
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Academy for Disobedient Men: A Dark Femdom Spanking & Sissy Training Novel




Forced Feminization, Chastity, Humiliation & Discipline




Introduction










Power. Control. Dominance.










Ethan Carter built his life around these principles. He

 

owned boardrooms, commanded respect, and never submitted to anyone.


 
His confidence was unshakable, his authority unquestioned.










Until his

 

wife had enough.











Tired of his

 

arrogance, cruelty, and refusal to listen


 
, she signed him away—to

 

Mistress Blackwell’s Academy for Disobedient Men


 
.










A

 

facility designed to break men like him


 
.










A place where

 

powerful, dominant women strip men of their masculinity, their pride, and their resistance.











From the moment Ethan

 

steps inside the Academy, he is no longer in control.


 
His suits are

 

ripped away, replaced with frilly pink panties, lace-trimmed stockings, and delicate corsets that force him into submission.


 
His

 

cock is caged, his body punished, his hole stretched, trained, and owned.











Every disobedience earns him

 

harsh spankings, over-the-knee punishments, public humiliation, and brutal correction.


 
Every moment

 

erases his old identity


 
—turning him into

 

a perfect, obedient, feminized sissy pet.











He thought he was untouchable.










Now, he

 

crawls at Mistress Blackwell’s feet, plugged, disciplined, and aching for her approval.











This is not a school.










This is

 

a prison for men who refuse to submit.











And

 

Ethan will never escape.










CHAPTER 1: SENTENCED TO OBEDIENCE










Ethan had never been a man who took orders. He had built his life on

 

power, control, and dominance


 
, never answering to anyone but himself.










That was before his

 

wife enrolled him in Mistress Blackwell’s Academy for Disobedient Men.











Now, he sat in the

 

back seat of a sleek black car


 
, his hands clenched into fists, his jaw tight as the driver pulled through

 

massive iron gates


 
and up the long driveway. The estate was

 

grand, imposing, surrounded by high stone walls


 
that gave the unmistakable impression that once you entered,

 

you did not leave until you were thoroughly broken.











He had argued, of course.

 

Fought. Insisted he was no one’s submissive.











But the

 

contract had already been signed.











His wife had made sure of that.










She had grown tired of his arrogance, his dismissiveness, his refusal to listen. She had warned him—

 

change, or I will change you.











He had laughed at the idea.










Now, he wasn’t laughing.










The car stopped in front of the

 

main building


 
, an elegant but severe-looking structure, its

 

massive wooden doors opening before he could even step out.


 
Two women waited at the entrance—

 

both tall, both dressed in corsets and fitted skirts, their heels sharp against the stone steps.











Ethan hesitated.










The driver cleared his throat. “I suggest you step out, sir.”










Ethan exhaled sharply, then swung the door open, stepping onto the

 

cool stone pathway.


 
The wind

 

brushed against his skin


 
, sending a chill through him that had nothing to do with the weather.










One of the women

 

tilted her head, smirking.











“You must be Ethan.”










He straightened, forcing his usual

 

arrogant confidence


 
into his voice.










“Yeah. And you must be wasting my time.”










The second woman

 

smiled slowly, dark amusement flashing in her eyes.











“Oh, this one’s going to need a firm hand.”










The first woman

 

extended her hand, palm up.











“Your phone.”










Ethan scoffed. “Excuse me?”










She didn’t repeat herself.










She just

 

raised an eyebrow, waiting.











Something about her

 

unwavering stare made his stomach tighten.











Slowly, he reached into his pocket and

 

handed over his phone.











The woman took it, placed it in a velvet pouch, and then

 

dropped it into a locked box just inside the doorway.











“No distractions,” she said smoothly. “You belong to the Academy now.”










Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted.












Belong?











Before he could respond, the second woman

 

gestured toward the doors.











“This way, Mr. Carter.”










Ethan hesitated.










The first woman smirked.










“You may walk in on your own. Or we can carry you.”










A fresh

 

wave of unease


 
washed over him.










He squared his shoulders and stepped inside.










The doors

 

closed heavily behind him, sealing him inside.
















THE ARRIVAL











The inside of the Academy was

 

dark wood and polished floors, high ceilings, elegant chandeliers.











But despite the beauty,

 

there was no warmth.











It was

 

not a place of comfort.











It was a place of

 

discipline.











Ethan’s

 

eyes flickered to the women walking through the halls—tall, commanding, all dressed in fitted skirts and heels.


 
Some carried

 

riding crops


 
, others

 

long leather paddles.











And then there were the men.










He saw them as he was led down the corridor—

 

kneeling at their Mistresses’ feet, some bent over punishment benches, their bare asses red and marked.











His

 

stomach clenched.











This was

 

a prison for men like him.











His

 

escort led him into a grand office


 
, where

 

Mistress Blackwell sat behind an ornate desk


 
, her fingers

 

laced together, her expression unreadable.











She was

 

striking—dark hair, sharp cheekbones, eyes that could strip a man bare with a single glance.











She said nothing at first, simply

 

studying him.











Ethan

 

forced himself to hold her gaze.











Finally, she spoke.










“You are here because you failed to behave as a proper husband.”










Ethan’s

 

jaw locked.











“My wife sent me here to be treated like a child.”










Mistress Blackwell’s lips curled slightly.










“Oh, no, Mr. Carter. Children are handled gently.”










She leaned forward.










“You are here to be corrected.”










Ethan

 

exhaled sharply, his fists clenching at his sides.











“This is ridiculous.”










Mistress Blackwell tilted her head.










“You think so?”










She glanced toward the corner of the room.










“Celeste. Evelyn.”










Ethan turned just as

 

two women stepped into the office.











They were

 

beautiful, poised, and radiating dominance.











Mistress Celeste held a

 

leather paddle.











Mistress Evelyn held a

 

butt plug.











Ethan’s

 

breath caught.











Mistress Blackwell stood, rounding the desk, her

 

heels clicking against the floor.











“You broke your first rule within five minutes of arriving,” she stated.










Ethan

 

stiffened.











“I—”










She

 

tilted her head.











“You spoke out of turn.”










Mistress Celeste smirked, stepping forward.










“You disrespected a Mistress.”










Mistress Evelyn ran her

 

gloved hand over the plug in her palm, coating it with lube.











“And now, pet, you will be punished.”










Ethan

 

swallowed hard.











Mistress Blackwell sat on the

 

discipline chair


 
, lifting her hand toward him.










"Come here."










Ethan’s body

 

locked up.











Mistress Celeste

 

stepped behind him, gripping his arms.











"You can either go over her lap willingly, pet… or we will bend you over the desk and do it the hard way."










Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











His

 

cock twitched against his pants, a horrible, shameful reaction to the situation.











Mistress Blackwell

 

saw it.











She smirked.










"That’s what I thought."










She patted her

 

lap.











"Over my knee, boy."










Ethan

 

trembled, his breath shaking.











And as he

 

slowly stepped forward, lowering himself over Mistress Blackwell’s lap, he knew—











This was only the beginning.









CHAPTER 2: THE FIRST PUNISHMENT










Ethan’s

 

breath came in short, uneven gasps


 
as he lowered himself over

 

Mistress Blackwell’s lap


 
, his hands pressed against the cool wooden floor. He had never been in a position like this before—

 

exposed, vulnerable, waiting for his punishment like a disobedient schoolboy.











Mistress Blackwell ran a

 

single gloved hand down his spine, slow and deliberate, feeling the tension coiling in his muscles.











"You’re stiff," she murmured. "Perhaps that’s because you still think you’re in control."










She glanced toward

 

Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn


 
, both standing nearby, their

 

arms crossed, amusement gleaming in their eyes.











"He hasn’t learned his place yet," Mistress Celeste observed.










Mistress Evelyn smirked, tapping the

 

butt plug against her palm.











"Oh, but he will."










Mistress Blackwell nodded,

 

gripping the waistband of his pants and yanking them down


 
, exposing his

 

bare ass to the cold air.











Ethan

 

flinched


 
, his

 

body tensing instinctively.











The

 

room felt silent for a moment


 
, the weight of his vulnerability crashing down on him.










And then—










The first

 

sharp slap landed.











Ethan

 

jerked forward, gasping


 
, the

 

sting spreading instantly through his skin.











Another slap.

 

Harder.











Mistress Blackwell’s palm came down again and again, each strike

 

louder, sharper, more punishing.











Ethan

 

gritted his teeth, refusing to make a sound.











But as the

 

spanking continued


 
, his

 

skin growing hotter, redder


 
, his cock

 

twitched involuntarily against Mistress Blackwell’s thigh.











Mistress Celeste let out a

 

mocking chuckle.











"Oh, look at that," she mused. "He’s already reacting."










Ethan’s

 

face burned.











Mistress Blackwell sighed dramatically.










"How typical. Men like you always pretend to resist, but deep down, you crave discipline."










She brought her hand down

 

harder, faster, the rhythm of the spanking turning brutal.











Ethan

 

squirmed, his fingers digging into the floor, his breathing ragged.











Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him,

 

tilting his face toward her.











"Count them, pet."










Ethan’s

 

throat dried.











Mistress Celeste stepped behind him,

 

her fingers trailing over the plug she still held, her smile dark.











"If he won’t count, we’ll make sure he has something to focus on."










Mistress Blackwell paused,

 

her palm resting against his burning skin.











"Spread him."










Ethan’s

 

breath caught.











Mistress Evelyn and Mistress Celeste each took an

 

ankle, forcing his legs wider, fully exposing his hole.











Ethan

 

tried to resist, but with his position across Mistress Blackwell’s lap, he had no leverage.











Mistress Evelyn hummed in satisfaction.










"Such a pretty little hole," she murmured.










Ethan

 

felt the cool, slick tip of the plug press against him, teasing, testing.











His

 

body clenched instinctively.











Mistress Blackwell

 

gripped his chin, forcing him to look up at her.











"Count, pet," she ordered.










The first

 

sharp slap landed again, the impact jolting through him just as Mistress Evelyn pushed the tip of the plug inside.











Ethan

 

gasped loudly, his body arching.











"One, Mistress," he choked out.










Mistress Blackwell

 

smirked.











"Good boy."










Another

 

punishing slap.











The plug

 

pushed deeper.











"Two, Mistress."










Another.

 

Harder.











"Three, Mistress," he sobbed.










Mistress Celeste crouched beside him,

 

stroking his hair, shushing him mockingly.











"You’re taking your punishment so well, pet."










The

 

spanking continued


 
, his

 

skin turning red, burning, his hole stretching to accommodate the thick, unyielding plug.











By the time he reached

 

twenty


 
, he was

 

a shaking, whimpering mess, his cock leaking precum against Mistress Blackwell’s thighs, his body fully submissive, fully owned.











Mistress Evelyn let out a

 

soft moan of approval.











"Now that he’s filled, I think it’s time we take him to the

 

Punishment Hall.


 
"










Mistress Blackwell nodded,

 

gripping his collar.











"Stand up, pet."










Ethan

 

tried, his legs weak, his thighs trembling, his hole clenching around the unmovable plug.











Mistress Celeste smirked, gripping his

 

leash and tugging.











"Let’s show the others how well he’s learning."










And with that, Ethan was

 

dragged forward, forced to walk, his plug shifting deep inside him with every step, his red, punished ass on display for anyone they passed.











His

 

public degradation was only beginning.










CHAPTER 3: THE PUNISHMENT HALL










Ethan’s

 

thighs trembled


 
as Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn led him down the long corridor, his

 

red, punished ass still burning


 
from Mistress Blackwell’s spanking. Every step he took

 

sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him


 
, the

 

plug buried deep inside his hole shifting with each movement, forcing him to feel his submission in the most intimate way possible.











His

 

pink lace panties barely covered anything


 
, and the thin, humiliating material only emphasized his exposed state. The

 

cool air brushed against his raw skin


 
, a stark contrast to the

 

heat radiating from his punished flesh.











Mistress Blackwell walked ahead, leading the way toward

 

the Punishment Hall


 
, her heels clicking against the polished floors. Ethan’s

 

leash hung from Mistress Celeste’s grip


 
, ensuring he stayed close,

 

helpless, obedient, owned.











The

 

doors to the Punishment Hall loomed ahead


 
, tall and ominous, and as they pushed them open, Ethan’s

 

stomach clenched at the sight before him.











Rows of

 

other trainees knelt on the cold floor


 
, their heads bowed, their

 

bodies marked with the evidence of their discipline—red, welted asses, trembling limbs, cock cages glistening with precum.











At the center of the room stood

 

a large, elevated punishment bench


 
, its

 

leather surface polished from years of use, metal restraints gleaming under the chandelier’s soft glow.











Mistress Veronica stood beside it, her arms crossed, her

 

expression one of amusement and authority.











“So,” she purred, her gaze flicking to Ethan’s

 

flushed, humiliated face.


 
“We have a new guest.”










Ethan

 

swallowed hard


 
, his

 

cock twitching inside its cage, his stomach churning at the thought of being put on display.











Mistress Blackwell stepped forward, tilting her head.










"He’s already been spanked once tonight," she said smoothly. "But I think it’s time his training becomes… more public."










A low

 

murmur of approval


 
rippled through the room.










Ethan’s

 

face burned hotter.











Mistress Celeste

 

gave his leash a sharp tug


 
, making him

 

stumble forward, his heels clicking awkwardly against the floor.











The

 

humiliating rhythm of his movements—forced, controlled, entirely unnatural—only served to remind him of his complete lack of power.











Mistress Evelyn ran a hand down his

 

exposed back, trailing her fingers over the swell of his sore, red ass.











"He still flinches when touched," she mused.










Mistress Veronica smirked.










"Then let’s make sure he learns how to accept his place properly."










She gestured toward the

 

punishment bench.











"Up."










Ethan’s

 

stomach twisted violently.











“No—”










A

 

sharp slap landed across his face


 
, snapping his head to the side.










Mistress Blackwell

 

grabbed his chin, forcing him to look at her.











"You do not say no."










Her voice was smooth,

 

controlled, dripping with authority.











"You obey."










Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn each took an

 

arm, guiding—forcing—him onto the punishment bench.


 
His

 

chest pressed against the leather, his wrists locked into the metal cuffs, his legs spread wide, exposing everything.











The

 

plug inside him shifted deeper


 
, making him

 

whimper, his cock pulsing in its cage, leaking against the bench.











Mistress Veronica stepped behind him,

 

trailing her nails over his burning, punished ass.











She hummed in approval.










“He’s still nice and red from earlier,” she mused.










Mistress Celeste chuckled.










"Not red enough."










A

 

low murmur of agreement


 
rippled through the gathered women.










Mistress Veronica reached toward the

 

discipline rack, selecting a wooden paddle with a series of holes drilled into it—the kind designed to land with maximum sting, leaving bruises that would last for days.











Ethan

 

shuddered at the sound of it cutting through the air.











Mistress Blackwell leaned down, her

 

lips brushing against his ear.











"You will count every stroke."










Ethan’s

 

breath hitched, his body trembling.











"And if you hesitate," Mistress Veronica continued, tapping the paddle lightly against his sore flesh, "we start over."










Ethan

 

whimpered, his fingers curling into fists.











The first

 

strike landed with a loud, sharp crack.











His

 

entire body jerked forward, the impact sending a wave of unbearable heat through his already sore skin.











"One, Mistress!" he gasped, his voice

 

strangled, broken.











Another strike.










"Two, Mistress!"










Another.

 

Harder.











"Three, Mistress!"










His

 

hole clenched around the plug, the vibrations of each strike traveling deep inside him, amplifying his humiliation, his arousal, his submission.











Mistress Evelyn

 

smirked, watching his thighs tremble, the pink lace panties doing nothing to hide his throbbing cock.











Mistress Celeste chuckled.










"He’s dripping again."










Mistress Veronica brought the paddle down

 

harder


 
, making him

 

cry out, his moan more desperate than pained.











"Ten, Mistress!"










Mistress Blackwell tilted her head, watching him carefully.










"I think he’s ready for his next lesson."










She gestured toward Mistress Evelyn, who retrieved a

 

tray of teacups, balancing them delicately on a silver platter.











Ethan

 

panted, his chest rising and falling rapidly, his legs shaking.











Mistress Veronica leaned down, stroking his

 

flushed cheek, her voice like velvet.











"You’re going to serve tea now, pet."










Mistress Celeste smirked.










"And you’re going to do it with your panties down, your ass red and raw, and that plug keeping you stretched."










Mistress Blackwell unstrapped his wrists and ankles, pulling him up onto

 

shaky legs.











The

 

plug shifted inside him


 
, making him

 

whimper, his cock twitching uselessly in its cage.











Mistress Evelyn handed him the

 

tray, watching as he struggled to balance it.











"If you spill a drop," Mistress Blackwell whispered,

 

trailing her nails over his swollen ass


 
, "we will make sure you regret it."










Ethan

 

gulped, his body a trembling mess.











Mistress Celeste stepped forward, gripping his

 

chin, forcing him to look into her eyes.











"What do you say, pet?"










His voice came out

 

soft, wrecked, completely shattered.











"Thank you for my punishment, Mistress."










Mistress Veronica smirked.










"Good boy."










The women took their seats, watching as Ethan

 

crawled forward, the leash still attached to his collar, his pink panties pooled at his ankles, his ass on display, his body stretched, his hole filled.











And as he

 

served tea, trembling, humiliated, broken beyond repair,


 
he realized—










He would never be the same again.









CHAPTER 4: THE CRAWLING SLUT










Ethan’s

 

legs trembled as he carefully balanced the silver tray


 
, the delicate

 

teacups rattling softly against the polished surface


 
. His

 

thighs ached


 
, his

 

ass burned from the brutal paddling


 
, and his

 

hole clenched helplessly around the plug Mistress Evelyn had buried inside him.











The

 

weight of the stretch was inescapable


 
, a

 

constant, humiliating reminder that he was no longer a man—but an object for amusement, a pet for training, a toy for discipline.











Mistress Blackwell watched him closely from her

 

elevated chair


 
, her expression

 

calm, satisfied


 
, as he

 

moved awkwardly, his panties still pooled around his ankles, his caged cock dripping pathetically against the lace.











"You’re trembling, pet," Mistress Celeste observed, sipping her tea leisurely.










Ethan’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, his

 

humiliation thick in his throat


 
, but he didn’t dare spill a drop.










Mistress Evelyn smirked, crossing her legs.










“He looks ridiculous, shuffling around like that,” she mused. “Why is he still walking?”










Mistress Blackwell nodded in agreement, setting her

 

cup down on the small lacquered table beside her.











"You’re right," she said smoothly. "Pets don’t walk."










She turned to Ethan, her

 

sharp eyes locking onto his flushed, exhausted face.











"Get on your hands and knees, boy."










Ethan

 

stiffened, his entire body locking up in shame.











Mistress Blackwell’s

 

smirk widened.











"You will serve properly now," she said, her voice dripping with amusement. "You will crawl."










The

 

room erupted in soft laughter


 
, the other trainees

 

keeping their eyes down, their own punishments fresh in their minds


 
, but the

 

Mistresses chuckled openly, delighted by his continued degradation.











Ethan

 

hesitated for a fraction of a second.











That was a mistake.










Mistress Celeste

 

snapped her fingers


 
, and Mistress Evelyn moved instantly,

 

grabbing the thin chain of his leash, yanking him down onto all fours.











His

 

knees hit the cold floor with a painful thud


 
, and the

 

tray in his hands nearly tipped over from the sudden drop.











The

 

women laughed harder


 
, their voices

 

mocking, cruel, and laced with delight.











Mistress Celeste pressed the

 

sharp point of her stiletto against his lower back, ensuring he stayed down.











"There. That’s better."










Mistress Veronica ran a

 

hand through his hair, gripping the strands tightly, forcing his head up.











"You will crawl to each table, pet," she commanded.










"You will lift the tray high, keep your eyes down, and make sure not a single drop is spilled."










Ethan

 

bit his lip, his hands trembling as he adjusted the tray’s weight


 
, his

 

knees already throbbing from the rough stone floor.











Mistress Evelyn

 

leaned in, whispering against his ear.











"And every time you pass one of us, pet," she purred,

 

trailing her fingers down his exposed spine, lower, lower, stopping just above the base of his plug


 
, "we are going to play with your little hole."










Ethan’s

 

entire body shuddered violently


 
, his

 

cock pulsing, leaking helplessly in its cage.











Mistress Blackwell

 

smirked.











"Crawl, slut."










Ethan

 

moved forward on all fours


 
, his

 

knees scraping against the cold marble, his hole stretched and filled, his thighs quivering.











The

 

room burst into murmurs and chuckles


 
, the

 

women watching him struggle, whispering about how pathetic he looked.











The first

 

table came into view


 
, and Ethan

 

paused, hesitating, unsure how to present the tray from such a humiliating position.











Mistress Celeste tapped her

 

riding crop against her palm.











"Well? Serve us."










Ethan

 

lifted the tray higher, arms shaking.











A

 

delicate hand reached out, taking a teacup, the movement slow, teasing.











Then—











A pair of fingers pressed against the base of his plug.











Ethan

 

jerked forward involuntarily, a broken whimper escaping his lips.











The

 

women laughed, watching him squirm as Mistress Evelyn twisted the plug lightly, teasing him.











"Such a sensitive little thing," she mused.










Mistress Blackwell sipped her tea, watching the display with cool amusement.










"Move to the next table, pet."










Ethan

 

crawled again


 
, his

 

face burning, his cock throbbing violently in its cage


 
, his

 

body betraying him over and over again.











At the next table,

 

another set of hands brushed against his thighs


 
, trailing up toward his

 

stretched hole.











"Does it ache, pet?" one of the Mistresses murmured,

 

her voice sultry, teasing.











Ethan

 

bit back a moan


 
, his

 

hips bucking involuntarily as she pushed the plug in just a fraction deeper.











The

 

teacup was lifted from the tray.











Mistress Blackwell let out a

 

satisfied sigh.











"Good boy."










Ethan

 

shuddered.











He moved again.










Another table.










Another

 

pair of hands groping him, teasing him, stretching him open just to watch him whimper.











The audience

 

whispered amongst themselves, amused at his continued suffering.











"He’s so eager, isn’t he?"










"Look at him clenching around the plug—he wants more."










"What a perfect little crawling slut."










By the time he reached the

 

final table


 
, his

 

body was trembling violently, sweat dripping down his spine, his ass raw from the previous spanking, his cock completely soaked with precum, the lace of his panties ruined.











Mistress Blackwell finally stood, stepping toward him, placing a

 

single gloved hand against his head.











"Look at you," she murmured.










Ethan

 

didn’t move, his forehead pressed against the floor, his hole still stretched, aching, ready.











Mistress Veronica crouched beside him, trailing her

 

nails along his exposed back, his flushed skin.











"You’ve done well tonight," she purred.










Mistress Celeste stepped in front of him,

 

tilting his chin up with the tip of her boot.











"But pets don’t get rewards unless they earn them."










Ethan’s

 

breath hitched, his entire body shivering.











Mistress Blackwell smiled.










"Tomorrow," she whispered,

 

dragging a single finger along the base of his plug, feeling him twitch beneath her touch


 
, "we take your training to the next level."










Ethan’s

 

cock pulsed violently in its cage, his body aching, his mind breaking.











He had

 

only just begun to learn what true submission meant.











And there was still

 

so much further to fall.










CHAPTER 5: TAKING HIS FINAL LESSON










Ethan lay

 

in his small, bare dormitory room


 
, his

 

body still trembling from the previous night’s humiliation.


 
His

 

thighs ached from crawling


 
, his **ass still stung from the relentless spanking, and his hole remained

 

sore and stretched from the plug he had been forced to wear for hours.











But worst of all, his

 

cock was still locked in its cage


 
,

 

leaking, pulsing, desperate, but denied.











He hadn’t been allowed to touch himself.










Hadn’t been allowed to beg for relief.










Only to

 

suffer.











A sharp knock at the door

 

snapped him back to reality.











Before he could even sit up,

 

Mistress Blackwell, Mistress Celeste, and Mistress Evelyn stepped inside


 
, their

 

heels clicking against the polished floor.











Ethan

 

swallowed hard, his stomach twisting.











Mistress Blackwell stood at the foot of his

 

small, uncomfortable bed


 
, her eyes cold and unreadable.










“You performed adequately last night,” she murmured. “But I believe you’re ready for your final test.”










Ethan’s

 

breath hitched.











Mistress Evelyn smirked, stepping forward, her

 

gloved fingers trailing over the edge of his thin blanket before yanking it away, exposing his naked, caged body.











His

 

cock twitched helplessly inside its prison


 
, a thin

 

trail of precum leaking onto the sheets beneath him.











Mistress Celeste chuckled, gripping his

 

jaw between her fingers, forcing him to look at her.











"Still dripping, I see," she mused. "Even after all that punishment."










Mistress Blackwell stepped closer, her

 

nails dragging down his chest, over his stomach, stopping just above his caged cock.











“I think it’s time you truly understand what you are, pet.”










Ethan’s

 

heart pounded violently against his ribs.











Mistress Evelyn walked over to a

 

small wooden chest at the foot of the bed


 
, unlocking it, revealing

 

a collection of strap-ons, varying in size and thickness.











She reached inside, selecting a

 

long, thick, black silicone cock, its tip already glistening with lubricant.











Ethan’s

 

stomach dropped.











Mistress Blackwell smirked, reaching into the chest and

 

pulling out another, slightly thinner but still menacingly large.











Mistress Celeste stepped forward, grabbing a

 

set of leather restraints


 
.










Ethan

 

shook his head weakly, his body already shaking in anticipation, in shame, in unbearable, aching need.











"N-no, Mistress, please—"










A

 

sharp slap landed across his cheek.











His

 

head snapped to the side, his skin burning from the impact.











Mistress Blackwell

 

gripped his chin, her nails digging into his skin.











"You do not say no," she hissed.










"You obey."










Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn

 

grabbed his wrists, pulling him to the center of the bed, flipping him onto his stomach.











His

 

legs were spread apart, his arms restrained above his head, his caged cock throbbing helplessly against the sheets.











Mistress Blackwell stepped behind him, running a

 

gloved hand over the curve of his ass, feeling the heat from his previous spanking.











"Look at him," she murmured. "So perfectly trained."










Mistress Evelyn climbed onto the bed, positioning herself behind him, aligning the

 

thick, lubed strap-on against his stretched, twitching hole.











Ethan

 

whimpered, his entire body clenching involuntarily.











Mistress Celeste crouched beside him, gripping his

 

hair, forcing his face up so he could see the dark amusement in her eyes.











"You’re going to take every inch, pet."










Mistress Blackwell

 

gripped his collar tightly


 
, whispering against his ear.










"And you’re going to beg for it."










The first

 

push of the thick head against his entrance sent a sharp, unbearable pressure through him.











Ethan

 

gasped, his body tensing, his hole resisting instinctively.











Mistress Evelyn clicked her tongue,

 

pressing deeper, stretching him wider.











"Still fighting?" she mused.










Mistress Celeste chuckled, stroking his

 

flushed cheek, her fingers teasing over his lips.











"Oh, pet. You don’t understand yet, do you?"










Mistress Blackwell’s fingers

 

wrapped around his caged cock, squeezing just enough to make him whimper.











"You don’t get a choice."










With one

 

sharp, slow thrust, Mistress Evelyn pushed deeper, the thick cock sinking into him, stretching him open completely.











Ethan

 

screamed, his body arching, his muscles trembling violently.











Mistress Blackwell

 

shushed him softly, her nails dragging down his back, grounding him in his humiliation.











"There you go," she whispered. "Take it, slut."










Mistress Evelyn

 

set a steady rhythm, fucking him slowly at first, letting him feel every inch, every movement.











Ethan’s

 

cock throbbed inside its cage, leaking uncontrollably, his body betraying him completely.











Mistress Celeste tilted his

 

face up, watching his expression shift from resistance to something… deeper.











"Oh, I think he’s starting to like it," she murmured.










Mistress Blackwell leaned down, her

 

lips brushing against his ear.











"Say it, pet."










Ethan

 

whimpered, his throat closing around the words.











Mistress Evelyn

 

thrust harder, deeper


 
, making him

 

cry out.











Mistress Blackwell

 

tightened her grip on his collar.











"Say. It."










Ethan’s

 

face burned, his cock pulsing, his body breaking.











His voice

 

came out wrecked, broken, unrecognizable.











"I love it, Mistress."










Mistress Evelyn let out a

 

soft, victorious moan, slamming into him harder.











Mistress Celeste chuckled, stroking his

 

tear-streaked cheek.











"And what are you?"










Ethan

 

sobbed, his body convulsing, his hole stretched and ruined, his cock twitching uselessly.











"I’m… I’m your sissy slut, Mistress."










Mistress Blackwell’s

 

smile was pure satisfaction.











"Yes, you are."










Mistress Evelyn

 

set a brutal, relentless pace, forcing his body to take everything, stretching him open completely, fucking him into pure submission.











Mistress Celeste

 

pressed her fingers against his soaked panties, feeling how hard and needy he was.











"Look at this pathetic little cock, leaking so much," she murmured.










Mistress Blackwell sighed in approval.










"From now on, pet, this is your only purpose."










Mistress Evelyn thrust

 

one final time, burying the entire thick cock inside him, making him sob, making him clench helplessly around it.











"You belong to us forever."










Ethan

 

collapsed onto the bed, his body spent, his hole ruined, his mind completely shattered.











And he knew—








She was right.







BONUS CHAPTER: PERMANENTLY TRAINED










Ethan stood in front of the

 

full-length mirror


 
, his body completely transformed into the perfect

 

sissy maid


 
.










His

 

waist was cinched into a tight black corset, pushing his chest forward, forcing his posture into submission.


 
The

 

delicate lace-trimmed pink and white maid’s dress barely covered anything


 
, the ruffled skirt so short that it

 

left his bare, plugged ass fully exposed.











A

 

white lace choker adorned his throat, fastened with a silver tag engraved with the words:












"PROPERTY OF MISTRESS BLACKWELL."











He trembled as he

 

adjusted the thin, frilly straps of his uniform, feeling the cool weight of the chastity cage locked around his cock.


 
He had long since given up trying to resist it.










Mistress Celeste and Mistress Evelyn stood beside him,

 

admiring their work


 
, running their

 

gloved hands over his smooth, hairless skin.











"He looks absolutely precious," Mistress Celeste murmured, trailing a

 

single finger down his exposed spine.











Mistress Evelyn smirked, pressing her

 

palm against the plug buried deep inside him, twisting it slightly.











Ethan

 

moaned softly, his knees nearly buckling.











Mistress Blackwell stepped into the room, her

 

heels clicking against the marble floor


 
, her eyes

 

cold and satisfied as she looked him over.











She

 

tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet her gaze.











"You are no longer a man," she said smoothly. "You are no longer Ethan."










Ethan

 

whimpered, his cock pulsing uselessly against the tight confines of its cage.











Mistress Blackwell ran her

 

gloved hand over his collar, tugging on it lightly.











"You are our maid. Our toy. Our permanent little slut."










Ethan

 

shivered, his entire body on fire with humiliation and need.











Mistress Celeste stepped behind him, gripping the

 

leash attached to his collar, pulling him forward.











“On your knees, pet.”










Ethan obeyed instantly,

 

sinking onto the floor, his knees spread wide, his hands resting delicately on his thighs.











Mistress Evelyn laughed, watching him lower himself

 

so naturally, so obediently.











"He really has accepted his place, hasn’t he?"










Mistress Blackwell smirked.










"He had no choice."










She reached down, pressing her

 

boot against his caged cock, applying just enough pressure to make him gasp.











"You will serve us every day, dressed exactly like this."










She pressed down harder, making his

 

body shudder, his cage dripping with desperate arousal.











"You will clean for us, cook for us, kneel at our feet and beg to be used."










Mistress Celeste

 

tugged on his leash, forcing him to crawl.











"You will present yourself whenever we wish," she added,

 

dragging her nails along his exposed, plugged ass.











Ethan

 

whimpered, his hole clenching involuntarily.











Mistress Evelyn

 

tilted his face up, stroking his flushed cheek.











"You will never be allowed release," she murmured.










Ethan’s

 

eyes fluttered closed, his entire body trembling with submission.











Mistress Blackwell

 

sighed in satisfaction.











"This is your life now, pet."










She pressed her

 

boot against his caged cock one final time, watching him squirm.











"You belong to us forever."










Ethan

 

shuddered, his body broken, his mind shattered, his submission absolute.











And he knew—










She was right.









Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg
AUTHOR: POLLY | % K3 pe—
BANE ; —





