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CHAPTER
1


 


The day I met
Mistress, I hadn’t had a single wink of sleep.


The insomnia wasn’t because of nerves, exactly—after more than two
years of waiting, I was more excited than anything else. No, my lack of sleep
was down to the thick spiral of steel closing in on my private area, squeezing
it in like a metal prison. It was psychologically uncomfortable, to say the
least. Even the smallest of movements would set off a trigger that it was there—huge,
heavy, ominous, and waiting to torment me. 


So that night I placed a silk pillow in between my thighs to
soothe myself and reflected on what Emelia had said. That there would come a
time where being in chastity wouldn’t be so difficult, and just how important
it was for a doll to learn to control her urges. 


A doll isn’t a doll without self-discipline, she’d said. 


Of course, I was still a doll in training, and luckily at the
phase where I could afford to make mistakes (within reason, of course). But
even though I tried my best, my mind headed down a twisty road of horny
fantasies, leading, of course, to erections. Or what would have been erections.
I could’ve dealt with erections. But instead, what I was left with was a
naughty, pulsing creature between my thighs, one that kept screaming and
whining for attention. 


It was only when the sun was already up that I’d drifted off into
an uneasy, barely-there state of sleep. When I woke up and went to the
mirror in the bathroom I was disappointed to see bags under my eyes. The
puffiness spoiled my beauty. I had a naturally sweet and baby-round face, even
when I’d been living as a man. I looked thirteen by the time I was twenty-one
and I’d been told I had ‘soft’ features more times than I could count. After
two years of living in the Doll Manor, I also had a tiny nose, plump lips, and
long blonde hair that was as thick and strong as a Persian rug.  


I slipped on two under-eye masks and was doing my morning
stretching when Emelia came into my room with a cup of tea. She was beaming.


“Drink up, buttercup!” she said, handing me the bone china teacup
and saucer. “We’ve got just under two hours to get you ready.”


I took a long, steaming sip of the milky tea. “Em, could you
please tell me if you know anything about her?” I asked in a hushed voice.


Emelia shook her head. “You know how they keep things hush hush in
here. I’d be lucky if I knew her damn name.” She brushed a lock of my hair to
the side. “Have you been sleeping? You look so tired.”


I sighed. “It was my chastity cage. Again.”


“Oh, honey, I’m sorry,” she said, pouting her lips. “But trust me,
it’s more of a mental struggle than anything. Before you know it you’re going
to start feeling weird without it.”


After I was done with my tea, I lay in the bath for a long time. I
shaved, shampooed, and moisturized until my skin was nice and slippery. Then
Emelia shuffled me back into the room and helped me put on my make-up and get
dressed.


We did a smoky purple-brown eye look that was completed with
falsies and glittery pink lips. My hair was dried and styled into silky golden
waves, with a bow clip tucked into one side. I slipped on my ruffled panties
and lace bra and then squeezed into my latex dress. The dress was bubble-gum
pink and so shiny that it could’ve easily hypnotize an onlooker. There was a
steel-boned corset built into the bodice that shrunk my waist in a good ten
inches. Emelia helped me wiggle on my striped pink-and-white stockings and
forced my feet into a pair of platform pumps adorned with little bows.


I stared in the mirror for a good while after we finished. I was
horribly stiff and uncomfortable, but all that pain was worth it. I looked like
a life-size figurine you’d find in a music box—a dainty little thing that was
made to be treasured and played with by a very lucky owner.


My chin trembled. 


Emelia’s hand squeezed mine. “Bonnie, this isn’t a goodbye,” she
said firmly. “It’s a to be continued. Now stop with the tears or you’ll
ruin your pretty makeup.”


“I’ll miss you,” I whispered. 


She playfully slapped my arm. “Nonsense. You have a new life now.
Brand new beginnings and all that. Before you know it, you’ll forget I even
existed.”


It was hard to believe her words, even though deep down I knew it
was true. Two years ago I’d been twenty-nine and married to a wonderful woman.
Things got ugly only a year into our marriage. Long story short, she cheated on
me. Not once, not twice, but several times. It was like I was living a
recurrent nightmare—but even then I was prepared to make things work. To
love and to cherish, till death do us part. 


To her, the man she’d married had already died.


After my divorce, I swore I’d never get into another relationship
again, let alone marry another woman. My friends thought I was being extreme
and had probably fallen into depression, but to me, it made perfect sense.
Nothing ventured, nothing lost…that was my new motto. Then one day I was online
and stumbled into a new world. Everything changed, yet again.


It was called the Doll Manor. 


It was an ultra-exclusive, gender inclusive community that had one
mission: to transform willing men and women into dolls. It provided a safe
space for people who were serious about dollification, and the dolls would go
on to get matched with their eventual Masters and Mistresses. Anyone could
technically apply to the program but it was immensely difficult to get into,
not just because of the overwhelming number of applicants but also the Manor’s
militant acceptance criteria. At the end of the day, a lot of it had to do with
how much you were willing to invest into it—becoming a doll was
understood to be commitment for life, and once you signed the contract you’d
have to honor it at any cost.


Who exactly are the Dolls? Let me explain. Being a doll is all
about beauty, exaggeration, and the art of transforming yourself into a
head-turning wonder. Dolls are made to be looked at, shown off, and played
with. We are breathing works of arts. In fact, we’ve been called many things
and not all of them are necessarily positive. Circus freaks. Exhibitionists.
Models. 


But I prefer the term ‘living doll’.


For people leading an otherwise fulfilling life, there was a lot
to lose by becoming a doll. But for me, the Doll Manor represented a totally
different way of living: one that was full of fantasy, trust, and happy
endings. 


And suddenly, after living inside a long black storm, I had
hope. 


I began wishing for things again. Wishing for a kind, caring,
powerful Mistress who would own me and play with me. And we would have this
beautiful, one-of-a-kind relationship. 


“Bonnie?” Emelia said softly, snapping me out of my reverie. “It’s
time for me to leave.” 


I nodded and she gave me a peck on the cheek and left. I traipsed
to the bathroom again and sat on the toilet to relieve myself. I reapplied my
lipstick and half-sat stiffly on the bed as my heart began to flutter with
anticipation. 


There was a sharp knock on the door. My muscles tightened like
they’d been gripped by a vise.


“Come in,” I said, clutching my fingers together so tightly they
hurt.


A handsome man in a suit was standing in the doorway. He gave me a
lingering smile.


“I am here to escort you to Mistress Florentine,” he said in a
thick accent. “She is waiting impatiently to see you. Shall we go?”


Mistress Florentine.


Her name echoed through my head as I followed him
through the pristine, fluorescent-lit corridors of the Manor, the knot in my
stomach turning itself into an anxiety-ridden monster. 


I’d spent so many hours fantasizing about this moment, worrying
about it, daydreaming about all the different ways this first meeting could go.
It was the culmination of every ounce of effort I’d exerted over two years: the
extreme exercise and diet regimen to lose the weight, going under the knife for
my breast procedure and nose job, getting the fillers in my lips and cheeks to
shape my face, the shots taken every three and seven weeks to make my skin
radiant and  ensure my breasts continued to grow, the rigorous lessons on
etiquette, chastity, and entertaining. Everything.


 The success of our match depended on a good first impression on
my part. I had no doubt Mistress Florentine had extremely high expectations of
me.  


When I saw her seated on the chaise lounge, my heart went into
overdrive. Her head was down, and I think she was looking at her phone. All I
could see at first was her jet-black hair, which came down to about an inch or
two below her shoulders. When the clack clack of my heels grew louder,
her head snapped up and we made eye contact.


She was so beautiful. Her face was youthful, kind, and forgiving.
Though she clearly came from wealth, there was nothing particularly flashy
about her, and everything from her simple made-up face to her black boots was
kept classy and sophisticated. She gave me a cautious smile, the flesh of one
cheek crinkling into a dimple. It made her red lips stand out.


I was instantly smitten. Like a puppy who had just met her owner
and was already in love. 


I gave her a curtsy like I was trained, and in response she
hovered a hand in front of me. She was wearing black lace gloves. I took it in
my palm and kissed it very gently, the smell of her perfume tickling my
nostrils. She smelled like a rose garden and some kind of spice. 


For a long time, she sat seated and talked in hushed whispers to
the Manor coordinator, and as the minutes ticked by, the adrenaline in my blood
was about to reach its peak. What were they talking so much for?


Does she even like me?


As I stood there, frozen like a statue and imagining the worst,
Mistress Florentine finally rose and said to the coordinator in a clear, deep
voice that tinkled like crystal: “I have to say, she’s very pretty. Even
prettier than the photos I saw of her. I’m going to enjoy playing with her very
much.” She gave me another smile, one that could’ve easily melted an ice-cap.
“Come here, Bonnie.”


I took two steps towards her and got down on my knees. She brought
out a pink leather collar with a ribboned bow at the front. It was attached to
a little gold bell. When she hooked the leash onto it I dared to look up at her
and she gave me a satisfied look that said, You’re mine now. 


Something about that look gave me the impression that she’d
figured out the secrets of our whole existence and I just had to trust her.


Mistress
walked me to the car, with the man in the suit following us. She handed my
leash over to him. The man accepted it with a bow.


“Put her
in the backseat,” she told him before getting inside. “And be careful. She’s
fragile.”









CHAPTER
2


 


The ride to my new
home took well over five hours. 


We wandered away from the ruckus of the city towards
the comfort and quiet of the countryside. After my isolation in the Manor for
so many months, it was like I was entering a whole new world—one that was meant
to belong to a storybook. I saw meadows and green valleys and even the fattest
sheep bumbling away on huge green fields. The sky was piercing blue without a
single cloud in sight. We passed a stone bridge that created a perfect arc
across the river waters. 


I was feeling cold in the car. Ever since I’d started
on my feminization treatments, I sometimes became frustratingly cold, almost to
the point I could feel my bones shivering away inside of me. When I whispered
this to the man in the suit, who I came to understand was Mistress’s personal
assistant, he gave me a nice set of wool blankets. I saw Mistress sneak a
glance at me all cozily wrapped up and I thought I glimpsed another smile, but
she didn’t say anything. 


And then I slept.


When I opened my eyes again, we had arrived at our
destination. I was stunned to see just how large the place was. It could’ve
been a gothic hotel or something. There was a fountain near the entrance and
the front garden seemed to stretch for miles. 


A maid who looked to be in her early twenties
skittered to the door and curtsied at us. 


“Judith, I’d like you to take her straight to her
room,” Mistress ordered. “She’s had a long journey and needs her rest.”


I was whisked away to my bedroom and was thankful that
it was warm. The fireplace crackled and glowed, and most of the furniture came
in various shades of pink. Frilly pink curtains framed the large arched window
next to the bed, which looked like a floating pink cloud holding pillows that
seemed to be as soft as cotton candy. 


It was ten times better than the clinical-style rooms
of the Manor. 


After Judith left, yet another maid came in and
oriented me to where I could find my basic necessities, like towels and
nightwear and things like that. 


I was blown away by my wardrobe. It was a never-ending
of stream of dresses, gowns, bras, panties, corsets, swimsuits, bows, belts,
hats, heels…basically every doll’s dress-up dream.


“It’s lovely to meet you,” the maid said finally, once
the bedroom tour was over. “I’m Talitha, by the way.”


“I’m Bonnie,” I said, a little shyly. 


Talitha giggled. “I know that’s your name, silly. Oh,
and Mistress wanted me to tell you that she’s enrolled you in ballet lessons.
Your first lesson starts tomorrow, so she’d like you to get plenty of rest.”


I gaped at her. “You’re kidding me, right?” 


Ballet had been one of the interests I’d put in during
my application to the Manor, along with singing, quilting, and soapmaking. One
of my dreams had been to perform ballet as a doll, though I’d never even dared
to write that down—only hinted at it during my interview. Never in a million
years did I think my Mistress would even care to prod the people at the Manor
to find that out, and then actually sign me up for classes… 


It was such a sweet thing for her to do!


“Mistress Florentine thinks you have a lot of hidden
talents,” Talitha said with a wink. “Besides, she likes to keep us busy around
here.”


I chatted away with Talitha for several minutes before
she left me to go have a bath. I had showered, dressed, and put on my makeup
again before she came back to take me downstairs for dinner. 


Dinner was a real feast. There was roast beef and
mashed potatoes and gravy and three different kinds of puddings for dessert.
Mistress kept making sure I was well fed even though I didn’t even have an
appetite in front of her. She still made me very nervous and I was still
worried I would do something to spoil the image she had of me.


And so I ate like a lady, and Mistress kept exclaiming
how I was such a frail little thing and asked the waiting staff to make sure I
ate well even when she wasn’t around. 


After dinner she retreated to her boudoir, and I went
back to my bedroom. I stripped down and washed my face. Then I jumped onto my
cozy bed only to realize very suddenly that I was all alone again. 


Mistress’s room was right next door.


I tried to imagine what she could be doing right now.
Maybe she was doing her night-time skincare. Maybe she was naked and pleasuring
herself to fall asleep. There were real butterflies in my stomach as I began to
picture what her breasts, hips, and pussy looked like. Would they be as
beautiful as her face?


So far, Mistress Florentine was everything I’d ever
wanted and more. I fingered my pink collar and shimmied my chest a little to
make the tiny bell tinkle. I was hers now. 


I would’ve done anything to see her then. Completely
naked. So I could kiss every inch of her. Smell her. Taste her.


If only...


Jesus! Calm down, I scolded myself as my crotch began to swell
uncomfortably inside my cage. Go to sleep.


***


I didn’t get to see Mistress the whole of next day. 


But like Talitha had promised, I had plenty of things
to do to distract myself and keep myself busy. 


In the morning, I was taken to the dance studio in the
basement where I was greeted by a sharp-nosed woman who introduced herself as
Miss Myra. She was beanstalk-thin and looked as tough as nails.


Unfortunately, all my fantasies of diving into the air
and twirling around and around like gravity didn’t exist flew out of the window
as soon as I was asked to balance at the barre. I was extremely awkward
throughout the class, and fell more times than I could count. Miss Myra turned
out to be as unforgiving as she looked, making me repeat the moves and
positions again and again until I was actually dizzy. Midway through the class
I became terrified that Mistress would walk in and witness me completely
butchering my moves.


I counted my lucky stars when Miss Myra finally
wrapped up our class and told me I could leave. I resolved then and there I had
to get better with my balance and flexibility—and quick. It was only a matter
of time before Mistress would want to see the fruits of her investment. 


In the evening, I was taken out for a walk to see the
horses grazing out in the pastures surrounding the mansion. It truly was like
something out of a storybook. I spotted all sorts of flowers and birds that I’d
never seen before. There was a pond with huge white swans bobbing sleepily
across it and even rabbits doing binkies as they scurried along. I found myself
completely and utterly engrossed in the beauty of my new home. 


The memories of my past life—even Emelie, who I’d
loved so much while at the Manor—were quickly fading away.











CHAPTER
3


 


The
following day I had my second ballet lesson. Things didn’t progress as smoothly
as I’d hoped and Miss Myra even scolded me for not remembering her
instructions. I wasn’t used to this. I was used to people ooh-ing and aah-ing
over me and I decided I didn’t like Miss Myra very much. 


After my lesson I vented to Talitha about
how the ballet class was a terrible mistake. She advised me to just have fun
with it. We were allowed to go for a long walk, even further than we’d gone the
first day, and that was a lot of fun. I learned that Mistress was a very busy
woman and I even tried to prod Talitha about the other lovers she’d had. 


“Mistress has had her fair share of
lovers,” she said with a knowing look. “But sorry, Bonnie, my lips are
sealed!” 


I told her all about my life at the Manor,
even though the details had become surprisingly hazy. She was totally
fascinated by all the training I’d undergone, especially the one class where I
had to learn how to strut in a pair of fifteen-inch platform shoes they called
‘Infinity Heels’.  


“How do you walk in such high heels?” she
asked, as if in awe.


I shrugged. “You get used to it after a
while. My stainless steel frenemy down there, on the other hand…”


Talitha’s eyes grew wide. “You
mean...you’re in chastity?”


“Yes,” I said. “It’s the worst. I can’t
even jack off. And I have a tough time falling asleep.”


Talitha looked thoughtful. “Well...if you really
need some help, I’d be up for the challenge…”


Then she erupted in a bout of wicked
laughter. I wasn’t sure if she was being serious or not.


That night, I changed into my lacy pink
nightgown and got cozy in bed. I’d brought a book from the library with me. It
was a light-hearted romance novel that I’d hoped would keep me distracted
enough until I fell asleep.


I had just finished the first chapter when
there was a soft knock on the door.


My heart leapt into my throat. 


The doorknob turned and suddenly Mistress
was standing there in a robe. She entered the room and closed the door behind
her.


“Hi Bonnie,” she said. “I haven’t been
able to catch up with you in quite some time. How did your ballet lessons
go?” 


“It was...it was alright,” I said quickly,
wondering if Miss Myra had told her how terrible I was.


“I’m happy to hear that,” she said
smoothly. “Come here.” She motioned me to sit in front of the vanity.


My hands were suddenly clammy as I sat
down on the velvet-topped stool. Mistress seemed to be admiring my reflection.
My hairbrush was laying on top of the vanity, and she took it and started to
brush my hair.


“Such nice, healthy hair,” she doted.
“You’ve taken such good care of it, Bonnie. I’d love to see bangs on you
sometime.”


Then she sat down and gave me the
brush, smiling expectantly at my reflection. My stomach burning with nerves, I
began to slide the brush through her glistening black hair with long, careful
strokes. She must have found it relaxing, because after a while she was humming
to herself.


“Has Talitha told you about the party
we’ll be attending?” she asked after a while.  


“No, Mistress,” I responded.


“I suppose she was planning to tell you
tomorrow. Well, it’s coming up next week.”


“I see.”


“I’ve already selected your dress for the
occasion. My dressmaker should be delivering it in a few days.” She tilted her
head to one side, studying me again through the reflection. “Aren’t you
excited, Bonnie?”


“I am, Mistress!” I said, even though I
was more nervous than excited.


I swallowed hard as I continued to brush
Mistress’s hair. A party would definitely be a high-pressure event for me. It
would be my first public event with her, and there was no doubt she’d want to
show me off to all her friends and acquaintances. That meant I had to be on my
absolute best behavior—not only did I have to impress Mistress, but I had to
impress and entertain the party guests as well. 


“Your breasts are growing nicely,” she
said suddenly. “I’d like to see them.”


I blushed. 


The lace nightgown I was wearing was too
big for me so I went ahead so I began to pull at the loose straps. Mistress
reached forward to unwind the straps under my arms and pulled them down to my
waist. I thought she would stop there—she’d said she only wanted to see my
breasts after all—but she didn’t stop until the nightie fell to my feet. My
heart began to thump wildly in my chest. I was standing there in just my
ruffled panties. 


She motioned me to remove them as well.


And then she was staring down at my
chastity cage, at my penis that was enclosed within the steel rings I’d begun
to hate. She was studying it like she’d just stumbled upon a rare diamond. She
removed her gloves and lay them on the vanity. I could smell her perfume
again—it was so subtle yet completely, utterly intoxicating and I felt high all
of a sudden. She slid her fingertips across the rings of the cage, then stroked
my balls very gently.  I started to think about really gross things just
so I wouldn’t humiliate myself by getting hard. 


Her right hand then hovered up and went
over my right breast, cupping it gently. Then she gave it a squeeze.


“You have beautiful breasts,” she said in
a whisper.


For the first time, I felt her lust for
me, and the fiery longing in her eyes.  


“Here, help me undress,” she ordered.


I untied the robe she was wearing and
realized she was still in her day outfit—a formal black dress with the kind of
sleeves that flared out and resembled lanterns. I unzipped the dress from the
back and pulled down the top, but she stopped me short when I reached her
belly. She turned her back to me to unhook her bra, then faced me again. Her
breasts fell out as I released her bra. They were bigger than mine would ever
be. They were flushed pink and her nipples were the color of cinnamon. 


“Suck them, please,” she said.


I bent forward and took a nipple in my
mouth. I twirled my tongue around her nipple and she let out a moan. Her deep,
sensual voice was so titillating that I felt my cock grow and squeeze inside my
cage, even though I was fighting, fighting for it to stop. Her nipple was
swelling and hardening in my mouth and I could almost taste the traces of
perfume on her skin. I shifted to her other nipple, pressing the breast with
one hand while wrapping my teeth around it and tugging on it with the tiniest
amount of pressure. 


She took my other hand and brought it up
in between her legs. She rubbed herself with it, over her panties. 


I was witnessing the transformation of my
Mistress, a wealthy, strong, powerful woman, who was losing herself to her
desires. The fact that she was so solemn, so put together in public but was
letting herself completely go in my presence...I had no words. It was beyond
thrilling. 


Mistress plunged my hand inside her
panties. They were soaking wet with her juices. With a fingertip, I explored
her slit, found the hard button of her clit and began to rub it in circles. She
sighed contentedly. I angled my forefinger further down and sunk it inside her
hole. As I fingerfucked her, she stroked my hair and encouraged me to keep
going in between her moans.


“Good girl...oh yes...oh yes...keep doing
that…”


I could’ve gotten drunk from those sweet,
sweet words. I built up speed and she spread her legs further apart, her breath
quivering in her chest.


“Suck me,” she said.


I got down on my knees while she tossed
her panties aside. Her pale pussy contrasted with a strip of black hair almost
made me stop in my tracks. It was nestled in between her bare thighs was like a
casket of jewels, waiting to be explored and treasured with my tongue. 


I used my plump lips to kiss her wet
pussy, inhaling her strong, heady musk. Her moans became louder and
higher-pitched, then she started to thrash about. I gripped her butt with my
arms to help her stay still. My lips refused to let go of her clit, which was
now harder than a stone.  


“Show me your breasts, Bonnie!” she
moaned. “I want to feel them!”


I stood up and thrust my soft, perky
beasts towards her. She felt them hungrily, pinching my nipples. She pushed me
down on my knees again so I could go back to servicing her. 


It didn’t take long for me to feel her
wetness drip down my chin and onto my chest. She uttered a helpless cry and her
thighs trembled as she came. 


“Mmm. My beautiful Bonnie. Look what you
made me do,” she whispered. “Clean me up please. With your tongue.”


“Of course, Mistress,” I said. I was still
shaken from having served her, but she was so calm and collected.  


Her thighs were still dripping. It was
amazing to see what I’d made her do. I sucked and lapped every drop of her
juices, enjoying her sweet, briny taste. 


I was so happy, I could’ve done that and a
lot more.









CHAPTER
4


 


The day of the
party was edging closer, and I was becoming a bundle of nerves. When the day
finally arrived, I had the worst case of performance anxiety. I was tucked and
pinched and tied up into my dress, which was crimson red, and made to wear a
pair of glittery pumps that could’ve rivaled the Infinity Heels. Almost every
inch of my body was sprayed with waterproof, sweat-proof makeup and the set of
false lashes glued onto my eyelids were so thick I could hardly see through
them.


When Mistress saw me for the first time, her mouth
flew open. She kissed me and complimented me and murmured comforting things in
my ear. I think she could tell I was nervous. I knew that I was going to be
paraded around and shown off and gaped at but I also knew that I didn’t have to
do anything that I wasn’t comfortable with. 


“Just do what I say,” Mistress whispered. “And you’ll
be fine. Remember, this is going to be a night to remember for the both of us.”


Of course, Mistress looked ravishing in her own party
ensemble. She wore a stunning gold and black corset attached to a garter
belt, sheer stockings, and midnight black satin gloves that reached up to her
arms. Her black hair was parted to one side with the ends curled up in
perfectly set waves. Coupled with her stilettos and signature black liner and
red lips, she could’ve made any man tremble and fall to her feet.


We drove for about an hour to the venue. It turned out
to be a grand brick house that belonged to the hosts. The inside gave off a
Victorian vibe, with lots of colorful velvet and hanging mirrors. Club chairs
adorned almost every room, which gave it a touch of class and elegance.


Mistress led me by the leash and I had butterflies in
my stomach as the heads turned towards me. But strangely enough I felt at ease.
I saw all kinds of people there, of all shapes and sizes, and many of them gave
off very friendly vibes. Even the hosts were lovely. 


Mistress, of course, was completely in her natural
element as she led me along and mingled with the crowds, chattering away and
allowing her friends to ooh and aah at me while I smiled bashfully and stared
down at the carpet. Her eyes sparkled when even strangers would come up to us
and admire me. I was just so content seeing how much she enjoyed showing me
off.


For the first hour or so, all I did was trail behind
Mistress as she walked from room to room. It was so difficult to actually
take my eyes away from her back as I couldn’t help but ogle at the way she
seductively walked through the crowds in her stockings and stilettos. Even in a
place full of distractions. I couldn’t take my eyes away from her.


After a while, Mistress led me to a room in the back.
My skin immediately pricked up we entered. It was like there was real
electricity in the air, and it could shock me if I wasn’t being careful.


The room was a real thrill to the senses. There was a
group of people exploring, teasing, and stimulating themselves, experiencing
the pull and push of both pleasure and pain. I kneeled down on the floor as
demurely as I could next to Mistress as we observed them. 


After a while of just watching and enjoying, Mistress
took me by the leash to the four-poster bed positioned to the left of the room.
The railings had been ornately crafted, with a wide, open circle in the center
of the front railing. There were leather cuffs attached to stainless steel
chains ejecting from under the bed. 


It looked scary and inviting at the same time.


I was ordered to lay down in doggy position and insert
my head through the hole at the front. My wrists and ankles were cuffed and
restrained to the railings. A small group of party guests had gathered around
us to watch the show. Nothing had even happened yet and my body was already
feeling suffocated. The thrill of people watching me sent a shiver down my
spine. 


Mistress lifted up the bottom of my dress and pulled
down my panties to expose my ass. I heard a gasp. I wasn’t sure who it was or
whether it was even from our audience. Mistress whispered something in my ear
and left me there, all bare and vulnerable—again, I couldn’t quite grasp the
words or make the sounds make sense. I felt faint and all I could focus on was
the thunderous rush of blood in my ears.


I was about to be teased. Pleasured. Tormented. All
for Mistress’s entertainment. 









CHAPTER
5


 


Mistress
returned with a brown leather whip in her hands. 


“Would you like me to teach you a good lesson,
Bonnie?” she murmured in my ear again. 


Her deep, sultry voice made me melt. I
felt my dicklette choke up inside my chastity cage. 


“Answer me, doll,” she said, her tone
suddenly sharper and more menacing. 


The hairs at the back of my neck stood up.
“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.


“Do you want me to show off your cunt to
the audience?” she asked. “You do, don’t you?”


I whimpered and nodded.


Her light fingers, now gloveless and cold,
rubbed and caressed my ass. I felt just a fingertip graze my asshole. It
orbited the outer lining lovingly, never entering the cavity inside. The
teasing drove me crazy. I had no idea when my ass would be lashed and whipped
and tortured but I knew all that was just seconds away.


Mistress continued to tease me, drawing
her fingertips up, down, diagonally and around my ass in slow motions, touching
me everywhere except inside my aching hole. I wanted to curl up in a ball of
agony, but of course, I couldn’t. I lay there helplessly, the suspense placing
me on sensory overload, where every touch, every stroke made my nerves fire a
million times more than normal. 


And then…


Twack!


My whole body shook from the impact. I
rolled forward, but I was grabbed from the hips and pulled right back into
position.


Twack! Twack! Twack! 


Everything went white and I moaned. My ass
burned. 


Twack!


This time I let out a yelp. I bit my
tongue to stop myself from howling. I didn’t want to show everyone I was a
sissy baby who couldn’t handle any pain. 


I was whacked and whipped until my ass was
bleeding. Or I thought it was bleeding. The searing pain made it feel like
there were two hot coals burned onto my cheeks. 


And then I felt long, eager fingers
inserting themselves deep into my core. I moaned at the overwhelming
pressure of my ass filling up and getting stretched. At first I thought the
fingers had belonged to Mistress but suddenly she appeared on the other side
and started to stroke the side of my face, brushing my sweat-soaked hair away
from my eyes and smiling down at me as she saw me squirm and moan. All these
strangers were violating me at her will and I was completely helpless. 


“There, there. Hang on tight, sissy doll,”
she said softly. “Just enjoy the ride.”


Mistress disappeared and for a while I was
lost in my own world as my sissy pussy was teased and pleasured and exploited
for the benefit of the audience’s perversions. A man came around to the front
of the bed and undressed himself. He was a well-built man with a beard and a
dusty sort of complexion. I could see he was blessed in terms of his
size. 


I looked up at him innocently as he rubbed
his member and something snapped inside of me. Maybe it was all the fingers
lodged in my ass and teasing me so cruelly, or maybe it was the sight and scent
of that thick and very healthy cock. He asked if I would like to suck it, and
in my extreme state of arousal, I said yes. 


He rammed his length in my mouth and
started to fuck it. I could feel it growing and throbbing against my palate,
his hot musk intensifying. He growled with pleasure. His precum was very
bitter, but that made me enjoy sucking him even more. I lost myself once again
to his motions, my mind in some kind of happy sexual heaven. With no warning,
he grunted and squirted his seed, inviting me to swallow every drop. 


When he disappeared, I was left with a
horrible, horrible feeling and the aftertaste of another man’s cum swimming
down my throat.


Mistress appeared in front of me again,
and her stone-cold face told me everything I needed to know. 


The man had broken the rules. He hadn’t talked
to Mistress before talking to me.


But that wasn’t all.


I’d made a terrible mistake by not asking
Mistress for permission before doing something as vile as giving a blowjob.


The next thing I knew, I was being stuffed
with a ball gag. Mistress tightened it from the back. My jaw gaped wide open
and I was suddenly slobbering all over myself. 


“That should teach your cocksucking mouth
a lesson,” she hissed.


I whimpered and groaned as I tried to
signal to her how sorry I was, but all that came out was an embarrassing mewl.
I was being silenced and smothered, and resisting Mistress’s punishment wasn’t
going to do me any good. 


How had I been so stupid? My worst nightmare had been to
disappoint her…but now I had gone and insulted her, and broken her trust.


The whippings started. The audience let
out a collective gasp. My balls wobbled and strained as my body jerked to the
rhythm of my punishment and Mistress sealed me with those whips. The red-hot sear
of pain penetrated down to my bones.


Then the whipping stopped.


My vision cleared again.


I saw her go to the other end of the room
and put on a strap-on harness. The harness was attached to a realistic dildo
that was swollen with green-purplish veins. She played with the straps to
tighten the fit and then came over to me, her cock bouncing with each step. 


I bit down on my gag as I was lubed up.
The dildo was pushed through my back-end and it slid in with alarming ease, as
if my hole had been dilated permanently because of the continuous teasing.
Mistress growled like a fierce tigress as she began fucking me mercilessly, her
hands gripping to my hips like claws.


I was a toy, nothing but a doll being used
for my looks and my holes. I was nothing more than a sexual stress ball that
could be abused and manipulated to vent your anger. 


And what was even worse, on top of being
subjected to this humiliating punishment, was that as Mistress fucked me, the
pleasure was starting to build up. 


My sissy dicklette needed a release so
badly that it was going to happen, whether I liked it or not. The shame of having
my body betray me was almost too much to bear. Tears rolled down my cheeks and
my dicklette stubbornly pulsed away.


“Isn’t this what you wanted?” Mistress
kept asking me. “Isn’t this what you were fantasizing about, you cock-craving
slut? You thought I couldn’t give it you, huh? Well we’ll see about that…”


After a while I couldn’t control myself
any longer. My body’s response was to surrender immediately to what was
happening deep within me. My muscles twitched uncontrollably and suddenly I was
draining my cum—what was maybe six months’ worth of painstakingly accumulated
cum—straight on top of the bed. And just when I thought it was over, a fresh
river of cum spurted out of me. It kept flowing and flowing, like a
never-ending pipe, as the built-up tension in my core slowly dissipated away. 


“Oh sweetie…oh sweetie…” Mistress
murmured, as she continued to grind her hips against my ass. “Oh my sweet
Bonnie…you had so much milk inside of you. Doesn’t it look delicious?”


I couldn’t even say anything.  


And then the dildo was pulled out, and
someone pushed forward a shot glass in front of my lips.


“Drink it,” Mistress cooed, unstrapping
the ball gag. “All sissy dolls need to drink their milk for strong bones. Go
ahead and gulp it down while we all watch.”


As the contents of the shot glass was
poured through my lips, I heaved and drank both my milk and tears.


And then I felt soft circles of wetness on
my ass. For a second I was confused, but then I suddenly realized that Mistress
was actually kissing my abused ass. 


As if she felt sorry for me.


As if she could kiss all the pain away.











CHAPTER
6


 


Several days
passed and Mistress’s sour demeanor since the party remained as strong as
ever.  


I was devastated. This was all my fault. How could I
have betrayed her like that? Just the sight of that one cock had led me to make
that terrible decision. I hadn’t been thinking straight. I had been
stupid. Reckless.


I had the sinking feeling I’d tarnished our
relationship forever.


Was I doomed to fail with every woman I dared to love?


On Monday morning, Talitha informed me that someone
would be coming over to see me. She rushed me into the shower immediately after
my ballet class and told me to run downstairs at half past ten. 


The person turned out to be a hairdresser and stylist.
Mistress came in and I was made to stand naked under the glare of studio
lights, while the two women inspected and prodded every inch of my face and
body to figure out how I could best get an ‘upgrade’.


“I would like to see her in bangs,” Mistress said.


“A nice, tapered fringe would definitely look lovely
on her. And how about the hair length, Mistress Florentine?” the hairdresser
asked.


“Chop it all off,” she said curtly. “Up to the ears.”


“You mean, like a bob?” Even the stylist looked
startled.


“Yes.”


Tears welled up in my eyes and I struggled to blink
them away as it dawned on me what was about to happen. I’d brought this all on
myself so what was the point of crying? I’d spent two years growing out my
hair, taking my vitamins, brushing it, deep conditioning it every week without
fail. And all for nothing. I was going to be an ugly sissy doll. 


There was no doubt Mistress saw me crying. 


And yet, she didn’t say anything. 


Hell has no fury like a woman scorned, I thought.


I shut my eyes closed when the hairdresser brought the
scissor to my head, refusing to witness all my hair being cut off. For the rest
of the appointment, my nails were painted and the light crop of body hair
remaining on my body was waxed off. Mistress took a good look at me and said
she was happy with the result and for me to go off to the library to do some
reading. 


Later on, I was in such a bad mood that Talitha made
the cook bake me a chocolate cake to try and cheer me up.


“Mistress Florentine can be harsh but she’s doing it
out of love, trust me,” Talitha said. “I’ve seen the way she looks at you. I
can only imagine how angry she was at that man. She’s very possessive.”


“Oh, I hope it’s true,” I said.


That night I was curled up in bed with a book, trying
my hardest to fall asleep. All the words were blurred and the story just wasn’t
making sense.


Here we go again, I thought bitterly. Back to square one.


I tossed the book away and brought my knees up to my
chest. I just stared out the window, looking out at the night sky. It was still
so clear, with only a smattering of tiny stars spread across the black lake of
the night. I opened one window to let a breeze in, hoping it would comfort me.


And then there was a knock on the door.


My stomach dropped. I turned around to see Mistress in
my room, in another one of her robes. 


She was silent for some time and then she walked over
to the vanity, motioning me and to come and sit down. It made me remember the
wonderful night we’d had several days ago. My heart ached with longing. 


What I wouldn’t do to feel that again…  


When I sat down on the velvet stool, swiveling my butt
around the side so I wouldn’t see myself in the mirror—I still refused to
accept my awful haircut—I suddenly saw that she was holding a thin book in her
hand.


“This is for you,” she said.


I glanced down at the cover. The Gift of the Magi by
O. Henry. Wasn’t that a Christmas story? I faintly remembered that it was about
to woman who cut off her long hair to buy a present for her husband. I couldn’t
remember how it ended.


“But it’s not Christmas yet, Mistress,” I said. 


Mistress cracked a smile. “I know, Bonnie. But I’d
like you to read it. I think we can both learn a good lesson with this story.”


There were butterflies in my belly as she said those
words. I felt warm again, like I was being given a giant bear hug. Mistress
lovingly brushed my hair and kissed the top of my forehead. Then she turned my
chin around and forced me to look at my own reflection.  


“Don’t you like it?” she asked.


I was crying again. I felt like such an idiot, a
fucking sissy to always be crying at the drop of a hat. 


“Oh will you just look at yourself, Bonnie! Just
look!”


I did look then. 


I was expecting to see a blonde mushroom or a blonde
bobblehead in the mirror. But that wasn’t what was staring back at me. It was a
pixie-cute version of myself, with wispy blonde locks that framed my jawline
elegantly. My bangs were long and swept neatly to either side of my face. Of course
I didn’t look as beautiful as Mistress, but the short hair kind of made me look
like her. In fact, now anyone could look at us and go, ‘yeah, they belong
together’. 


I sniffed and admitted, “It doesn’t look too bad.” 


Mistress actually hugged me. I melted into her
embrace, inhaling her sweet smell, and I was comforted more than I could’ve
ever comforted myself.


“I think the cut does a great job of bringing out your
features,” she said. “But I think something else needs to be said here.”


I waited silently for her words.


“You have to remember you’re a sissy doll, and you’re
in my possession. You’re Mistress Florentine’s doll, not Tom’s doll, not
Harry’s doll, or Dick’s doll or anyone else’s for that matter. And that means
you have to do everything in your power to keep me happy. But that
doesn’t mean you’re powerless. In fact, I’m always thinking about how I can do
everything in my power to do the same for your needs as well. Remember,
we’re in a symbiosis at the end of the day.”


She kissed me on the lips.


“Now, I want you to think about what went wrong at the
party and what you’d do different the next time we go to one. I’ll give you
three days, and we’ll have a discussion then. But I want you to know that you
have so much going for you. You have beauty, intelligence, a talent for
ballet…”


I grinned sheepishly. “Mistress, I’m not the ballet
dancer you think I am. In fact, I’m a long way away from ever putting on a
performance for you.”


She laughed. It was like music to my ears.


“Nonsense!” she said. “You still have to try. Besides,
you don’t need to be a perfect dancer to be perfect for me. You’re perfect
already—short hair or long hair, dancer or no dancer.” She grabbed my arm and
pulled at it. “Come with me.”


My pulse pounded in my ears as she took me to the open
window. She climbed out into the night, and I could see there was a ledge, and
at the end of it there was a ladder. She motioned for me to follow her. We both
went up the ladder, my heart racing as I had a glimpse of the courtyard below
me.


We sat on top of the roof, and Mistress told me to
remove my panties. 


“I think it’s time I give you a little reward,” she
said, fishing something from out of her bra. 


“No…” I said, my mouth flying open.


Could it be what I thought it was?


I wanted to pinch myself.


Mistress unlocked and slid out my chastity, and
suddenly I felt naked in a way I’d never been before. 


I’d been fantasizing about this happening for so many
sleepless nights, and now that it was here, all my thoughts were scrambled and
I didn’t even know what to do. 


“Scoot a little closer to me,” Mistress said. 


It was happening. Her soft hands wrapped around
my dicklette and she began to massage it. Her touch was electrifying…and
completely overwhelming. I was rock hard in an instant. If this was how amazing
stimulation felt after chastity, well, all those sleepless nights were
definitely worth it. 


“Cum for me, Bonnie,” Mistress murmured, her hand
picking up speed. With the other, she was fondling my balls, until they were
straining too. 


“Oh, Mistress, I’m going to cum!” I yelped.     


I groaned—a deep, satisfying groan as I reached a
mind-blowing climax. My milk was squirting into Mistress’s hand. She instructed
me to let it all out and then she tipped her cupped palm into my mouth for me
to drink. 


“I’m so happy you came into my life, Bonnie doll,” she
whispered, and then we embraced again. 


I had the stunning realization that she needed me as
much as I needed her.


“I think…I think when I met you, Mistress, my wish
came true,” I said, hoping that didn’t sound too cringeworthy.


Mistress hugged me even tighter. Her scent made me
want to fall asleep, right there on the roof. 


“I wish I could stay in your arms forever, Mistress,”
I said, breaking the silence. 


She smiled. She still didn’t say anything, but she
stroked my hair. We spent many minutes in silence again, just staring up at the
night sky together. 


“You’re safe, Bonnie,” she finally said. “You’re safe
with me.”


And then we kissed again.
















THE
END
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When Mitch’s girlfriend
Hailey left him behind to go to college, he knew that their long-distance
relationship was never going to pan out. With her beauty, brains, and downright
sauciness, it was only a matter of time before some college hunk would come in
and swoop her away.


Four years later
though, despite his worries, Hailey’s unexpectedly stuck by him. And not just
that, she’s moving back into town and into his apartment. Mitch is ecstatic.


But that’s when he
learns just how bossy and dominating she’s actually become.


It starts with an innocent
back scrub that evolves into him having to clean and cook her meals just
the way she likes it. Soon, Mitch will be asked to wear a sexy French maid’s
uniform, pump his chest, and strut around in red lipstick and
high heels while doing his maid chores and entertaining Hailey’s very
hot girlfriends.
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girlfriend, what he fears most is that his love for her might know no bounds…
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Of course,
looking at it poking out from her hips, you’d be stupid to call it a toy at
all.


It was a
machine. A weapon of mass destruction. Enough to make any sissy know her place
and tremble in her heels.


 


Ethan Crowe has always
had a thing for women's underwear.


He also hates cleaning
with a passion.


That hasn’t stopped
him spending more hours than he’d ever want, on his knees, scrubbing other
people’s grimy floors—all thanks to his family’s house-cleaning company. On his
last day of summer work, he’s assigned to a house in Luton Close—the
mega-expensive neighborhood in town that’s often dubbed ‘Millionaire’s Row’.


But when a little
petty revenge idea has him caught by the rich and sexy matriarch of the family,
Mrs. Castro, he’s reduced to a quivering, shaking mess. Disciplined and
transformed from a panty enthusiast to a full-blown feminized sissy, Ethan’s
about to learn a lesson or two about ultimate submission.
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“Oh, sweetie, not
to worry, some tastes are acquired,” my wife said, patting my wig. “But that’s
just part of being a woman. You’ll begin to enjoy the flavors soon enough.”


Feel the heat of these
three steaming hot stories of furious, strapped-on wives taking control
of their girly sissy husbands! These dominant women want nothing more
than to indulge in the ultimate pleasure of feminizing and punishing
their submissive male partners while training them to serve their extremely
dirty needs. Make no mistake, these terrified sissy lovers are about to be stretched
far beyond their own limits...


This hot three-book
erotica bundle features sissy training, feminization, cuckolding, chastity,
BDSM pet play, humiliation, degradation, spanking, and discipline, and includes
these stories:
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