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Chapter 1: In-Flight Entertainment

Jennie woke with a soft gasp, the gentle hum of the Femtopia private jet lulling her back into consciousness. The plush, pink leather seats were as soft as rose petals against her thighs, and the air smelled faintly of lavender and expensive perfume. For a dreamy second, she almost forgot where she was, until a sharp, feminine moan reminded her sharply.

“Nnnnh, fuck, gotta go deeper…”

Jennie blinked, her heart thudding as she turned slightly in her seat. Beside her, Nancy—gorgeous Nancy, with her platinum curls, porcelain skin, and eyes perpetually glittering with mischief—was reclined decadently, her white latex nurse’s uniform unzipped scandalously low. One perfectly manicured hand gripped a glittery pink dildo, the other cupped between her smooth thighs.

The dildo glistened wetly as Nancy guided it rhythmically, expertly, in and out of her smooth, flawlessly waxed asshole. Her mouth was parted in soft ecstasy, her full lips pink and slick with gloss. She arched her back, pushing her hips up to meet the thrust of her toy, and let out another throaty moan.

Jennie’s cheeks heated immediately. She’d only just met Nancy at the Femtopia airport terminal, and though Nancy had introduced herself as a “sissy nurse-in-training,” Jennie hadn’t quite realized what that meant—until now.

“Oh—um—sorry!” Jennie squeaked, pulling her gaze away, though her eyes kept darting back helplessly to the beautiful, shameless sight beside her. “I didn’t mean to stare—I mean, I didn’t know you were—”

Nancy opened her glittering eyes slowly, catching Jennie’s flustered gaze with a teasing grin. Her hand never stopped its slow, sensual pace. “Oh, you sweet little thing,” she cooed breathlessly, “you don’t have to apologize. Doctor Elkie told me to practice cumming from anal alone. It’s my homework.”

Jennie swallowed audibly. Her own caged clit twitched immediately, pressing painfully against the smooth pink silicone between her thighs. She shifted slightly in her seat, the tight pink stockings and lace panties beneath her pastel miniskirt suddenly feeling unbearably warm.

“That…that’s your homework?” Jennie asked, voice barely audible over the low drone of the jet engines.

Nancy giggled wickedly, her hips grinding against the toy with practiced precision. “Mm-hmm. Doctor Elkie’s very strict. I need to be able to orgasm like a proper slut, hands-free, before graduation. After all, a sissy nurse must always be ready to serve. Don’t you think?”

Jennie nodded helplessly, too overwhelmed by the casual lewdness of Nancy’s demonstration to form proper words. Her gaze lingered on the little bell attached to Nancy’s collar—the twin of the one hanging from Jennie’s own dainty throat—chiming softly with every thrust.

Nancy sighed indulgently, letting her eyes flutter closed once more. “Mmm…god, yes…almost there…”

Jennie squirmed again, the insistent pressure of her chastity cage becoming unbearable. Tentatively, she cupped her swollen balls beneath her skirt, feeling them hot and heavy in her palm. It wasn’t enough—nothing ever was—but the teasing sensation gave her something to cling to as she watched the sensual show beside her.

Suddenly, Nancy’s whole body went taut, hips lifted off the seat as she impaled herself fully on the dildo. Her mouth dropped open in a silent cry, and Jennie watched in awe as her beautiful traveling companion shuddered through her climax, the muscles of her smooth thighs trembling deliciously.

“Ahhh…there,” Nancy sighed, easing the dildo slowly from her glistening hole and setting it aside casually, as though she’d simply finished applying lipstick. She glanced at Jennie with a knowing smile. “Sorry, hun. Hope I didn’t wake you too rudely?”

Jennie shook her head shyly. “No, it’s fine! Really. I, uh…couldn’t really sleep anyway. I’m too nervous.”

Nancy chuckled warmly, rearranging her uniform just enough to look proper again—but still tantalizingly provocative. “Oh, I remember being a nervous freshman like you. First semester abroad?”

Jennie nodded, nibbling her lower lip anxiously. “Yes. To London—Femfordshire University. It’s supposed to be one of the strictest sissy colleges in Europe.”

Nancy raised an elegant eyebrow, impressed. “Femfordshire? Honey, you’re in for it. They have some seriously tough dommes there. But trust me, if you can handle Femtopia, you’ll adore it.” She winked playfully, reaching over to pat Jennie’s bare thigh reassuringly. “Just keep your head down, your ass up, and your cage locked tight. You’ll do fine.”

Jennie giggled despite her embarrassment. “I’m just scared I’ll mess something up and disappoint everyone. My Domme back home expects big things.”

Nancy leaned in conspiratorially. “Just between us girls? No one expects a freshman to be perfect—just obedient. Do exactly what they say, don’t talk back, and moan convincingly when they spank you. You’ll fit right in.”

Jennie laughed softly, feeling warmth blossom in her chest at Nancy’s easy kindness. “Thanks, Nancy. I appreciate the advice.”

“My pleasure, sweetheart,” Nancy purred, giving Jennie’s thigh one last squeeze before reclining elegantly once more. “Now, if you don’t mind—I’m going to try round two. Doctor’s orders. Feel free to join in if you need a little tension relief.”

Jennie blushed furiously at the offer, squeaking out a shy “Thanks!” as Nancy retrieved the dildo, licking its glossy tip suggestively before guiding it back inside herself with a breathy sigh.

As Nancy moaned softly beside her once again, Jennie turned toward the window, gazing down at the distant sparkle of lights below. Her thoughts were spinning wildly, heart fluttering with anticipation. London—Femfordshire—a whole semester abroad, learning under some of the strictest, sexiest dommes in the world.

Her hand drifted idly back beneath her skirt, fingers stroking her caged clit helplessly, sending useless shivers through her body. Nancy’s erotic performance beside her was a vivid reminder of her own chastity, her own desperate need, and the thrilling humiliation she’d soon experience across the ocean.

Jennie smiled dreamily, eyes fluttering shut once more.

She had no idea exactly what awaited her in London—but whatever it was, she knew she was ready.

After all, she was a Femtopia sissy freshman.

And this was just the beginning.


Chapter 2: Welcome to London

Jennie stood shyly at Trafalgar Square, nervously adjusting her pink pastel cardigan and tugging anxiously at the hem of her short pleated skirt. The bustling square vibrated with life—tourists snapping selfies, pigeons scattering lazily into the sky, Londoners briskly rushing past on their way to important places Jennie couldn't even imagine. Her heartbeat quickened as she realized just how far she was from her quiet Texas town, how dramatically her life had transformed in mere months at Femtopia University.

But Jennie’s nerves were swiftly replaced by awe and admiration as her eyes settled on the statuesque figure awaiting her near the majestic fountains. Mistress Maisington was every inch the refined English lady: impeccably tall and poised, with luxurious chestnut hair artfully pinned into an elegant, sleek updo. Her eyes were sharp, piercingly intelligent, and a commanding smile played on her perfect lips. She wore a tailored red silk blouse, hugging every elegant curve of her slender figure, paired flawlessly with a sleek black pencil skirt that ended just above the knee, revealing sculpted calves in sheer stockings and polished black heels that were impossibly high yet worn effortlessly.

Jennie swallowed nervously, a gentle warmth blossoming between her thighs as Maisington stepped gracefully toward her. The dominant woman’s heels clicked authoritatively against the cobblestones, each step sending a pleasant shiver through Jennie’s caged cock, making her blush even deeper.

“Ah, you must be Jennie,” Maisington purred warmly, her voice honeyed yet undeniably authoritative. Her eyes swept over Jennie's petite figure slowly, taking in the girlish pastel ensemble, smooth blonde curls, delicate makeup, and visibly trembling knees.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jennie whispered shyly, her voice trembling slightly. She dropped her eyes instinctively, feeling utterly vulnerable yet irresistibly drawn to Maisington’s gentle dominance.

Maisington reached out with one gloved finger beneath Jennie's chin, tilting her face up gently, forcing eye contact that made Jennie’s heart skip painfully. The older woman’s gaze was penetrating, assessing her with quiet approval.

“Aren’t you just delicious?” Maisington murmured, her voice dripping with elegant sensuality. “I’ve been so looking forward to your arrival. We have much to teach you about being a proper British sissy.”

Jennie’s pulse quickened as her blush intensified. “Thank you, Mistress. I—I’m excited to learn.”

Maisington gave a satisfied nod. “Good girl. You’re quite lucky—I’ve brought my own personal sissy along today, to ensure your introduction to British sissyhood is both memorable and thorough.”

With a grand, dramatic gesture, Maisington beckoned forward a captivating, candy-colored vision that had Jennie gasping softly.

Poppy approached with an exaggerated sway of her hips, oozing playful confidence. She was a breathtaking sight—draped head-to-toe in bubblegum pink latex that clung to her curvy body, clearly emphasizing the voluptuous shape of her enhanced breasts and round, sculpted hips. Her hair cascaded in long, luscious waves of pastel pink, bouncing softly with every step she took. Her makeup was flawless and exaggerated: thick lashes, glossy lips, pink glitter accentuating her high cheekbones. Her impossibly long legs, beautifully toned and gleaming in sheer stockings, ended in sky-high platform heels that made Jennie’s ankles ache just looking at them.

“Hiya, sweetheart!” Poppy chirped brightly, her voice a bubbly rush of enthusiasm and mischief. “Welcome to London! You’re going to absolutely adore it here. I’ll make sure of that.”

Jennie smiled shyly, captivated by Poppy’s infectious cheerfulness. But before she could even stammer a reply, Mistress Maisington leaned forward, taking Jennie’s face delicately between both hands, pulling her close. Jennie’s breath caught sharply as Maisington’s plush lips met hers in a slow, possessive kiss. Her senses reeled; Maisington tasted faintly of expensive lipstick and mint, her mouth warm, commanding, intoxicating. The kiss was deep, confident, a demonstration of Maisington’s quiet dominance, and it left Jennie’s knees quivering.

Pulling back slowly, Maisington smiled knowingly before turning to Poppy, repeating the same possessive kiss, their mouths meeting with a practiced sensuality that made Jennie’s caged cock strain helplessly beneath her skirt.

Maisington stepped back, observing her two flushed, panting sissies. Her eyes sparkled wickedly. “Now, you two,” she commanded softly, gently guiding them toward each other. “Introduce yourselves properly.”

Jennie hesitated for the briefest moment, her heartbeat deafeningly loud in her ears, before surrendering to her overwhelming desire. She leaned in slowly, shyly, until her soft lips brushed Poppy’s pink, pillowy mouth. Poppy giggled softly against her lips, arms wrapping confidently around Jennie’s slender waist, pulling her deeper into the kiss. The warmth of Poppy’s latex-clad body pressed intimately against Jennie’s trembling form, their tongues meeting hesitantly at first, then slowly teasing, tasting, exploring as Maisington watched approvingly.

When they finally broke apart, both breathless and blushing fiercely, Maisington clapped her hands sharply, interrupting their shy intimacy with playful authority. “Excellent, girls. Now come along. Our schedule today is delightfully full, and you wouldn’t want to keep London waiting.”

Maisington led them briskly across Trafalgar Square, heels clicking confidently. Jennie hurried behind, clutching Poppy’s hand like a lifeline. She stole nervous glances at the poised Mistress guiding them effortlessly through the bustling crowd, struck by the confident elegance radiating from Maisington’s every movement.

“What do you think so far?” Poppy whispered mischievously in Jennie’s ear, squeezing her hand reassuringly. Her cheerful voice was tinged with playful sensuality. “Isn’t Mistress Maisington simply marvelous?”

Jennie nodded eagerly, cheeks glowing. “She’s incredible. I never imagined someone could be so…so completely in control, but so kind at the same time.”

“Oh, Mistress Maisington knows precisely how to keep us deliciously off-balance,” Poppy purred, eyes sparkling with delight. “But that’s what makes submitting to her so thrilling. Just wait—you’re in for a real treat today.”

As they crossed through the bustling streets, Jennie felt her nervousness gradually give way to excitement, her heart fluttering joyfully. London was vibrant, stunningly alive with the promise of exquisite adventures she could scarcely imagine.

They paused briefly at the edge of the square as Maisington turned back, fixing Jennie with another penetrating look. “Tell me, Jennie, are you ready to surrender completely? To embrace your role as a perfect little sissy for me and for all of London?”

Jennie nodded earnestly, breathless with desire and excitement. “Yes, Mistress. Completely.”

Maisington smiled warmly, gently stroking Jennie’s flushed cheek. “Then welcome to London, sweet girl. You’re going to adore every moment here—I guarantee it.”


Chapter 3: A Proper British Sissy

Tucked down a charming cobblestone side street, flanked by ivy-covered walls and wrought iron signs, the boutique looked more like a dollhouse than a shop. Its window display shimmered with pastel lace, satin corsets, and mannequins posed in cheeky latex schoolgirl uniforms. The name—Madam Farthing’s Finishing Touches—was written in elegant pink cursive on the glass. Jennie had never seen anything like it.

Mistress Maisington placed a gloved hand on her lower back and guided her through the door.

The scent hit her first—roses, vanilla, jasmine, and something sugary sweet that made Jennie’s mouth water and her thighs clench. The shop’s interior was a fantasyland of femininity: soft pink wallpaper, gilded mirrors, velvet fainting couches, and racks upon racks of frilly, obscene, exquisite clothing. Every surface sparkled. Every corner whispered you’ll never be a boy again.

Jennie stood frozen in place, overwhelmed.

“Darling,” Maisington said crisply, already gliding toward the nearest display. “We haven’t got all day. Take off your clothes.”

Jennie blinked. “Here?”

Maisington turned slowly. Her eyes narrowed—not unkind, but with the calm authority of someone who expected obedience without question. “Yes. Here. Now. What did I just say about British sissyhood being proper? We don’t hide in changing rooms like confused little boys. You strip when you’re told.”

Jennie’s cheeks burned. But her fingers were already moving, lifting her pastel cardigan over her head, unzipping her pleated skirt, stepping carefully out of her pink kitten heels. She folded everything neatly, laying it on a plush stool.

Poppy giggled from across the room, where she was idly pawing through a rack of pearl-studded chokers. “Don’t be shy, sugar. You’ve got a sweet little body. Mistress loves showing it off.”

Jennie swallowed and unclasped her training bra, baring her smooth chest. Finally, she slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, hesitating only for a second before pushing them down.

Her caged clit popped into view—tiny, trembling, pink—and immediately shriveled under the cool shop air. Jennie gasped softly. Her bare feet shifted against the soft carpet, hands fluttering nervously at her sides.

Maisington returned with an armful of delicate garments.

“Now then,” she said, matter-of-fact. “Let’s make a proper British girl of you.”

She started with the stockings—pure white, sheer and shimmering. She knelt with slow, ritualistic grace and rolled them up Jennie’s freshly shaved legs one at a time, smoothing the material over her calves, guiding them up past her knees. Jennie trembled under the intimate touch.

“Stand straight,” Maisington murmured. “Pretty girls don’t slouch.”

Jennie obeyed, back straightening, hands trembling.

Next came the panties: a pair of blush pink silk briefs with a delicate white bow right at the front, and a split crotch that revealed the cage underneath. Maisington slid them up her thighs slowly, smoothing the silk into place, pressing the bow against the flat front of her crotch.

“Perfect,” she said. “You look like a present.”

Jennie’s breath hitched.

Then the corset—ivory white with pale pink piping, boned with lace-covered steel and laced tightly up the back. Maisington wrapped it around her, tugging the strings with practiced strength. Each pull forced Jennie’s waist smaller, her chest out, her spine straighter. She whimpered softly as the air left her lungs and her posture transformed.

“You’ll thank me when you see your silhouette,” Maisington said, tying off the laces. “That waist could fetch an engagement ring.”

Jennie dared a glance at the mirror. She gasped. She didn’t look like a shy freshman anymore—she looked like someone’s helpless, pampered doll.

Maisington returned with the pièce de résistance: a tight, glistening Union Jack latex mini dress. The red, white, and blue flag pattern was stretched provocatively over the chest and hips, trimmed in silver piping at the hem. It was scandalously short and unforgiving.

Maisington held it up and smiled. “Well? Arms up, sweetheart.”

Jennie raised her arms and stepped into the cool latex. Maisington guided it over her corseted body, smoothing the material across her breasts, tugging it over her ass, adjusting the neckline to show just a hint of her smooth collarbone and the start of her blush-pink nipples.

The latex clung to her like a second skin, hugging every inch of her feminized figure. Her cage bulged faintly against the front. Her cheeks were fire red.

“You look edible,” Poppy purred, already reaching for a pair of go-go boots.

Maisington nodded once, satisfied. “Go on, darling. Put them on.”

The boots were pristine white leather, knee-high, with gleaming silver zippers and five-inch platforms. Jennie sat carefully on the edge of the stool and slid them on one at a time, zipping them slowly. They hugged her legs deliciously.

When she stood, she nearly fell forward. The heels were tall. Too tall.

“Balance,” Maisington said simply. “Straighten your back. Shoulders relaxed. Sway your hips.”

Jennie tried—and with every step, her ass bounced in the dress, her thighs rubbed softly, her bell collar jingled. She was becoming someone else. Someone pinker. Smaller. Sluttier.

But they weren’t done.

Maisington turned and returned with a sleek velvet box.

“I had this custom-painted,” she said, opening the lid. “For your arrival.”

Inside lay a gleaming chastity cage, its bars painted in the bold colors of the English flag. The lock was heart-shaped, dangling from a tiny silver chain. Jennie’s mouth dropped open.

Maisington crouched and gently unlocked Jennie’s old cage, letting it fall to the floor with a soft clink. Her gloved hand wrapped around Jennie’s cocklet briefly—just enough to make it twitch, to tease it with the promise of touch—and then slid the new cage over it.

It clicked into place. Locked. Cold. Beautiful.

Jennie moaned faintly.

“And,” Maisington added, holding up something heavy and glittering, “the final touch.”

It was a jeweled anal plug—huge, polished, heart-shaped at the base. The gem in its handle sparkled red, white, and blue.

Jennie looked at it wide-eyed.

Maisington raised a brow. “Turn around.”

Heart pounding, Jennie bent forward, gripping the stool for balance. She felt the cool lube drizzle down her hole, Maisington’s fingers spreading her with slow, clinical pressure. And then—the stretch. Full. Deep. Inescapable.

The plug popped into place with a soft click against her rim.

Jennie gasped, panting. Her cage was dripping.

“Perfect,” Maisington whispered, patting her bottom. “Now you’re ready to represent your country properly.”

Jennie stood, trembling, plugged and locked, stuffed into latex and heels, her makeup slightly smudged, her lips parted in disbelief.

“I—I feel…”

“Full?” Poppy offered with a ditzy giggle.

“Like a proper British bimbo.” Maisington corrected.

Jennie whimpered. “Yes, Mistress.”

Maisington kissed her cheek, lips brushing soft skin.

“Now we’ll take you somewhere special to show you off.”

Jennie’s heart pounded with fear. And joy.

And something like pride.


Chapter 4: The National Femdom Portrait Gallery

The polished granite steps of the National Femdom Portrait Gallery gleamed beneath Jennie’s boots as she followed Mistress Maisington up the broad stone staircase, her hips swaying in latex, her plug shifting with each step, her patriotically painted cage pulsing uselessly between her trembling thighs.

The building loomed above them like a temple—columns, spires, arches all carved in bold, decadent lines, declaring power and elegance in every architectural curve. It wasn’t just a museum. It was a shrine.

Jennie’s heart beat faster as they stepped inside. The air was cool, reverent, tinged with lavender, leather polish, and something faintly antiseptic—like dominance distilled into atmosphere. Her heels echoed softly on marble as they entered the first hall, a vast gallery lit with warm sconces and accented in crimson velvet. The portraits lining the walls were stunning: oil paintings, sketches, gilded frames of every size, all centered around one theme—women in absolute control.

Each portrait depicted a different kind of mistress. A statuesque brunette in an officer’s uniform, foot resting atop a kneeling, blindfolded man. A glamorous blonde in heels and garters, holding a leash that vanished out of frame. A stern matron in a Victorian corset, one eyebrow arched as she held a gleaming crop. Their eyes followed Jennie as she walked, each one watching, appraising, judging—and approving.

Jennie’s cage pulsed with helpless energy. The pressure of her plug. The swish of her Union Jack mini dress. The sting of Poppy’s giggles dancing in her ears.

“Look, look!” Poppy squealed, bouncing in her sky-high heels as she ran ahead. She pointed up at a mural that stretched across the domed ceiling—half classical fresco, half BDSM fever dream. It showed towering goddesses in corsets and latex, seated on thrones of male backs and writhing submissives, while golden beams of light shot from their whips.

“Oh Mistress,” Poppy said breathlessly, spinning to face Maisington, eyes sparkling. “Can we please recreate some of these? Just one. Just a little one? For posterity?”

Maisington arched a single perfect eyebrow. “Only one?”

Poppy giggled.

Maisington gave a long-suffering sigh and gestured for an attendant. Moments later, a tall, elegant gallery staff member arrived—stunning, with olive skin, high cheekbones, and a sleek black bun. Her uniform was formal and fitted, but her heels were far too high for practicality, and the silver pendant around her neck shimmered in the unmistakable shape of a riding crop.

“Yes, Mistress?” the attendant asked, already smiling.

Maisington leaned in and whispered something. The attendant nodded, disappeared behind a velvet curtain, and returned moments later with a gleaming black leather harness and a thick, curved strap-on, glossy and glistening with anticipation.

Jennie gasped softly, thighs clenching. Her knees nearly buckled when Maisington began unbuttoning her pencil skirt, revealing sheer garters beneath, her silk blouse riding up just enough to show the carved muscles of her waist and the top of her matching lace lingerie.

“If you’re going to go about something, you should do it with gusto. We’ll recreate three scenes,” she said coolly, stepping into the harness with elegant ease. “Let’s give the museum something to remember.”

She adjusted the straps, buckling them tight, the thick black dildo standing proud and heavy between her thighs. She turned slightly, admiring her reflection in a nearby glass case. “Well?”

Jennie and Poppy were already kneeling.

The first scene was from an Edwardian painting—Submission Before Supper. Jennie was bent over an antique bench, arms folded behind her back, while Poppy held her shoulders still. Mistress Maisington stepped behind her, one hand gripping her hip, the other guiding the thick dildo slowly between Jennie’s ass cheeks.

The plug was removed with a soft pop and a moan.

“Open for your country,” Maisington said, and drove in.

Jennie let out a muffled cry that echoed through the chamber. She was full—stuffed, stretched, whimpering. The strap-on was relentless, deep and slow, as Maisington leaned over her back and whispered, “You’re nothing but a hole in a dress, aren’t you?”

The attendant snapped pictures—quiet, composed, professional—while Jennie gasped and whimpered under the weight of history.

The second scene was a re-creation of The Duchess’s Mercy, a marble sculpture showing a domme seated on a throne, a submissive at her feet with lips parted against her stiletto. Poppy was posed daintily with her tongue extended, licking the leather of Maisington’s heel while Jennie knelt beside them, her face pressed against the domme’s stockinged calf.

“More tongue,” Maisington instructed lazily. “You’ll be magnet-worthy or you’ll be punished.”

Click.

The final scene came from The Crown and the Collar—a modern piece showing two sissies kissing on their knees, cocks locked in chrome, collared and perfectly still, while their Mistress looked on, smiling. Jennie and Poppy kissed again, deeper this time, their lips slick, tongues teasing, cages brushing. They moaned into each other’s mouths while Maisington stood over them, stroking the shaft of her strap-on.

“Hold still,” the attendant said. “I’ll turn this one into postcards. So darling!”

Click. Click.

And then Maisington snapped her fingers, stepping back.

“That’ll do,” she said, sliding the dildo free from its slick nest and unbuckling the harness with practiced ease.

The attendant bowed politely. “We’ll have your magnets ready within the hour.”

Maisington turned to Jennie, who was flushed, leaking into her cage, knees red from marble, legs trembling.

“Learn anything about your heritage, darling?”

Jennie nodded quickly, voice trembling. “Yes, Mistress. That I was born to serve.”

Maisington smiled, not unkindly, and cupped her chin. “Good girl. Let’s get you a drink. You’ve just made history.”

And with that, the trio walked out, cheeks pink, plugs freshly inserted, cages twitching in quiet agony.

Jennie had never felt more humiliated.

Or more at home.


Chapter 5: The Queening Castle

The Queening Castle stood behind a vine-covered iron gate just off a cobblestone lane in the oldest, most discreet part of London. To the average passerby, it appeared nothing more than a charming aristocratic manor—a historical curiosity. But to those in the know, it was the sacred center of England’s femdom aristocracy: a secluded fortress where dommes ruled, and sissies bowed.

As Mistress Maisington led her girls through the arched entryway, Jennie felt her breath catch. The walls were stone, cool and grand, but softened by thick velvet curtains in rich, royal tones. Portraits of reigning dommes—past and present—lined the corridor, their eyes piercing, their titles gilded in gold. Their presence seemed to watch the trio as they passed: Mistress Seraphina the Relentless, Lady Havisham of the Eastern Dungeon, Countess Thorn and her Forty Collared Maids.

Jennie’s heels clicked softly against the flagstone floor. Her cage throbbed with every step.

At the inner gate, two guards stood perfectly still—beautiful, towering sissies with dazed eyes and parted lips. They wore shimmering gold micro-minidresses that barely covered their chastity cages and sky-high glass heels strapped tight at the ankle. Their faces were powdered, lips painted glossy red, collars engraved with a royal crest. Jennie nearly whimpered at the sight.

“They’re dumb-sissified,” Poppy whispered beside her. “No thoughts left in their heads—just obedience and prettiness.”

Jennie stared as one blinked slowly, silently mouthing a welcome.

The inner doors opened with a sensual groan, revealing the throne hall.

It was unlike anything Jennie had seen. The floors were polished onyx, the vaulted ceiling draped with black and crimson silk. The air was heavy with incense and perfume, and everywhere, dommes lounged like goddesses at court. One reclined across a fainting couch, her long legs sheathed in navy latex, sipping tea from a delicate porcelain cup. Another sat atop a sissy’s back, absently brushing her crop against the girl’s locked clit.

Silk rustled. Heels tapped. Moans whispered like music.

And at the far end of the hall, atop a shallow dais framed by columns of silver, sat Her Highness, the crowned jewel of the realm:

Queen Elizabetha, First of Her Name, Devourer of Male Pride.

Jennie and Poppy dropped immediately into deep curtsies. They bowed so low their skirts barely covered their trembling thighs, their heads bowed, eyes on the floor.

The Queen was resplendent—tall, golden-haired, with cheekbones sharp as razors and a mouth that never smiled unless she was about to ruin someone. Her gown was a masterpiece of scarlet velvet, regal and flowing, but slit scandalously high at the hips to reveal a glimmer of tight black latex beneath. Her gloves reached her elbows. Her heels were carved obsidian, each tipped in silver.

“Approach,” she said simply.

The voice was velvet and ice. Neither sissy hesitated.

They crawled forward on their knees, collars chiming, eyes lowered, until they reached the base of the throne. Jennie’s heart pounded as she knelt reverently and pressed her lips to the tips of Queen Elizabetha’s black patent pumps. The leather was warm from her feet, faintly perfumed, gleaming under the lights.

Poppy mirrored her beside her, lips pressing reverently to the Queen’s other foot.

“Such obedient little pets,” Queen Elizabetha sighed with satisfaction, gazing down at the pair. “Tell me, darlings, are you here to serve?”

Jennie’s voice trembled. “Yes, Your Majesty. Please. Any way you desire.”

“Good,” Elizabetha purred. “Then begin.”

She lifted one foot and crossed her legs, revealing her delicate bare toes—each one painted with shimmering ruby lacquer. Jennie leaned in eagerly, tongue lapping at the arch, sliding between the toes, gently suckling the royal pinky with reverent attention. Elizabetha exhaled softly, one gloved hand trailing down her front as she let the girls work.

Poppy had buried her face in the sole of Elizabetha’s other foot, moaning softly as she licked from heel to toe, eyes fluttering. The Queen let out a low sound of approval and tilted her head back.

A moment later, she beckoned.

“Jennie,” she said softly, but with the weight of command.

Jennie looked up, mouth shining, lips parted.

“Come here. Worship me properly.”

The velvet of Elizabetha’s gown parted like a curtain as she opened her legs. Beneath, nestled in glossy black latex, was her perfect, tight rosebud, glistening faintly from preparation. Jennie crawled forward on all fours, her jeweled plug shifting inside her with every movement, her cage leaking helplessly.

She paused at the threshold, breathing in the scent of power and musk. And then she leaned in.

Her tongue met the Queen’s tight little hole and she moaned immediately.

It was everything—hot, slick, intimate beyond imagination. She licked gently at first, reverently, teasing around the edges, then deeper, flattening her tongue and letting herself dissolve into worship. Elizabetha’s hand came down, fingers tightening in Jennie’s hair, guiding her rhythm.

“That’s it, little one,” the Queen cooed. “Show me your loyalty.”

Behind her, Jennie heard footsteps. Then the sound of latex tightening. A buckle being fastened.

Another domme had joined them.

Mistress Maisington.

Jennie shivered as she felt gloved hands part her cheeks, the cool whisper of lube, and the sudden pressure at her hole. The plug was pulled out and replaced—instantly, urgently—by the thick, demanding head of a strap-on.

Jennie gasped, her face still buried in the Queen’s ass.

Maisington pushed forward slowly, smoothly, until the full length of the cock was buried inside Jennie’s tight, eager sissy hole. She paused for one breathless moment—then began to thrust.

Each motion drove Jennie forward, pressing her tongue harder into Elizabetha, her moans muffled by her Majesty’s body. Her cage bounced with every thrust, leaking freely.

“Good girls get filled,” Maisington murmured behind her. “And good girls stay silent while they’re being used.”

Jennie whimpered, legs trembling. Her entire world was sensation—ass full, mouth stuffed, clit caged, body quaking with obedient humiliation.

She came without cumming, her body twitching uselessly, again and again.

And when Elizabetha finally shivered and moaned softly, Jennie knew her duty was complete.

The Queen stood, adjusting her gown. “Lovely. I think she’ll do.”

Maisington pulled free slowly, slapping Jennie’s plug back into place with a lewd pop. Poppy helped her up, grinning brightly.

Jennie’s legs shook. Her makeup was ruined. Her knees were red. Her cage was soaked.

And she had never felt more honored.


Chapter 6: Ferris Wheel Frolick

After a long afternoon of worship, exhibition, and service, Mistress Maisington declared that her girls had earned a treat.

“Something scenic,” she said lightly, glancing at her phone. “A proper tourist trap!”

Jennie and Poppy exchanged a glance. They were already aching, cages damp, plugs well-used. Whatever Mistress had in mind, it wouldn’t be restful. It never was.

Soon they were gliding into a private, tinted-glass capsule on the famous Ferris wheel that loomed like a crown above the Thames. The interior was lush, padded in rich navy velvet with a mirrored ceiling and champagne on ice. Their compartment had been reserved, of course. Maisington didn’t queue.

As the doors sealed shut and the wheel began its gentle ascent, Jennie exhaled. London shimmered below, rooftops gleaming, the river ribboning like liquid silver.

Poppy flopped onto the bench and crossed her legs dramatically. “Mistress, this is so romantic. It’s like our honeymoon.”

“Please,” Maisington said, rolling her eyes. “You two wouldn’t last three days married. You’d make each other so horny inside those little clit cages that your teeny swollen bals would probably explode.”

Jennie giggled, but Poppy pouted. “Wouldn’t you ever let me marry another sissy?”

Mistress raised a brow. “Someday, perhaps. If you behave.”

Before Poppy could answer, the capsule jolted.

Then—stopped.

The wheel ground to a halt. The cabin dimmed slightly, emergency lighting casting a soft amber glow. Outside, a faint alarm chimed.

“Oh dear,” Maisington murmured, checking her phone. “Looks like we’ll be stuck for a little while.”

Poppy squealed in excitement. “A private power outage? We’re on a date with destiny!”

Jennie sat upright, thighs clenched. Her cage was already twitching. This couldn’t be good—or rather, it would be very, very good in the worst possible way.

Maisington crossed her legs slowly, smoothing her pencil skirt over her thighs. “Well, if we’re trapped with a view…” she trailed off. Her hand dipped into her handbag and emerged with a silver key dangling from a leather strap. “Let’s make things interesting.”

Jennie’s breath caught. That key. Her key.

Maisington gestured with it. “Stand. Both of you. Dresses off. Cages out.”

The sissies scrambled into position, stripping quickly. Latex squeaked. Stockings stretched. Poppy’s cage jutted out from her smooth pelvis, painted pastel pink and already dripping at the tip. Jennie’s Union Jack cage was pitiful in comparison—small, tight, barely bulging at all.

Maisington removed both locks with a quiet, almost reverent grace.

Jennie gasped at the sensitivity of her pathetic manhood. It had been months since her little clit had been let free for more than twenty seconds. It stretched out slowly, as though it had completely forgotten how to get hard.

“Hands behind your backs,” she said. “I’m conducting a little contest. I want to know which one of my girls has the biggestest sissy clitty!”

Jennie blushed crimson.

Maisington pulled a soft measuring tape from her purse and moved to Poppy first. She knelt with elegance, cradling the sissy’s full balls as she gently wrapped the tape around her hardening uncut british sissy shaft.

“Mmm. Impressive,” she said dryly. “Six point three inches. Wide too. Almost… man-like. Shame you’re such a desperate little whore.”

Poppy preened, biting her lip. “I try, Mistress.”

Then Maisington turned to Jennie.

Jennie trembled as the tape slid beneath her barely-engorged cocklet. She was leaking already, the tip glistening with shame. Maisington tilted her head.

“Oh dear. Three point five. And that’s with encouragement.” She reached out and flicked the tip with one gloved finger, watching it bounce pathetically. “Poor thing. You were always destined to be locked frustrated lil sissy, weren’t you Jennie?”

Jennie whimpered. Her cheeks burned hotter than the lights above. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Maisington stood smoothly. “Don’t be sorry. Be obedient. Now, let’s make this fun.”

She sat back down, legs crossed. “Poppy, for possessing the least embarrassing sissy clit, you’ve earned a little reward. Come here.”

Poppy crawled over eagerly, her cock stiff and proud, her face already twisted in anticipation.

“Jennie,” Maisington said sharply as she returned Jennie to her Union Jack chastity cage, “you don’t get to touch yourself. But I’ll allow penetration.”

Jennie blinked. “Mistress?”

Maisington reached into her handbag again and produced a soft pink dildo—girthy, curved, and already lubricated. “Lube yourself. Lick it first. Then sit on it. And watch.”

Jennie moaned softly but obeyed. She took the dildo into her mouth, tongue circling the head, lips sliding down the shaft slowly, letting herself gag softly just to show off. Then she positioned it on the velvet seat, angled it upward, and lowered herself onto it.

The stretch made her whimper. Her plug had prepared her well, but the dildo filled her deeper. With each inch, her cage twitched, sissy clit leaking uselessly onto the floor.

Meanwhile, Maisington leaned back and beckoned Poppy forward.

“Get on your knees, slut. Put your hands behind your back.”

Poppy obeyed immediately. Her cock was glistening now, trembling.

Maisington wrapped one hand around the base, squeezing gently, her red nails digging in just enough to make Poppy gasp. She began to stroke—slow, rhythmic, devastating.

“You know this isn’t going to end well for you,” she murmured.

“I know,” Poppy panted, eyes fluttering shut. “Please ruin me. Please make it cruel.”

Maisington’s hand moved faster, slick with lube and precum. She leaned in, her breath hot against Poppy’s cheek.

“You’ll thank me when you’re empty and ruined. And so will she,” she added, nodding toward Jennie.

Jennie whimpered from the corner, fucking herself slowly, cheeks wet with tears of jealousy, thighs slick with her own arousal. She was leaking uncontrollably, her caged cock throbbing at the sight of her new best sissy friend being fucked and stroked to the edge. Jennie couldn’t remember the last time someone had touched her uncaged clit. To be so close but uninvited…it was maddening.

“Please, Mistress,” Poppy cried out, hips trembling. “Please ruin it. I’m so close—”

Maisington’s grip tightened. Her wrist flicked faster.

“You’re just a leaking little toy. You don’t deserve pleasure. You deserve emptiness.”

With one final pump, she twisted her wrist and let go and  hissed, “Cum now, you pathetic fuckdoll.”

Poppy screamed as her cock spasmed, thick spurts coating the floor, the velvet, her thighs. It was loud, sudden, helpless—and utterly ruined. Her body shook, but her eyes stayed locked on Maisington’s, worshipful even in collapse.

Jennie let out a strangled moan, still riding the dildo, her cage twitching wildly.

But she wasn’t allowed to cum. Of course not.

The capsule lights flickered back on.

The wheel creaked and began to turn once more.

Poppy collapsed into Maisington’s lap, panting, sticky, used.

Jennie sat on the floor, trembling, full and desperate, her cage soaked with denied pleasure.

Mistress Maisington smiled.

“London has such lovely views,” she said, brushing Poppy’s hair aside. “But this was my favorite.”


Chapter 7: The Kinkiest Tower in London

The car ride back from the Ferris wheel was silent but electric. Poppy rested her head dreamily against the window, her cage still twitching from the ruined mess Maisington had so mercilessly delivered. Jennie sat with her knees pressed together, her latex mini dress riding up with every small movement, her thighs still sticky from the dildo she hadn’t been permitted to cum around. She looked out over the Thames, trying to calm the restless ache inside her caged clit and burning, used hole.

Mistress Maisington’s tower appeared like something out of a dark fairy tale. It rose from a quiet corner of the city, elegant and discreet. Built of slate-gray stone with ivy crawling along the sides, it was part manor, part fortress. One couldn’t guess from the outside that behind the antique glass windows and tasteful wrought iron gates lay one of the kinkiest residences in all of London.

Inside, the air was thick with scent—rose oil, polished wood, worn leather, clean sweat, and sex. Every surface gleamed. Velvet couches, oak panels, heavy drapes, and gold-framed mirrors adorned the rooms. There were no pictures of family. Only portraits of dommes.

As they stepped inside, Maisington slid her gloves off finger by finger, her stilettos clicking across the marble floor. She turned slowly to face Jennie, who had obediently stopped in the entryway, hands folded in front of her, eyes lowered.

“So,” Maisington said, voice crisp and smooth as black tea, “what do you like about London, sissy pet?”

Jennie’s voice came small, sincere. “The propriety, Mistress. The way everyone dresses so well. The manners. I love how controlled it all is. Refined. I have so much to learn.”

Maisington’s red lips curved into a decadent smile.

“Oh, sweet thing. That’s the mask. The manners are for the street. But behind closed doors?” Her heels clicked as she stepped forward, unbuttoning her blouse slowly. “Behind closed doors, we British dommes will ruin you in ways your American mind can’t even dream of.”

Jennie whimpered.

“And we’re not polite about it.”

Maisington tossed her blouse aside. Beneath, she wore only a black lace bra, nipples already straining against the sheer cups. She sat on the fainting couch, legs spread just enough to reveal her slick inner thighs.

“All dommes need to cum,” she said softly. “Even the ones who sip tea in pearls.”

She pointed toward a low lacquered box near the wall. “Fetch the cock.”

Jennie scrambled to obey. Inside the box was a beautifully made strap-on—sleek, black, elegant, the harness embroidered with gold thread. The cock itself was matte silicone, eight inches, curved, thick, and weighted for real impact.

“Put it on,” Maisington ordered.

Jennie slid the harness up her thighs, tightening it around her hips. The cock jutted out lewdly from her shaved pelvis, bouncing slightly with every movement. She felt ridiculous and powerful all at once.

Maisington leaned back. “Now fuck me.”

Jennie approached, trembling. She climbed onto the couch, the strap-on pressing against Maisington’s wet slit. Their eyes met.

“Not like a man,” Maisington whispered. “Like my little sissy slut. Give me what I want, not what you think I need.”

Jennie nodded, kissed her thigh, and began to thrust.

Slowly at first. Gently. The cock slid in with ease—Maisington was already soaked. She groaned, one hand gripping the back of Jennie’s neck, nails digging in.

“That’s it. Good girl. Fuck your Mistress.”

Jennie rocked her hips, sliding the cock in and out with rhythm. She watched Maisington’s body respond—tensing, gasping, grinding back. Jennie moaned, overwhelmed by the power, the submission, the strangeness of it all. It was such a headfuck. She couldn’t feel anything, yet here was this beautiful real woman moaning for her cock.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she whispered.

Maisington’s eyes opened, blazing. “You’re not doing anything. I’m using you. You’re just the cock I needed tonight.”

She grabbed Jennie’s face and kissed her hard, biting her lip as she came. Her body seized, the orgasm shuddering through her, coating the strap-on, soaking Jennie’s thighs. Jennie was dizzy with it—Mistress Maisington’s cum dripping from her, staining her dress, blessing her.

When the tremors passed, Maisington smiled lazily and slapped Jennie’s ass.

“Don’t get smug. You’re not done.”

She whistled sharply. “Poppy. On the floor.”

Poppy crawled over immediately, her cage already twitching at the scent of Maisington’s orgasm. Her eyes were glazed with desperation.

“Your turn,” Maisington said to Jennie. “Mount her.”

Jennie turned, the slick cock still gleaming, and positioned herself behind Poppy. She guided it between the other sissy’s cheeks and pushed inside. Now this was strange. Two caged sissies fucking. London was a crazy place.

Poppy cried out in joy. “Oh fuck, yes. Please, Mistress. Use me. Use me until I cum.”

Maisington sat back, one hand on her cheek, the other slowly circling her own still-sensitive clit. “Gift her an anal orgasm from her sissy hole. Stroke her little cage while you fuck her. I want a mess on my carpet.”

Jennie fucked Poppy with smooth, steady strokes, one hand reaching beneath to tease her cage. Poppy whined, moaned, bucked back against her, hips twitching helplessly.

“I’m so close,” Poppy panted. “Please, Jennie. Please ruin me. Please—”

Jennie felt the cage pulse.

Maisington snapped her fingers. “Now.”

Jennie yanked the strap-on deeper one last time and stroked the cage hard. Poppy screamed, her body convulsing, sticky ruin spilling out between the bars, spurting over the carpet and Jennie’s manicured fingers.

She collapsed, panting.

Jennie slid out, chest heaving, the cock glistening with girlcum and lube.

Mistress stood again, now naked from the waist down, holding a towel in one hand, her strap-on in the other.

“My turn,” she said.

She pulled the used cock from Jennie’s harness and strapped it onto herself, locking it in place with a smirk. “You didn’t think you were escaping tonight without being filled, did you?”

Jennie dropped to her knees immediately. “No, Mistress.”

Maisington shoved her down onto the floor, flipping her over. “Hands behind your back.”

She didn’t wait. The cock slid inside Jennie’s sore, stretched hole with one smooth thrust. Jennie cried out, her cheek pressed against the floor, her cage already dripping again.

Maisington fucked her hard. No pretense, no ceremony. Just raw, degrading use. She slapped Jennie’s ass, spat on her sissy pussy and whispered filth into her ear.

“Look at you. All dressed up and fucked like a whore.”

“Who’s a good American sissy?”

“Keep your hands off your cage, slut. You’ll cum when I say. Not before.”

Jennie sobbed. Her clit pulsed violently in its cage, her body vibrating with overstimulation.

Maisington reached between her legs, her gloved palm cupping the caged cock.

“I want a countdown,” she growled. “And when we hit one, you’ll ruin for me. Just like our pathetic desperate whore Poppy.”

Jennie nodded desperately.

“Ten,” Maisington began, her cock still thrusting into her.

“Nine. Who’s a broken bitch?”

“Eight. Who begged for British cock?”

“Seven. Who wants to lap it up?”

Jennie was crying now, fingers digging into the carpet, every nerve on fire.

“Six. Who’s been leaking all day for this?”

“Five. Four. Three—”

Jennie shook.

“Two—”

“Please, Mistress, please, please—”

“One.”

Jennie exploded. Ruined. Caged. Sobbing. Her tiny cocklet spasmed inside the cage, a thin stream of cum leaking out into Maisington’s hand.

The British Goddess held it up.

“Drink.”

Both sissies crawled over.

Poppy licked her palm first, moaning. Jennie followed, cleaning her own mess with reverent desperation. Their wet wanting tongues ran over each other’s as they lapped up Jennies cum. Humiliation and arousal overtaking them in equal measure.

“Good girls,” Maisington purred. “My perfect pair of pathetic pets.”

And the tower echoed with the sound of cages dripping and tongues worshiping the hand that owned them.


Epilogue: Tea, Tits, and Temptation

It was just past four o’clock, and the air outside the café on Russell Square was soft with the scent of late-spring jasmine. The London sky was a perfectly muted pearl-grey, and Jennie sat beneath the striped awning with one ankle crossed over the other, a fine china teacup perched delicately between her manicured fingers.

She looked every inch the polished British lady.

Only sluttier.

Six months ago, Jennie had been a shy, wide-eyed American freshman with a clunky pink cage and a nervous giggle. Now she spoke with a melodic English accent—softened, posh, with just a trace of something flirtatious curled beneath the vowels. Her blonde hair was longer now, curling luxuriously around her shoulders. Her lips were fuller, glossy and kissably obscene, a recent enhancement courtesy of a little clinic in Chelsea that specialized in what it called etiquette upgrades.

She adjusted her silk blouse slightly—cut just low enough to tease—and sipped her Earl Grey with one gloved hand. Her other rested lightly on the thigh of the beautiful pink-haired sissy curled beside her.

Poppy, of course.

Her girlfriend. Her partner. Her sister in sin.

Poppy was radiant today—platinum wig styled in a loose braid over one shoulder, her breasts perky under a mesh crop top, her little leather skirt pleated and scandalously short. She wore her cage flat and chrome now, just like Jennie’s. It was custom-fit and utterly unforgiving, especially during those long, cruel London days of denial.

They’d earned it. Every humiliating inch of growth. Every softened, stretched, re-trained inch.

London had become home.

Jennie loved the city’s contrasts—the strict, chilly decorum in public, the utter depravity behind closed doors. She loved how polite the dommes were while locking them in positions for hours. How the buses ran on time even as someone got spit-roasted in a glass-walled dungeon across the street.

She loved the tea, the coats, the clinics, the curtseys, and above all: the manners. The expectations. The quiet, cruel superiority of British Femdom.

Poppy leaned in, her perfume sweet and sharp. “You see him?” she whispered, eyes glinting.

Jennie followed her gaze across the square.

There, sitting alone with a book and a latte, was a young man

But not just any young.

He was beautiful. Tall, slender, with shaggy brown hair falling artfully into his eyes. Wire-framed glasses. A scarf tossed around his neck like he hadn’t quite meant to look that darling. He wore a sweater that hinted at toned arms, and the collar of his shirt was just barely popped. There was something sensitive about him. Something delicate. Perfect prey.

“God,” Jennie sighed, setting down her teacup. “Do they grow them like that on purpose here?”

Poppy giggled. “He’s a grad student. I peeked at his books—something about semiotics. I bet he blushes if you say the word ‘cock.’”

Jennie smirked. “We should test the theory.”

They stood in unison—synchronized in their sway, their confidence, the slight click of their heels on the pavement. Jennie adjusted her glossy lips into a charming little pout and approached the boy’s table.

He looked up, startled—and then completely disarmed. His eyes widened.

“Hi,” Jennie purred, her accent butter-smooth. “Sorry to interrupt, darling. We couldn’t help but notice how lovely you are.”

He blinked. “Uh—pardon?”

Jennie leaned in, her voice a hushed conspiratorial whisper, just for him. “You’re very… pretty. And I think you’d look exquisite in eyeliner.”

Poppy giggled behind her. “And a collar. Or maybe kneeling between our legs.”

The boy flushed deep red.

Jennie smiled—predatory and sweet—and leaned in closer, cage twitching as her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Have you ever heard of Femtopia University?”


Jump into the Sissy University Universe with: Sissy Nurse Training

I thought I was transferring to a different Med School, not enrolling in a Sissy Clinic.

But now here I am, strapped down, with the two sexiest women I have ever set eyes on, prepping me under Doctor Elkie’s strict orders.

The worst part? I had signed up for all of it.

And I was beginning to crave even more.

Trixie kissed my cheek, marking me with her cherry-red lipstick.

“Don’t worry sissy, the pain is the best part!”

The wax was warm and sensual, but the removal?

Absolutely brutal.

Missy, not to be outdone, lowered herself to my navel, brushing my belly with her lips before sliding the needle with a soft pinch through my bellybutton and attaching a dangling charm—a little pink heart that swung just above my achingly ignored untouched cock.

I whimpered.

‘Embarrassed?’ Trixie whispered, cupping my swollen balls.

‘Nope, this little slut is loving every second,’ Missy corrected, licking the head of my leaking pathetic cock. ‘He loves it. His little clitty is soaked.’”
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Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)

Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)

I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.



From Best Friend to Keyholder Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club : (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation


It’s only Day 2 of chastity, and I’m already restless, frustrated, and totally under her control. My former best friend, Hannah, has embraced her dominant side—and I’ve surrendered to it completely.
When she brings me to The Dirty Minds Club, a sun-soaked private resort for the delightfully deviant, I discover what public obedience really means. Wearing her panties, carrying her toy, and kneeling at her side, I’m introduced to a new world where submission is expected—and punishment is pleasure.
Hannah’s confidence grows with every command, every teasing touch. By the end of the day, she’s orchestrating a display that pushes every boundary I didn’t know I had… and loving every second of it.
If you enjoy femdom, male chastity, playful humiliation, and the delicious tension between friends-turned-keyholders, you’ll love Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club.
From Best Friend to Keyholder is an ongoing erotic series filled with teasing, training, and the slow, exquisite surrender to a woman who knows exactly how to take control. Each book builds on the last—but each day brings a climax of its own.


Sissy Maid of Honor: Trained to Serve the Bride (sissy, femdom, chastity, humiliation) (Seven Nights of Sissy Book 1)

I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.


Chastity Model Photoshoot: From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 3 (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)

Chastity Model Photoshoot
(From Best Friend to Keyholder – Day 3)
When a shy young man is caught with his best friend Hannah’s lingerie, she decides it’s time he put his submissive urges to better uses...as the new chastity model for The Dirty Minds Club, the city's most exclusive and decadent venue for dominant women.
Locked up tight and teased to the brink, he’s stripped, styled, and photographed by a ruthless dominatrix and her entourage of gorgeous assistants; each one determined to test his limits and see just how far a blushing housepet will go for approval. From vibrating delights to designer cages, there’s no shortage of toys — or creative ways to showcase them.
Under the strict eye of Fredrika, a seductive Nordic photographer with a mean streak, and Dina, a “nurse” with a clinical obsession for frustration, the photoshoot spirals into an unforgettable spectacle of training, control, and shameless submission. And with his best friend cheering them on, he’s learning the hard way what it means to serve, obey, and stay locked — no matter how badly he aches.
Chastity Model Photoshoot is part of the From Best Friend to Keyholder series — a steamy, serialized journey through feminization, teasing, obedience, and surrender. Perfect for readers who crave playful power exchange, aesthetic kink, and wickedly creative chastity torment.
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