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Introduction

This is my diary.

Not the kind you keep hidden at the back of a drawer. Not the kind full of safe thoughts and harmless confessions.

She made me write every day. Said the act of putting it into words would make the shame sharper, the memories harder to escape.

Each entry is dated, every outfit described, every order obeyed. If I left something out, she found a way to make me remember.

By the end of February, I could hardly recognise the person writing. The boots, the wigs, the rules, the strangers — they were all part of me now.

Read it as you like. Start at the beginning or dip in anywhere. It’s all true. And it’s only one month.


Saturday 1 February — Caught

I’d dressed for myself. White thigh-high leather boots hugged my legs so tightly I could feel the seams pressing into my calves. The pink pencil skirt clung like it had been painted on, forcing my steps into a slow sway. A cream silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to flash the top of a padded lace bra, made the movement of my chest feel exaggerated. I’d even dabbed a little of her perfume at the base of my neck — the one that smelled like crushed flowers and warm skin — so that in the mirror I could almost believe I was her.

I didn’t hear the door. Not until the sharp, confident click of boots on the floor told me I was no longer alone.

She was on me before I could turn. One gloved hand fisted in my hair, pulling my head back. The other slid slowly, deliberately, up my boot, fingers tightening until I gasped. “So this is what you do,” she murmured, voice a mixture of amusement and something darker. Her palm cupped my crotch, pressing the cage hard against me. “Pathetic.”

I tried to stammer an excuse, but her fingers pushed past my lips. “Kneel.”

The leather creaked as I dropped to the floor. She pulled me into her heat without another word. My lips parted, my tongue tracing the slick heat of her, the scent overwhelming me. I licked and sucked until my head spun, my breathing ragged. Her grip on my hair tightened until I saw stars, and then she shuddered, her thighs squeezing my ears.

When she stepped back, she wiped her gloved fingers across my lips, smearing her scent over them. “Tomorrow we start properly. You’ll write everything.”

I should have been ashamed. Instead I stayed kneeling long after she left, my cock throbbing painfully in its cage, still tasting her on my tongue.


Sunday 2 February — Rules

The fridge held a single sheet of paper.

•             Address me as Miss.

•             Kneel to apologise.

•             Ask before touching anything of mine.

•             No orgasms without permission.

•             Write nightly.

Beneath it: a pink leather-bound notebook and a pen with a long silk tassel.

She sat at the table in her robe, steam curling from her coffee. “Read them.”

I read each rule aloud. Her eyes never left mine.

When I finished, the pen hooked under my chin. “You’ll thank me for these. And if you don’t, I’ll make you.”

Later, while she showered, I stood in front of the fridge and read them again. My cage bit into me with every breath. I imagined her voice saying each line. I imagined kneeling, the weight of her gaze on me. The idea that she’d set the terms of my pleasure—and my shame—made me ache so badly I had to grip the counter just to stay upright.


Monday 3 February — Wigged

She came home with a box and dropped it onto the bed. Inside lay a blonde bob with a blunt fringe, glossy under the light.

“On,” she said.

She adjusted it until the fringe just brushed my lashes. “Better. Now we can go out.”

Pink faux-fur coat zipped up over bare skin and the same thigh-high boots as yesterday. No underwear. She drove with one gloved hand on the wheel, the other sliding inside the coat to cup the cage, her thumb rubbing idly until my breathing went shallow.

At a red light, she unzipped me halfway. The night air chilled my skin. A man in the next car looked twice before she zipped me back up, smirking. “Not yet.”

By the time we returned home, my cock was throbbing painfully. She left me in the hallway, coat still zipped, boots still on, dripping with need.


Tuesday 4 February — Painted

The dining table had become a dressing station. Foundation, contour sticks, powders, brushes, candyfloss-pink lipstick — all laid out in perfect order.

Wig first. Her cool fingers swept over my skin, blending, brushing. She narrated as she worked: “Soften the jaw. Lift the cheekbones.” Her other hand wandered as she spoke — thigh, arse, the slow squeeze of the cage.

When she handed me the mirror, I almost didn’t recognise the slut staring back — thick lashes, glossy lips, blonde fringe.

“Keep it on,” she said. “Boots, gloves, breakfast.”

The postman knocked. I answered without thinking. His eyes darted from my lips to my boots. He smiled before I slammed the door, my heart hammering.


Wednesday 5 February — Film

Wig flawless. Makeup perfect. Boots polished to a mirror shine. She made me walk for the camera — hips swaying, chin high.

Then she had me kneel in front of the lens and say it: “Yes, Miss.” “I’m your sissy.” “Please, Miss.”

If my tone wasn’t soft enough, her fingers would hook into the cage and tug until I gasped. “Again. Like you mean it.”

By the time she was satisfied, precum had run down my thigh into the leather. She pushed me to my knees and made me lick it off my own boot, filming the whole thing as my tongue slid over the cool, shiny surface.


Thursday 6 February — The Shop

Midday. Wig. Makeup flawless. Pink fur coat over lingerie and boots. She handed me a list with one item: cucumber.

“Coat open. Don’t run.”

The cashier’s gaze travelled from my lipstick to my boots. My pulse roared in my ears. I bagged the cucumber and left, my hands trembling.

Back home, she plucked it from the bag, slicked it with lube, and bent me over the counter. The first push made me gasp; the second had me gripping the edge. She twisted it slowly, camera clicking. The humiliation burned in my cheeks and between my legs.

Every step in those pink heels felt like a warning: this could get worse. And the worst part? I wanted it to.


Friday 7 February — Reading

Wig slightly askew. Makeup smudged. Boots tight, plug inside me.

She made me kneel and read every diary entry aloud. If I hesitated, her boot pressed into my crotch, grinding the plug deeper. My voice caught on certain words, shame catching in my throat.

At the bottom of today’s page, she took the pen and wrote in her looping hand: Next week, strangers touch you.

I looked up at her, my mouth dry. She only smiled. I felt the cage grow impossibly tighter.

Saturday 8 February — Day 8 — Visitors
She didn’t tell me they were coming.

The knock sounded while I was kneeling, boots locked, plug inside me. She opened the door without hesitation, letting two men step in. Leather jackets, the smell of cold air clinging to them.

“This is her,” she said, tilting my chin up so they could see the lipstick, the lashes, the wig’s blunt fringe.

One crouched in front of me, his fingers brushing the cage through the skirt. “Pathetic little thing,” he said with a grin.

She had me fetch drinks, balancing the tray with both hands while their eyes followed every step. When I set it down, the other man grabbed my arse, squeezing hard enough to make me stumble. She laughed, low and satisfied.

When they left, she made me lick the ring of condensation their glasses had left on the coffee table. “Get used to being watched,” she murmured.


Sunday 9 February — Shaved

The bathroom steamed. She sat me on the closed toilet, boots off, skirt pooled around my hips.

Razor in hand, she started at the thighs — long, deliberate strokes, cream and hair sliding away to reveal pale skin. My chest followed, then my arms.

When she told me to stand, I hesitated. She tugged the cage down and shaved me bare. The cold air hit immediately, making me squirm.

She stepped back, appraising me like a finished painting. “Much better. You’ll stay smooth.”

Later, in bed, I caught my reflection in the mirror — smooth, hairless, caged. The sight made my stomach flip, my cock twitching uselessly inside steel.


Monday 10 February — Hooded

The hood was soft black leather, laced tight at the back. Small eye holes narrowed my vision; the mouth opening was wide enough for her fingers, or whatever she chose.

She led me by the leash into the living room. I could hear her heels on the floor, the rustle of fabric, the sound of something heavy placed on the table.

A cock filled my mouth before I knew it — silicone, ridged, her hand guiding my head up and down until drool slid past the gag ring and down my chin.

When she finally pulled it free, my jaw ached. She wiped the mess onto my chest with a laugh. “You look better when you can’t see.”


Tuesday 11 February — The Café

Boots polished, hair perfect under the wig, makeup heavy. She took me to a café three streets away.

We sat by the window. She ordered for me — nothing to eat, just a small glass of water. My hands stayed folded in my lap.

When she got up to pay, she whispered, “Don’t cover your legs.” I felt the stares before I saw them — two women at the next table, glancing at the boots, the skirt, my painted lips.

Back home, she bent me over the arm of the sofa and fingered me until I was moaning, the humiliation of the café still hot in my cheeks.

Wednesday 12 February — Day 12 — The Missed Entry
Day 12 in the diary reads: No entry.


Thursday 13 February — Punished

She slammed the diary down on the table. “Nothing for yesterday.”

I stammered something about being tired.

She had me strip to boots and wig, then bend over the counter. The cane came first — sharp, whistling strikes that left me gasping.

Then she plugged me, locked the hood, and dragged me to the bedroom. “You’ll stay like this until morning.”

All night, every turn reminded me of the plug inside me, the welts across my arse, the shame of her disappointment.

I lay there, skin slick with sweat, hole aching, lips swollen. I should have been furious. Instead, I kept replaying the sound she made when I begged her to go harder.

Friday 14 February — Valentine’s

Pink lace bra and panties, matching garter belt, white thigh-high boots. The wig brushed my shoulders as I set the table for two.

She arrived with a man I’d never seen before — tall, dark hair, leather gloves.

Dinner was for them. I served wine, cleared plates, poured coffee, all while the plug inside me pulsed with each movement.

After dessert, she had me kneel between them. He unzipped. Her voice was a command in my ear: “Show him what you’ve learned.”

I swallowed him until my throat burned, her hand steady at the back of my head. His groan came with a warm flood down my throat.

She kissed me after he left, tasting him on my lips.


Saturday 15 February — Hooded Silence

She held up the black leather hood as if presenting a gift. “Today, you’re decoration.”
I stood in the centre of the room while she stripped me down to bra, tight pencil skirt, nude seamed stockings, and glossy black heels. My wig came off before the hood slid over my head — thick, warm, smelling faintly of leather polish. No eye holes. Just the mouth zip, which she pulled closed with a sharp little tug. My breathing sounded loud inside.
She positioned me against the wall as her friends arrived. Conversation hummed around me, broken by bursts of laughter. Fingers explored me without warning — smoothing my skirt, tugging at my seams, one trailing along the waistband of my tights. I tried to brace myself, but without sight I could only flinch at every touch.
At one point, the mouth zip slid open and a pair of fingers pushed between my lips, coated in something slick and salty. Before I could swallow, the zip closed again, locking the taste inside with me. I stayed silent and still until the guests left, thighs aching, the cage pressing hard against me, skin prickled with the aftershocks of their unseen hands.


Sunday 16 February — Shaved Smooth

I woke to the sound of clippers buzzing. She stood over me, already gloved, eyes cold but amused. “Up. Stand still.”
Naked except for my cage, I felt the vibration travel through my skin as she moved the clippers down my legs, my thighs, across my chest. Every patch of hair gone. She switched to a razor, covering me in warm foam. Her strokes were slow, deliberate, almost tender, but her grip was firm enough to keep me exactly where she wanted.
When she finished, my skin was soft and bare, every nerve suddenly exposed. “Better,” she murmured, running her hands over my smooth thighs, across my chest, down to the cage. I shivered under her touch.
She dressed me in pink latex stockings that clung like a second skin, a matching mini-skirt, and halter top. Without the buffer of hair, the latex felt electric — every step a whisper of friction that made my legs tremble.
All day she found excuses to touch me: smoothing the skirt over my hips, adjusting the top, tracing the latex seam at the back of my thigh. I couldn’t tell if I was shivering from the chill of the room or from the heat of her ownership.


Monday 17 February — Missed Entry

This morning, the first thing she did was open my diary. The page for yesterday was blank. I’d been too drained, too raw from the shaving to write.
The silence stretched. She tapped the pen against the table. Tap. Tap. Tap. My stomach knotted.
“You will regret that tonight,” she said finally. No raised voice. No explanation. Just the weight of certainty in her tone.
I spent the whole day wondering. The cage seemed tighter, heavier, as though my body knew what was coming. Every glance from her — over breakfast, passing in the hall, when she caught me staring at her boots — made my pulse jump.
That night, she said nothing more about it. The waiting became its own form of punishment. By the time she told me to go to bed, my nerves were stretched thin, my mind replaying the blank page over and over, knowing it had already sealed my fate.


Tuesday 18 February — Punishment

She didn’t touch me for two whole days. I thought maybe she’d grown bored. I even dared to wear jeans again. That’s when she walked in, dropped the hood on the table, and told me to strip.

She kept her word.
I was dressed in a black underbust corset so tight my tits were forced up under a white satin blouse. No skirt. Black seamed stockings and heels only.
She bent me over the kitchen table, binding my wrists above my head. The plug slid in first, thick and unyielding. Then the first thrust of her strap. This wasn’t the slow, taunting rhythm she sometimes used — it was relentless, each slam of her hips driving me hard into the wood.
I gasped into the gag, the sound muffled, body jerking with every stroke. The corset crushed my ribs, forcing me to pant in shallow bursts. My wrists burned. My calves ached from holding position in heels.
When she stopped, I thought it was over. Instead, she left me tied, plug still inside, for what felt like an hour. My thighs quivered, drool pooled at the corner of my mouth, and every second without release made me more desperate.
That night’s diary entry was the neatest I’ve ever written.


Wednesday 19 February — Market Day

She dressed me in a pink faux-fur coat, white leather thigh boots, and nothing underneath. The cage was cold against my skin.
We drove to the market, her gloved hand resting on my bare thigh the whole way. At the first stall, she leaned close and whispered, “They can see your slit when you move like that.” My knees almost buckled.
At another, she murmured, “Your tits are bouncing.” I adjusted the coat, but she pulled my hand away. “Let them look.”
A gust of wind blew the coat open in front of an elderly couple. My face burned. She only smiled, wrapping her arm around my waist and pulling me close. The rest of the market was a blur of eyes — some curious, some disapproving — and the slow, constant throb between my legs that made me walk carefully in my boots.


Thursday 20 February — Service for Two

Pale blue silk blouse, short black leather skirt, sheer tights, ballet boots laced high and tight.
Two men tonight. I served wine, careful not to spill, knowing each time I bent forward the skirt rode up, flashing the tops of my stockings. They spoke in low voices, their eyes always tracking me.
When they finished eating, she told me to clear the table — crawling. The hardwood was cold under my knees, the skirt riding higher with each plate. I felt their gazes on my arse.
Halfway back to the kitchen, one of them unzipped and pushed himself into my mouth without warning. She didn’t stop him. I kept crawling, supporting his weight as I moved, tasting him as their voices blurred into a hum of approval.


Friday 21 February — Night Walk

White PVC catsuit, zipped to the navel, pink patent belt cinching my waist, pink leather gloves, and matching stiletto boots.

When I caught my reflection in the window — pink fur collar framing my face, just like the first time she made me step outside — I realised she’d dressed me to be recognised.
We walked through the park after dark, my heels clicking loud against the path. The catsuit’s tight seams dug into my hips with each stride.
At a bench, she stopped me, unzipped the suit further, and slid her hand inside. Her fingers found the cage, teasing, pressing, until I whimpered.
“If anyone comes,” she said, gripping my chin, “you don’t stop.”
Every rustle of leaves, every distant step, sent my heart racing. When she finally pulled her hand away, the air against my skin felt even colder, and my need felt heavier than ever.


Saturday 22 February — The Hood

She woke me with the soft leather smell of it — the hood. Black, laced at the back, no eye holes, only a mouth zip.
Once it was on, my world narrowed to her touch and her voice. I felt the tug as she buckled a collar tight around my neck, the leash clipping in with a metallic snap. My skin prickled.
She led me room to room, stopping to run her gloved hands over my body, tugging at the cage, squeezing my nipples through the thin silk blouse she’d dressed me in. A pencil skirt and ballet boots made every step careful, controlled.
At one point she unzipped the mouth and pushed her fingers inside, making me suck them clean. The taste was sharp, deliberate — her reminder that she’d already been touching herself.
The hood stayed on for hours, long after my legs ached from standing. By the time she unlaced it, I felt drunk on the lack of sight, my other senses still too raw.


Sunday 23 February — Bound for Cleaning

White satin French maid’s dress, apron tied tight, black patent heels. The skirt was short enough that I flashed every time I bent over.
She shackled my wrists together with a chain barely long enough to hold the duster. Cleaning became slow, awkward, and humiliating — my arse swaying each time I reached high, my chest pressing forward when I knelt to scrub the skirting boards.
At one point she pulled the skirt up from behind and left it tucked into my waistband so my caged cock and plug were visible while I worked. I could feel her watching me from the sofa, the click of her phone camera catching me at my most exposed.


Monday 24 February — Dinner Host

A sheer pink wrap dress, no bra, no panties, white thigh boots. The fabric clung to my chest so every movement made my nipples harden visibly.
She had me open the door to a couple I’d never met. They kissed her cheeks, their eyes flicking over me with unhidden curiosity.
I poured wine, served food, never sitting. Halfway through dessert, she pulled me to her lap, making me perch sideways like a hostess in an old photograph. Her hand rested high on my thigh, fingers grazing the edge of the cage as she talked.
When they left, she whispered, “They’ll be back for you.” My legs shook as I cleared the plates.


Tuesday 25 February — Chained and Used

She fitted a chain from my collar to the ring on the floor in the bedroom. My range was half a metre in any direction.
Kneeling there, she dressed me in white lace lingerie, stockings, and silver heels. A plug went in, then her strap-on pressed against me — slow at first, then deeper, until my forehead rested on the floor and my moans turned ragged.
She kept me like that for hours, leaving me to wait, then using me again without warning. By the time she unlocked the collar, I could barely stand.


Wednesday 26 February — Balcony Display

Pink latex pencil skirt, cropped white blouse tied under my bust, pink stiletto boots. She pulled me out onto the balcony, the street busy below.
My hands were cuffed behind me, forcing my chest out. She kissed me hard, smearing my lipstick, then tugged the blouse wide to show my bra.
“Wave,” she ordered. I shook my head. She tugged the cuffs and I obeyed, the heat in my face matching the ache between my legs. Passers-by looked up. Some pointed. She only laughed, turning me slowly so they could see the skirt hugging my arse.

Hours later, I could still smell her perfume on my wig, still feel the bite of the corset when I breathed. I didn’t know if it was the outfit, the orders, or the humiliation that had changed me — only that I’d never be the same.


Thursday 27 February — Four Hands

Two women tonight — both dressed in black leather, both smiling like they’d already decided what I was for.
They had me in a white satin corset, sheer stockings, and white ballet boots, wrists clipped to the bed frame.
One worked my mouth, holding my head still, while the other used me from behind with a strap, the rhythm between them perfect. My body was just something they passed between them.
When they were done, they left me tied, still dripping, still caged. The sheets smelled of them.

My wig was crooked, the one she’d first forced onto my head back in the second week. I’d hated it then — now I felt naked without it.


Friday 28 February — Kept

End of the month. She dressed me in the first outfit she’d ever caught me in — the white thigh boots, pink pencil skirt, cream silk blouse. Only now, my body was smooth, my voice soft, my obedience unquestioning.

She kissed the back of my neck, so softly I shivered, and whispered, “Next month, we stop pretending you can ever go back.
I served her breakfast kneeling at her feet. She read my diary from start to finish while I stayed still, hands folded in my lap. Every so often, she reached down to stroke my hair or tilt my chin, checking my eyes.
When she finished, she closed the book and said, “You’ll keep writing.”
I nodded. She smiled. “Good girl.”
It didn’t feel like the end. It felt like I’d just begun.

March will be worse.
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