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CHAPTER 1

Nikky knelt in the center of the room, her knees spread just enough to show proper obedience but still demure enough to maintain elegance. Her lace garters stretched taut against her soft thighs, the stockings smooth and sheer. She had dressed carefully today, choosing her finest uniform—a black satin maid’s dress trimmed with delicate white lace, her corset pulled tight to emphasize every feminized curve, her heels locked securely into place.

But tonight wasn’t about being a maid.

Tonight, she was being promoted.

Mistress Megan sat on the leather armchair, legs crossed, a glass of wine in one hand as she observed Nikky with a smirk that sent an involuntary shiver down the sissy’s spine. Mr. Davis stood beside her, his massive frame filling the space with authority, his arms crossed as he looked Nikky over like a man inspecting his property.

“You’ve done well, pet,” Megan finally said, swirling the wine in her glass. “You’ve learned your place. You curtsy without being told. You kneel without question. You serve with devotion.”

Nikky’s heart fluttered at the praise, a small flush of pride warming her cheeks. “Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered, her voice barely above a breath.

Megan leaned forward, her gaze sharpening. “But you’re not just a maid anymore.”

Nikky stiffened slightly, her fingers curling over her thighs in anticipation.

Megan’s smirk widened. “You’re not here just to dust and scrub. You’re not even just here to cook our meals and set our table.”

She reached out, cupping Nikky’s chin between her fingers, tilting her face up. “No, sweetheart. You’re here to serve us in every way. You’re not just a sissy maid anymore.”

Megan’s nails lightly scratched along Nikky’s jawline, sending a tingling shudder through her body. “You are now our house whore.”

Nikky’s breath caught, her chest tightening with a mixture of shame and arousal. The words echoed in her head, the finality of them settling deep in her core.

House whore.

Not just a maid. Not just a servant.

A plaything. A toy. A cock-sleeve, a pussy to be used whenever and however they pleased.

She swallowed hard, lips parting slightly, unsure whether to thank Mistress for such a degrading honor or simply lower her head and accept her fate.

Mr. Davis chuckled, stepping forward, towering over her small, kneeling form. “She looks nervous,” he remarked, amusement thick in his tone. “Maybe she’s not ready after all.”

Megan laughed, lightly tapping Nikky’s cheek with her fingertips. “Oh, she’s ready. Aren’t you, pet?”

Nikky’s throat tightened. Her hands twitched on her thighs, aching to reach between her legs, but she knew better. Her cage—her constant, cruel prison—was still locked tight, keeping her in a state of endless frustration, denied and desperate.

“Yes, Mistress,” she finally whispered, her voice shaky but sincere. “I—I am ready.”

Megan’s eyes gleamed with approval. “Good girl.”

She reached beside her and picked up a small black velvet box, snapping it open with a quiet click. Nikky’s stomach twisted as she saw the glint of cold steel inside.

A new cage. Smaller. Tighter. Custom-fitted.

A final lock on her useless little clitty.

Megan tilted the box toward Mr. Davis, letting him admire the craftsmanship. “I had it made just for her,” she said casually. “I figured a house whore doesn’t need any access to pleasure. Ever.”

Nikky’s whole body flushed hot, her thighs pressing together involuntarily, but it did nothing to ease the growing ache inside her.

Mr. Davis grinned. “I like it.” He took the device from the box, turning it over in his hand before crouching to Nikky’s level. “Hold still, sissy.”

Nikky whimpered softly but obeyed, spreading her knees wider as Mr. Davis reached beneath her skirt. His fingers brushed against the base of her current cage, making her shiver with humiliating, useless arousal.

The lock clicked open, and for the briefest moment, she felt the cool air brush against her aching, swollen clit. It twitched feebly, barely half-hard, dripping from weeks of denied stimulation.

Mr. Davis chuckled. “Pathetic little thing,” he murmured, tapping the tip with two fingers, making Nikky gasp at the sudden jolt of sensation.

Megan leaned in, watching with amusement. “Not even worth calling a cock anymore, is it?”

Nikky’s whole body burned with shame. “N-No, Mistress.”

Megan smirked. “Then what is it?”

Nikky swallowed thickly, her voice trembling as she admitted the truth. “It’s… it’s my little clitty, Mistress.”

Mr. Davis laughed, gripping the base of Nikky’s worthless length one final time before positioning the new, smaller cage around it. The snug metal clicked into place, trapping her fully, pressing the shaft back, forcing it into complete submission.

Megan sighed, her fingers brushing over Nikky’s cheek like a lover’s caress. “There. Now you’re perfect.”

The final click of the lock sent a jolt of finality through Nikky’s body.

There would be no more chances. No more teasing hope.

Her pleasure was gone. Forever.

She let out a soft, needy whimper, her thighs squeezing together desperately.

Megan slid her fingers under Nikky’s chin, forcing her to meet her gaze. “Don’t pout, sweetheart. You don’t need pleasure.”

Mr. Davis wiped his hands off and leaned back with a satisfied grin. “What she needs,” he said, “is a proper test.”

Megan hummed in agreement, stroking Nikky’s flushed cheek. “That’s right. Our little house whore is ready for her first real duty.”




CHAPTER 2

Nikky’s heels clicked softly against the hardwood floor, each careful step a painful reminder of how little control she had over herself anymore.

Gone was her once-dignified maid’s uniform, replaced with sheer humiliation for the last week—a delicate lace bralette that barely held the soft swell of her feminized chest, paired with matching panties stretched tightly over the aching bulge of her freshly locked chastity cage.

She was exposed. Vulnerable. Owned.

At her throat, her collar gleamed under the dim lights, its polished tag swinging gently with each nervous movement.

But what made each step truly unbearable was the plug nestled deep inside her, its fullness pressing insistently against her most sensitive spot with every tiny sway of her hips.

Her Mistress’s rules for the night were crystal clear:

●  No covering herself.

●  No speaking unless commanded.

●  No touching her caged clitty.

●  No hesitation in obedience.

She was to serve, worship, and accept her place.

Megan lounged on the luxurious leather couch, a crystal glass of wine in one hand, her other draped lazily over the armrest as if this were all routine.

Beside her, Mr. Davis sat with his legs spread wide, a glass of whiskey balanced in his grip, his gaze already dark with amusement.

They looked so effortlessly powerful, so relaxed in their control, while Nikky stood trembling, barely clothed, her caged cock throbbing in humiliating frustration.

A sharp tap of Megan’s manicured nails against her glass snapped Nikky to attention.

“Crawl,” Megan ordered.

Nikky dropped instantly, her knees hitting the floor with a soft thud, sending a delicious jolt from her plug straight to her aching core.

She moved forward on all fours, her back arched in automatic elegance, her lace-covered ass swaying subtly as she crawled toward the couple who owned her.

By the time she reached the couch, she was already panting, her lips parted in quiet, desperate anticipation.

Megan smirked. She knew exactly what was happening inside Nikky’s pretty little head.

She extended one bare, toned leg, slowly dragging the arch of her foot along Nikky’s cheek, feeling the heat of her skin.

“You know your place, don’t you, pet?” she murmured.

Nikky nodded immediately, her lips trembling against Mistress’s soft skin.

Megan sighed. “Then prove it.”

With no hesitation, Nikky lowered her head, pressing a slow, reverent kiss to the arch of Megan’s foot.

The first kiss was soft, almost hesitant—but she quickly corrected herself, opening her mouth, letting her tongue dart out just enough to taste the warm, perfumed skin.

From the corner of her eye, she could see Mr. Davis watching, the weight of his amused, possessive stare making her squirm inside her cage.

“Look at her,” he chuckled, taking a sip of his whiskey. “She really is just a little house whore now, isn’t she?”

Megan let out a slow, pleased hum. “Oh, she knows.”

Her other foot lifted slightly, pressing against Nikky’s chest, forcing her to stay low, a reminder of her inferiority.

“Don’t you, my pretty little thing?” Megan crooned.

Nikky nodded quickly, desperate for more praise, more approval.

Megan’s smirk widened as she uncrossed her legs, spreading them slightly, her robe falling open to reveal the smooth, inviting heat between her thighs.

“Then show me just how much you understand.”

Nikky inhaled sharply, her whole body flushing at the command.

Her lips trailed higher, past Mistress’s ankle, her calf, the soft curve of her thigh.

Megan’s hand found its way into her hair, her grip light but possessive, guiding Nikky exactly where she belonged.

“Good girl,” she whispered, pulling Nikky deeper between her legs.

Nikky’s tongue met the wet heat of her Mistress’s pussy, her lips parting instinctively as she gave herself fully to the act.

The taste of submission filled her mouth—warm, intoxicating, undeniably hers.

She licked slowly at first, teasing, savoring, before sinking into eager, desperate worship, her tongue curling around every sensitive fold.

Above her, Megan let out a low, satisfied sigh, her nails scratching lightly along Nikky’s scalp as she rolled her hips forward, grinding softly against her sissy’s eager mouth.

“See how natural she is?” Megan mused lazily, her tone dripping with control.

Mr. Davis chuckled. “She was always meant to be a face-riding whore, wasn’t she?”

Nikky’s caged clit pulsed painfully at the words, her thighs squeezing together involuntarily as the ache became unbearable.

And Megan, of course, noticed immediately.

A smirk tugged at her lips as she let one hand trail downward, her fingertips brushing lightly over Nikky’s lace-covered cage.

Nikky moaned into Mistress’s pussy, the vibrations making Megan shudder in pleasure.

“Poor thing,” Megan murmured, rubbing soft, teasing circles over the swollen, locked flesh. “I bet you ache so badly, don’t you?”

Nikky whimpered, her tongue flicking faster, as if trying to beg through worship alone.

Megan sighed in pleasure, gripping the cage lightly, applying just enough pressure to make Nikky’s frustration unbearable.

“I love how desperate you are,” she purred. “You’re soaking through your panties, aren’t you, little whore?”

Nikky let out a muffled sob against Mistress’s dripping pussy, unable to do anything but take the cruel teasing.

Megan chuckled darkly, rolling her hips lazily, riding the eager mouth beneath her like a well-trained toy.

The contrast was delicious.

Megan, soft and wet, pleasured and indulging.

Nikky, caged and empty, desperate and denied.

It was exactly as it should be.

The tension built—Megan’s body tightening, her breath hitching, her grip in Nikky’s hair turning possessive.

And then—she tipped over the edge, her thighs trembling around her sissy’s eager face.

A deep, breathy moan escaped her lips as she rode the waves of pleasure, her grip tightening on the metal cage just as Nikky sobbed helplessly beneath her.

Megan took her time coming down, letting Nikky lap up every last drop.

Finally, she relaxed against the couch, her body warm and languid, her hand drifting lazily through Nikky’s hair.

She tilted her head, smirking down at her messy, panting little house whore.

“Good girl.”

Nikky’s face was flushed, her lips swollen, her whole body trembling from the cruel, aching arousal trapped behind her cage.

Mr. Davis finished his drink and set it aside.

“That was a good warm-up.”

He stretched lazily, then looked at Megan with a smirk.

“Shall we test her properly now?”

Megan grinned. “Oh, absolutely.”

Nikky’s caged clit throbbed helplessly.

She knew exactly what was coming next.

Nikky knelt in place, hands folded neatly in her lap, her back straight. Her breathing was slow and measured, just as Mistress had trained her. Every movement, every breath, was meant to be controlled, graceful—worthy of a maid in Mistress’s household.

She focused on the rug beneath her knees, waiting. Silence stretched between them, thick and suffocating. The only sounds in the room were the faint ticking of the grandfather clock in the hall and the occasional clink of ice in Mistress Megan’s glass as she swirled her drink.

Nikky didn’t dare look up until commanded.

A long sigh, low and rumbling, broke the silence.

“I think it’s about time this little sissy proves her worth,” Mr. Davis muttered, shifting in his chair.

Nikky’s stomach clenched at the familiar weight of expectation in his voice.

Mistress hummed approvingly, setting her glass down with a delicate clink. “I agree.”

A pause.

Then, “Nikky, darling. You know what to do.”

Nikky’s breath caught in her throat, a nervous thrill running through her body. “Yes, Mistress,” she whispered, her voice soft and obedient.

She didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t.

With practiced precision, she shifted forward on her knees, crawling toward Mr. Davis with her hands delicately placed on her thighs. The movement was slow, controlled—elegant in a way that had taken months of training to perfect.

When she reached him, she sat back on her heels, back arched slightly, her eyes lowered in submission.

“Look at me,” Mr. Davis commanded, his voice smooth, expectant.

Nikky obeyed immediately, tilting her chin up, her wide, painted eyes locking onto his. He was already unbuckling his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a slow, deliberate sound that sent a shiver down her spine.

The anticipation made her throat tighten.

She licked her lips reflexively.

Mistress Megan chuckled from behind her, amused by the sight of her sissy maid already trembling.

“Look at her, Jack,” Mistress mused, her tone dripping with amusement. “She’s practically drooling already, and you haven’t even taken it out yet.”

Nikky’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but she didn’t look away. She wouldn’t dare.

Mr. Davis smirked as he unzipped his trousers, spreading his legs slightly, making room for her between them. He reached inside, pulling out his thick cock, heavy and hard, resting against his thigh.

Nikky’s eyes flicked downward for only a second before Mistress’s sharp voice snapped her focus back up.

“Don’t stare, maid. Not yet,” Megan chided, tapping Nikky’s cheek lightly with her fingers. “You know better than that.”

Nikky swallowed, hands trembling slightly as she folded them properly on her lap. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

Mr. Davis chuckled, lazily stroking himself. “It’s alright, Meg. Let her stare. It’s about time she gets a good look at what she’s about to swallow.”

Mistress let out a slow, amused hum. “You do have a point.”

Nikky felt the weight of both their gazes on her as she finally lowered her eyes, staring at the thick shaft in front of her. Her throat tightened at the sight.

Mr. Davis was huge. He always was.

No matter how many times she had taken him, she never quite got used to it.

A strong hand suddenly cupped the back of her head, fingers threading through her blonde curls.

“Well?” Mistress’s voice was a whisper in her ear, soft and dangerous. “What are you waiting for?”

Nikky’s body moved on instinct.

She leaned in, her lips parting as her tongue flicked out, running a slow, delicate line up the thick vein along his shaft.

She heard Mr. Davis exhale sharply.

Good.

Encouraged, she trailed kisses along his length, worshipping him with soft, reverent presses of her lips. She took her time, savoring the weight of him in her hands as she gently stroked the base.

The first taste of his pre-cum hit her tongue, salty and warm. She moaned softly, savoring it.

Then, a sharp tug on her hair.

“Enough playing,” Mistress Megan snapped. “Take him.”

Nikky gasped as Mr. Davis’s hand suddenly gripped her jaw, tilting her head up. His eyes bore into hers, dark and commanding.

“Open up, sissy.”

She obeyed without hesitation, parting her lips wide as he guided himself forward, the thick head pressing against her waiting tongue.

The first push was slow, measured, letting her adjust as he slid past her lips. Her mouth stretched around him, the fullness sending a familiar rush of heat through her body.

But patience wasn’t Mr. Davis’s strong suit.

“Take it all, whore,” he growled, gripping her hair tighter as he pushed deeper.

Nikky’s throat spasmed as he pressed against the back of it. She struggled, her hands gripping his thighs for stability as he pushed her further down.

“Relax,” Mistress Megan murmured from beside her, stroking her cheek mockingly. “Good girls don’t gag.”

Nikky forced herself to breathe through her nose, focusing on the steady rhythm of his movements as he used her mouth.

Mr. Davis groaned, his grip tightening as he thrust deeper, his thick length sliding down her throat. Nikky’s body trembled, her lungs burning, but she held still, letting him use her.

Saliva dripped down her chin, her face slick with the evidence of her submission.

“Messy girl,” Mistress tutted, swiping her thumb along Nikky’s spit-soaked lips before pressing it against her tongue. “But you do look pretty like this.”

Nikky whimpered around Mr. Davis’s cock, her eyes fluttering shut as her head was forced into a relentless rhythm.

Back and forth.

Up and down.

Sloppy, wet sounds filled the room, her throat working tirelessly to please him.

“Look at me, sissy,” Mr. Davis commanded, his voice strained.

Nikky forced her teary eyes open, gazing up at him just as Mistress’s hand tightened in her hair, holding her still.

His cock throbbed.

A moment later, hot, thick ropes of cum spilled onto her waiting tongue.

“Swallow it all,” Mistress purred, her fingers tilting Nikky’s chin up so she had no choice but to gulp it down.

Nikky obeyed instantly, her throat working as she took every last drop.

When it was done, she licked her lips clean, gasping softly as she whispered, “Thank you for using me, Sir.”

Mr. Davis leaned back with a satisfied smirk.

Mistress Megan chuckled, pressing a kiss to the top of Nikky’s head.

“Good girl.”

She wiped a tear from Nikky’s cheek with a manicured nail before giving her a light slap.

“Now, go fix your makeup.”

Nikky scrambled to her feet, already eager to be used again.




CHAPTER 3

Nikky’s breath hitched as Mistress Megan’s sharp nails trailed down her bare back, a slow, lingering touch meant to remind her of how exposed she was. The air in the playroom was cool against her flushed skin, every inch of her trembling form laid out before them like a prize, yet utterly helpless.

Bound to the spanking bench, her wrists and ankles spread wide, she had no choice but to stay exactly where Mistress wanted her—on display.

Vulnerable.

A proper, broken-in sissy maid, waiting to be used.

Mr. Davis sat comfortably in the chair beside them, his legs spread, a dark smirk tugging at his lips as he lazily watched the show unfold. He didn’t need to rush—he knew exactly how long Mistress Megan could stretch this out, how much she enjoyed teasing their little pet until she was begging  for it.

And Nikky always begged.

The heavy steel plug already stretched her, filling her tight, needy little hole with a relentless presence that made her cage throb painfully. But tonight, that wasn’t enough.

Nikky flinched as she felt the cold metal press against her stretched rim.

“This one’s new,” Megan murmured, her tone dripping with amusement. “A little bigger, a little heavier… and just for you, sweetheart.”

Nikky whimpered, gripping the leather beneath her as the larger plug pushed in, the stretch burning for a moment before settling into a deep, aching  fullness. Her cage pulsed against the hard bench beneath her, locked tight, denied anything .

Then came the click .

A slow, inhuman  vibration hummed to life deep inside her.

Nikky gasped , her whole body jerking against the restraints as the pulse sent a wicked, throbbing pressure straight to her prostate.

Megan’s nails dragged up her spine, slow and sharp. “Ohhh, that’s a pretty  reaction.”

Nikky moaned softly, her thighs trembling as the relentless, low pulse worked inside her. It wasn’t fast—it wasn’t even enough to push her anywhere close  to relief. It was just enough to keep her in a maddening state of need , her body reacting instinctively to something she could never have .

Her locked little clit swelled uselessly in its cage, straining, twitching, desperate .

“Ohhh, look at her struggle,” Mr. Davis chuckled, shaking his head. “Can’t get even a little relief, can you, maid?”

Nikky sobbed softly, her head hanging low, her body already wrecked with frustration.

“No, Sir,” she whimpered, her voice small, helpless.

Megan leaned in, her lips brushing against Nikky’s ear, her breath warm and teasing.

“Of course not,” she purred. “You don’t get pleasure. You don’t deserve it .”

She dragged her nails down Nikky’s back again, her free hand trailing over her caged cock, barely ghosting over the bars—just enough touch to make Nikky’s hips buck forward, chasing  it.

Another wicked chuckle.

“Oh, poor baby,” Megan cooed. “You ache  for it, don’t you?”

Nikky nodded frantically, whining in the back of her throat.

The vibrations inside her intensified , the pressure against her prostate making her see stars .

She gasped , her whole body twitching, the build-up unbearable.

Megan dragged her tongue along the shell of Nikky’s ear before whispering:

“You’re just a little cock-sucking maid now.”

Nikky whimpered , her mind fogged, her body so utterly controlled by their touch that her only  instinct was to submit, to obey, to let them mold her into whatever they wanted.

Megan’s fingers wrapped around her cage, giving it a sharp  slap.

Nikky yelped , her body jolting.

“Ohhh, you love  that, don’t you?” Megan laughed . “You love being teased. Being used. Being denied .”

Nikky’s thighs trembled.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Megan smirked, gripping the cage again, her thumb running lazily along the bars. “And what are you, maid?”

Nikky bit her lip, her mind spiraling in submission.

“I… I’m your sissy maid,” she murmured.

Megan’s nails dug  into her hip. “ Louder .”

“I’m your sissy maid,” Nikky choked out, her face burning with humiliation.

Megan slapped  her caged cock again, harder this time.

“And what do sissy maids do ?”

Nikky sobbed.

“They serve ,” she gasped. “They exist to be used .”

Megan moaned  at that, running a slow, lazy hand down Nikky’s stomach.

“Mmm, good girl,” she purred, gripping Nikky’s caged cock, giving it one, single  stroke before stopping completely.

Nikky whined , her whole body bucking forward, desperate for more, needing it more than she needed to breathe .

Megan just laughed.

“Pathetic,” she whispered. “You’re nothing more than a dumb little toy  for us to play with.”

Nikky’s entire body trembled , her mind blank, her instincts fully rewired to please .

The vibrations inside her suddenly stopped .

Nikky screamed , the loss of stimulation hitting her like a crash.

Megan smirked , pressing a kiss to her temple.

“Ohhh, poor baby,” she teased. “You were soooo close, weren’t you?”

Nikky sobbed , her body still shaking. “Please, Mistress,” she begged, her voice broken. “Please let me—”

A sharp slap  to her caged cock cut her off .

“You know  better than to ask,” Megan scolded, gripping her hair, yanking her head back so their eyes met.

Nikky panted, her cheeks streaked with tears.

Megan grinned.

“Beg for my boyfriend’s cock,” she whispered. “Let him know how badly  you need it.”

Nikky’s lips trembled .

She turned her head, looking at Mr. Davis through teary, ruined eyes.

“P-Please, Sir,” she whimpered.

Mr. Davis smirked, cocking his head. “Please what, maid?”

Nikky sobbed , humiliated beyond anything, her mind so broken with denial and frustration that she had no choice  but to say the words.

“Please… use me, Sir.”

Megan moaned  at that, running a teasing hand up Nikky’s back.

“Ohhh, that’s precious ,” she giggled. “But not good enough .”

She turned the vibrator back on .

Nikky screamed .

It was relentless, rolling waves of torturous  pleasure, holding her on the absolute brink —but never enough to send her over.

Megan gripped her chin, forcing her eyes up to Mr. Davis’s.

“Tell him exactly what you want, sissy,” she whispered, her voice dark, syrupy sweet. “Tell him what you ache  for.”

Nikky sobbed, her whole body shaking, her caged cock twitching helplessly.

“P-please, Sir,” she gasped. “I wa-want to taste your cock.”

Mr. Davis chuckled, and Megan beamed, stroking Nikky’s cheek. “ Good girl .”

Nikky knelt in perfect submission, her thighs trembling beneath the weight of her own denied arousal, her mouth still slick from the last lesson Mistress had drilled into her. The air in the dimly lit bedroom was thick with heat, her body flushed, every inch of her trained to serve, to obey, to be used.

She felt owned .  Completely, utterly, irreversibly owned.

Mistress Megan sat back on the bed, her long legs elegantly crossed, one perfectly manicured hand resting lazily in her lap while the other curled into Nikky’s blonde wig , stroking her hair as if she were nothing more than a well-trained pet.

Before them, Mr. Davis stood tall, already working open his belt, that slow, deliberate way that always made Nikky’s stomach tighten. The heavy clink  of the buckle sent a jolt of expectation through her, her lips parting on instinct.

A good sissy knew when she was needed.

“You’ve been such a good little whore tonight, Nikky,” Megan purred, her nails trailing along the soft, vulnerable skin of Nikky’s exposed throat. The sharp, teasing drag sent a shudder rippling through her caged, aching body.

“But I think it’s time you learned how to really worship a man.”

Megan’s fingers tightened in Nikky’s hair, tilting her head back. Their eyes met—Megan’s knowing , dominant; Nikky’s wide, desperate, willing.

A slow, wicked smile spread across Mistress’s lips.

“Watch me.”

And then Megan leaned forward, parting her full, painted lips, wrapping them around the thick, waiting cock in front of her, swallowing it with the kind of practiced ease that made Nikky’s head spin.

Nikky could only watch in aw e , her own lips tingling, her throat tightening just from seeing it.

The way Mistress o wned the act—how her tongue curled around the thick shaft, how her throat swallowed him down so smoothly, effortlessly, as if he belonged there—was mesmerizing.

She made it look so… beautiful.

So perfect .

Mr. Davis groaned above them, his fingers tangling into Megan’s hair, his hips shifting forward, his cock sliding even deeper into her throat.

Nikky’s breath hitched.

She needed to learn. She needed to be just like Mistress.

Then, Mr. Davis’s strong hand suddenly grabbed Nikky’s chin, tilting her face up. His thumb traced over her bottom lip, pressing down slightly.

“Don’t just stare, sissy,” Megan smirked, pulling back with a slick, filthy pop, her lips glistening with spit.

“Come taste what a real cock feels like.”

Nikky whimpered , but she obeyed instantly.

She leaned in beside Mistress, her breath trembling as her tongue flicked out, tentatively licking along the thick vein of his shaft, tasting the lingering mix of Megan’s spit and salty arousal.

Megan chuckled softly.

“Good girl.”

She licked alongside Nikky, their tongues meeting, gliding over each other, spreading the mess, sharing in the filth.

Nikky moaned , the act itself sending a deep, aching pulse to her locked, swollen clit.

They took turns.

Megan would take him first, her throat working him deep, her lips sealing around the base, moaning softly. Then, she’d pull back, tapping Nikky’s cheek, forcing her to take over.

Nikky’s lips wrapped around him, softer, sloppier, her tongue lazing over the shaft, struggling to match Mistress’s effortless control.

Megan guided her, pushing her lower.

“Be a good little maid and suck his balls,” she purred.

Nikky whimpered  but obeyed instantly, her lips dragging along the heavy, swollen sac, her tongue lapping at the sensitive skin, kissing softly before sucking him into her mouth.

Above her, Megan worked the head, her tongue swirling, moaning softly, sending vibrations straight through him.

The w et, filthy sounds filled the room, the obscene mix of sloppy sucking, soft moans, and the deep groans of satisfaction coming from above.

Nikky felt drunk on it—the filth, the submission, the heat coiling deep in her belly, her cage throbbing so hard it hurt .

Then, Mr. Davis’s voice cut through the haze.

“Look at you,” he chuckled darkly, staring down at Nikky, his dominant amusement curling into something dangerous .

“Wide, teary eyes… struggling to take more…”

Megan laughed , gripping Nikky’s chin, tilting her face up toward her.

“Let’s give our sissy a real test.”

And then—before Nikky could even process it—Mistress kissed her.

It was wet, filthy, dripping with sin, their tongues tangled, the mix of spit, pre-cum, and utter degradation making Nikky’s knees shake.

Megan moaned into her mouth, owning her, making her feel  the filth of what they were doing.

She pulled back just slightly, breath warm against Nikky’s lips.

“Open up, sweetheart,” she whispered, gripping Nikky’s jaw, forcing her mouth wide as Mr. Davis pressed forward ,  his thick cock sliding past both  of their waiting tongues.

Nikky moaned helplessly, her tongue pressed flat against the underside, her lips brushing against Mistress’s as they shared him, their mouths working in perfect sync.

Megan spat onto the shaft, spreading the mess with her tongue before guiding Nikky back onto it.

“Suck properly, little whore,” she ordered, gripping Nikky’s throat lightly, feeling the convulsions as she swallowed.

Nikky gagged softly, her throat stretching, her jaw aching, her body completely controlled by them.

Mr. Davis groaned, his fingers tightening in their hair, his thrusts becoming sloppier, needier.

“Ohhh, fuck—”

Nikky’s eyes fluttered shut, her body shaking, her cage pulsing uselessly.

Then—thick, hot ropes of cum spilled across their tongues.

Megan giggled, tilting Nikky’s face toward hers again, pressing a sticky, messy kiss to her lips, forcing  her to taste it, share it, swallow it down.

Nikky moaned weakly, her whole body wrecked, her throat filled with the taste of submission.

Megan swallowed first, pulling back with a smirk.

“Swallow, sweetheart,” she purred.

Nikky obeyed instantly, her throat working, licking her lips, ensuring not a single drop was wasted.

She looked up through ruined, tear-filled eyes.

“Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Sir.”

Megan hummed in satisfaction, running her fingers through Nikky’s cum-splattered hair, owning her completely.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Then, a wicked grin.

“Now… clean him up.”

Nikky crawled forward, dragging her tongue along the still-hard shaft, savoring the mess, licking up every last drop before pressing a final, submissive kiss  to the tip.

Megan watched, pleased .

“I think she’s getting better, don’t you?”

Mr. Davis smirked, gripping Nikky’s collar, pulling her in closer.

“She’s ready for the next step . ”




CHAPTER 4

Nikky stood trembling in front of the mirror, her breath shallow, chest rising and falling in slow, shaky movements. The reflection staring back at her was barely recognizable now—a porcelain doll dressed in pure white , a symbol of something once sacred, now twisted into a final act of degradation.

Mistress Megan had chosen the set herself.

The delicate lace bralette clung to her soft chest, thin straps barely covering the soft forms of her modest breast inserts. Below, the matching lace panties hugged her hips snugly, the dainty floral patterns doing nothing to hide the humiliating bulge of her locked, denied  clit.

Her legs were wrapped in sheer, white thigh-high stockings, clipped into a garter belt that sat high on her waist, the ribbons fluttering softly with each movement. On her feet, Megan had chosen satin white heels—tall, elegant, forcing her posture into something helplessly feminine .

And then, the final piece.

Megan’s fingers were warm as they slid the thick leather collar around Nikky’s throat, pulling it tight, securing it in place with a click . The weight of it sent a shudder down Nikky’s spine, her lips parting in a silent gasp.

Engraved on the front, clear as day:

Owned by Mistress Megan.

Megan stood behind her, arms wrapping loosely around Nikky’s waist, her chin resting on her shoulder as they both looked at the reflection.

"Look at you, my little bride," she whispered, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "All dressed up, finally ready to accept what you are."

Nikky swallowed hard, the metal tag against her throat feeling heavier than anything before.

There was no escape now .

Megan’s hands smoothed over her stomach, trailing downward, teasing along the edges of the thin lace waistband. Nikky’s caged clit throbbed helplessly  under her touch, already swollen from hours of teasing, desperate, aching.

"You were never a man," Megan whispered, pressing a slow, taunting kiss against Nikky’s jawline. "That part of you is gone now. All that’s left is my beautiful little whore ."

Nikky whimpered, her knees going weak.

A deep chuckle rumbled behind them.

Mr. Davis leaned casually against the bedpost, watching the scene unfold with dark amusement, his eyes sweeping over the doll-like  figure standing in the mirror, barely able to hold herself up.

"So delicate now," he murmured. "Barely anything left of the thing you used to be."

Nikky’s body shuddered .

Megan smiled, tracing her nails lightly along Nikky’s trembling arms before stepping away.

"Come," she instructed, leading her by the collar.

Nikky followed without hesitation , her heels clicking softly against the floor as she was guided toward the waiting spanking bench. The same place she had been trained, punished, broken before—tonight, she knew she would not leave it the same person .

Megan positioned her effortlessly, guiding her to kneel over the cushioned surface, her chest pressed against the cool leather. Her wrists were secured gently  this time—no need for restraint now.

Nikky would not resist .

She could not resist .

Her legs were spread wide, lace panties pulled down just enough to bare her soft, vulnerable cheeks, left open and waiting  for their touch.

Megan hummed softly, running her hand along the curve of Nikky’s ass, feeling how she tensed  under the anticipation.

"Let’s make it official," she murmured.

The first smack  landed without warning.

Nikky gasped , her body jolting forward as the sting bloomed across her skin.

A pause—then another.

Sharp, then soft.

Punishing, then teasing.

Megan alternated , her rhythm slow and controlled, letting Nikky feel  each strike, every pulse of pain that deepened her submission.

Then, a new hand.

Mr. Davis delivered the next strike, heavier , more forceful, the sheer strength  behind it making Nikky’s back arch, her lips parting in a soft, whimpering cry .

Megan chuckled darkly.

"Say it," she commanded, tracing a finger down Nikky’s flushed spine.

Nikky swallowed hard, her breath shaky.

"I… I am a sissy whore," she whispered.

Smack.

The next slap came instantly, making her whimper.

"Louder," Megan taunted.

"I am a sissy whore," Nikky gasped, her voice breaking.

Another sharp slap  followed, this time from Mr. Davis, his large palm leaving a visible red print  against her skin.

"I live  to serve," Megan instructed, her nails dragging along Nikky’s sore, stinging cheeks.

Nikky sobbed, her voice wrecked.

"I live to serve," she repeated.

The next slap  was harder.

Nikky cried out , her body shaking , but she did not resist.

She couldn’t resist .

She would never resist again .

Megan’s fingers curled under her chin, tilting her face up, forcing her to look at her .

"My body is yours to use," she whispered, her voice gentle, coaxing.

Nikky’s lips trembled.

"My… My body is yours to use," she sobbed.

Megan smiled, stroking her damp cheek, her touch almost loving .

"Good girl."

She dragged her nails slowly  over Nikky’s red, heated skin , pressing down lightly, enjoying the way her sissy twitched  under her touch.

"There’s nothing left of you now, is there?" she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction.

Nikky’s throat felt tight, the weight of the moment crashing over her.

She was gone .

The last piece of whatever she used to be had been shattered .

And yet…

She did not mourn it .

Because this —this surrender , this utter, inescapable ownership —was what she was meant  for.

She belonged to them .

She belonged to her Mistress .

Megan smirked down at her, watching the realization settle deep in Nikky’s teary, ruined eyes.

"There she is," she whispered, running her fingers gently  over the sore, hot flesh she had just marked.

" My  perfect little bride."

Nikky lay bound to the bed, wrists and ankles strapped securely in place, her body trembling with anticipation and fear. The tight leather straps dug into her delicate, lace-clad wrists, keeping her completely at their mercy. Her stockings, sheer and thigh-high, framed the soft, shivering flesh of her legs, her feet arched prettily in dainty, patent heels. The plug inside her shifted with every desperate breath she took, stretching her open, keeping her needy, her whimpering desperate and sweet.

Megan stood at the foot of the bed, dressed in a silk robe that barely clung to her curves, her fingers swirling the deep red liquid in her wine glass. She watched, amused, as Mr. Davis knelt on the mattress, positioning himself between Nikky’s quivering, spread thighs.

“Oh, look at you,” Megan cooed, trailing a sharp nail down Nikky’s flushed cheek. “All ready for your wedding night.”

Nikky whimpered, lips glossed and plump, parting slightly, but no words came. Her mind was a fog of shame and anticipation, her body already betraying her, her caged little clit twitching helplessly, its snug, metal prison ensuring she remained just a hungry, frustrated sissy.

Mr. Davis chuckled darkly as he ran a possessive hand over the smooth curve of Nikky’s ass, squeezing, feeling the heat radiating from her punished flesh. He grabbed the plug’s base and twisted it, making Nikky jolt, a strangled gasp escaping her painted lips.

“Not so nervous now, are you?” he taunted, giving the plug a sharp tug.

Nikky whimpered, hips twitching as the sensation sent a fresh wave of helpless arousal through her. Her mascara-coated lashes fluttered, tears already welling at the corners of her eyes.

Megan smirked. “She’s been trained so well. Haven’t you, my little sissy?”

Nikky nodded frantically, eyes glossy. “Yes, Mistress,” she breathed, voice trembling, needy.

Megan took a slow sip of wine, savoring the moment. “Then show him, baby. Tell Mr. Davis what you are.”

Nikky swallowed hard, voice shaking as she whispered, “I’m… I’m a sissy slut… a cock-hungry whore.”

Mr. Davis grinned, removing the plug in one slow, torturous motion, leaving her open and empty. Nikky let out a desperate sob, her body aching for something more, her little clit straining, untouched, denied.

Megan leaned in, pressing a kiss to Nikky’s parted lips, her tongue flicking teasingly over them. “Then it’s time you finally proved it.”

Mr. Davis lined himself up, pressing the thick head of his cock against Nikky’s stretched, needy hole. He teased her first, rubbing himself over her entrance, smearing her with his heat, letting her squirm.

“Oh, fuck,” Mr. Davis groaned, gripping her hips tight. “She’s perfect.”

Megan watched intently, her fingers lazily stroking over Nikky’s caged clit, just enough to make her suffer, to make her sob. “Of course she is,” she purred. “But she needs more, don’t you, my little bride?”

Nikky sobbed, her whole body trembling. “Yes, Mistress… Please… Please use me.”

With that, Mr. Davis drove in deeper, sinking into her inch by inch, making her cry out, her body adjusting, surrendering completely. He pulled back slightly, then thrust forward, harder, making her whole frame jolt against the bed.

“There you go,” Megan murmured approvingly, running a hand through Nikky’s damp hair. “Taking him so well.”

Mr. Davis groaned, his pace building, slamming into Nikky’s tight heat with deep, ruthless strokes. Each thrust drove her further into submission, her body opening, accepting, needing.

“You were made for this,” Megan whispered against her ear, her nails raking lightly down Nikky’s spine. “To be taken, owned, filled.”

Nikky sobbed, overwhelmed, her mind breaking apart under the intensity of it all. She had no control, no fight left. There was only surrender.

Mr. Davis growled low in his throat, his grip tightening as he pounded into her, each brutal thrust sending shockwaves through her body. He was claiming her, stretching her, taking her in a way no one else ever had.

And she loved it.

Megan watched, sipping her wine, her voice a purr of satisfaction. “Fill her up, baby. Mark her. Make sure she never forgets who owns her now.”

With a deep, guttural groan, Mr. Davis buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he spilled inside her, filling her completely. Nikky cried out, her body shaking violently as she felt the heat flood her, sealing her fate.

Megan leaned over, kissing the tears from Nikky’s cheeks. “There,” she murmured, her fingers still lazily toying with her caged clit. “Now you’re truly ours.”

Nikky’s breath came in shallow gasps, her whole body tingling, her mind lost in the haze of complete, utter submission. She was gone, transformed, owned.

And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Megan smirked, setting down her empty glass. “Happy wedding night, my sexy little bride.”




EPILOGUE

The morning sun cast a golden hue over the bedroom, its soft warmth caressing Nikky’s bare, aching body. Her face was still buried between Mistress Megan’s perfect thighs, the scent of her arousal thick on her lips, a reminder of where she had spent the night—licking, sucking, worshipping. It was the only place she truly belonged.

Mistress stirred above her, letting out a satisfied hum as she lazily stroked Nikky’s hair, fingers trailing through the long blonde wig before tugging lightly, forcing Nikky’s gaze upward. Megan’s lips curled into a smirk, amusement flickering in her eyes as she surveyed her sissy maid, still trembling with devotion.

"Good morning, my sweet little thing," she purred, stretching out like a satisfied cat. "How does it feel, knowing you’ve finally accepted your true place?"

Nikky shivered, her clitty pulsing uselessly in its cage, trapped and aching, just how Mistress liked it. "I—I love it, Mistress," she breathed, her voice hoarse from hours of muffled moans and obedient service.

Megan tilted her head, her nails scraping lightly along Nikky’s flushed cheek. "Of course you do," she murmured, before reaching over to the nightstand, plucking a small velvet box from its resting place.

Nikky’s stomach twisted in anticipation. Mistress opened the box with a slow flick of her fingers, revealing a pair of gleaming gold hoops. Not just earrings—permanent piercings, with tiny, seamless locks ensuring they would never be removed. A brand of ownership.

“This is your final step,” Megan said smoothly, lifting one delicate hoop between her fingers. “No more pretending. No more hiding. These are for my little house whore, my caged, cock-starved, pathetic sissy slut.”

Nikky whimpered, clenching her thighs together at the cruel, wonderful words. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her locked clit throbbing beneath its metal prison.

Megan chuckled, lifting the piercing gun and pressing it against Nikky’s earlobe. "Be still, pet. I want these perfectly placed. You deserve to be decorated for your new life."

The cold metal bit into her flesh— click . A sharp sting, a rush of heat. Then again— click —the second hoop was in place, a permanent testament to her submission.

Mistress cupped her chin, tilting Nikky’s face toward her, inspecting her work with predatory satisfaction. "Beautiful," she murmured, before leaning in, claiming her sissy’s lips in a slow, possessive kiss. Her tongue flicked out, teasing Nikky’s mouth open, a mixture of dominance and affection that sent tremors of pleasure through Nikky’s helpless frame.

Megan pulled back with a wicked smirk, her fingers dragging down Nikky’s flushed chest, teasing over her sensitive nipples before trailing lower, where her caged clitty twitched with need. "I bet it hurts," she mused, pressing her palm over the steel, grinding just enough to make Nikky whimper pathetically. "Good. That’s how it should always feel."

Then she shifted her gaze toward the other side of the bed.

"Now, slut," Megan purred, giving Nikky’s cheek a gentle slap. "Time to start your morning properly."

Nikky turned her head and found Mr. Davis sprawled across the bed, his thick, heavy cock already standing at full attention. His smirk was lazy, amused, his fingers tapping idly against his abs as he watched the scene unfold.

"Go on, maid," Megan urged, her voice dripping with command. "Show him what a proper house whore does first thing in the morning."

Nikky's breath hitched. Her body moved on instinct—obedient, eager, desperate for approval. She slid off the bed and sank to her knees, her lacy maid's dress bunching up around her thighs, her black stockings shimmering in the morning light.

She crawled toward him, her ass swaying, her plugged hole clenching as the cool air kissed her exposed skin. Mr. Davis watched her every move, his smirk deepening as she reached him, her lips parting in automatic submission.

She knew how to do this.

She had been trained, molded, perfected.

Without hesitation, she leaned in and pressed her tongue to the swollen head of his cock, licking up the first salty bead of precum. It was second nature now. She wrapped her lips around the tip and began sucking, her tongue swirling, teasing, savoring.

Mr. Davis groaned, his large hand resting on the back of her head, guiding her rhythm. "That’s it, girl," he murmured, his voice thick with pleasure. "Show me how much you love being a dumb little cocksucker."

Nikky moaned around his length, taking him deeper, her throat relaxing as she pushed down, swallowing every inch like the good sissy she was. She had spent weeks being trained, learning how to please, how to serve. Now, she was perfect—his perfect little morning toy.

Megan sipped her coffee, watching idly from the bed, her legs crossed. "Isn’t she lovely, Jack?" she mused. "So desperate. So obedient. So happy to be our house slut forever."

Mr. Davis chuckled, thrusting up into Nikky’s throat, making her gag around him. "She was made for this," he agreed. "Isn’t that right, maid?"

Nikky pulled back with a wet gasp, strings of spit clinging to her lips as she nodded feverishly. "Yes, Sir," she panted. "I was made to serve. To please."

Megan smirked and reached for her phone, snapping a picture of Nikky’s flushed, tear-streaked face as she slobbered all over Mr. Davis’s cock. "That’s going in your file, pet," she teased. "You’re ours forever. No more pretending you’re anything but a whore now."

Nikky’s whole body burned with arousal and humiliation, the weight of those words settling deep inside her. Ours forever.

She took him back into her mouth, swallowing him down, feeling her purpose solidify with every thrust.

Mr. Davis groaned, his hips bucking harder, using her throat the way she was meant to be used. "Gonna fill you up, sissy," he growled. "You ready to drink your breakfast?"

Nikky moaned, her hands gripping his thighs, her throat relaxing, begging  for it.

Megan purred approvingly. "Swallow every drop, pet. Make Mommy proud."

And when the first hot spurts of release hit her tongue, she obeyed, drinking down every drop, her eyes rolling back in pleasure, her caged clitty throbbing uselessly as she was filled—owned, claimed, locked away as nothing but their perfect, brainwashed, obedient little house slut.

Forever.

THE END.

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam.
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"Still squirming, baby? Still aching for me? You know good girls don’t get to decide when they’re done." 

Mistress has everything planned—a night of indulgence, control, and carefully crafted torment for her obedient sissy. The rules are simple: she decides when, how, and if her pet gets a reward. Dressed in lace and locked in chastity, the sissy has only one job—to please, obey, and endure. 

"You’re trembling already. So needy. So desperate. But tell me, baby—do you really think you’ve earned it?" 

From a teasing dinner out to a night of slow, merciless denial in their luxurious hotel suite, every moment is designed to remind her pet exactly who’s in charge. Hours pass, bodies tremble, and the sissy’s desperation builds to an unbearable high. But when Mistress finally allows release, it’s not what the sissy expected—it’s more. 

Filthy, intoxicating, and utterly unforgiving, Valentine’s Day Submission is a story of power, pleasure, and the kind of surrender only true obedience can bring. 
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