without even knocking.

As soon as we were in, Steph slammed the door.

The music had now become just a background track as she spun around to face me, grabbed my head once again, and pulled me in for another kiss while my hands wrapped around her waist.

We kept on passionately kissing as she slowly inched backwards, bringing me with her. Once she found the foot of her bed, she slowly spun us both around without breaking our kiss.

Now I was the one with my back to her queen size bed, and her hands moved from my head down to the back of my exposed legs, sliding up and bringing the hem of my dress pass my butt until it was over my hips.

Knowing what was going on, I allowed my hands to drift down to her butt, intending on doing the same. And once I did, I placed my open palms onto her ass, grabbing those firm buttocks.

But Steph suddenly stopped me by grabbing my hands and bringing them up to her waist.

“You haven’t earned this yet, Chloe!” She said with a mischievous smile.

Yet she had no problem grabbing my own butt with one hand as the other made it’s way to my front, cupping my caged clitty, all the while we messily kissed, my face now clean from the strangers cum but covered in her saliva.

She fondled me until she was satisfied that my dicklet was as hard as it could get, evident by the precum that was already dripping into her hand.

At this point, she put her hands on my chest and shoved me onto the bed. I began wondering how she would remove my cage so she could ride me, but it was soon obvious she had something else in mind.

“I’ve been told a sissy’s life purpose is to worship cock - and that means learning to expertly suck them off.” Sarah said, as she crawled onto the bed, directly on top of me, moving until her face was in front of mine. “Now I want to see how well those skills translate into eating pussy!”

With that, she gave me another long kiss before moving up again to place one knee on either side of my head, her skirt riding up her waist.

“Open wide, sissy!” She ordered while she lowered herself onto my face. I complied, opening my mouth, ready to accept her cunt in my mouth.

She must’ve been already very turned on by our session, or by the cum she had licked off me. Either way, her pussy was already wet before her southern lips touched mine.

Part of me wanted to grab her ass as she began grinding on my face, but I didn’t believe I had earned that honour yet, so I kept my arms by my side and focused solely on eating her out.

Even though she said she had wanted me to get her off, Steph was still in charge of everything; from the pressure she was applying on my face, to the speed in which my tongue rubbed her insides, and even where on her vulva I was tonguing her.

Once she found the ideal pressure, speed, and location, Steph grabbed me by the hair while her other hand began fondling her boobs over her crop top. I wondered if she would just remove her top, if not for better access for herself, at least then to give me a good view of her tits!

Her breathing was laboured, and her moans of pleasure drowned out more of the music downstairs, but surely would be inaudible past her bedroom door. I, on the other hand, was simply enjoying her delicious taste and having her juices rubbed all over my face. Her scent was divine! I would give anything to have my cock in her heavenly hole!

Steph changed position a few more times - sometimes further lying down on me, other times arching her body backwards, all the while my tongue frantically danced around her pussy, until I finally decided to focus entirely on her clit.

“Suck on it, you sissy bitch!” She yelled.

I placed my whole mouth around her nub, sucking it like I was trying to drink milkshake from a paper straw.

Her moans got louder and now she was grabbing my hair with both hands, meaning she was getting closer!

I kept my pace as best as I could until I felt her breathing stop and her legs squeeze my head as her body began to shiver violently.

“Fuuuuuuuck!” She growled, still not breathing in.

When she finally did, she lifted her pussy off my mouth while trying to catch her breath.

We remained in that position for a little longer, her juices still dripping onto my mouth and chin.

Finally she flipped over me, landing face up beside my body.

“That was quite impressive, Chloe!” She said amidst shaking breaths. “Now I feel ready for some real cock!”

I once again wondered how she was going to let me fuck her. She noticed the puzzled look on my face and decided to explain:

“Oh honey, you know you can’t do anything with this shrivelled little thing between your legs! How would you possibly satisfy me?” Steph said, grabbing my still very erect yet still very confined ex-dick. “I meant I’ll need to get some D from a real man! Not some beta sissy!”

She jiggled my cage, which turned me on a bit more. I was starting to enjoy being degraded!

“I’ll tell you what though,” she said, getting off the bed and readjusting her white micro skirt. “You should definitely join the Rushees Games which will be starting soon. It’s not limited only to rushees - although I’d see no reason for you not to join our sorority! - and I’m sure you’ll have fun!”


9 - The Rushees Games

Shortly after Steph walked me hand in hand back downstairs to the party - my face still glistening with her juices - the lights came up and the DJ announced the beginning of the “Rushees Games”, requesting all rushees and any girl wanting to compete to join him on the stage.

At first I remained in place, just wanting to watch the whole affair from afar, but Steph had other plans as she pulled me by the hand towards the stage, working our way through the crowd, before finally grabbing me by the butt and pushing me up the stairs while holding onto my clutch containing my phone.

From this vantage point I could see the house was pretty packed, and pretty much everyone had at least one less piece of clothing on due to the heat. On stage with me were 8 other girls dressed as Playboy bunnies, as well as another brunette who seemed drunk enough to want to show off, but not drunk enough to not know exactly what was going on.

We were all told to form a line and face the crowd. I lined up near the end - after the bunnies and before the loud brunette.

“Looks like they’re allowing any trash into this sorority nowadays!” Said a voice to my right.

I turned my head and was surprised to see Meg - my bully from high school and who had found me tied down, naked, and covered in strangers’ cum in the park several weeks ago. She had also picked on me just a few days ago at the canteen - which is when I met Steph!

And of course, standing beside her was her accomplice Jen, smiling menacingly at me. Both of them were in their bunny costumes, which meant they were still trying to get into the sorority.

“I don’t think that sissy knows what she’s getting herself into.” Jen said to Meg.

“Oh, I’m sure she’ll figure out in a second!” Answered Meg, still staring at me.

I chose not to respond, instead facing forwards to pay attention to the DJ’s explanation. I would find a way to get back at them!

“Welcome ladies and gentlemen to this semester's Rushees Games!” The DJ announced, waiting for the applause to die down before continuing:

“The games will have two phases: in the first one, the beautiful ladies up here will do a strip tease to their assigned partner - yes, yes, I’m getting to that! As I was saying: each one of you will be paired with one of our 10 volunteers to whom you’ll be stripping for down to your birthday suit. This is to show the sisters at Kappa Omega Pi that you are willing to bare all in name of the sorority!”

A group of 10 guys came up on stage, while another 10 stood in front of the stairs, as if waiting for their chance to come up. Each guy stood behind one of us girls.

“Now you might be wondering why there is another group of 10 volunteers waiting to join us up here. That’s for the second phase of the games!

“Once they are fully naked, these lovely ladies will have 15 minutes to perform oral fellatio to their assigned partner - ah, for fuck’s sake! A blowjob! Fifteen minutes to give them a blowjob, you illiterate cavemen!”

The crowd cheered, and I could tell some of the girls became agitated at this idea. Odd how no one even flinched at the idea of stripping in public, yet a simple BJ was suddenly “too much”! Maybe I just was a bit biased.

“As I was saying, these girls will have 15 minutes to suck their assigned guy off, to prove to the sisters at Omega Pi that they will do anything for the sorority! But there is a kicker, - and this is where the fun begins - if the girl manages to make her partner cum in that timeframe, the girl will have to choose another guy to blow; they will have to ‘steal’ the partner of one of her competitors. The girl who has her guy ‘stolen’ from her, will then have to suck off one of our reserve volunteers waiting off stage!”

By what I understood, if I managed to suck my guy off until he came, I could then claim one of the other guys already been blown - which meant they would be primed and ready to cum even faster! So if I stole Jens’ guy, she’d have to start from scratch, warming up another guy and wasting precious time. This was getting interesting!

“But wait, there is more!” The DJ continued after the cheering died down. “To make it harder on the gluttonous girl - fine! The ‘hungry cumslut’ then! To make it harder on the hungry cumslut, for each guy she steals, one of the reserve volunteers will step up to fill one of her holes - ok, he will come up and fuck her as she continues to suck off the next guy! And if she reaches an orgasm at any point, she will be eliminated as a rushee. This is to make it clear that a Kappa Omega Pi sister has to do more than just sleep her way to the top!

“So for each guy stolen, another will step up to fuck her as he pleases. Once the 15 minutes are up, any reserve still fucking a girl can finish off as he wishes - yet the rushees may not cum, even after time runs out! And any rushee who has been unable to make a guy jizz will also be eliminated from the running!”

Well, that certainly puts me in a conundrum! On one end, I’d love to make it hard for Meg and Jen to join - but on the other hand, I only have one hole to be used, and if I suck off both their guys, god only knows how I’ll have two men in me at the same time!

I thought hard about backing off, not knowing how the crowd would react once they saw my clitty and realised I was a sissy, while also being afraid of failing and being mocked even more by my bullies.

Noticing my hesitation, I heard someone scream from the crowd:

“You’ve got this, Chloe!”

I was Steph, holding up my own phone to record me.

Well, if I managed to make one guy cum, at the very least I would have proof to send to Sarah, getting closer to fucking her on Sunday! Plus, the whole “public nudity” and “public sex” was a real turn on for me, so I thought “fuck it!”.

“If there aren’t any questions, let’s begin the first phase: the strip tease! Ladies, turn to your assigned volunteers and begin with the music!” Announced the DJ.

As I turned around, I was surprised to see a familiar face. Well, not much “surprised” as much as “horrified”; my volunteer was Chris - a 6’3” jock with chiseled features and well defined muscles, short dark blonde hair, and dark blue eyes, wearing nothing but grey boxers that outlined his tool, his chest glistening with sweat. The reason I knew him was from my time at high school, where he and his mates would bully me for my feminine features - but most importantly was the night he was hanging out with Jen, Meg, and his pal Neil, when they found me tied up naked to a park picnic table at night, covered in the juices of several men who had used my holes freely, courtesy of my Mistress.

They were the reason I had ben blackmailed by Nate, as they had shared with him pics and videos they took of me that night.

I guess the joke was on them now, seeing as I was going to be outed as a sissy to the whole college now, making their threats worthless!

“Surprise!” I heard Meg say, while Chris looked me up and down with evil in his eyes.

It was then I remembered that Chris has a respectable 9 incher, and it was thick! Getting that whole thing in my mouth was going to be hard!

I gulped.

Thankfully, I was immediately distracted once the music started; it was Def Leppard’s “Pour Some Sugar On Me” - perfect for stripping!

Remembering when Sarah was forced to strip after losing a bet at the BDSM party, I channeled her moves in hopes to get Chris aroused enough so that when it came down to the blowjob, he’d be already warmed up!

I began by moving my body as smoothly as possible, running my hands over my boobs and down in between my legs. I turned around and leaned on him, pushing my butt into his crotch while bending over and allowing my dress to hike up, following up with a nice grind on his waking cock.

Some girls were way ahead, almost naked already. But I knew I had the whole song, so I wanted to focus on teasing him as much as possible. Plus, I realistically only had a few pieces of clothing to remove: my vinyl dress, the frilly bra, and my thigh high stockings - which would make the whole affair super quick!

I even grabbed his hands and placed one on my boob while the other I held against my caged clitty, which seemed to have a bit more of an effect on him.

Spinning around, I wrapped my hands around his neck and lifted one leg, which he held before sliding his hand up my thigh. And while making eye contact, I slowly crouched down until my face was right in front of his tool. Opening my mouth, I placed it over the bulge of his grey boxers for a few beats - enough time to feel the blood pulsating down there, giving him a full erection. Good!

I stood up gently, pressing my body against his in order for his cock to slide all over me. I turned around to face away from him and bent over - which brought the hem of the dress up to my hips, exposing my panty-less butt - and began grating my ass against the tent in his boxers.

In that position, I pulled my dress down from my chest and over my butt. And once I stood up, I let the dress fall to the floor, kicking it over to the crowd.

With my back still towards Chris, I undid the clasp of my bra with one hand as the other covered my boobs. After removing it, I once again flung my garment towards the crowd.

With one hand on each boob, I turned to face Chris and kept dancing, dropping to my knees with my legs apart, my pink cage dangling. I then allowed my hands to slide down my chest until they cupped my balls, exposing my tiny tits.

As the song was nearing the end, I moved to lie on the floor and gently slid one foot up his leg and his thighs, until my toes were pressing the pole holding up the fabric of his underwear. I motioned my head towards my feet, indicating I wanted him to grab hold of it.

As Chris held onto my foot, I slowly pushed it away to make my stocking come off - after which, he flung it into the crowd. It was only after I repeated that with my other foot that I thought “what if whomever is catching my clothes doesn’t return them later?” - hopefully Steph would lend me something to wear when I go back to my dorm!

Now fully naked, I turned around to get on all fours and wiggled my butt at him to tease a bit more. And as the song ended, I got up by getting back on my knees and sliding my back up against Chris, who was now probably so hard he would hopefully be in pain and in desperate need for release!

With the song finished, the audience erupted in applause to all the beautiful naked girls. I turned to my side to check out Jen, but my eyes quickly wandered to her volunteer and his distinct semi in his pants - a far cry from Chris’ full erection. I gleamed with pride.

Jen on the other hand looked at Chris with disgust.

“Goddamit Chris! When you said you were gonna make things harder for that sissy, I didn’t think you’d meant literally!” She spat at him.

“Soz babe! What can I say? She really knows what a guy wants!” He said, shrugging, unashamed of his situation.

Before Jen could respond, the DJ announced the next phase of the game.

“So fucking hot! Alright - so when the next song starts, all you sexy ladies have 15 minutes to get your guy off - you can spit or swallow, it’s up to you! - but the two important rules are: suck off at least one guy to completion, and don’t reach an orgasm yourself!”

I smirked to myself, a plan forming in my head to finally get back at those bullies!


10 - The Games, Phase 2

Once the song began, I saw most girls drop to their knees, fishing out the cocks, and desperately gobbling them up. I decided to take a different approach; I got up nice and close to Chris’ ear and placed my palm on his abs.

“I know your massive dick will be so hard for me to fit in my tiny mouth, just like last time. Remember it? Remember me being all tied up, helpless, as you fucked my tiny, little hole? Remember using me as a cumdumpster for your own pleasure?” I whispered in his ear, as my hand slid down his boxers and wrapped around his shaft. “I remember! And I remember how good you felt… you and your massive cock! Mmmm… I can’t wait to taste you again, to have your jizz all over my face. Do you want that too?”

As I asked the question, I started rubbing his steel rod, the pleasure in his body clearly building up.

Chris barely nodded, obviously struggling between wanting to help Jen and Meg by denying me his cum, and wanting so desperately to gain relief from his extreme horniness.

Before gently kneeling down, I gave his ear a lick. And on my way down, I pulled his boxers with me, exposing the very hard 9 inches of his thick, pulsating cock.

I stole a glance at Jen's volunteer: he was finally at full mast, eyes closed, clearly enjoying her mouth bobbing quickly on his manhood. Good!

I locked eyes with Chris and smiled as I grabbed his dick with one hand and directed the tip to my lips.

Instead of placing his tool in my mouth, I began licking the underside of his tip - an area often forgotten by women, but also very sensitive! At first I was very gentle, my tongue barely scraping the frenulum, but not long after I was dragging my tongue from the base of his shaft all the way to the head, finishing with placing my lips around it and slowly going down on him, gobbling his cock inch by inch until I had it all in me.

Fighting the urge to gag, I started bobbing my head slowly and swallowed his precum while my hand played with his balls, my fingers pressing his taint as I did so.

Chris finally broke eye contact in a desperate attempt to control himself, but he inadvertently signalled how close he was.

Taking that opportunity, I took him out of my mouth while keeping my tongue under his tip and, with my other hand, began quickly jerking him off.

I stole another glance at Jen’s volunteer; he was also getting close! It was time to take my plan to the next level.

Chris let out a loud moan and immediately started shooting his seed into my mouth as the crowd cheered.

Unlike last time, he seemed to be cumming a lot less, which made me wonder if he had relieved himself (or been relieved) earlier in an attempt to delay his next ejaculation to make me lose the game. But it seemed like all the practice I had over the last several weeks had paid off! Mistress would certainly be proud of me!

With his cum still on my lips and Chris still in bliss from his orgasm, I wasted no time in getting up and walking to Jen and tapping her on her shoulder.

“I’m stealing this one from you, honey.” I said, letting the venom come out with my last word.

Before she could respond, the DJ cut in:

“Looks like we have our first steal of the evening! Rushee, kindly leave your volunteer! Can I ask two reserves to join us on stage? You can get sucked off by the rushee, and you have free rein over the stealer’s holes!”

Looking extremely annoyed at me and then at Chris, Jen shuffled to the side to make way for me as I stood in front of her volunteer and grabbed his 6 inch uncut cock, still dripping with her saliva. In turn, he looked a bit annoyed for being interrupted when he was clearly close to cumming, so I knew I had little time left!

Knowing what to expect, I made my own life easier by bending over at the hips and pushing my ass out, holding onto the guy's hips as I directed his dick into my mouth. At the same time, I felt the other reserve smear my exposed pussy with what I thought was probably lube; he must’ve been eager to participate, as it didn’t take long before I felt his already hard cock pushing up against my entrance; he clearly didn’t care he was fucking a sissy!

Thankfully, the reserves’ tool wasn’t too big - enough to comfortably fit in me without stretching me out too much, but long enough to reach my p-spot which could make things harder as I ran the risk of also reaching an orgasm, which in turn would have disqualified me! But I decided to put that out of my mind and focus on the other end: sucking off the stolen volunteer!

Jen would now have to warm up the new guy all over again, working twice as hard to get him to cum or risk getting disqualified. But, fuck her!

My eyes were now on my next victim: the stallion Meg was blowing - a tall, black, and super well endowed guy whose massive tool was barely fitting into her mouth! As I looked at them from the corner of my eye, I felt like she noticed and realised what was about to happen, as she suddenly picked up speed to try and get him to finish fast.

I was fucking my mouth with the volunteer’s cock while simultaneously getting fucked in my hole, now in a race to complete my plan. I could tell the one in my mouth was close, so I decided to help him get over the edge by sliding one hand in between his legs and placing one finger against his asshole.

“Five minutes left!” Announced the DJ.

I knew it was now or never: I stuck my finger in the volunteer’s hole all the way in until I felt his prostate. It took only one poke before his whole body tensed and he began filling my throat with his cream!

I stopped moving my head but continued sucking him until he finished, finally removing my mouth from his spent tool (and my finger from his butt).

Mouth agape, I turned my head and showed my reward to the crowd, which once again erupted in cheers!

Not waiting for the DJ, I simply pointed at the black guy being sucked off by Meg and motioned him over. Faster than lightning, two other reserves jumped the stage - one grabbed Meg by the head and impaled her mouth on his already exposed penis (which was only at half mast), while the other (who was also already naked and sporting a thicker hard-on) got on his back and slid under me. Wasting no time, I lowered myself until I was on all fours, taking care not to let the cock already in me slip out while simultaneously directing my hole over the new volunteer’s manhood.

As I felt a poke on my back entrance, the gravity of my plan suddenly hit me: I was about to be double penetrated in front of all of these people! Sure the first cock wasn’t too big, but the second one pressing up against me would have been enough on its own!

Sadly, it was too late to back down - so all I could do now was to sit down!

I couldn’t look back to see what was happening as I was too focused on sucking off the black guy, but I could feel it happening:

The guy already inside me (I’ll just name him One) pulled out almost entirely but kept the tip in, while the new volunteer (I’ll name him Two) pressed his cock against One’s and wrapped his hands around both.

As they began to re-enter, my ring was being stretched to accommodate them, causing me a considerable amount of pain. I had to focus hard so I wouldn’t bite down on the one in my mouth!

Guy One held onto my ass, spreading it while providing me some support, while Two used his other hand to play with my dangling balls in an attempt to turn me on - which was lowkey working!

Inch by inch, both cocks slid further and further down until Two was able to take his hand off the duo, allowing my hole to engulf them. One continued to hold my butt until I was fully seated on Two, and they both remained there until my body readjusted to the massive size of the intruders in it, all the while I did my best to focus on my breathing - which was hard enough with a cock in my mouth.

It felt like an eternity had passed, when in reality it was probably just a few seconds, but One and Two finally started pumping - in unison - slow enough to avoid one slipping out.

“One minute!” Said the DJ suddenly.

I knew I had to get the black guy to cum fast, which would surely end my double penetration and give me some relief, so doing my best to ignore the slow fucking I was getting, I turned my attention to the matter at hand: the cock in my mouth.

Thankfully, Meg had done a decent job so far to get her guy hard and close to an orgasm, so my job was cut short the moment I started deepthroating him. It was that, or the image of me being spit-roasted, that finally pushed him over the edge, as his cock exploded in my throat within seconds!

Sadly, it was with the first spurt that I began gagging and instinctively had to pull back off his tool. This resulted in two reactions: the first was that I impaled myself suddenly on both cocks, which in turn made me moan very loudly from the mix of pleasure and pain. And, second, was getting my face covered in cum from the dick that was now shooting directly and freely at my face.

The crowd once again erupted in cheers, just as the DJ announced time:

“Time’s up! Looks like we have at least two rushees who haven’t managed to get their volunteers sucked off - and it was the two ones who got their men stolen by the sissy!”

I couldn’t help but smile at the fact that I got Jen and Meg eliminated from becoming pledges at their sorority! I was also relieved that the fucking would finally end!

“A reminder that any rushee being fucked by a reserve must allow them to reach conclusion, without arriving themselves! I mean: the guys doing the fucking must cum before the rushee does, or the rushee will be disqualified!”

Shit! I forgot completely about that! To make matters worse, without the need to focus on a blowjob, I was now starting to really enjoy the DP and was now running the risk of reaching an orgasm before they did!

With cum dripping from my mouth and face, I increased the speed of my own impaling to make sure One and Two came quickly - even if one got to shoot before the other, hopefully he would remove his tool, reducing the chances for my own cumming.

But it was hard: with both cocks rubbing against my p-spot and my dicklet rubbing against Two’s body, I couldn’t help but really enjoy it. And to make it even worse, One had now grabbed my hair and was pulling on it, forcing me further into their cocks!

I felt like such a slut, being fucked by two guys in front of a crowd, cheering me on! This was heaven!



I couldn’t help but moan loudly with each violent pump, the cum from the previous blowjob still dripping form my face and being flung everywhere. My mind was now completely blank, and all I cared about was reaching my much needed release - an orgasm to end all orgasms!

At the same time, I knew that if it came to it, I would be disqualified and my bullies might end up getting accepted into the sorority. And this was something that I really didn’t want to happen!

But just as I was about to reach the top of this roller coaster of pleasure, I heard Two grunting under me, while at the same time feeling a warmness in my pussy, He was finally cumming! Yet One had no inclination to stop or reduce his speed as he was focused on his own pleasure.

The moment Two finished grunting and moaning in pleasure, I felt something inside me change suddenly as he pulled his spent tool out. I would’ve thought that my own pleasure would drastically subside, moving me back from the edge. And it did - at least for a bit. My body seemed to quickly re-accommodate the void left by the second cock, keeping me tight for One and trapping the juices from Two inside.

One must’ve noticed that his colleague had finished, because he grabbed me by the hips and pulled them up slightly so that I was at a better angle on all fours for him. This also allowed Two to slide away from under me. For a moment I thought “that’s great, now I just have one more to go and I’ll be free!”, which meant I didn’t expect what happened next:

Fuming because I was about to disqualify her, Jen decided to “help” me.

Still naked, Jen got on her back and slid under me, her head going in between my legs and her exposed pussy directly below my face, feet on the ground as her knees lifted to either side of my head. I didn’t quite understand what she was trying to do at first, but it quickly became clear as I felt her mouth engulfing my dangling, swollen balls, with One’s balls probably slapping against her forehead.

Her tongue was swirling around, making me moan more in pleasure as she was trying to push me over the edge - and, at this pace, it wouldn’t take long. It was made even worse when she moved from my sack to the cage, simulating a blowjob, while using one hand to fondle my saliva-covered jewels.

I could feel her tongue trying to get through the slits on the tip of my chastity, licking the sorry excuse for a penis that was pressing up against its confines. The one saving grace was the thought of her having to swallow all the precum I felt flowing from my dicklet!

I was so deep in a trance of ecstasy, I didn’t really think about what I ended up doing next: I lowered my upper body and burrowed my face into Jen’s crotch, sticking out my tongue as I started exploring the folds of her pussy, licking around the area and slowly making my way inside towards her little nub.

This caught Jen by surprise as I felt her moan with my cage inside her mouth, but she didn’t do anything to stop me. If anything, she began to wiggle her body a bit so my tongue would hit the right spots!

I knew now that I was certainly doomed: just a few more seconds of being fucked from behind as a gorgeous woman toyed with my parts and I ate her out, and I would certainly be exploding all over the place! The only thing I could wish for now was to, at the very least, cum in Jen’s mouth!

But just as I was about to reach my point of no return, One gave one last pump and buried his cock deep in me as a new warmth started filling my insides

I had won!

I had managed to suck off 3 guys and get fucked by another 2, denying my bullies the chance to join their sorority!

And the icing on the cake: defeated, Jen gave up on sucking me off and laid down to focus on my mouth around her vulva, and as One finally pulled out, the accumulated cum from both the volunteers immediately flowed out my hole, running down my taint and onto my balls, where it finally rained down on Jen’s face, covering her with a considerable amount of jizz - some of it even getting in her mouth.

Coughing and spitting out the cream, Jen rolled out from under me as I instantly collapsed to the floor, completely spent yet somehow still unsatisfied.

I could hear Jen cursing “the stupid fucking sissy that got cum all over me!” as the DJ announced the end of the game, making the crowd erupt in cheers.

Not only did I achieve my revenge, I also sucked off enough guys to reach my goal for my Mistresses Sunday visit! I only had to get the recording from Steph, and soon I’d have my little dicklet free from one cage and inside another: Sarah’s pussy!

I smiled.


11 - Stranger Saviour

As I walked off the stage, my face still covered in jizz and a trickle of it leaking from my butt and running down my legs, I began looking around to find whomever had caught my clothes in an attempt to get them back. I also kept an eye out for Steph, but at first she was nowhere to be found.

Walking through the crowd completely naked, I got offered drinks by several guys who wanted to chat me up or just cop a feel. I tried enquiring about my clothes, but no one knew anything. Shit.

Eventually I ran into Steph, who looked rather spent - her hair was a mess, and her makeup was a bit smeared.

“Congrats honey! You did amazingly well! Watching all that action on stage had me so wet, I had to drag a guy after your first blowjob and ride him in my room!”

I felt a bit sad that I wasn’t her first option for a good dicking, but it was understandable given my chastity cage.

I asked about the videos and my clothes, and she told me that she only recorded the first BJ before she went up to her room, handing back my clutch as she said so. I was a bit annoyed that she didn’t record the other ones, but it just meant I had to get one more guy off before I completed my challenge set by my Mistress! That shouldn’t be too hard!

Steph told me she didn’t know where my clothes were, but they had most likely been taken and it was unlikely I’d see them again.

“I’d offer you my clothes to cover yourself up, but I don’t want them to get stained with all that cum you’ve been guzzling. What I can do is lend you a towel or two for modesty. Hold on!”

Before I could try and convince her that a towel wouldn’t suffice as I still had to walk back to my dorm, Steph disappeared upstairs to return several minutes later - all the while the constant groping and propositioning continued by several guys (and even one or two girls), which I had to turn down due to my exhaustion from the game.

When Steph finally returned, she handed me two face towels - oh, great! Once again I would have to content myself to wearing towels that barely covered anything!

Knowing there was no point in arguing, I let her wrap one around my chest to hide my buddying tits.

Before wrapping the other towel around my waist, she first opened her clutch and pulled out my buttplug she had taken earlier. I jumped in shock and tried to take it off her before anyone noticed her holding it, but she was faster: Steph stuffed it in her own mouth to cover it in saliva, before pulling it out and hugging me, pulling my body into hers.

With no warning, I felt her grabbing my ass cheek with one hand as the other one pushed the device against my hole. And because my hole was still lubed from all the cum (plus stretched from two cocks), it slid in with almost no effort, which also resulted in me moaning involuntarily into her ear.

As my body shuddered, I avoided looking around as I didn’t want to know if anyone had seen what just happened. Instead, I just remained frozen in place as Steph wrapped the towel around my waist - which, once again, barely covered my ass.

To finish up, Steph licked me from my neck up to my cheek, slurping up some of the cum I had accumulated on my face. And then to top it off, she gave me a long, deep kiss, forcing me to swallow all the cream she snowballed into my mouth.

“I’m very proud of you today, Chloe.” She whispered into my ear. “My door is always open whenever you need to eat me out again! I might even peg you, as you seem to just love cock so much!”

My dicklet engorged as much as it could in its confined cage, tenting up the towel slightly. In my head I was already making plans to come over to fuck her on Sunday once I was finished having Sarah service me!



Steph had gotten back to her duties as sorority sister, and I felt like I had had enough for one night.

Wearing nothing but two small white towels around my body and carrying my clutch, I left the house and began the long walk back to my dorm. Thankfully it was still a reasonably warm night, so I wasn’t going to be too cold - and it being a moonless night meant I just had to avoid street lamps to make it back to my place without being noticed.

The road had lamps across one side of the street, which left my side of the pavement in relative darkness - and to my right, a rather dense and wide wooded area.

As I walked, I was texting Sarah to let her know all that had happened tonight, and she let me know how proud she was for having created such a slutty sissy. She even asked for a selfie, which I took - the cream still visible on my chin and nose.

“You walking alone?” She asked once I sent the picture.

I confirmed.

“Who’s that behind you then?” She texted back.

I stole a glance backwards and saw some guy with a dark hoodie walking several feet behind me. I didn’t pay him any attention as he didn’t give out any creepy vibes;

“Probably just some dude going home” I texted back.

When I heard the sound of a twig being broken, I turned around again to catch the figure stepping into the bushes. I thought it was odd, but maybe there was a shortcut to wherever he was going.

Paying no mind to him, I kept on walking, the breeze occasionally lifting the towel around my waist and exposing my butt. Thankfully no one was around to see it!

After a few more minutes I could hear a car coming far down the road from behind me. I could only hope whomever was driving wouldn’t be able to see me, although I was a bit unsure given the white towels would probably stand out even in the darkness of this side of the pavement. Either way, I began bracing myself for a catcall just in case.

But before the headlights even reached where I was, I heard a sudden rustle from the bush right beside me. And what happened next, happened so fast I didn’t have time to react:

A hand came around my head from behind, clasping around my mouth to keep it shut, while another arm reached around my stomach until it fully enveloped my body, locking my arms against my sides. In one sweeping movement, the figure pulled me off my feet and into the bushes, where they held my body tightly against theirs.

“Be quiet and don’t move! I’m here to help!” Whispered the gruff voice in my ear, his hands still on my mouth and waist. 

Still stunned, I couldn’t process what had just happened, let alone move!

As the car got nearer, I noticed it was driving rather slowly.

Once the initial shock wore off, I considered elbowing my assailant and running onto the road to flag the passerby down - god only knows what he was truly planning! Yet that plan lasted until I heard the voices coming from the car.

“When I find that sissy, I’m gonna make her pay!”

“She’s gonna regret everything!”

I recognised the voices immediately: it was Jen and Meg, being driven in a car with other male voices. Shit!

“I heard them plotting to go after you once you left the party, so I followed you to make sure you’d be ok.” Whispered the guy into my ear. “I heard the car coming so that’s why I had to step in and do something!”

Deep down, I knew that even if this guy had ulterior motives, it would be easier to deal with just him instead of however many others were in that slow approaching car.

The voices from the car continued:

“I know she was coming this way! But where the fuck is she?”

“She was wearing white, wasn’t she? Surely it’ll be easy to spot her even in this darkness!”

“Shit! These towels will reflect even the smallest amount of light, and give us away!” The guy holding me realised.

Still holding my mouth shut with one hand, he released his grip of the other around my waist, brought it up to just below the back of my neck, and pulled down all the way to my butt, undoing the two towels covering me. Within the same movement, he tossed them further into the bushes, leaving me completely naked!

Of course that had caught me by surprise; I was just lucky he had the foresight to hold my mouth so my cries of protest came out muffled.

“Shh!” He growled into my ear. “They’re coming! Don’t move!”

The man once more wrapped his arm around my waist and pulled me tightly against his body. I couldn’t help but notice that my butt was now firmly against his crotch.

The car rolled slowly past us.

“We must’ve passed her already!” Said Meg.

“Should we drive back?” Asked the male driver in the car.

“Nah man! Just park a bit ahead over there, get the lights, and let’s wait and see if she appears!” Answered another guy.

“That’s not a bad idea. Pull over here and let’s give it a while. She surely has to walk by here to get to her dorm!” Decided Jen.

We both froze as the car had just stopped less than six meters (or 20 feet) ahead of us. I had no idea how long they were gonna wait, but I knew that moving from this spot would be very risky - not made any easier by the fact that I was now fully naked. I dreaded what those mean girls would do to me if they found me like this!

The thought made me shiver, and the man behind me seemed to notice.

“Feeling cold? I’ll rub my body gently against yours to warm you up!” He whispered.

I wanted to explain that it wasn’t the weather that was bothering me, but with his hand still over my mouth (and me not wanting to risk making a sound), I decided to just let him do whatever he needed to.

The guy, quietly and slowly, began moving his body up and down against mine. I could tell he wasn’t wearing much - his dark hoodie and a pair of shorts, as I could feel his bare knees against my legs.

He kept this on for a while while we listened to the voices from the car, as they were mostly just recalling the events of the evening and talking about some other random shit. I couldn’t help but notice that the phone in his pocket began poking my butt - it’s weird I hadn’t noticed it before.

The phone in his pants started to feel uncomfortable, but I didn’t want to risk telling him to move it. Instead, I slowly moved my right arm gently away from his grip (which he allowed, knowing I wasn’t going to try and break free) and placed it over my ass. The idea was to grip his phone so he would get the hint and maybe move it to another pocket.

Yet when I grabbed it, we both got a surprise: for him, it was at the realisation of what I was doing, and for me, it was at the realisation that it wasn’t his phone that was pressing up against me, but his semi-erect cock!

Instantly, he pulled my body further into his, sandwiching my hand between my ass and his crotch. I tried squeezing his dick so he would back off, but that only sent the wrong message. 

“Naughty, naughty sissy!” He whispered, as the hand around my waist slid down until it was cupping my cage.

I was instantly turned on and horny again! The fear of being caught and the excitement of having a hand cradling my balls was a powerful mix!

Instinctively my hand began massaging his growing bulge, still doing my best to not move and give our position away.

Once I felt he was nice and hard, I turned my hand around to grab the base of my plug. I was fully into it and just needed to feel another cock in me tonight! I pulled on it until it finally plopped out and I let it fall to the ground - thankful the guy still had his hand around my mouth to muffle my uncontrollable moan of pleasure.

I then slowly moved both hands to his hips, grabbing onto the waistband of his shorts and pulling them down together with his underwear until it was past his butt. Instantly my ass got slapped by his hard-on!

Grabbing his cock with one hand, I began stroking it a bit while guiding him towards my pussy; at this point, I was glad Steph had the foresight of plugging me up, as it kept some of the cum from the previous guys in me - and now, without the buttplug holding it back, some was starting to leak, which provided excellent lube for the next dick that was about to enter me in this dark, secluded, yet very public area!

Once the guy felt the tip of his cock pressing against my hole, he started pushing his hips forward as the head broke through my ring, sliding ever so slowly into me. Another moan of mine was muffled.

I placed both hands on his butt to direct his speed and depth so that he wouldn’t lose control. This also allowed me to hold on to something and not fall forward; the last thing I needed was to call attention to us!

To make this better (or worse) for me, the guy was really fondling my cage as he fucked me, his hands occasionally sliding down to under my balls and pressing up against my taint. I could feel myself leaking again!

While he fucked me deep and slow, he was also careful to not pull out too much with each pump, which helped me stay rather motionless - yet he was as deep in me as his hard 6.5 inch cock would allow him. And because I hadn’t been able to spread my legs much, it felt very tight for me, and it was certainly feeling very tight for him too!

I was very worried I’d let out a cry of pleasure, so I placed both hands on my mouth, covering his own hand as a reminder not to let go. He was also having a hard time keeping quiet, so he buried his mouth on the side of my neck to muffle his groans of pleasure, which turned me on even further knowing that he was really, really enjoying this!

As I got closer and closer to finally having an orgasm after several days of teasing, I heard the doors of Jen’s car opening and slamming shut.

Through the leaves that barely hid us, I could see that about 5 people had stepped out - Jen, Meg, and 3 other guys - and were walking around the car, looking up and down the street.

“Think she might be hiding?” I heard one of the guys ask.

“Why would she be hiding? That bitch has no idea we’re after her!” Jen snapped back.

“What if she took a different route? I saw her wearing nothing but two towels. Surely she wouldn’t risk walking on the side of the main road?” Asked another.

“Nah, that slutty sissy tied herself to a bench in a public park to get fucked by strangers. No way she’d pass on an opportunity to show off and get railed by some passerby!” Answered Meg, grossly misremembering my actual situation when they had caught me in the park, tied up to a table and covered in cum!

The memory of that night pretty much reflected my current predicament: being fucked by a stranger outdoors!

The guy behind me must’ve also heard the voices, because he immediately slowed down his pumping - slowed down, but never stopped. As I felt him getting harder in me, I had the impression he was also worried about getting caught fucking a sissy, and that was enough to push him over the edge.

With one quick final slam into my pussy, the guy nearly knocked me off my feet. He held his position as I felt a warmth in my belly while his legs began shaking.

Maybe it was his own moan of pleasure, or maybe I stepped slightly forward, but whatever it was, it created a noise that startled the search party looking for us.

We both froze; his cock still pulsating his jizz into me.

“What was that?”

“I don’t know. Probably some fox or something.”

“Yeah, come on guys. Let’s head back to the party. We’ll get her some other day!”

With that, all five entered the car.

They did a u-turn to drive back, and for a second the headlights illuminated the spot we were hiding in; thank fuck the guy had the foresight to take off my towels so that they wouldn’t reflect and give our position away! I wouldn’t be able to cope being so close yet so far from escaping!

Once the car disappeared into the distance, the guy finally pulled out his still semi-hard cock. Before any cum could drip from my gaping hole, he placed two fingers against my ring, let go of my mouth, and bent down to fetch something.

I still hadn’t seen his face, and something told me he wanted to keep it that way, so I didn’t move or turn around. Instead, I felt him stand back up and bring something in his hand up to my face: it was my buttplug, which he guided towards my mouth. I knew what he expected, so I opened wide and engulfed the slightly dirty plug, making sure to coat it nicely in my saliva.

A few seconds later, he pulled it out and placed it over his fingers on my pussy, pressing the plug back into me and trapping his cum. As the buttplug entered, I leaked a bit from my cage!

Fuck! Only two more days and I’ll finally be able to cum inside Sarah!


12 - Helpful Roommate

The guy had left by walking further into the bushes, not leaving a name or even thanking me. He also didn’t bother helping me cover myself - which was now a problem, as the towels he had ripped off had landed in a puddle and now were completely muddy and soaked; there was just no way I could use them to cover myself!

After several minutes trying to figure out what to do, I knew that the only course forward was to head back to my dorm wearing nothing but my shoes, my clutch, and my cage!

I had to carefully plan my route to avoid everyone, and was thankful that the road was empty at this time of the evening, so much so I managed to get all the way to the building without being caught!

As I entered the building, I knew my luck was about to run out, and even though I made a beeline to my dorm, I still heard a few guys catcalling me as I ran past open doors.

Finally inside my room, I was relieved to see that Frank was not in - to be fair, I had completely forgotten about him.

Exhausted and still a bit drunk from the night, I didn’t want to have to go shower before bed. I think I’d just have to smell of cum until the morning - which kinda turned me on, so there was that.

The one thing I needed to do was to remove my plug so I could recharge it overnight; bending over my bed, I reached around and pulled at the base until it slipped out. The feeling of emptiness caught me again by surprise - together with another feeling: something wet trickling down my legs.

Fuck!

I had forgotten about all the cum the butt plug was holding in me! And with no more barrier and a loose ring from so much pounding, it had begun trickling out of my pussy. Not really thinking (and wanting to avoid making a mess on the carpet), I started scooping it up with my hand and looking around for somewhere to wipe it all off.

Suddenly, I heard the door unlocking.

Double fuck!

In a panic, I stood back up to face the door, and, realising I had cum in my hands, slurped up the handful of jizz and swallowed as the door flung open.

“Oh god, I’m so sorry Chloe!” Gasped Frank, who turned around and closed the door, remaining with his back to me.

“Oh no, no! I’m sorry Frank! I didn’t think you’d be home yet! I was…uh, just getting changed! Don’t worry, I’ll put something on now!”

Looking around, I had nothing to cover me except the duvet - I would have to walk to my wardrobe to find something suitable.

“You don’t…. uh... you don’t have to get dressed…” Frank stammered, slowly turning his head but making no eye contact with me. “I feel you are more comfortable being nude… plus, it’s not like I haven’t seen you like this before. Why don’t you just… you know… stay naked?”

I didn’t know how to respond. On one hand, it would be easier for me to just stay in the nude while in the room, but on the other…

“Oh it’s ok Frank, I’ll just grab some clothes-”

“Stay naked.” Frank interrupted as he turned around to face me.

I froze, unsure of what to do.

That tone of voice was not a request - it was an order. And being such a compliant sissy, my brain was telling me I had to obey.

“Okay...” I answered sheepishly.

“Look, if it makes you feel any more comfortable, I’ll join you!” He said, stepping forward and pulling off his black t-shirt. “I don’t mind being naked - if anything, I kind of prefer it!”

Kicking off his shoes, he began removing his belt and unbuckling his jeans, letting them drop to the ground while maintaining eye contact. I couldn’t help but look down and notice his dark blue boxers as he grabbed them and slid them off.

Instantly, his 6.5 inch hard cock just flung up, catching us both by surprise.

“Oh… uh… sorry about that!” He mumbled.

“Oh no, don’t worry about it! It happens!” I said quickly, breaking eye contact with his dick and looking up at him, both of us clearly flustered.

“I’ll just… uh…”

Frank stepped out of his clothes and walked past me, getting into his bed and sitting under his covers, his back against the wall.

I think tricking Frank into thinking of me as I had sucked him off the other night while he was asleep, or tricking him into fucking me as he thought he was fucking Tara when he had come back drunk, or having him play with my caged clitty, or even the memory of him fucking me as I “slept”, all of these things probably contributed to his current hard predicament and I felt bad for him.

“It’s only natural to get excited, Frank. Don’t worry!”  I told him as I turned around and sat on my bed. “If you want, you can just jerk off - I know how painful sleeping with a hard-on can be! If it makes it any easier, I’ll just lie here in bed and turn away!”

“Oh! I think it would be less embarrassing if you actually watched!” Frank answered back with a laugh, joking awkwardly.

“That’s fine for me too!”

I stood up, walked to the end of his bed, and sat down cross legged and facing him.

Much to his shock, I had called his bluff and intentionally taken his offhand joke as a suggestion.

“If it’s easier for you to have an audience, then have at it! Go ahead!” I encouraged him.

Frank kept eyeing me to see if I was being serious or not, but I kept a straight face, curious to see what he would do next.

To my (somewhat) surprise, Frank threw off his duvet to expose his still solid erection.

He looked me in the eyes one final time, and slowly moved his right hand to his cock while the other cupped his balls.

Now with his eyes closed, he began gently pumping his own meat, quickly picking up speed as his breathing got faster. I, on the other hand, was admittedly getting a bit excited too; it’s the first time I had a good look at his girth-y member, and it made me salivate. Not only that, but I could also feel myself getting hard in my little cage.

As he slid his hand up and down, precum started leaking from the tip and I unconsciously bit my lip. I didn’t want to overstep any boundary we had being roommates, but I was secretly wishing he’d ask me to suck him off.

Instead, Frank opened his eyes and, while still stroking himself, asked:

“I don’t want things to be weird between us, but could you maybe help me out with your feet?”

For a moment I was taken aback, not having expected the request. No one had asked me to use my feet so far, despite them being as soft and as clean as my hands.

Not knowing what to say, I simply smiled at him and placed my arms behind me so I could keep my balance and extended my legs, placing my feet on each of his legs and sliding them up his thighs.

Once I reached his crotch, I sandwiched his member with my feet as he placed his hands around them, guiding the motion and speed while watching the footjob intently.

His cock felt warm against the soles of my feet, but I wanted to do more. After a while, I moved one foot off and placed it in between his legs, under his balls, gently massaging them with the back of my foot, while the other rubbed the underside of his shaft and tip, rolling my toes over the head to drench them in his precum, and then down the shaft again to spread his juices.

I was being as delicate as I could, and Frank seemed to be loving it. Who would’ve thought Frank to have a foot fetish? And who would’ve also thought that I would enjoy so much using my little toes to bring someone pleasure?

I kept on teasing his cock and balls with my paws while he closed his eyes and began moaning to himself.

Frank was definitely getting closer and closer to an orgasm, so I placed both soles against his shaft once again and continued to slide them up and down, jerking him off as his breathing got shallower and faster.

His balls were beginning to tighten, so I sped up my footjob to push him over the edge.

“Fuck yes, Tara! Make me cum on your feet!” He moaned as he climaxed.

Cum shot up a few inches from his dick, falling back onto my feet.

I kept on jerking him off to ensure maximum coverage of his baby batter on my little piglets, and was not disappointed; had he been only edging ever since I left for the party? Surely all this cum couldn’t have been the leftover from a previous session just hours ago?

As his breathing slowed down, so did I with my feet as I didn’t want to overstimulate him.

Frank opened his eyes and looked down at my cum covered paws, a smile across his face.

Without thinking, I moved my left foot from his pulsating member up to his face. Only once it was pointing directly at him did I realise what I was doing, and, for a moment, panicked! Surely if I were offered jizz covered feet, I would have licked them clean - but why was I expecting Frank to do that to me?

Yet to my extreme surprise, Frank smiled and brought up both hands to my foot, holding it and bringing it closer to his open mouth. He began by sucking off the thumb until it was clean, and then moving on to the other digits, finishing it all off by licking the full back of my foot clean, swallowing his own juices!

Once he let go of my left foot, he took it upon himself to grab the right and repeat the process, all while locking eyes with me!

If I had anything in my pussy, I would’ve 100% orgasmed right then and there!


13 - Who is Tara?

Walking back to my dorm from the showers on the next morning, I had two things in mind: how glad I was to have brought a proper towel this time (although that didn’t reduce the number of wolf-whistling), and how nice had the end of last night been: after our little play, we cuddled and fell asleep with him spooning me.

As I entered my room, I found Frank sitting up in his bed, still naked, holding his hard cock.

“Woke up thinking of you, and was a bit disappointed you weren’t here.” He said with a smile, still slowly stroking himself.

“Sorry! I felt like I needed a shower after last night.”

“Drop the towel.” He commanded.

I obeyed and let the towel fall to the floor, revealing my slightly wet but fully naked body.

“My hand is tired. Come here.” Frank ordered. Someone was getting very bossy - and I was loving it!

I grabbed my phone and tossed it onto his bed, already planning on getting the last bit of footage I needed to prove to Sarah that I had completed her task.

Crawling up onto his bed, I made my way up to his inviting meat where I got down onto my elbows and kept my ass up high. Grabbing his manhood with one hand, I picked up the jerking he had started, taking it nice and slow, while he placed his hands to his side.

“Tell me more about this Tara you like. You were calling her name yesterday!” I asked, looking at him while I played with his toy.

“Oh!” He snapped back after a few seconds of pondering. “She’s a girl I used to go to school with and had a major crush on. We never did anything. She’s actually studying here too!”

“Ah right, you told me last night she was in the Kappa sorority. I don’t think I ran into her. Tell me more about her to see if I remember anyone like that. What does she look like? “

While I was somewhat curious about the woman who had him on edge so often, I also wanted to see if describing her would make him even more excited.

“She’s a tall nubian goddess, long curly dark hair, slip, curvy figure… so fucking fit and juicy! I just want to plunge myself in between those strong thighs of hers!” Frank painted her portrait as he closed his eyes and probably began imagining her to be the one jerking him off. Not that I minded; as a sissy my purpose was to serve.

“Huh, that sounds a lot like Steph.” I pondered out loud to myself.

Frank’s eyes shot open.

“Yeah, that’s her name. Stephanie Tara.”

“Really?” I asked, shocked, momentarily pausing the masturbation session.

“Yeah!” Frank seemed surprised too, his eyes open again. “We just all used to call her Tara, but she also went by Steph!”

“That’s one hell of a coincidence!”

“Why’s that?”

“Well…” I got back to gently stroking him. “She’s the one who invited me to the party.”

“Wish I had been there!” He said, slowly closing his eyes.

“Me too.” And pondering for a moment to form a plan in my head, I finally added: “Cause then you could have watched as I ate her pussy out!”

I feel like Frank could’ve orgasmed right then and there with the revelation! His cock instantly got even harder.

“You… your mouth was on… on her pussy??” His mouth was agape with the revelation.

I smiled and nodded.

“I’ve never tasted such a sweet cunt in my life! It was like being in heaven!” I taunted. “She tasted like honey. And those tits! God, I would’ve done anything to bury my face in them! So full and perky!”

Frank was now picturing Steph, fully naked, being eaten out by some sissy. And he was jealous!

“I can even picture you, fucking her from behind, that plump ass just bouncing off this cock of yours, just sliding in and out!” I taunted him more, sliding my hands up and down his member.

“And then to think she could blow your dick - now covered in her juices - until you spread your white seed all over her dark skin, leaving your cum to drip down her gorgeous breasts!”

Frank was beside himself at this point, absolutely loving the mental image I was providing. But he wasn’t going to cum just yet, not with a simple handjob!

Drowning in ecstasy, he grabbed me by the hair and pulled me up until my head was levelled with his member. Being a good sissy, I didn’t need any further directions: I parted my lips and engulfed the tip, slowly sliding down all the way.

“If your mouth touched her cunt, and now it’s over my dick, it’s like my dick is entering her pussy!” Frank moaned.

I sucked him off, making sure to cover everything from the tip of his cock to his balls in my drool, slobbering all over and making slurping noises.

Once I was happy with how wet he was, I made my offer:

“Why not fuck my pussy like you’d like to fuck hers then?”

Frank didn’t need more encouragement: still holding my hair, he managed to flip himself over me, landing on my back. He slid down until he was past my ass, forcing me to lay flat on the bed with my face now buried in the mattress.

With his legs on either side of mine, he used his free hand to part my cheeks and lowered his crotch until his wet cock was pressing up against my hole.

“I’ve been waiting to fuck your ass for such a long time, Tara!” He growled as his member penetrated me, fully engrossed in the fantasy I created.

“Wait, maybe we shouldn’t be doing this!” I protested, trying to mimic Steph’s tone of voice, knowing full well there was no way he would be stopping now! “You’re barely a friend, Frank! I don’t want to be getting fucked by someone I barely know!”

As I placed my hands beside my head and began pushing up, Frank immediately grabbed both my wrists and pulled them behind my back, my face slamming into the mattress - all according to my plan!

“Oh no you don’t, Tara!” He growled, as he continued to vigorously pump into my hole, making my cage rub against the sheets. “I’ve been wanting this for a very long time!”

“But Frank!” I continued in my best protesting act. “I don’t want you fucking my beautiful plump ass, or spreading your white cum on my dark skin!”

“You’re gonna take it like the slut you are!”

“Please, Frank! Whatever you do, at least don’t record me getting fucked like this with my phone, threatening to release the footage to everyone if I don’t give you 24/7 access to my pussy!”

Without hesitation, Frank grabbed my phone.

He was falling for my plan, hook, line, and sinker!

While I couldn’t see what he was doing, I could feel only one hand on my arms, which meant he was recording me as his cock slammed into my pussy!

Wanting to give a better show, I began forcing my ass up in the air until I was on all fours, which gave the added benefit of feeling him enter me even deeper - much to my delight.

“I’m gonna fuck you every day, Tara!” He growled, lost in his world as he pumped his cock into me.

“Whatever you do, just please don’t fill me up with your cum! Don’t fuck me so hard and deep that you end up depositing all of your seed in me, making me leak! And please, please, please don’t record yourself doing that to me!”

“I want the whole university to watch this video of me destroying your tight pussy, filling it with my cum!”

Frank was now pounding me hard, his dick hitting all the right spots in my body. I could tell I was leaking heavily and began wondering if I’d finally be able to cum after so many days having been edged and then denied!

On the other hand, I also didn’t want to cum just yet; I wanted to save my load for Sarah’s visit tomorrow and cover her in my cream. I wanted to fuck her just like I was getting fucked right now, pumping my own cock deep inside of her! I couldn’t wait!

I was on the edge again, so close to finally cumming, but thankfully Frank began slowing down as he got to his own edge, now pounding me with more purpose.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum, Tara!”

“No, Frank! Don’t cum in me! And don’t get it all on video to blackmail me later!” I fake pleaded.

With one last shove, I felt my insides getting warmer as he jizzed deep inside. I turned my head around to see him head thrown back, eyes closed, yet pointing my camera directly at my ass.

I did it! I brought five guys to orgasm and had the footage to prove it! And in less than 24 hours, I would be unlocked and finally balls deep into the girl who sissified me!


14 - Unlocked

Sarah and I texted throughout the day, me telling all about my adventures and her telling me how much I was about to get to fuck her - which kept me hard in my cage all day and night. I did have to keep the vibrating plug in me, which she toyed with constantly, edging me more than a dozen times; I was 100% ready to explode at any given moment!

When Sunday arrived, Sarah texted to meet at the women’s dormitory building as she couldn’t access the men's dorms.

I had been given strict instructions on what to wear: my black leather mini skirt, padded bra, a white crop top that left my belly exposed and had the word “Slut” written in pink on the front, my black leather collar with the metal ring, and my 5 inch open toe black heels. I was told to not have my buttplug in or wear any panties - which was fine, as the skirt was just long enough to cover most of my ass, leaving only a bit of lower cheek showing.

Not having the buttplug made me feel a bit empty, and I was somewhat missing that feeling of being constantly aroused by its vibration on my p-spot, but today was all about my clitty, and how I would be finally uncaged forever and allowed to use it on my Mistress!

Walking to the women’s dorm, I once again caught a lot of attention and even heard some whispered comments about “that slutty sissy” - not going to lie, but it kinda turned me on a bit! But too bad for them: once I was unlocked, I was reverting back to my old, straight self!

Just outside the big building housing all the women, I finally saw her; Sarah was standing there, sunglasses on, her shoulder length blonde curly hair blowing in the breeze, wearing those navy coloured ultra tight gym leggings that held her plump ass up and out (really bringing attention to her smooth curves) and an equally tight low cut white shirt, showing off some cleavage while propping her boobs up. Sliding down her neck was a silver chain, which disappeared in between those 36D tits, and hanging off her shoulder, a reasonably big gym bag.

She also wore one of those short black leather jackets; so short, it only really covered her arms and - because it was unzipped - barely went past her ribs, framing her tits in the middle. She wasn't showing much skin, but the outfit also didn't leave much left to the imagination in regards to her figure!

As I approached, I couldn’t help but notice that she was absolutely not wearing any underwear - her clothes were so tight that if she was sporting any sort of panties or bra, they would have left a visible mark under the clothes. Yet her leggings hugged her cheeks all around, digging into her ass, and leaving an obvious cameltoe for all to see.

“Chloe, you look great!” She said with a smile when she finally looked up from her phone.

“Thank you Mistress!” I said as she hugged me tight, her boobs against my chest, and her genitals rubbing up against mine. “You look like a Goddess!”

“Thank you hun! Now, before we do anything, I just need to give you your freedom back! And to make sure all is good, we should take a shower!”

Before I could say anything, she grabbed me by the loop in the collar on my neck, and dragged me inside the women's dorm building.

“Oh, ok. So… are we going to stay in someone’s room here? Like… for later?” I asked as we walked down a similar corridor at my dorm building that would lead to the showers. I wanted to know what she had planned.

“No, after showering we’ll head to a hotel in town I have booked for the day. We could do with some privacy.” She answered with a wink as we entered the women’s changing room.

“But… why don’t we shower at the hotel, Mistress?”

“I’m not letting you in my car if you’re still covered in dried up jizz from all those cocks you’ve sucked! Now stop asking questions and do as you’re told! I expect less questioning from my sissy!” Sarah snapped at me.

I wanted to tell her I already had showered today, but thought better of it. Last thing I needed was to lose my one opportunity to finally fuck her! If I needed to wash again, so be it!

The changing area was very similar to the men’s one: several small corridors with lockers on both sides and a wooden bench in the middle of the aisle. We walked by two lanes with some women in different states of undress, but being embarrassed to be there, I felt the need to keep my eyes glued to the ground.

When we found an empty aisle, Sarah put her duffle bag on the bench and removed a few items from it, turning her back to me and bending over as she did so.

God, that ass was tight!

“Get those heels off.” She ordered, still facing away from me.

I placed one leg on the bench to remove each heel, placing them on the floor, and waited for my next order.

Sarah then turned around and placed her hands on my ribs, grabbing my crop top and pulling it over my head and dropping onto the bench. With one hand, she reached around me and unhooked my bra and pulled it off me with the other hand.

She then knelt in front of me, and without warning just pulled my skirt down and placed it on the bench over my crop top, exposing my cage just inches from her face.

I couldn’t help but look down her shirt, which gave me a bit more of a glimpse of those lovely tits of hers. That image had my body pumping blood to my crotch, and it was about to get worse!

As I stood fully naked in front of my Mistress (apart from my black collar), she proceeded to wrap her left hand around my pink cage, lifting it up slightly. Her other hand reached into her shirt, right in between her boobs, grabbing the silver chain and pulling it up. Attached to it were at least 4 different keys - and they all looked pretty much the same in size and style, but had been painted in different colours. Sarah grabbed the pink coloured key and inserted it into the lock of my cage.

With a click, the pressure around my clitty suddenly gave way, helped by my growing erection pushing the cage off. And it only grew harder as Sarah (not even concerned about my engorging cock) methodically removed all the pieces of my chastity cage. She placed all the pieces in her duffle bag, with one hand still around the base of my dick.

My freedom was finally achieved, and it felt great to be at full mast at last! After all this time I was finally free of the confines of my cock cage forever! No more having to sissify myself to reach an orgasm!

But looking down at my liberated dicklet, it almost looked like my 6 inches had reduced dramatically to around 4.5 - had wearing the cage for so long stunted the growth of my cock?

The thought soon left my mind as Sarah focused on analysing my penis like a doctor: grabbing the shaft and lifting it up, using her other hand to cup my balls and gently play with them as if feeling for lumps, then bouncing them to judge the weight, followed by pointing my shaft down and getting her face really close to it, her lips semi parted as if she was lost in her own process.

“Hmm. Looks smaller than I remember, even though it always seemed small to me before.” She pondered to herself.

I wanted to say I was still average, but kept quiet.

I was hoping she would start sucking me off right then and there, and I would have not cared! Instead, she slid her hand up my shaft and then slid it back down again to expose my head, making me believe for a second that she was about to jerk me off. Sadly, it was only that one pump.

Seeming satisfied with her analysis, she let go of my tool (which remained pointing straight at her) and got back up onto her feet.

“Very well, let’s get cleaned!” She said, finally looking at me as if it were perfectly normal to have just played with my cock like that.

Sarah turned her back to me and took off her jacket, this time placing it inside one of the open lockers, before pulling her shirt over her head and doing the same with that piece of garment, giving me a quick peek at some side boob.

She then kicked off her trainers and left them on the floor, and then finally placed her fingers under the hem of her leggings and pulled it down while bending at the waist, her ass pointed straight towards me!

It was quite a sight to see her naked ass and pussy again, and I felt my cock twitch a bit.

Should I just grab her by the sides and slip my erection in her from behind? Is that what she wanted?

Before I could do anything, Sarah got back up and placed her leggings in the locker and turned to me.

I couldn’t help but stare at her delicious body: her firm, soft breasts, her thinning waist, and her shaved pussy. I needed to fuck her soon, before I shot my load all over the place!

“Turn around, sissy, and place your hands behind your back!”

I immediately did as I was told. She had conditioned me well not to ask questions!

I heard her fumble with something she had taken out her duffle bag earlier, then felt her hands around mine as well as some material being placed around my wrists.

With the sound of a click, I now knew what it was: handcuffs!

“This is just to make sure you don’t get any ideas about playing with yourself without my permission.” She justified herself. Even though I was horny as fuck, I knew better than to do anything without being told first.

“Turn around.”

As I turned around, Sarah placed her gym bag in the locker before placing a padlock on it. I couldn’t help but notice she had left my clothes on the bench, together with one towel. I feared my clothes would get stolen yet again, so I could only hope that the women were better behaved than the men!

“Grab my towel and follow me.” Sarah ordered as she began walking. Seems like I wouldn’t even have a towel of my own now!

After a few unsuccessful attempts, I managed to pick up the towel with my hands cuffed behind my back and began following Sarah. As her hips swayed that delicious ass of hers from one side to the other, my still erect cock bounced up and down with every step, I finally realised something I already knew but hadn’t thought about: I’m heading towards the women’s showers. Me. A “guy” with admittedly very feminine features, but still a “guy” with a very visible hard penis sticking out. I began to panic at the thought of being called out as a perv and maybe even arrested for indecent exposure!

“Just remember that, as far as this university knows, you are a girl stuck in a boy’s body, and you’re to be treated like a girl no matter what.” Sarah suddenly said without turning around, as if she had read my mind.

Somewhat at ease, I stepped through the doors leading to the showers, ready to be called out by a whole bunch of naked women.

To my surprise, there were only 3 ladies showering and they didn’t even blink when I walked in after my Mistress. And to my even bigger surprise, there was one massive difference between the showers in the mens room and this one; while the one I had gone to had dividers that provided a little (but not much) privacy, this was an open-plan bathing area. It was a large tiled room with several columns with a knob on each, three fixed bottles labeled “gel”, “shampoo”, and “conditioner” on each column, and a shower head above it, and absolutely no dividers!

Sarah seemed completely unbothered, as well as the other women who were showering near each other while chatting away as if it was not a big deal! Mistress grabbed the towel from my hands and placed it on a hook on the wall. She then turned to me, grabbed my erection with her whole hand, and guided me by the cock to the nearest shower closest to the other girls. Being tugged like this only made me hornier!

“Hope you don’t mind, but I need to wash my toy a bit.” She said apologetically to the other girls, who finally stopped chatting and looked first at her, and then at me.

As they turned their attention to me, Sarah let my member go to turn the shower on. When she did, it bounced a little and a tiny bit of precum leaked out. This brought out giggles from the girls, who also seemed unimpressed by my size.

While they continued to wash themselves, they had stopped talking altogether and seemed focused on what Sarah and me were doing. Sarah, on the other hand, didn’t even acknowledge their curiosity.

The water began to flow from the shower head directly above, covering us both as we stood facing each other (and sideways to the other girls).

“Let’s get ourselves nice and clean, shall we?” Sarah asked with a smile. I simply nodded as I watched the water flowing off her boobs, keeping me in a state of arousal. “As you can’t wash yourself in this predicament, I’ll have to do it for you. But don’t get complacent and think this is my job from now on! I’m just doing it because I don’t want the dried cum of a hundred men on me!”

That line made the other girls erupt in laughter. Sarah didn’t react.

Instead, she pumped some of the shower gel onto her hand and began lathering my body. Starting at the neck, she slid her hands up to my chin and cheeks, and then down to my torso. Always in a fast, circular motion, she made her way down my body, occasionally stopping to get some more gel.

As she got to my navel, her speed reduced greatly, and she changed to a rubbing motion. Beginning at pubic area, her hands would glide down to my inner thigh, just missing my genitals by millimetres.

My cock was now twitching at the teasing.

Her hand would then go under my balls and to my taint, all the way back up to just outside my hole. At this point, her body was almost pressing up against me, her face just inches away, her nipples gently making contact against my own growing boobs, and I couldn’t help but notice my heavy, fast breathing.

With a quick pause to gather more gel, this time she brought both her hands to the insides of my thighs, right beside my balls. Slowly and methodically, her hands moved inwards, cupping my testicles.

Sarah was giving special attention to them while still being very gentle not to hurt me.

“These seem quite heavy!” She said at one point as she made a weighing motion on them. “Looks like they’re very full, huh?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Was the only response I could give as I felt my cock twitching more, hoping for release.

She then finally wrapped both hands around my shaft, and slowly slid her fingers down my short length. Reaching the tip, she removed one hand and made a tight “o” with the thumb and index of her other, sliding it down my cock-head and pulling my foreskin back until she reached the base, holding it there. With the palm of her other hand, she rubbed my exposed glans in a circular motion.

Not having been touched like this in so long was like discovering masturbation for the first time again! And when Sarah’s hand came back up to the tip, I thought she was going to let go; but instead, her hand slid down again and then back up, and then down again, essentially giving me a handjob.

I looked up and caught her staring directly at me, a mischievous smile across her face. She picked up the pace and said:

“Ask me.”

I know what she meant.

“May I cum, please, Mistress?”

She pressed her warm body against mine, placed her head beside mine, and whispered into my ear:

“Don’t you fucking dare, or you’re getting locked up and I’m leaving.”

It was torture, but I did my best to ignore her smooth hands wrapped around my clit, and her delicious tits pressed against me.

Thankfully, Sarah didn’t want to torture me that way for much longer - surely she had interesting plans for us that she wouldn’t want to ruin! As she let go of my painful erection, I couldn’t help but let out a sigh of relief thinking the teasing was over - yet my brain was probably just fogged over with horniness to know better.

“Ok, you’re done. As we’re here, I might as well wash myself too.”

Standing barely a foot in front of me, she filled her hands with more shower gel and began rubbing it all over her body, making a point to focus on her boobs, while closing her eyes and moaning gently as she probably imagined a real man getting his hands all over her.

I looked to the side at the other girls, maybe in the hopes they’d distract me from the sexually charged scene (and completely forgetting they were also fully naked, which wouldn’t help me calm down). They seemed to have lost interest in us and were finishing up, two of them already having turned off their showers and drying themselves.

Suddenly, a hand grabbed my chin and swung my head forward.

“I didn’t tell you to look away, did I? Eyes over here, sissy!” Sarah said slightly annoyed while pointing at her chest.

With my eyes back on her and my cock still hard as a rock, she resumed her “washing”, now moving one hand in between her legs, rubbing her shaved pussy repeatedly, while the other hand “cleaned” her tits, occasionally going up her neck as if trying to choke herself. All the while her moans of pleasure continued getting louder.

She even began gyrating her hips, and because I was so close to her, the back of her hand cleaning her cunny would occasionally flick the tip of my dick, sending shivers up my spine.

Before reaching an orgasm, Sarah decided that the front of her body was clean enough, so she turned around - while taking half a step back, putting her ass within millimetres of my tool - and began soaping her butt, rubbing her cheeks in gentle circular motions, and then spreading them to not only run a finger up and down her crack, but to also give me a good view of her tight little asshole.

With her ass still spread, Sarah bent over at the waist, her hole just making contact with my tool. I would just have to move my hips slightly forward, and my little dicklet would absolutely pop through her soapy entrance!

But I knew better, so I remained still, breathing heavily at the thought of fucking that tight ass of hers.

To make matters worse, Sarah shook her booty up and down, rubbing the tip of my cock firmly against her asshole. And then she let her cheeks go, which instantly enveloped my shaft, leaving it like a sausage between two soft, slippery buns.

With my cock slipping up, she was now positively giving me an ass-job. Her teasing was getting out of control!

“Please Mistress, may I cum?” I pleaded, my voice cracking under the pressure in my balls.

“And cover my clean body with your disgusting sorry excuse for jizz? I think not!” She answered without breaking her stride.

After a few more seconds, she finally pulled away from me, leaving my precum-leaking cock bouncing.

“I think that’s fine for now.”

Sarah turned around and switched the shower off, rubbing the excess water off her body, and then “kindly” doing the same for me; of course, she gave special attention to my hard-on, wiping off the precum from my tip with her thumb, bringing it to her own mouth to lick it clean - which drove me crazy!



Back in the changing room, I was relieved to find my clothes still on the bench where we had left them. Sarah had retrieved her gym bag from the locker and was now dressing up as I stood, watching. Thankfully no one else entered the room to catch me completely naked, hands cuffed behind my back, and with a rock-hard small erection!

Sarah pulled a white blouse over her shoulders, sliding her arms through the sleeves. She doesn’t bother buttoning it up right away, letting the fabric hang loose while she reaches for a burgundy pencil skirt from the bag.

Stepping into it without hesitation, shimmying it up her hips before smoothing it into place. The skirt fits like it was made for her, hugging those incredible curves in a way that makes it impossible not to stare - and that is also completely ignoring the fact that she still was putting no bra or panties on! I watch as she finally turns her attention back to the blouse, fingers working their way up the buttons, stopping at least two buttons before the neckline, leaving a very large amount of cleavage exposed.

With a small shift of her shoulders, she tests the fit, then sits down to slide her feet into a pair of nude stilettos she had brought in her bag. The sharp click of the heels against the tiles as she stands again is enough to make me grin internally.

With herself fully done, she gestured for me to turn around, and soon I felt the handcuffs come loose.

“Get dressed.” She ordered, before turning her attention to her gym bag, packing it up.

As she hadn’t laid out any clothes for me, I assumed she wanted me to get back in the clothes I was wearing before our shower. And given I didn’t have a towel (and she didn’t offer me hers), I assumed I would just have to make do.

When I pulled my white crop top over my hair, it instantly got wet - and the material was so flimsy that it essentially became transparent, showcasing the bra I had just put on. But that was not the worst part;

As I pulled up my black leather skirt (with some difficulty given my wet thighs), I realised that - because of the erection that refused to go away due to my horniness - my cock lifted the material in front, completely exposing me as it stood out and under the material. This wouldn’t have happened if I was locked up!

Sarah looked at me as I attempted to find a way to tuck myself between my legs (which was impossible in my current predicament), but she acted like there was nothing to it.

Handing me the gym bag to carry, my cock began bouncing up and down with each step we took towards the changing room exit. Realising there was no way I wouldn’t draw attention to it, I thought of holding the bag in front of my body to hide myself. But at the same time, I knew that Sarah wouldn’t approve of this idea, as her goal was to humiliate me as much as possible.

And as we walked through the doors into the main hallway, her goal was about to be surpassed.


15 - Sissy Parade

Instead of going the shortest way out of the women’s dorm building and heading to our hotel room as quickly as possible, Sarah decided to take the “scenic route” with me following in tow, dressed like a sissy slut! Naturally, several girls had stopped to stare and giggle at me.

I don’t know why, but being humiliated in front of a building full of women was way worse than being in a building full of horny men! This was probably because, with the men, I at least knew I could get some relief if one of them tried to fuck me; but with the women, there was no way Sarah would let me even touch one! The only massive upside to this was that my little dicklet was finally getting softer and I was now down to a semi (even though my skirt was still not covering it entirely).

After a good few minutes of walking around, we finally entered the common area for the building: a reasonably big room with four three-person couches around a large coffee table in the centre, and two long tables with benches on either end.

It was also filled with around 20 women.

Thanks to Sarah’s stilettos clacking against the wooden floor, the moment we stepped into the room it fell silent as the women first noticed her, and then quickly turned their attention to me.

“Let’s take a break from all this wandering around.” Sarah said as she walked towards the middle of the room, with me in tow.

Three of the couches were fully taken, while one had only one woman sitting at it, chatting to her friends across the coffee table. Both tables on the ends of the room had another 4 girls, each chatting with each other.

Sarah made her way to the semi-free couch and sat down next to the other girl, crossing her legs.

With a finger - and without even looking at me - she pointed down to the floor beside her side of the couch. I knew what that meant, so I knelt down beside her, hands behind my back. This also gave me a bit of an advantage as now my skirt was covering more of my semi, yet a small tent still remained very visible.

All eyes were on us.

The girl sitting opposite Sarah finally broke the silence:

“Is this your sissy?”

“It is indeed!” Sarah answered with a smile as she began patting my head. “Her name is Chloe, and she’s my little submissive toy!”

The chatter began - some girls were asking questions amongst themselves, others were asking Sarah directly, and everyone either seemed intrigued or disgusted, but none directed a single word at me!

“I love that skirt of hers!” One pipped in.

“I chose it myself!” Sarah said with pride. “But let me display it better!”

Finally she looked at me and, without a single word, motioned with her head towards the coffee table.

I got up and walked towards it, tentatively placing one foot on the wooden top to check if it would support my weight (turns out, it was quite sturdy) and then climbing it, making sure to avoid stepping on the books and magazines strewn across the surface.

Standing in the centre of the table facing my Mistress with my hands once again behind my back, I focused my eyes forwards to avoid anyone else’s gaze, but I could tell that all the girls were now watching me intently from all angles, which left me so embarrassed to the point that my cock was now fully deflated.

“Her legs are so smooth!” Said one behind me as she reached out to rub my calves.

“I love the fabric on this skirt!” Said another beside me, grabbing the hem of my skirt and lifting it ever so slightly.

“Wait, is she not using a chastity cage?!” Asked the girl sitting beside Sarah as she bent forwards to look under my skirt.

“Ladies, ladies!” Sarah finally interjected, her hands out to the side as if she was trying to keep them away from me.

With everyone frozen in place, she continued:

“You may look…” she began, giving me hope I’d be left alone. “…and you may also touch!”

The room erupted into laughter. I gulped.

The girl in front of me immediately lifted my skirt, exposing my dicklet to everyone.

“Oh my god! It’s so tiny!” One said, leading the room into another round of laughter.

“Selfie time!” Someone finally shouted.

I felt several girls approach me, but instead of standing up for a pic, they remained crouched with their heads levelled with my exposed crotch.

I looked down to watch the phones taking selfies of them making duckfaces, pointing at my cock and balls, and even one girl who extended her tongue like she was about to lick me while still keeping a distance. I looked up at nothing again, embarrassed.

As one of the girls cupped my balls, my eyes darted straight down to watch. But what I saw was just the head of a brunette with a massive amount of cleavage from her very loose top. From this angle, her nipples were very visible!

Unsurprisingly, being fondled and looking down at an amazing rack, blood started to flow south.

“She’s getting an erection!” Someone screamed. They all laughed and I averted my gaze again, looking forwards and trying to not think of fucking those nice pair of tits!

The girl fondling me thought it would be funny to “lend a hand” and started stroking my shaft until it was fully engorged. With my cock being so sensitive, it was impossible not to get hard even if I was being humiliated that much.

“Tell me that’s not as big as she gets!” One of them finally said amidst a roomful of laughter.

More selfies ensued as they took turns grabbing my cock, stroking it a bit, and even simulating a blowjob without actually putting it in their mouth.

Once everyone had gotten a chance and Sarah answered enough of their questions, she knew it was time to leave.

“Ladies, thank you so much for the riveting conversation, but I don’t want my sissy to blow her load all over your faces just yet! But feel free to use her as you see fit from next week on!”

The room erupted in cheers from the girls and I began dreading what would happen next week. Wasn’t I being set free as a sissy? Why was she promising them I could be used if I was about to not be her submissive anymore?

Thankfully, I didn’t have much time to focus my thoughts on that as we were now finally leaving the building and heading towards the campus entrance where Sarah was going to get us a taxi.

Of course all the fondling had kept me very erect during the whole walk, and a lot of people walking by noticed my tiny cock peering from under my short skirt.

I knew that from now on, I would be known campus-wide as the official college slut!


16 - Good doggy!

The drive from university to the hotel was not without an unnecessary amount of teasing; as Sarah sat behind the driver, I was made to sit beside her while she played with my tiny cock, slowly jerking me off with one hand as the other scrolled through her phone. She made sure to go as slow as possible to avoid any misfiring while still keeping me erect. And of course the middle-aged overweight driver had angled his mirror to have a direct view of what was going on behind him, nearly causing two accidents on the way!

When we arrived at the hotel, I was surprised at how fancy it looked! At the same time, I felt horribly underdressed to be there, but Sarah didn’t seem to mind. Why would she? If anything, she definitely was dressed appropriately for such a place.

As she walked to the check-in desk, I dutifully remained always two steps behind her with my hands behind my back with her bag around my shoulder. Of course she was intentionally moving her hips in a suggestive way, and that coupled with the fact that in just a few more minutes I’d be balls deep in that ass meant that I remained hard all the time!

At the desk, a very camp and friendly clerk checked Sarah’s details, occasionally stealing glances behind her to check me out. I was worried he would tell us I couldn’t be there dressed like a slut, but he never even acknowledged my existence to her; instead, I did catch him biting his lower lip while looking at my exposed erection at more than one occasion.

Once we finally got the keycard to the room (I’m suspecting the clerk took longer than he should have just to thirst over me), she marched to the lifts and we made ourselves up to the 8th floor.

The room itself was your standard hotel room while still being quite high-end: a short corridor with a door on the right leading to the bathroom where a large bathtub could be found on one side, a spacious shower behind a glass door on the opposite side, and a toilet behind an opaque door next to it.

The room itself had a large king size bed as its centre piece with a large mirror opposite and a TV in the corner. Between the bed and the floor-to-ceiling glass windows which overlooked the town square, was the famous “cuckold chair” - a one-person armchair in the corner of the room, facing the bed; a perfect spot for someone to sit and watch any action taking part on the bed.

“Place my bag there.” Sarah said, pointing to the foot end of the bed and walking towards the windows.

I thought she was going to ensure the curtains were closed so that we could finally get down to business, but once again she showed me how little she cared about my privacy by opening the curtains further. Thankfully we were high enough that people on the street might not be able to see into our room, but the hotel was also surrounded by other buildings - and anyone with good enough eyes (or a pair of binoculars) would be able to observe us well.

Walking back to her bag and going through it as I stood beside her, still in my waiting position, I couldn’t help but to notice that there was a large window between the bedroom and the bathroom, giving full access to watching anyone in the bathtub. Seemed a bit exhibitionist, but whatever!

“You’ve been fairly good since I first caught you wearing my bikini, and you’ve been patient as I brought out the sissy in you.” Sarah said as she held something in her hands and sat on the armchair to face me.

Personally, I don’t think she really “brought out the sissy in me”, rather tricked me into becoming a sissy under the promise I’d get to fuck her. But being close to finally reaching my objective, I was not going to add friction to the process and disagree with her, so I remained silently standing there as she continued.

“If you’ve completed your challenge, you know that you’ll finally have your long wish granted - to fuck me like I know you’ve dreamed of doing for years, but I never gave you the chance! And that might happen today, but there is still one final act of devotion you must do so that I am certain you are indeed my ‘good girl’ and are deserving of having your cock in me.”

‘Nothing ever comes easy with this one’, I thought to myself.

“I need you to be my very obedient, faithful dog.”

I must’ve had a look of confusion; surely I was pretty much an obedient and faithful dog by this point?

“I know you think you are exactly that,” Sarah said, picking up on my facial expressions. “But I do mean that literally: I want to have you on a lead while you act like a doggy, walking around on all fours for me and doing exactly as I say without question or hesitation. This will show me once and for all your dedication to being my little submissive sissy slut. Any concerns?”

This was the end game, and I wasn’t going to fuck it up now! Pretending to be a dog? I spent the week sucking off and getting fucked by so many guys just so I could have a chance to bend Sarah over backwards and ride her until I filled her up with my own cream; this was the easiest challenge yet!

To show my dedication, I answered in kind: I barked and brought my hands up to my chest with my wrists bent forward, just like a dog learning to stand up on its hind legs would do!

I should’ve asked what would happen if I failed this task, but why bother when it was a doozie?

Sarah flashed a smile - a smile filled with joy and excitement!

“Good girl!” She said, revealing the chain lead she was holding in one of her hands. “Do you want to go for a walk around the room?”

“Arf! Arf!” I responded, hanging out my tongue and wiggling my ass like a happy puppy!

“Well, I find it silly to have dogs all dressed up like a human, so how about you remove those clothes for me?”

I got undressed faster than I usually would while keeping my collar on and got down on my hands and knees, marching towards my Mistress and sitting down directly in front of her.

“Very good! But you still don’t look the part; I think you’d look much better if you had a tail!”

With that, she presented what she held in her other hand: a long, fluffy, brown fur tail with a metallic buttplug on one end. I knew where that was going!

“Open wide!”

I opened my mouth as she offered me the metallic end so I could slobber over it, undoubtedly to make it easier for insertion. I hadn’t had anything in my ass all day, and while the plug wasn’t as long as the vibrating buttplug I had on all week, it was certainly thicker at the bulb, with a thinner stem to ensure the tail would stay in no matter what.

With the plug properly lubed with my saliva, Mistress motioned me to turn around. As soon as I did, she placed her hand on my head and gently pushed it down to the floor.

Face down and ass up, Sarah slowly inserted the plug into my tight hole until the bulb passed through my ring. My body then took care of the rest as it sucked the buttplug until it reached the flared base. I could feel the fluffy tail between my legs as it dangled there, barely an inch off the floor.

“Good girl! Turn around!”

As I did, I also couldn’t help but feel the heftiness of the plug inside me. Being solid metal, it almost felt like it would pop out in a second, but because it had a nice thin stem, it just ended up pressing against my ring without budging any further.

Sarah snapped the lead onto the ring on my collar before getting up and walking around the bed with me in tow. Thankfully she was taking it slow, as I wasn’t very fast dragging my feet around with that heavy plug in me.

We walked around the room a few times to get me acclimatised with the feeling, and I was honestly starting to enjoy it a bit - specially as I got to watch her from behind in that tight skirt. The downside is that my dicklet was starting to get stiff again, making the prancing around a bit more of a challenge. But soon enough she would be the one on all fours and I’d be on top of her!

Feeling comfortable I was following her well, Sarah decided to give me a few tricks to try out - we did “sit”, “hand”, “speak”, “down”, and “stand”, which I executed flawlessly.

“You’re such a good girl!” She said, while patting me on the head as I sat on my hind legs in front of her. “But before ‘dinner’, we should go for a longer walk. How about down the hall outside?”

I made a worried face while cocking my head to the side; I didn’t want to get caught fully naked and acting like a dog by some stranger just trying to get to their room! That would be beyond embarrassing!

“Don’t worry! It will just be a short walk down the hall and then back again!” She said while bending over to get closer to my face, which resulted in her blouse sagging and giving me a good view of her firm tits. “I promise I’ll give you a bit of a ‘treat’ when we come back!”

Sarah winked and reached down in between my legs, wrapping her fingers around my cock, giving me one slow stroke before removing her hands. She knew how to play me!

In response, I barked in excitement and wiggled my butt to signal my willingness to do whatever I needed!

Sarah walked me out of the room, and into the very long, empty corridor of the hotel, letting the door shut behind us. Sighing with the relief of the lack of people around, I followed Mistress all the way down and all the way back to our door.

“See? Nothing to worry about!” She said with a smile as she reached out for the door handle.

It took us about two seconds to realise that the only way in was by scanning the keycard - and another two seconds before she realised the key had been left inside the room.

“Oh shoot!” She exclaimed, much to my worry. “I guess we’ll have to go to the front desk and request a new card!”

I immediately sat my ass down - there was no way I was going to be paraded like this in the hotel lobby where there certainly would be people about! And it’s not like Sarah had a jacket or anything to cover me!

As she began to walk towards the lifts, she realised I was resisting, wanting to stay behind and hide until she came back.

“Come on now! Don’t be silly! I need to get a new keycard in the lobby - and it’s not like people haven’t seen a dog before!”

I knew I would loose this battle and resigned myself to getting back up on my legs to follow her downstairs.

The lobby was, or course, rather full. A lot of people stopped and stared at us, making way as we walked towards the front desk. Sarah didn’t seem to even notice them and led me like I was an actual dog.

The same clerk as before flashed a massive smile as he noticed us approaching, checking me out as we slowly made ourselves to his counter.

“Hello Miss! How may I help you?”

“I’ve done something a bit silly. I’ve locked myself out of my room and left my keycard inside as well as my purse. Is there any way you can help me out?”

“Absolutely, Miss!” Beamed the clerk. “Happens hundreds of times a day! Usually we just give you a new keycard, but seeing as you have no ID on you, I can accompany you to your room to unlock it, if that suits?”

“Lead the way!”

The clerk led us back to the lifts, and neither him nor Sarah seemed to care about the people checking me out. From the corner of my eye, I caught two girls giggling to themselves while trying to take a covert picture of as I trotted by - I was mortified! But thankfully we were soon inside the lift, alone!

“Beautiful dog you have there, Miss. May I ask its name?” He asked as we stood in the lift, Sarah on the right side, me in the middle on my knees, and him on the other side.

“Her name is Chloe. You can pet her if you want!”

He didn’t waste his opportunity and bent over to first pet my head, and then stroke my back down to my butt, continuing down my tail, tugging it ever so gently, sending shivers up my spine.

“Who’s a good girl?” Asked the clerk in a baby voice. I just had to smile back and wiggle my butt to demonstrate I was enjoying it.

“Can you stand? Hop up here!” He asked as he stood up straight and tapped his own shoulders.

I looked quizzically at my Mistress.

“Well? Go on then! The nice man wants to see your tricks! Up!” She ordered.

I turned towards the man and stood up, placing my hands on his shoulders as if embracing him but still keeping a bit of distance between us.

“Aww, such a good girl!” He cooed, bringing up his left hand to scratch me behind the ear, while at the same time wrapping his right hand around the base of my dicklet which had been at a semi-hard state until then.

The clerk continued to treat me like a dog, making kiss-y faces and baby noises as he scratched my ear and slowly jerked me off, making me fully erect. All the while Sarah simply looked at us and smiled, not trying to stop anything.

When we finally reached our floor, I hopped off the man and got back onto my knees, following both towards our room.

The clerk pulled out a keycard of his own and unlocked our door; I wanted to immediately run in to escape the sounds of people approaching our corridor, but Sarah tugged on my leash and stood in the doorway with me in between her and the clerk.

“Thank you so much, and I apologise for the inconvenience I’ve caused you!” She told him with an apologetical smile.

“Oh, there is no need to apologise for anything Miss! It’s been my pleasure! I’m just sad I don’t have a treat to give your wee puppy!”

“Well, you could always…give her a bone.” Sarah suggested as she looked down at his black suit pants, which was barely containing a very obvious hard package underneath.

The man smiled broadly at Sarah as he promptly unzipped without having to ask for any further clarification.

Whipping out his hard 6.5 inch uncut cock, the man was clearly too horny to care that we were still in public, standing outside our room. And as for me, I knew I had no choice but to do what I did best, even though that delayed my fun times with Sarah.

Still on all fours, I approached the clerk and - while keeping in character - began sniffing his dick, initially at about a palm away, then getting closer as I “analysed” the sausage he was dangling in front of me.

My nose was now pressed against his skin, as I huffed up and down his shaft, going down to his balls, and then up again until I reached the tip.

“See? Nothing to worry about! I assure you it’s very tasty!” The man encouraged.

Wiggling my tail, I began licking his head like a hungry puppy, circling it with my tongue to tease him for a bit. And when he least expected, I opened my mouth wide and took his whole erection in my mouth, making him moan.

As I was blowing this fully dressed man in the hallway, I heard voices coming from behind me of two women as they turned our corner.

Once they saw what was happening, they felt silent but continued walking our way until they were standing right beside us. These two girls (both brunettes with long hair tied into a ponytail) must’ve been in their mid-twenties and were smartly dressed - no doubt some type of businesswomen. From the corner of my eye, I could tell it was the same two girls who were laughing and taking covert pics when we were in the lobby.

The clerk didn’t even bat an eye, fully lost in the moment as I polished his knob, and I knew better than to stop even though I was feeling very embarrassed.

“Oh my god, isn’t that the cutest sissy puppy ever?” One of them cooed.

“Is she yours?” She directed the question at Sarah once she noticed her holding the leash.

They began chatting with Sarah, treating the whole ordeal like it was the most normal thing to be witnessing. The first one asked if she could take a picture of me - which Sarah allowed - while the other asked how she could get her hands on “such a well trained pet”. All the while I sucked off the man, picking up the pace so I could get it over with and hide inside our room.

Sarah agreed to “lend me out” to the girls at a later date, and they all exchanged numbers. One of them even bent down to rub my own erection for a few moments, but was reminded by my owner not to let me cum. Once again: why was Sarah agreeing to letting them use me if I was now a free person?

Just as their conversation was ending, the clerk announced he was about to cum by pulling away from me, grabbing his saliva-covered cock, and rapidly jerking it off. Instantly, the girls pointed their phones at the scene to record the moment. And just as I offered my open mouth with my tongue out, the man began shooting ropes of jizz at my snout, mouth, and chin. It was quite a load too!

Once he finished, I swallowed what had entered my mouth and got back to licking the tip of his dick to clean it up. Satisfied, he put his slowly deflating penis back in his pants and zipped up.

“Don’t make a mess, Chloe!” Sarah ordered as cum was about to drip off my face.

Resigned to the humiliation, I “sat” with my hind legs and used my hand as a paw to wipe off his cream from my face and then licked it off, like a good bitch. The girls giggled at the image of a sissy taking her role as a dog seriously.

With my face clean and his cum swallowed, the clerk thanked Sarah,

“May I ask a favour for your thankfulness?” Sarah asked the clerk.

“Anything, Miss!”

“A bottle of your finest bubbly on ice, left in front of my door at your earliest convenience. On the house, of course!”

“Naturally! I shall bring up our finest, no charge.”

And with that, the man pat me on the head one last time and left, while the other girls also thanked Sarah and walked in the opposite direction towards their own rooms.

“Tsc tsc, inside, girl!” Sarah ordered in a happy tone while tugging me into the room before closing the door behind us.

She seemed very satisfied with my obedience and how I took to the role of puppy.

In my head, I was just glad that finally, after all this time, we were alone. And that meant that my dream was about to come true!


17 - Collecting the Prize

Mistress had ordered me onto the bed, where I sat on my hind legs - my dicklet still hard in anticipation of what was to come. She had unhooked the lead but kept my “tail” in, saying she quite liked me looking like that. Plus, at this point, it felt good to have something so wide and heavy in me.

“Before we continue, I’m going to wash myself again - this time by myself. While I’m taking a bath, I order you to touch yourself as much as you can while lying down here on the bed. And I obviously mean you’re to play with your clit!”

Permission to jerk myself off? That seemed too good to be true, so I waited patiently for the catch - because there was always a catch.

“You’ll have to edge yourself as many times as you can while I’m in there. And for each edge, I will allow you to fuck me for a minute.”

And there it was: the catch!

“But if you cum, you can forget the whole deal; it will be your own sperm you’re wasting, so don’t be callous about it!”

It was going to be difficult to edge and not reach an orgasm given how sensitive to the touch my cock was after having been denied any contact for so long, but I knew I was at the endgame and I just needed to hold off long enough to plow my cock deep into Sarah’s pussy!

“Yes, Mistress.” I answered as Sarah walked towards the bathroom with a few items in hand and playing some music out loud on her phone.

As I lay down on the bed, I realised she wanted me in this position because the buttplug would be pushing up against my p-spot, making this final challenge the hardest one.

I knew I wanted to get as many edges in for the longest fuck session possible, but I was also aware that the more I edged, the riskier each subsequent one would be - and even if I survived it all without cumming, there would be a higher chance that I’d just explode as soon as my dicklet touched her pussy. The risk was extremely high, but getting to finally fuck her after she had sissified me for so long would be worth it!

To make matters worse, as I lay on the bed with my dicklet in hand, I could see Sarah through the window in between the bedroom and the bathroom, where she stood, beginning a slow striptease while the bathtub filled up.

Turned towards the window, she gyrated her hips to the rhythm of the song playing on her phone as her hands began unbuttoning the white blouse. When she got to the last one button, she let the blouse dangle on her shoulders, showing off her tight abs while still barely concealing her tits. Her hands began exploring her own body by touching her neck and sliding down the middle of her torso, and then finally going under the band of her burgundy pencil skirt. She threw her head back in ecstasy as if she had just touched her own pussy.

I reached the edge at that point and had to slow down my own jerking off, taking in deep breaths to calm myself down, before returning to my average stroking pace.

But Sarah wasn’t over.

Removing her hand from under her skirt, she brought it up to her mouth and then proceeded to lick her fingers, tasting her own juices. Slowly turning around until she had most of her back to me, her blouse slid off one shoulder, and shortly after, the other. Yet she had placed her hands on her boobs, holding the fabric in place so that the blouse wouldn’t fall off just yet. She continued turning until she was facing me again, her hips still moving sensually with the song, the blouse barely covering her boobs. Another half turn later and it finally slid off her entirely, and she continued for another quarter turn and dropped her arms, giving me a view of her sideboob.

That pushed me to the edge once more, and I forced myself to calm down before resuming.

Anchoring her thumbs around the waist of her skirt, Sarah slowly pulled it down halfway across her butt and remained there for a few more beats, still swinging her ass to the music.

Gradually bending forward and away from me at the hip, he sideboob dangled as her hands resumed pulling down the skirt. And once it cleared her buns, it fully slid down her legs, flashing me that delicious, glistening pussy.

I began edging once again. This time, I had to remove my hand from my dicklet as it had become even more sensitive than before, taking deep breaths for several seconds before I felt confident I was not going to blow my load prematurely.

Sarah finished turning around, giving me an eye full of her incredible chest. Even though I had seen her boobs so many times - and even just a few hours ago - they still amazed me at how perky and full they looked!

The bath was full now, and the only thing left for her to take off were her stilettos.

She placed one foot on the bathtub wall - once again giving me a good view of her smooth lady cave - and undid the clasp around her shoes, freeing that pedicured foot. She repeated the process with the other.

And once again, I reached the edge; my fourth one so far! I had got so close, I felt the need to slap my own face to calm down!

Sarah stepped in the bathtub and lied down, thankfully bringing an end to her striptease! If she had been wearing anything else I don’t think I would have been able to cope!

She had clearly added bath bubbles while it filled, as there was a considerable amount of foam. And what was even clearer is how she didn’t fill the tub up the brim, because even lying down her boobs still poked out from under the water.

I returned to my stroking while still watching her; and even though she hadn’t locked eyes with me at any point, she knew I was watching! And she used that fact to her advantage as her hands once again began exploring her body; rubbing her tits, playing with her nipples, and diving one hand into the water to touch her clit! This all resulted in very hot and sexy moans from her, which in turn wasn’t helping me at all!

I couldn’t wait to have her sensually moaning in my ears! And I even considered getting up to join her and fuck her right there in the bathtub, but the thought alone was enough to bring me to my fifth edge. I was so lost in that fantasy that I nearly forgot to stop!

Hands off, I slapped my own face three times with enough force to make it sting and pull me back down from my edge.

As I had predicted, it was getting increasingly harder to not jizz all over the place! I even considered stopping, after all five minutes was probably more than I was going to last anyway - but just in case, I got back to my jacking to buy myself some extra time.

Sarah, on the other hand, had no problem in reaching an orgasm! Her head resting back on the tub, eyes closed, grabbing firmly onto her boob while the other arm furiously moved under the water, her moans got even louder as she jilled herself closer to completion. For a moment, her moaning went completely silent as she held her breath for a few seconds while she pushed herself over the edge.

She screamed in ecstasy as her body began convulsing under the extreme pleasure she was feeling with her orgasm, creating waves in the bathtub. And that’s how I reached my sixth edge, in less time it took me to go from my second to third! I was now seconds away from every further edge, and in very dangerous territory!

This time, I bit my own hand, hard, until tears began rolling down my face! I couldn’t cum! Not just yet! And not after waiting this long!

A few moments later, Sarah had calmed down enough to get out of the bath, the water sliding off her naked body. But instead of coming straight back into the bedroom, she took her time to dry herself off with a towel, making sure that every inch of her body was being given attention.

Turning her back to me, she once again bent over at the hips, flashing me that tight little asshole of hers, which instantly got me to my 7th edge of this session.

I had to wrap one hand around my throat to try and suffocate myself enough to distract from the feeling of my cummies making their way from my balls to my dicklet! If I grazed my small erection just one more time, I knew I would blow my load there and then!

There was just no way I could get past 7 edges; not with all that has happened in the last few weeks. Not with all the neglect my cock has had while in its cage. Seven would not become eight!

With my hand still around my throat to cut off my oxygen, I watched as Sarah pulled a baby blue laced thong up her legs, bringing it all the way up her butt, the fabric nearly disappearing between her cheeks!

I expected her to get fully dressed again, but was surprised when she instead just walked out of the bathroom, phone in hand, naked apart from the thong, and climbed onto the bed to lie beside me.

It was finally time!



“Seven minutes it is!” She said after I told her how many times I had edged.

Sarah was lying on the bed, looking at her phone, her knees bent and legs wide open. I had got up on my knees and shuffled to position myself in between her legs, my dicklet harder than it has ever been, dripping precum from the tip.

“Your time starts now!” She said, still looking at her phone. “In the meantime, I’ll review the footage you’ve sent of all those cocks you’ve sucked dry!”

I couldn’t care less about that: all I wanted now was to stick my cock in her! All these weeks I’ve spent as a sissy, whoring myself out to so many different men, getting cummed on and cumming just from getting penetrated by random cocks, all of this just because she had promised she would finally allow me to fulfil my dream of fucking her!

The only thing in between my dicklet and her cunt - that same one I had eaten out so many times, that same one that had tasted so delicious, and had me dreaming of one day entering - was that sexy, cute thong!

I approached her, and slowly brought my engorged clitty to hers, laying my shaft over her covered pussy.

Holding onto her knees, I started moving my hips back and forth, rubbing my erection against the fabric of her panties. I had generated so much precum that I quickly had them wet. And despite Sarah trying her best to seem uninterested in what was happening, I could tell she was enjoying that feeling too, as her own breathing became a bit more laboured while contributing to the wet state of her underwear!

I was enjoying the warm, moist feeling of her covered peach, adding more pressure and increasing my rubbing of it.

Soon, I placed one finger around the edge of the fabric covering her entrance and gently pulled it to the side, revealing her shining, smooth vagina!

I placed my cock over her folds and got back to grinding, sliding my shaft up and down, covering it in her juices; ￼It was my way of teasing her just a little bit - nothing close to what she had put me through to get here!

I decided it was finally time!

Pointing my dicklet at her, I pressed the tip against the opening in between her legs and, at a glacial pace, began entering her at long last.

I was in heaven! She felt so tight - no doubt she was an avid practitioner of pelvic floor exercises to keep herself like that! I couldn’t wait to slide all the way in!

“Stop right there!” She suddenly ordered.

I froze in place with just the tip of my cock inside her warm cave.

Looking up from her phone with an upset look on her face, Sarah told me why she had told me to stop.

“There’s only four videos of you getting cum in your mouth.”

“What?”

“You heard me right. There’s four videos of you sucking off guys and swallowing their cream!”

I couldn’t believe my ears!

I knew for a fact that I had sucked off way more than the five guys, and although I didn’t have video proof of them all, I knew I had done five recordings!

“I don’t want to sound like I’m being disrespectful, Mistress, but I’ve sent you five videos!”

“You did! And on four of them, you’re clearly cleaning up those cocks and swallowing all that jizz. But this last one: he is cumming inside your pussy - not your mouth!”

My world began crumbling around me as Sarah bent one leg, placed her foot on my chest, and slowly pushed me back, my dicklet popping free from my prize.


18 - Free?

In my head I was screaming, but on the outside I was trying hard to remain calm and collected. How could I have been so stupid? Sarah had explained that the challenge was to suck off 5 guys and swallow their spunk; and while I had done all of that, with the very last person - Frank - I had him record me as he fucked me and came inside my ass. There was no recording of me sucking him off!

I found myself still on my knees pleading to my Mistress to accept that I had sucked off more guys than she had asked, just didn't have video proof of it, and that I would never lie to her!

“Please, please, please, Mistress! Let me fuck you! I promise I’ll suck off as many cocks as you want after I do!”

Sarah seemed to consider it for a while, her foot still on my chest holding me away, despite my cock having lost a bit of its strength due to the stress I was going through.

“Well, the deal was simple enough, wasn’t it?” She finally said, a smirk crossing her face. “And I do believe you when you told me about all the other men you had using your holes, even though you didn’t have it on video.”

Her foot started to slide down my chest as she continued:

“You were supposed to record yourself sucking off five guys, and in exchange, I would set you free from your cage forever, and as a bonus, you would get to fuck me however you wanted and spread your seed anywhere on my delicious body.”

Now her foot had reached my cock and she brought up the other one to join it, sandwiching my tool in between them. It took me maybe a second to get to full mast again!

“If you were to fail that challenge, you would obviously be forfeiting your freedom and your lifelong dream of having that tiny prick pumping in me, wouldn’t you?”

Her feet felt like silk as they glided up and down my shaft, giving me a slow foot job as her pussy remained exposed, blinking, calling my name!

“Yes, Mistress.” I answered, dazed and hypnotised by the feeling, telling myself I’d do anything or say anything to get inside her.

She sped up the movement, my dicklet leaking copious amounts of precum all over her tiny feet.

Without warning, her feet suddenly moved away and her legs wrapped tightly around my body, pulling me towards her.

Caught off guard, I fell forward. I tried catching my fall by placing my hands on either side of her head, but it happened all too quickly; my body fell forward onto hers, just at the right angle for my dicklet to slide up her vagina and into her cunt, instantly impaling her all the way as our bodies made full contact, my head resting beside hers.

I was in heaven; I was finally inside my best friend, my Mistress, and it felt better than any pussy I had ever had! She was so tight, so wet, so warm, and I thought I’d finally get to fill her up with days worth of cum!

But her legs wrapped around my hips held me in place, balls deep into her kitty, and I was unable to begin pumping.

“You failed the challenge, Chloe.” She whispered menacingly into my ear.

In one swift movement, she untangled her legs and pushed me away with strength I didn’t know she had!

From the moment I got in her to now, it had been less than 5 seconds.

I pretty much flew off her, nearly falling off the bed! And as I landed on my ass, I was reminded of the buttplug in me as it slapped my p-spot hard, nearly making me cum!

I had to remain seated for a few seconds, trying to recompose myself and make sense of what was happening, yet Sarah got off the bed with purpose and made her way to the front door, still naked.

I watched as she opened the door just enough to pick something from the floor on the outside.

Walking towards me, I could see she was holding a bucket full of ice with a bottle of champagne in it, which she placed beside me on the bed.

“Hold this here.” She said as she removed the bottle and shoved it in between my legs, right up against my crotch.

Instantly, the thermal shock ran up my body; the bottle was ice cold and the contact with my private parts felt like a kick to my balls, resulting in me letting out a silent scream of pain! I was seeing stars!

Sarah didn’t care.

Instead, she walked over to her bag and pulled something out before sitting down in front of my shocked body.

She pried the bottle off me and placed it back in the bucket, lending me to the realisation that I hadn’t breathed since she had shoved the bottle against my then hard dicklet.

I was now as soft as I could be, not quite recovered from the freezing sensation. And not even Sarah wrapping one hand around the base of my cock resulted in any blood rushing back. 

Still dazed, I couldn’t make immediate sense of what was going on.

But the fog suddenly cleared as I heard a single clicking sound.

I looked down in between my legs to find my shrunken dick locked in a tiny, one inch metal cage, held in place by a very sturdy (also metallic) ring behind my balls.

This was so much smaller than my previous cage! I would never even be able to have a semi erection! Even fully deflated, there was simply no wiggle room in it!

I was still stunned as Sarah grabbed me by the ring in the collar and dragged me into the bathroom toilet.

“You had one challenge to gain your freedom, but you fucked it up and lied to me to get your way.” Sarah said angrily as she lifted the toilet seat.

“Mistress, please, I didn’t-“ I began pleading, standing beside her, fearing what was to come.

“Don’t!” She snapped back. “You lied to get in my pants, and you lied to remain free. I don’t take kindly to liars, so your punishment will be severe!”

Sarah showed me her hand. In her palm, the two keys that would unlock my new cage.

“Your punishment is to remain locked until I’m satisfied you deserve freedom. But even that will come at a cost! And for you to grasp how serious of an offence you’ve committed, you leave me no choice but to do this.”

With that, Sarah tipped her hand, dropping the keys into the toilet bowl.

My eyes widened in shock; what have I done?

“Never forget you’re MY sissy. Forever.”

Sarah flushed the toilet.

The water rushed down the bowl, immediately washing away the keys, making them disappear from sight, never to be seen again.

I watched in disbelief.

Sarah laughed.

All along, she knew I would fail.

All along, she knew I would never get to fuck her.

All along, she knew I would do anything - anything! - to fuck her.

And she also knew that, all along, I would remain her sissy - a sissy conned into believing she could have her way with her Mistress some day. A tricked sissy.

THE END


Epilogue

Being a sissy has its advantages: you get much more sex than being a straight guy that only wants to fuck women. But it also has its disadvantages: you don’t get to fuck women as they tend to laugh whenever they see your tiny penis locked up in a metal cage. And not being able to touch your own cock for this long would drive anyone crazy.

That’s how I found myself here after all these months, entering a tiny shop not too far from my college, desperate for the shopkeeper's help.

And it was a tiny shop: a corridor wide enough to barely fit one person once you walked in the door with the counter running the extent of the room.

On the wall behind the counter hung countless keys and tools to replicate them or open up locks.

Manning it all was a middle aged, fat, balding man, reading some magazine while standing at the counter, his glasses almost hanging off his nose. It was a bit dark inside, given the only window was the one on the door, which itself was partially obscured by a “We are open” sign. And while there were a few light bulbs hanging from the ceiling, they were so weak that most of the light had to come from the window.

The man looked up from his reading material - was that a porn magazine?? - and checked me out as I took two steps away from the door in his direction, standing nearly in front of him.

“What can I do for you, miss?”

He sounded so sure about calling me “miss”. And to be fair, I wouldn’t have recognised myself in the mirror twelve months ago either.

Due to the oestrogen and the exercise regimen I was forced to take, I now could easily pass as a woman. My new C-cup tits were partially exposed under my low cut sundress (which was dark blue, covered in a white flower pattern), my black hair framed my feminine made-up face, my very smooth legs on display, and most importantly: the cage that held the last semblance of my “manhood” was so tight, even if I were wearing nothing but the black thong underneath, it would take a very skilled set of eyes to notice the tiniest bulge on my crotch!

For all intents and purposes, I was now a woman.

“Yes, hi. I need something unlocked.” I said, my voice so girly it would have sounded nauseating to my past self.

“Well, you’ve come to the right place!” The man smiled, gesturing broadly around him. “A locksmith can usually unlock anything!”

I was nervous about what was going to happen, but it needed to be done. After so many months, I had finally come to the acceptance that my Mistress was never, ever gonna unlock my cage, and I was so desperate for freedom that I was willing to go through this embarrassment just so I could touch my dicklet again!

“It’s… it’s kinda embarrassing…” My face was definitely getting red, even with all that makeup on.

“Oh honey, don’t you worry about that! I’ve been doing this for forty years and I’ve seen it all: handcuffs with missing keys, neck collars with a padlock that won’t open, even have been called in a few times to help people who’ve managed to lock themselves to their bedpost! You name it, I’ve unlocked it!”

The locksmith walked to the hatch on the counter, located right beside the door, lifted it up and stood in front of me, blocking the view from outside. He was tall - at least 6 foot 2 - and smelt of oil and metal.

“C’mon, spit it out!” He said, clearly wanting to get it over with.

“Could you, please, un… unlock th-this f-for me?” I stuttered as I slowly lifted my dress with one hand until it exposed my thong, which I pulled down with the other to show the metallic cage around my dicklet.

The man seemed shocked for a moment - maybe he hadn’t indeed seen it all! - but quickly recomposed himself.

Very professionally, he bent forwards to get a better look, pushing his glasses up his nose.

“Interesting.” He said, puzzled. “May I examine the lock?”

He looked up at me and I just nodded, not wanting to show my nervousness by stuttering again.

He wrapped one hand around the ring behind my balls and lifted it a bit, looking around the locking mechanism that held everything in place. And even with my embarrassment at an all time high, my dicklet couldn’t help but react to human touch. Yet, given how tight the cage already was, this was something he couldn’t or just didn’t notice.

A few more seconds of analysing had occurred before he finally let go and stood up straight, while I kept my hands in place, exposing myself.

“What did you say your name was again, dear?”

“Ch-Chloe.” I managed to spit out.

“Are you Sarah’s toy?”

The question caught me by surprise, and was so out of left field that words were refusing to leave my open mouth.

“Yeah, I thought you might be.” He said, placing his hands on his hips. “Your Mistress came in here a long while ago. I presume she didn’t tell you, did she?”

I shook my head.

“Why would she, right?” He said with a smile. “Anyway, to answer your question: yes, I can unlock that. It’s not too difficult for someone experienced like me, and I can see by the markings around the lock that you’ve attempted it yourself a lot with no success - hence you being here.”

I nodded, even though it sounded rhetorical.

“When your Mistress came to visit me, she made me an offer. She also told me it was the same offer she was giving to all the locksmiths within the county.”

The man turned around and walked towards the door.

“She said that if any of her sissies wearing that particular cage were to come in and ask for it to be removed, that I were to text her who it was. In exchange for my cooperation, she offered an interesting reward.”

He turned the sign on the door to read “Closed” from the outside, and pulled down the blinds on the window. The shop was now only being lit by bulbs hanging from the ceiling and would probably seem like it was completely dark when seen from outside.

“I’ll pay you double anything she offered if you just please unlock me and don’t tell her!” I began pleading, letting go of my panties to cover my cage and pulling down my dress.

“Oh, you stupid sissy!” He laughed as he turned the lock on the door, locking us in.

The man turned around with an expression that I could only describe as “horny and happy”, and, taking two steps to stand directly in front of me, finally said:

“YOU ARE THE REWARD!”


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!
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