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Feminized By The Prom Queen
BECOMING HER SISSY



Chapter 1
The Prom Queen


“Oh my goodness. Nate, is that who I think it is?”

My brother quickly glanced over his shoulder, and with his instant look of recognition I knew it was true. “Is that Lisa Sanders, our high school prom queen?” he gasped.

As she strode into the café, exuding effortless confidence and grace, I was in awe. Her golden, tousled waves framed her face perfectly, catching the sunlight like a halo as she removed her oversized sunglasses, revealing her sharp blue eyes. Her camel-colored coat, long and tailored, flowed behind her like a cape, commanding attention with every step. Beneath, her sleek black leather pants matched neatly with a fitted black top, giving her a look of power and dominance.

Her black stilettos clicked against the floor and she turned the heads of every man she passed effortlessly. She radiated an aura of class and mystery, and knowing her past, I felt like I had the lone key to unlocking her.

“It most certainly is Nate, and I think I have a nerve to finally talk to her,” I breathed out, trying hard not to stare.

“You do remember what she and her jock friends used to say about you, right? Do you think she would remember you let alone care to talk to you?”

“Perhaps not, but I’m a different man now and with age comes confidence and experience. No longer am I the nerdy boy that I was in school. Now I’m strong, successful, and sophisticated.”

Nate took one more glance at Lisa then began gathering his coffee. “Well, this I need to see,” he said as he scurried over to a neighboring table, an amused look plastered across his face.

I rolled my eyes at him then shifted my attention to Lisa who was just approaching the counter. With a quick wave of my hand I caught her attention. “Lisa? Lisa Sanders?” I asked with a smile.

She squinted at me for a moment before her eyes lit up. “Freddy Kane? Is that really you?” she said in astonishment.

I can’t believe she actually remembers me. This is already going better than expected!

My body trembled with a nervous excitement, but I managed to stand up and offer her a hug. To my delight she accepted, squeezing her generous breasts against me, a feeling that I would have paid anything for back in my school days.

“It’s so good to see you again. Please won’t you take a seat and join me? I would love to catch up,” I squeaked.

I pulled out a chair and Lisa sat down. As I returned to my seat I had to fight the urge to shake as my nerves continued to escalate. Everything was going so well, but now that she had joined me I needed to figure out what to say and how to make my move.

“So how have you been? What are you up to these days?” I decided to start.

“Oh, I’m sure you’ve heard the gossip from all our old schoolmates,” she answered, waving off the question. “I’m recently divorced, but at least I still have my fashion consulting business.”

I suddenly grew worried about my outfit, wondering if my suit would still be considered modern and stylish by someone of her tastes and beauty. At the same time, hearing that she was single perked my attention.

“Oh, well I’m sorry to hear that, but it’s funny you should mention your work… I, uhh, I have been thinking about hiring a consultant like you myself. I would love it if you would check out my wardrobe sometime.”

I couldn’t believe what I had just said. Me, inviting the prom queen over to my house. What was I thinking? Why would she ever be interested in me?

“Really?” she let out, a surprised expression taking her beautiful face as her eyes examined my outfit. “You look rather well dressed. Much better than you did in high school.”

Her words made me feel flush. I couldn’t believe that she was complementing me. “Well it’s just that, Lisa. Work is easy enough to dress for, but it’s outside of work when I want to be more casual, to be more free and really express myself. That’s when I struggle.”

Lisa’s glared at me as if trying to read me. It was no doubt that someone as stunning as her had been misled and invited to a man’s house under false pretenses before; it was no wonder she had her guard up with me just as she would any other man.

“You finally want to learn to be yourself?” she said softly as she nodded. “There was always a special side of you in high school, something that I found quite intriguing.”

I had no idea what she meant, but I just smiled and nodded, hoping that she would say yes.

“Alright, I think I understand what you mean. Why not? It will give us a chance to catch up at the least.” She pulled out her phone and began to swipe the screen. “Actually, it appears that I’m free tonight. Does that work?”

My eyes widened, shocked that my impromptu plan had worked so well and so quickly. “I, uhh, yes. That should be fine.”

She smiled at me and slipped me her business card from her purse. “Text me your address and let’s plan to meet at seven.”

As I accepted the card she placed her hand over mine and gave it a squeeze. Her soft touch made me tremble as she gazed into my eyes.

“I’m so glad that you’re finally ready to embrace your true self,” she added. With that she patted my hand and stood up. “I’ll see you later.”

I felt flabbergasted by her choice of words, but was too frozen from her touch to remark on it. Glancing at the table next to mine I saw Nate looking just as shocked as I was which filled me with pride.

I had done it. I had asked out the prom queen.

And she had said yes.


Chapter 2
The Arrival


That night I had everything ready for Lisa’s visit. The mood lighting was set, glasses were filled with an exotic wine, and I was dressed in my finest casual wear. I had also fulfilled Lisa’s instructions for me despite their odd nature.

When I had sent her my address and confirmed our appointment, I was shocked when she replied with a simple yet peculiar demand: to make sure I had a fresh shave of my body. I wasn’t sure why she would’ve thought that was a normal thing I did, but so enamored with the idea of having the prom queen visit my house I didn’t even consider asking or pushing back.

I simply did as I was told.

It was strange feeling my bare skin brush against my clothes, but it was also liberating and sensual in a strange way. Not only that, but every sensation I felt gave me more hope that she would want to see my shaved body. That of course meaning that she would see me naked.

When the doorbell finally rang, I nearly jumped out of my skin, my body overcome with nervous shaking.

This is it. Lisa Sanders is actually on my doorstep. She’s actually about to come into my house to see me.

I took deep breaths as I slowly made my way to the door, trying to relax myself. Despite my efforts, the second I opened the door and saw her every nerve in my body fired with a lust filled anticipation that reminded me of being a teenage boy all over again.

“What a lovely place you have,” Lisa said as she glanced over my shoulder eagerly.

“Not as lovely as you are,” I muttered, taken aback by her exquisite look.

She smiled at me, a slight trace of a blush on her cheeks as she accepted my compliment and played with her curly blonde hair. I was frozen, too in awe of her beauty to look away. Her makeup was done to perfection with her lips looking plump and juicy, painted with a sensual scarlet lipstick. Even in the darkness of the rainy night, she shined like an angel.

“May I come in?” she giggled, breaking me from my gaze.

“Oh, I’m so sorry. Yes, of course,” I stammered as I stepped aside and gestured for her to enter.

I couldn’t help but watch her as she entered, her long, slender heels clicking against the hardwood floor as her long coat tailed behind her. From her shoulder I noticed a large black duffel bag hanging which she set down just inside.

Don’t mess this up. Play it cool!

“May I take your jacket?” I asked, trying to be suave.

Lisa smiled at me over her shoulder as she shrugged off her coat. As it slipped down her body it revealed her exquisite red dress that hugged every curve of her body perfectly. Seeing her bare shoulders and her low cut v-neck dress made me quiver with desire as I imagined how it would feel to touch her.

She handed me her coat and purse, and I swiftly hung them up then offered her a glass of wine. She accepted it and took a sip, her eyes occasionally glancing back at me as she took in the decor of my house.

“Just you in this big house?” she asked softly as she took another sip.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “I’m divorced myself.”

She nodded as she walked towards the hallway and continued looking around. “So, where’s your bedroom?” she breathed out.

I took a deep swig of my wine, needing a second hand to control my nervous shaking.

I can’t believe I’m about to have her in my room!

“I am here to help with your wardrobe after all, right?” she added.

“O-of course,” I croaked. “Please, follow me.”

Lisa picked up her bag and followed me down the hall. Each step we made towards my bedroom made my heart race faster, still unable to comprehend the situation at hand.

As I entered my room I approached my closet and opened it, nervously debuting my clothes. “Here it is. Do you want me to explain how it’s organized?”

“No, that won’t be necessary,” Lisa said as she set down her large bag on my bed. She approached my clothes and gently ran her fingers over each garment, a slow and deliberate touch that made me yearn to feel the same. “You have good tastes, but already I can see what you’re lacking. You have a hole in your life. Don’t you, Freddy?”

“How do you mean?” I asked in confusion.

She grinned as she approached me, her hips swaying hypnotically with each strut. “You always were a curious kid in school. The way you always looked at me, it wasn’t like the other boys did. I could tell that you wanted something different from me.”

My throat was dry as I tried to summon a response. “O-oh?”

Suddenly her hands were on me, grabbing my waist and pulling me towards her. A silent moan rippled out of my throat as our bodies touched for the first time and I felt her grip tighten around me.

“Don’t worry,” she whispered in my ear. “I’m here for you and I know exactly what you need.”

“Oh?” was still all I could mutter as my cock began to swell up, making me nervous that she might feel it with her body pressed against mine.

If she could, she didn’t say.

“Did you shave your body for me?”

I nodded my answer.

“Good,” she let out, her breath sending shivers down my spine. “In my bag I have everything I need to transform you into how you really want to look. Are you ready, Freddy?”

I gulped, still trying to summon the courage to answer. I wasn’t sure what she meant, but there was no way I wasn’t going to find out. “Y-yes.”

“Fantastic.” She bit my earlobe and giggled before stepping back several steps. As she crossed her arms and grinned wildly at me, I had a feeling that things were about to take a drastic turn.

“Then let’s begin. Get naked.”


Chapter 3
The Reveal


“Excuse me?” I exclaimed in shock.

Lisa scoffed at me, her lips pursing as she glared into my eyes. “How do you expect me to help you with your wardrobe if you don’t try some clothes on?”

I thought about her question then shrugged, admitting that her reasoning made sense. But as I started to unbutton my shirt I realized what I was doing and felt my nerves returning.

Holy shit! Am I really getting naked in front of her?

Slowly I disrobed, an increasing sense of vulnerability growing within me. When I was left in nothing but my boxers I hesitated and looked at her, seeing her curling lips give me the answer that I was most nervous for.

“That’s right. Take off everything,” she insisted. “I have something much better suited for you to wear.”

Closing my eyes, I let out a deep breath and then let my boxers drop to the floor, my hands quickly sweeping in front to cover myself.

I can’t believe I actually did it!

Lisa chuckled as she reached for her bag and unzipped it. She began searching inside as she watched me trembling in my naked and vulnerable state. “Ah, yes. This will be perfect.”

From out of the bag came a bright colored fabric, a dazzling shade of pink unlike anything that I owned. She held it out towards me, gesturing as if she wanted me to wear it.

As I accepted I realized what it was, a small pair of panties—a thong to be precise.

“You want me to wear this?” I gasped.

“Of course,” Lisa purred as she stepped closer to me. “This shade of pink will complement your brown hair so perfectly. At least what’s left of your hair.”

My jaw dropped in astonishment. My mind felt broken as I struggled to decide what to do.

“Don’t be so shy, Freddy. I know you want to put them on. Go ahead, feel the soft lace on your smooth skin.”

Her sensual tone teased me and I suddenly found myself wanting to obey her. Never before had I considered wearing women’s underwear, but now I couldn’t think of anything else.

Awkwardly, I lowered the panties down, still trying to hide my manhood as I slipped them on. Up they went, softly gliding over my hairless legs until they moved into place, the thong sliding between my cheeks with a feeling that was pleasantly surprising. I looked down at the pink panties and thought they looked a little silly with my bulge on display, but I couldn’t deny that I liked them.

“Allow me to help,” Lisa said, her voice low and sweet.

She stepped closer until I felt her cool touch on my flesh. Her hands started at my waist and slowly trickled down my body. A hot moan escaped me as her hand suddenly slipped beneath my panties and found my cock.

“It will fit—and look—much better if you tuck this pesky little thing and get it out of the way,” she murmured.

I could feel my cock growing from her touch and she gave it a playful stroke of acknowledgement, giggling at my reaction.

“If you’re good, maybe I will let you feel some more.”

My penis pulsed in my panties, growing in its new position between my legs as she pulled her hand away. I didn’t want her to stop, but I now knew a path to more.

“O-okay,” I squeaked, committing myself to whatever her plan was.

She turned and sauntered back to her bag, her movements filling me with desire as I watched. From inside she pulled out another garment, this time a bra.

“What was it you told me earlier? You want to feel free? To express yourself?” Lisa said as she held out the bra before me. “I’m going to make you feel that and more. I’m going to make you feel beautiful and sexy—just like I know you’ve always wanted to feel.”

I let my arms through the straps and thought about her words as she pulled and hooked the bra behind m, running her delicate fingers along the straps to adjust them.

Is this something that I’ve always wanted?

It seemed so farfetched and outlandish, but as I stood before her wearing a bra and panties, I could tell that it was what I wanted in this moment.

Again she reached into her bag, this time pulling out a lacy garment with several straps. She hooked it around my waist and let the straps fall over my legs before going back for more. As she pulled up the first stocking I wasn’t surprised by her choice, but I was surprised by how good it felt.

Lisa pulled a stocking up each leg, their silky sheerness making my legs look even smoother and more feminine. She connected the straps to each thigh high, one on the front and one tightly down the back, stretching tightly over my cheeks. As she ran her fingers along the inside of each band my cock throbbed wildly with arousal.

What is happening? Why does this feel so good?

The sensations were becoming overwhelming, the sexiness of the lingerie, the arousal of her sensual touches. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take.

“Mmm,” she let out as she admired me. “You look absolutely ravishing.”

“I-I do?” I stammered, taken aback by her words.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards a mirror, letting myself see my transformation. From the neck down I was surprised to see how good I looked—almost as good as I felt. Above that however I could still see myself, a sight that felt confusing.

Lisa swept behind me and grabbed me, her hands groping over my body. Her touches filled me with lust and made me long to turn around and grab her just the same. But between my reflection and her exploring fingers, I was too entranced to act.

“Don’t you feel better already? Don’t you love how sexy you feel when you break down your walls and explore your truth.”

I gulped as I considered what to say. Already this night had gone completely away from my hopes and dreams, but I knew that there was still a promise of pleasure if I played my cards right.

“Is this how you feel all the time? So sexy? So desired?” I breathed out.

“Mmm, yes,” she moaned. “All day I see men and women staring at me, lust boiling in their eyes. I can only imagine what they want to do with me, how they would ravage my body if I allowed them. I imagine their hands on me like this, slowly tracing down my body and between my legs.”

As she spoke she acted out her words, her fingers finding the lace of my panties.

“I imagine them rubbing me, touching me with their big, powerful hands and flooding my senses with pleasure.”

Her hands worked my shaft, making it surge into an erection.

“I imagine them throwing me down on the bed and fucking me. So raw, so hard, so passionate.”

With that she grabbed me and threw me onto my bed. I gasped as she jumped on top, holding herself above me on all fours with a wild look in her eyes. “Is that what you want?” she growled. “Do you want me to take you? To make you feel so desired?”

My chest was heaving with lust, my lips dying to taste her. “Yes!” I cried out, hoping I would finally get to feel her.

She lowered herself down and gave me a soft kiss on the lips, just enough to feel the plumpness of hers. “I want that, too,” she grinned. “But we’re not ready yet.”


Chapter 4
The Makeover


As Lisa crawled off the bed I began to feel empty. For a brief moment I had felt so fulfilled, so excited for what was happening, but then it suddenly disappeared. I could still feel her lips on mine, however, and I could still taste her sweetness.

I just need to do whatever she says. I need to let this all play out to see where it goes.

I followed her into my bathroom where she sat me down in front of a mirror. She set out a small bag on the counter and opened it up to reveal a full supply of makeup, sparking a small fear within me as I realized what was next. Despite my apprehension to having her apply makeup, I stayed strong in my plan, telling myself that she could do as she pleased with me from now on.

Lisa leaned down over my shoulder, looking at me through my reflection as if an artist sizing up their canvas. She picked through her makeup kit and set aside various vials and containers, occasionally holding them against my cheek to check colors.

“Are you ready to begin?” Lisa asked.

“I guess so,” I shrugged nervously.

She stared at me with a disappointed look, shaking her head. “That’s not what I wanted to hear. I want you to tell me how much you want it. How much you want me to show you how beautiful you can be once you accept yourself.”

I gritted my teeth as I looked at her, her blue eyes sparkling with a naughtiness that I longed to tap into. “Please make me beautiful,” I let out.

Lisa smiled then pulled back my chair, walking around until she towered over me. With a kick of her legs she was suddenly over me, sitting down on my lap as her dress hiked up.

I could feel her on me, her warmth radiating through my body. I couldn’t resist reaching out and grabbing her, even if it was just to help keep her from falling. I never wanted her to leave.

She began reaching behind herself and grabbing vials, delicately beginning to paint my face. Her eyes were focused as she worked and I could help but gaze into them, wondering why she was doing this to me. But as she worked I could tell she was growing awkward and uncomfortable and soon she stood up with an aura of annoyance.

“This just isn’t working. My dress just keeps bunching up,” she grumbled. “I’m going to have to take it off. Help me with the zipper, won’t you?”

I stared wide eyed as she turned her back to me and swept her hair aside. Fumbling with the zipper, I pulled it down and watched as her bare flesh was revealed from beneath. She looked so soft, so delicate. How I yearned to feel her.

Lisa stood up and let the dress fall to the floor, her confidence unwavering as she stood before me wearing nothing but a thin red teddy. She brushed her hair with her fingers as she shook her head, letting her golden locks fall over the thin shoulder straps and making her breasts bounce in her lacy lingerie.

Again I could feel my cock pulsing, feeling unfairly teased by this goddess standing before me. But she wasn’t standing for long. Once she was comfortable she reclaimed her seat on my lap, letting me feel her soft cheeks on my hairless thighs.

As I regained my grip of her waist to hold her in place, I shivered at the touch of her teddy. From the very first time I saw her back in high school I had dreamed of feeling her so intimately—and now it was actually happening.

She’s so fucking sexy, and feels so fucking good… Can she really make me look as beautiful as her?

Lisa arched her back as she returned to work on my makeup, her breasts heaving forward, practically in my face. My cock was so close to her and so ready to feel her. I wondered what would happen if it slipped out of my panties and touched her—would she allow me to feel more if she knew how badly I wanted her?

She picked up a vial of lipstick, a dark ruby red, and held it in front of me. “Pout your lips out like this,” she said as she puckered her lips.

I obeyed I closed my eyes and awaited the strokes of lipstick on my lips, likely the final piece of my makeover. But several moments passed and I felt nothing. I opened my eyes to see what was happening just as she leaned forward and kissed me.

I breathed a sigh of relief into her plump lips as we embraced. She scooted closer to me, pressing her body against mine as her arms wrapped around my neck and pulled me closer. As our lips collided her tongue met mine with a teasing curiosity, welcoming itself and exploring softly—leaving me hoping this was only the beginning of something far more lasting.

She broke away, her breath heavy as she grinned mischievously at me. “Just a little reward for your good behavior so far,” she giggled before picking the lipstick back up. “Now for the finishing touch.”

I puckered my lips for her again and this time she applied the lipstick, sending a surging thrill coursing through me.

I wonder how I look now. I wonder if I look remotely as gorgeous as she does.

She stood up from my lap with a pleased look on her face. “Close your eyes and don’t peak yet. I have one final touch.”

I obeyed despite my desperation to see my new reflection and soon I felt her slip something over my head. I could feel strands tickling my neck and cheek and instantly knew what it was—a wig.

“Okay, open your eyes.”


Chapter 5
The Dress


As I opened my eyes, my mouth dropped. The image of my transformed self left me speechless.

Lisa placed her hands on my shoulders and peered over them, her cheek touching mine as she beamed at my reflection. “Don’t you love it? The new you. The beautiful, sexy you.”

The new me?

I wasn’t sure what to think. I could hardly recognize myself. Looking back at me wasn’t the nerdy boy from high school or the sophisticated man I grew up to be. No, looking back to me was an image of femininity, a beautiful and complicated being. The new me.

I touched my cheek to confirm I was looking at myself. I was.

“I-I don’t know what to think,” I admitted.

Lisa pursed her lips as she considered my answer. “Perhaps that means we need to keep going. You haven’t seen enough,” she murmured.

She popped up and turned back to her bag on the bed, once again digging through. The sight made my heart race as I wondered what would be next for me.

When she turned back I gasped at the sultry black cocktail dress, short and shimmering. “Let’s make you gorgeous and elegant, the complete opposite of what you’ve been posing as all these years.”

I drew in a shaky breath at the thought of feeling the elegant dress on me. It looked so silky, so sexy. I imagined that it would feel amazing. Without thinking I accepted it, rubbing my fingers over the soft fabric as I embraced what was to come.

Sliding into the dress felt transformative, like stepping into a version of myself I’d only dreamed of. The silky black fabric skimmed over my body with a whisper of elegance, its plunging neckline daring yet sophisticated, drawing attention without effort. The short length revealed just enough to tease, flooding my senses with an overwhelming naughtiness. The thin, delicate straps rested lightly on my shoulders, making the dress feel almost weightless, as if it were an extension of me. The way it hugged my body filled me with confidence and grace.

“How does it feel?” Lisa asked, her voice low and husky.

I looked down at the little black dress, slowly running my hands down its bodice. The silk material was smooth as it shimmered in the light, and as my fingers explored the fabric I felt it embrace my flesh, sending a rush of excitement through me, a magnetic arousal coursing through me.

I can’t believe how I feel in this or how much I like it.

When I didn’t answer Lisa swarmed me, her hands taking over for mine. Her touches radiated warmth through me, letting me really feel the dress, letting me feel truly sexy and desired. “You look phenomenal,” she whispered.

She pulled me back to the mirror to let me see for myself and standing before my reflection, fully transformed, I couldn’t help but admire how it made me feel—empowered, bold, and utterly unforgettable.

“I do… I really do.”

Lisa laughed wickedly beside me, clearly pleased by what she had done to me. “Finally, you’ve accepted your true self.”

I bit my lip as I continued to adore my reflection, slowly moving my body to feel the dress swish over me. My cock throbbed in my panties, a seemingly unnatural arousal taking over me as I yearned to touch myself, to grab my chest and feel the breasts created by my bra, to slip my hand between my legs and feel the soft lace over my straining length.

Most of all I wanted Lisa. I wanted to feel her again, to taste her again. To have her.

I turned to face her and put my hands on her. My heart was racing uncontrollably as I touched her and knew that I wasn’t ready to stop there. I had let her do so much to me, transforming me as she pleased.

Now it was my turn to work on her.

Pulling her closer I made my move, leaning in to kiss her once more—but she quickly dodged my efforts and planted her index finger over my lips.

“Not so fast, lover girl,” she laughed playfully. “You don’t want to smear your lipstick, do you?”

“I do,” I moaned, my body trembling with desire. “For you I would do anything. I always would.”

She raised an amused brow as she smirked at me. “Anything?” she purred.

The straining in my panties told me the answer. “Yes,” I whimpered as I traced my fingers along the lace of her teddy.

Wrapping her arms around me she grabbed my ass, squeezing my cheeks fiercely and slightly spreading them open. “That’s what I like to hear,” she whispered.

I gasped at the sensation, finding myself wanting her even more after her rejection. I began walking her towards my bed. Step by step she let me move her, but just as we arrived she caught me off guard and threw me down.

I didn’t mind however, I was in bed and she was standing over me, and from the look in her eyes I could tell something was finally about to happen. Pushing myself back in the bed, I gestured for her to join me.

“Ready for more, are you?” Lisa chuckled as she reached back for her bag. “Don’t worry, dear. You are about to get everything that you desire and more.”

She pulled out some harnesses and quickly positioned them around her hips, tightening them as she smiled wickedly at me. They were leather with lots of buckles and a solid panel that covered her pussy like a thick pair of panties.

How are we going to have sex with that thing getting in the way?

Again she was in the bag, but this time to my shock she pulled out something even more unexpected. Out from the bag came a large dildo, molded to look just like a real cock.

My eyes watched as she wielded the cock like a weapon, positioning it between her legs and attaching it to her harness. As her hands drifted away and the dildo remained, dangling like it was a real appendage, I suddenly realized what she had planned for me.

She wants to fuck me!


Chapter 6
The Feelings


Lisa’s first knee was on the bed, then the second. She began crawling towards me, her large cock dangling from between her legs as fear washed over me.

I couldn’t possibly let her do this to me, could I?

I didn’t know what to do. I desperately wanted to be intimate with her, but had never considered that she would be the one fucking me.

“I’m going to make you feel like you’ve never felt before,” she said, her words caressing the air as she climbed over me.

I braced myself, the thought of her giving me such feelings making my pulse quicken. As I gazed up at her I felt more powerless than I had ever felt in my life, completely and utterly at her mercy.

“Y-you are?”

“Oh yes,” she purred. Her hands wrapped around my wrists and pinned me down, her grip stronger than expected. “But don’t you worry. I’ll be gentle… at first.”

She leaned down and licked my lips, laughing wickedly at the control she had over me. A wave of anxiety washed over me as she pulled one of my arms across my body, willing me to rollover. Feeling helplessly under her spell, I gave in, flipping onto my stomach so that my face was buried in a pillow and my backside was presented to her.

I felt her slide down, her fingers sneaking into my dress and pulling it up until I could feel the cool air on my cheeks. There was no doubt what she meant to do to me yet I didn’t fight it. Feeling her on top of me, her hands groping my flesh as she teased me with her dominance—I knew I wanted to feel it; I wanted to feel her and I wanted to feel everything she had for me.

Her fingernails gripped my cheeks as she laughed, tickled by what she was about to do. She groped me, molding my soft flesh to her will before spreading me open and presenting my hole to her. I closed my eyes to brace myself as my hands wrapped tightly around the bedding.

Something brushed against me and made me shiver, then I felt a strong pressure. Lisa growled and I gasped as she penetrated me, her cock surging inside as new feelings blossomed within me.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried out, the sensations growing as she pushed in further.

“Mmm, yes. I’m going to fuck you good,” Lisa cooed. “I’ll make a woman out of you yet.”

I gritted my teeth at the feelings, a mixture of pleasure and pain. It was unlike anything I had ever felt before and the swelling of my cock told me that I liked it.

Lisa pulled back before pushing in further, filling me deeper with her cock. Again and again she continued, each thrust harder and deeper. Each thrust furthering my arousal.

“How do you like it? How do you like having my big cock in you?” she snarled.

I opened my mouth but only moans crept out, “Ohhh!”

Her hands slid up my body, her chest pressing against my back as she nuzzled her lips near my ear. I could hear her heavy breathing coming from every thrust, her passion exuding itself. Her touches continued up my arms, gripping my wrists once more as she completely took over me.

“Doesn’t it feel liberating? Don’t you feel like you were meant be dressed like a slut to take cock?” She plunged herself in deeper with each question, filling my body and mind with her naughtiness. “You look so beautiful, so sexy. Women will be jealous of you. Men will long to fuck you, just like this.”

With each thrust she ground my body against the bed, rubbing my aching cock against the mattress. Everything was feeling so good; I yearned for more—to feel her even deeper.

“Yes!” I cried out. “I need more!”

She began to slow down, releasing my wrist as she brushed my hair aside and nipped at my ear. “Then thank me. Thank me for what I’ve done to you and maybe I’ll let you have it.”

“Thank you! Thank you!” I moaned as I started humping the bed to keep my pleasure growing. “Don’t stop. Please, fuck me!”

“You’re welcome,” Lisa giggled as she started fucking me harder. “Because your gratitude, I won’t stop until you’ve experience your true pleasure.”

She pushed herself up higher, leveraging herself so she could penetrate me even deeper while exploding the sensations within me. Her soft, feminine legs brushed against my silky thigh highs and her hands pressed into my back as she worked me, submitting me to her forceful fucking.

My cock was pulsing with pleasure, my arousal soaring to unimaginable heights. Lisa continued to plunge her length inside me, filling me fully until I felt her skin slapping against mine as our sweat mingled together.

Her hand slipped beneath me, stealing its way into my panties until it felt my true arousal. She began to thrust her hips in long fluid stride as she touched me, sliding her cool fingers up and down my length.

“I can feel your excitement,” she breathed out. “Most men don’t give into me so easily, but not you. You were born for this. You were born to take my big cock.”

I could feel my penis building up, my pleasure nearing its peak. Feeling desperate for more I began to push back against her, moving in sync with her so that she hit my sweet spot perfectly.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Yes. Give me more. Fuck me! Please!”

Her soft fingers wrapped around my cock, working it delicately as she leaned over me. “Then cum for me, slut. Show me how much you love my cock.”

Her words washed over me like a sea of lust, her touches crashing into me like a tidal wave. My cock tightened and then released, an explosive orgasm filling my panties as she slammed her cock inside me.

Lisa laughed wickedly above me, slowing down her thrusts until I was finally done. “Now I’m done with you.”


Chapter 7
The End


Melting into the bed I sighed, embracing the euphoria that consumed me. “Holy fuck,” I groaned as I tried to catch my breath.

Lisa gave my ass a slap then came to sit on the side of the bed, beginning to unhook her harness—a true sign that she was done with me.

I watched her as she began to put away her supplies: the strap on, the makeup, the extra garments. I wondered if she would be asking for her dress back, or the lingerie that I wore beneath it. I hoped that she would leave me wearing it.

“I’ll send you an invoice for the outfit we picked out for you,” she said casually as she pulled on her dress.“Perhaps I’ll even find you a special occasion to wear it again.”

I pushed myself up in bed, feeling a pang of sorrow at her concluding words. “When will I see you again?” I let out, my tone soft and desperate.

She turned around and I helped her with her zipper, already missing the touch of her body against mine. “You want more, do you?”

I bit my lip as I felt my cock swelling up again, already hungry for more of her dominance. “Yes.”

Lisa squinted as she considered me, her finger lightly tapping her swollen lips. “I had only meant for this to be a one time thing, something fun to help me get over my divorce,” she started thoughtfully. “But perhaps I could use a new plaything now that I’m single. Perhaps you could fill that role as my pretty little sissy toy.”

My body ignited with excitement, the possibility of seeing her again, of feeling this good again, filled me with hope and anticipation.

“I’ll be anything for you,” I begged.

Her lips curled into a knowing grin, her arms crossing and making her look even more powerful. “I think you have already proven that, but either way I will only agree if you promise to be a very good girl for me. Completely and utterly obedient.”

My head nodded vigorously, my penis growing in my panties once more. “Yes, I promise!”

She pulled her bag towards her and unzipped it as she eyed me. Her hands fumbled within until she found what she was looking for. “Take off your panties,” she demanded.

I quickly pulled my panties down, revealing my plump cock. After all she had done to me I no longer cared if she saw me naked, and she seemed unfazed by the sight as well. She swept down between my legs, quickly working my manhood and placing something around it.

A small key entered and twisted and as it floated away with her hands I noticed a small pink cage encompassing my manhood.

“What’s this?” I asked as I fondled the strange device.

“This will ensure that you’re good for me and that you save yourself for me from now on,” she explained, her voice exuding power and dominance. “I’m not sure when I’ll want to use you next, but this will ensure that you will be ready when I am.”

I gulped at the thought, a sudden meekness overcoming me. When I had first seen her today I felt like I had grown up so much, that I had become strong and confident. But as I watched my former prom queen stare down at me I realized I was neither.

I was whatever she wanted me to be.

“Okay,” I agreed, committing myself to her.

She grinned as she tucked the small key away into her breasts, making me wonder when I might see it again. “Good, now be a good girl and fetch my coat. I still have more important things to do tonight.”

I quivered at her demands, beginning to feel like her helpless little servant. Rushing down the hall, I grabbed her jacket and returned to her, helping her put it on. She grabbed her bag then turned to me, her eyes surveying everything she had done. With a nod she smiled, approving her work, then learned in and gave me a soft kiss.

“I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.”


Owned By The Prom Queen
HER FEMINIZED PET IN CHASTITY



Chapter 1
The Knock at the Door


The knock came just as I stepped out of the shower. Three sharp raps. Confident. Unapologetic. It wasn’t the kind of knock that asked—it commanded.

My stomach twisted. I wasn’t expecting anyone.

I wrapped a towel around my waist and moved to the door, the tile still damp under my feet. I had a weird feeling, the kind that buzzes in your spine and makes your hands go numb. Like I already knew who it was—or perhaps it was a hope to see her again.

I peeked through the peephole and instantly felt my knees go soft.

It was her. Lisa.

She stood like she owned the world—tall and poised, blonde hair perfectly curled, her lips a vivid, wicked red. She wore a sharp black blouse tucked tight into high-waisted black leggings that hugged her hips, her thighs, her ass—every inch of her body like they’d been painted on. And those heels—black stilettos—clicking against the concrete, were the same ones that had dug into my mattress the night before while she fucked me senseless.

She looked like a goddamn dominatrix. And I… I was still sore from being her plaything.

I opened the door slowly, heart pounding as I wondered why she was here—why she had come back for me. Was it to unlock the cage she had left on me?

“Lisa?”

She breezed past me without waiting for a response, her duffel bag thudding against the floor.

“Hmm,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “Still wet. At least you’re not pretending to be decent.”

“I—I wasn’t expecting⁠—”

“Of course you weren’t.” She turned around fully and gave me that smile—the one that saw straight through me. “But your expectations aren’t my concern anymore, sweetheart.”

Her eyes flicked down to my towel, then back up again, slow and deliberate. I felt it—the same shameful flush as last night, the same helpless ache in my cock, locked away and twitching with need.

“You still have your little cage on under there, don’t you?” she asked coolly.

I swallowed, feeling my cock strain against the chastity device she had locked over it. “Yes, I⁠—”

She took a step toward me, and I froze. Her heels echoed against the hardwood, her presence overwhelming. She didn’t need to raise her voice. She never did. One look was enough.

With a swift movement she reached down and grabbed me, her hand quickly encompassing the small cage through my towel. She smiled as she rubbed her thumb over the hard plastic.

“I hope you don’t think that I came back to free you. I didn’t.”

My lips parted. I didn’t know what to say. She was so close I could smell her perfume—warm, floral, decadent. It made my cock strain harder, feeling helpless against the pressure.

“I mean… I wasn’t sure.”

She laughed—soft and cruel—and reached for the towel. With one sharp tug, it was gone, and I was naked in front of her again.

“You poor, simple thing,” she murmured, eyeing the pink plastic cage that held my cock in its tight little prison. “I bet you did. You expected your release the second you saw me.”

I stood frozen, humiliated, trembling. And hard. Or trying to get hard.

Her fingers wrapped around the cage again, warm and firm. She gave it a squeeze that made me suck in a breath.

“This stays on,” she whispered. “Until I’m done with you. Understand?”

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“Until… until you’re done with me,” I whispered.

Her nails tapped the cage with a little click click click, like she was checking its integrity. Or reminding me that she held the only key.

“And let me make something very clear, Freddy.” She leaned in close, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “That night? That wasn’t a one-time fantasy. That was a beginning. I own this,” she said, giving the cage another squeeze, “and everything it controls.”

I whimpered.

“Now,” she said, stepping back and bending to unzip her duffel. “I have new pieces to test. I need a model. One with smooth legs and a pretty waist. One who moans when I touch her. You’re going to help me decide which outfits I recommend to my clients.”

“But I—Lisa, I’m not⁠—”

She pulled something from the bag and held it up. A black matte butt plug, tapered and shining, with a pink jewel at the base.

My breath caught.

“You’re exactly what I need,” she said, smiling as she unscrewed the cap on a bottle of lube. “Now bend over the couch and present yourself. This will help your posture… and your attitude.”

“Lisa—”

She looked at me like she was already bored of my voice. “Do I need to squeeze tighter to make my point?”

I didn’t move.

“Or do you want to make me proud this time?”

I turned and bent over the arm of the couch, my whole body trembling. I wasn’t sure if I was more terrified of what she’d do next… or how badly I wanted her to do it.

Because one thing was clear the moment I heard that knock:

She wasn’t done with me.

And God help me, I didn’t want her to be.


Chapter 2
Plug and Play


The plug slid in slowly, and I gasped—loud, sharp, unguarded. It didn’t hurt exactly. It was smooth, not oversized… but it was still something inside me. Something firm and cold and real, stretching me open in a way that felt so intimate, so filthy, I couldn’t make sense of the sounds I was making. Little gasps, stifled moans, broken whimpers.

Lisa just held it there, waiting, letting me squirm. She knew. Of course she knew. She always knew when to wait.

My cock throbbed inside its pink cage—pathetically, hopelessly—and I was sure she saw it.

“You’re still so tight,” she murmured, running a finger lightly between my cheeks as the plug nestled in place. “Poor thing. You had never done anything like this before last night, had you?”

“N-not really,” I said into the couch cushion.

“Not really?” she laughed. “That means you’ve thought about it. Touched yourself back there? Wondered what it would feel like?”

I said nothing.

She pressed the plug deeper. “Answer me.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Okay? Yes. I’ve thought about it.”

“Of course you did.” She gave it a twist, and I yelped. “All those late nights, jerking that sad little cock to sissy porn, imagining what it’d be like to wear heels and beg to get fucked. And now look at you.”

She slapped my ass—sharp and sudden—and I flinched, the plug shifting slightly inside me, the jewel at the base pressing harder against my skin.

“You’re getting exactly what you’ve always wanted.”

I was trembling when she finally pulled back. The plug stayed right where it was, a constant pressure that made me feel vulnerable and full. My breath was still shallow, my legs wobbly. But the worst part was how turned on I was.

I hated how much I liked it.

Or maybe… I didn’t hate it at all.

“Alright,” she said breezily, like she hadn’t just filled me with her plug. “Stand up. Slowly.”

I obeyed. Every movement made the plug shift. I could feel it with each step, every clench of my ass, the way it pressed deeper when I stood straighter. I reached behind me, trying to adjust.

She swatted my hand away instantly. “No touching.”

“I just⁠—”

“Don’t make me say it again,” she interrupted, her voice firm and powerful.

I froze. I could feel my chest heaving, my body trying to calm itself from the overwhelming changes happening so quickly.

She walked around me in a slow circle, like she was inspecting a mannequin. Her heels clicked across the hardwood, her leggings hugging her legs so tight they looked like leather. And the way she moved… fuck, it was hypnotic. Powerful. Casual cruelty in motion.

“I can already see a difference,” she said, stopping behind me. “Better posture already. Back straight, shoulders down. Perfect. The plug’s doing its job.”

I blushed.

She leaned in close, her breath warm on my ear. “And don’t think I didn’t notice that pathetic little twitch in your cage when I slid it in. You moaned, Freddy.”

“I didn’t⁠—”

She grabbed my cage again, hard enough to make me yelp. “You moaned like a good little sissy getting filled,” she whispered. “And you know what? I think you loved it.”

My breath hitched. My heart pounded in my ears. I couldn’t deny it.

“Admit it.”

“I… I loved it,” I whispered.

“Louder, my little sissy. Be proud of who you are.”

I gritted my teeth, finding it hard to say it again. But the feeling of the cage over my cock and the plug inside me—it told me that I had no choice. I needed to obey.

“I loved it,” I said louder, firmer, the words feeling like a weight off my chest.

She smiled and stepped back. “Good girl.”

She reached into her bag again and pulled out a pair of panties—white, sheer, trimmed with lace. She tossed them onto the couch beside me like she was feeding scraps to a dog. “Put them on.”

I picked them up with trembling hands. The lace was soft, the gusset lined in a silky fabric that I knew would press right against my cage. I stepped into them, dragging them up my legs slowly, the plug making me wince and shiver as I bent over.

As the fabric hugged me—tight, feminine, and humiliating—I felt my cock swell against the plastic. Useless, trapped, but still aching.

It had only been a short night since I last wore panties and already it felt so good to wear again.

Lisa crossed her arms and stared. “Look at that. You’re leaking through already.”

I glanced down. She was right. A tiny wet spot was forming where the tip of the cage strained against the lace.

She stepped closer and traced her finger over the fabric, slow and mocking.

“You’re so easy now,” she said softly. “I don’t even have to touch you anymore. Just a few words. Just the sight of me. And your little clit drools like it’s starving. You’re going to be so easy to train.”

I bit my lip, humiliated… and completely helpless to stop it.

“Time to finish getting you ready,” she said, pulling out her makeup bag. “Sit. Chin up. Eyes forward.”

I obeyed without a word, following her into the bathroom. She set me down in front of the mirror, just like last time. Except this time, there was no illusion of surprise. I wasn’t a confused man trying to impress his high school crush. I knew exactly what was coming.

Lisa stood behind me, pulling my hair back before pulling out the wig she’d brought—long, chestnut brown, with soft waves that fell to my shoulders.

As she pinned it into place, she murmured to herself, half-laughing, “You really were meant for this.”

“Meant for what?” I asked softly.

She met my eyes in the mirror, her smirk deepening. “To be beautiful. To be mine.”


Chapter 3
Dressed To Obey


Istared at my reflection. The wig framed my face in soft waves, falling past my shoulders like it had always belonged there. It didn’t feel like me. But somehow… it did.

Lisa stood behind me like a queen surveying her canvas. Her hands rested on my shoulders, fingers light but firm, like she was reminding me: You're mine now. I sat still, legs pressed together, posture straight—helped, of course, by the plug still snug inside me, a constant, throbbing presence I couldn’t ignore.

She set her makeup case on the counter and unzipped it slowly, the teeth of the zipper loud in the quiet bathroom. “Eyes forward,” she said, her voice low and smooth.

I obeyed without a word.

“Good girl.”

She started with foundation, her fingers gliding across my cheeks and chin with practiced ease. It was soft at first—gentle, almost intimate. But her words were anything but tender.

“I love watching you squirm when I touch you,” she murmured as she dabbed under my eyes. “It’s adorable. You try so hard to pretend you’re confused… like this wasn’t inside you all along.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, trying not to react, trying to stay still.

She switched to blush. “You’re blushing already,” she said with a smirk. “Let’s highlight it.”

A light sweep across my cheeks. The softest brush. The hardest humiliation.

“I bet you used to jerk off to pictures like this,” she continued, her voice a knife wrapped in silk. “Sissy makeup tutorials. Crossdressing captions. All those little stories about helpless boys turned into perfect girls.”

I said nothing. I didn’t have to. My cage was already betraying me again, twitching against the lace of my panties.

She moved to my eyes, leaning closer, her breasts brushing against my shoulder. “Close,” she whispered.

I did.

The smell of her perfume, the heat of her body—everything was dizzying. She worked in silence for a while, tracing liner, brushing shadow, her fingers steady and slow. Every now and then, she’d hum under her breath. I couldn’t tell if it was satisfaction… or hunger.

“Almost done,” she said finally. “Just the lips.”

She picked up a deep pink lipstick. “Pucker.”

I obeyed. Again.

She applied it with a delicate hand, pausing only to tilt my chin up or adjust the wig around my face. “Mmm, you have some nice, pouty slut lips.”

She laughed as she stepped back.

I opened my eyes, and froze.

I looked… pretty. Again. Not passably feminine. Not just “dressed up.” But pretty. Soft. Rosy. Erotic.

Like someone I’d want to kiss.

Lisa smiled, pleased. “You look so good that I think you need a new name—Felicity,” she said, her tone rich with possession. “You’re starting to look like the girl I knew you could be.”

“I hardly recognize myself,” I whispered.

“Good,” she said simply. “Because Freddy doesn’t exist anymore.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the excitement blossom in my chastity cage. There was no denying how much my look turned me on, how good it felt to look so pretty, so feminine.

She stepped behind me and reached into the bag again. “Now for the fun part.”

The outfit she pulled out looked like something straight off a boutique mannequin: a tight, high-waisted black miniskirt and a sheer pink blouse with puffed sleeves and a soft bow collar. Feminine. Delicate. Slutty.

“Let’s see how this fits,” she purred, her tone soft yet demanding.

My hands shook as I stood up, my brain racing as I imagined myself wearing the outfit—how it would look on me, how it would feel on me.

The plug shifted with every step, making me clench, making me wince—and Lisa noticed. She always noticed.

“Aww,” she cooed. “Poor baby. Is it hard to walk with your little hole stretched open?”

I didn’t answer. My cheeks were burning too hot.

She dressed me slowly, like she was savoring every second of the process—and driving me absolutely insane in the process.

Her hands were expert, clinical almost, but every brush of her fingers against my skin sent sparks skittering through my body. She slipped the straps of the bra over my shoulders with a deliberate slowness, tugging them into place and adjusting the cups until they framed my chest perfectly. I gasped when she slid in the breast forms—heavy, warm, perfectly shaped—and adjusted them with a gentle squeeze, molding me into the illusion of real curves. The sudden weight on my chest made my breath hitch, my heart race. I could feel the bra tighten with every shaky inhale, the fake breasts moving slightly with each movement, making me feel exposed... and beautiful.

She picked up the mini skirt next—tight, soft, almost indecent—and pulled it up over my hips, smoothing it down until it hugged my ass like a second skin. I could feel the plug inside me with every small shift, every twitch. The skirt was short enough that if I bent over even slightly, there would be no hiding the vulgar shape of the plug's jewel pressing through the fabric.

The blouse came next. She slipped it onto my arms, buttoning it up slowly, one button at a time, her knuckles grazing my skin, her nails teasing my chest. The sheer pink fabric clung to me, thin enough that the dark outline of the bra and the faint swell of my fake breasts were clearly visible beneath it.

Then, the stockings. Thigh-highs—black, silky, with delicate lace at the top. She rolled them slowly up each leg, her fingers smoothing them lovingly into place, taking her time, dragging the sensation out until I was panting. The feeling of the stockings hugging my thighs made me feel smaller somehow, softer. Every inch of me felt reshaped, repurposed, rewritten.

Each piece she added didn’t just dress me—it transformed me. Every brush of her hands, every soft tug, every whispered tease filled my head with dizzying, unfamiliar thoughts. I wasn’t just wearing women’s clothes. I was becoming something else. Something new.

Felicity

By the time she finished, I could barely breathe. My caged cock was throbbing, the plug pulsing gently inside me, my mind spinning with a cocktail of shame, need, and something deeper—something terrifying and thrilling all at once.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

I just knew I wanted more.

And when I caught sight of myself in the mirror again… I gasped.

I looked like I belonged to her.

I looked like I wanted to.

“Spin for me,” Lisa said.

Without thinking, I did. I just obeyed her like it was second nature.

She pulled a small remote from her purse and clicked a button.

The plug inside me buzzed to life. I yelped, nearly stumbling in my heels. My hands flew to the wall, catching myself.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.

Lisa grinned. “Now walk for me.”

“I—I can’t⁠—”

She pressed the button again. A stronger pulse. My knees nearly buckled.

“I said walk, Felicity. Models don’t get to say no.”

I took a step. Then another. The plug pulsed with each movement. My caged cock strained against the lace, desperate, throbbing, leaking. I whimpered, feeling heat rise between my thighs. The friction. The fullness. The humiliation.

And the worst part?

I loved it.


Chapter 4
Begging


Idon’t know how many outfits I modeled for her. It all blurred together—the feel of silky lingerie sliding over my skin, the soft tug of stockings being pulled up my thighs, the steady hum of the plug inside me making every brush of fabric a new kind of torture.

The first outfit was deceptively innocent: a pale pink babydoll dress, sheer enough that the matching lace panties and bra beneath were clearly visible. Lisa made me twirl for her, laughing lightly as the hem lifted to flash my caged cock pressed against the thin fabric.

Then she changed me again.

Next came a tight black pencil skirt that barely covered my ass, paired with a sheer white blouse tucked into the waistband. She buttoned it slowly, letting the edge of my lacy black bra peek through each time I moved. Every step in the short skirt was a reminder of the plug nestled deep inside me—and of how exposed I really was.

The third outfit was crueler still. A schoolgirl fantasy: a plaid mini skirt, white thigh-highs, a too-tight crop top that strained over my fake breasts. Lisa stood back and admired her work, tilting her head thoughtfully as if imagining even sluttier adjustments. My cage throbbed so violently against my panties I could barely walk.

And she wasn’t done.

The fourth change was the worst—or maybe the best—or maybe I didn’t know anymore.

A scarlet-red bodycon dress, thin and tight, fitting over me like a glove. Lisa slid it down over me inch by inch, tugging it into place so it molded to every curve, every fake breast, every humiliating erection trapped beneath lace and latex. She added glossy black heels—five inches high—that made my hips sway with every trembling step.

Each outfit made it worse. Each new layer of lingerie, every sheer blouse, every obscene skirt, made my skin feel hotter, my thighs weaker, my breath shorter. I could feel the wetness between my legs now—shamefully, unmistakably mine.

By the time I stepped out in the final dress, my mind was a haze of silk, lace, and need.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Lisa,” I croaked, gripping the counter for balance. “Please.”

She didn’t even look up from where she sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, remote in hand like a queen holding court. “Please what?”

I swallowed, humiliated already. “I—I can’t take it anymore.”

“Oh? What can’t you take, Felicity?” she replied calmly while a knowing smirk crept onto the corner of her lips.

She clicked the remote again, and the plug buzzed into a higher setting. I cried out, buckling forward, thighs pressed together.

“This,” I gasped. “Please, I need⁠—”

“You need what?” Her tone was light, cruel. “Words, darling. Use your words.”

“I need to… cum,” I moaned, voice breaking. “Please, Lisa. Please. I’m aching. I can’t think. I’m⁠—”

“You’re a mess,” she said, amused. “Just look at you.”

I did. The mirror didn’t lie. My makeup was smudged at the corners, my lips still painted but parted, needy. My hair was slightly tangled from the constant dressing and undressing. My dress clung to me and my cage was visibly twitching through the tight fabric.

I looked like a used-up slut begging for attention.

And I was.

I was in desperate need of attention, of her touch. I needed her to unlock this cage, to let me relieve myself—to help me.

Lisa stood slowly, crossing the room in long, deliberate strides. Her heels clicked. Her hips swayed. Her eyes never left me. She stopped in front of me and placed a finger under my chin, lifting my gaze to hers.

“You’ve done so well today,” she murmured. “So many outfits. So many little moans. And you haven’t touched your little cage once, have you? You haven’t tried to pleasure yourself?”

“No,” I breathed. “I swear I haven’t.”

“Of course not.” She leaned in, lips brushing mine without kissing. “Good girls don’t touch without permission.”

I whimpered. There was something about being called her good girl that was intoxicating. That made me want to do whatever it took to hear her say it again.

“And you’ve been a very good girl today, Felicity.”

A pause. My heart pounded.

“Does that mean…?” I asked, hope sparking in my chest.

Lisa grinned, wicked and slow. “It means I’m considering giving you a reward.”

I nearly sobbed.

She circled me, fingers trailing along my side, over my ass, to the remote. She dialed the plug down to a soft, low pulse—still present, still maddening, but no longer overwhelming.

I moaned in relief.

“But not just yet,” she said, moving back toward the bed.

She sat again, crossed her legs, and hiked her dress up her thighs. No panties. She spread her legs just slightly, just enough.

My mouth went dry.

“I am a generous mistress,” she said, tapping the edge of the bed. “And I think a good girl deserves something sweet after such a long, hard day.”

I stepped forward without thinking. But as I moved to climb onto the bed, she reached out and grabbed the cage through my dress—firm and possessive.

“Oh no, no,” she whispered. “Not like that. You don’t deserve me like that.”

She gave it a squeeze that made me whimper.

“Use your mouth, like a proper little sissy. Show me how much you want it. Show me what that desperate tongue can do.”

I sank to my knees without a second thought.

And as I pushed my face between her thighs, all I could think was:

Thank God she’s not done with me yet.


Chapter 5
Her Reward


Her thighs opened for me like a curtain rising on the most important performance of my life.

I was already on my knees, aching, panting, caged and plugged and so far past the edge of arousal I didn’t even know who I was anymore. Felicity. Freddy. It didn’t matter.

I was hers now.

Lisa lounged back on the bed, dress pulled up around her waist, heels still on, one dangling from her toes as she spread her legs wider. Her pussy glistened in the soft light—pink, flushed, soaked. I could smell her. Warm, sweet, heady. The scent alone made my knees wobble.

“Come here,” she said softly, tapping two fingers against her thigh. “It’s time for your reward.”

I crawled forward, trembling. The plug shifted with every movement, making me gasp. My caged cock twitched, leaking against the damp lace of my panties, so soaked now I could feel wetness dripping slowly down my thighs.

“Start slow,” she commanded. “Use your lips. Like you’re kissing something you don’t deserve—because you don’t.”

“Yes, Lisa,” I whispered.

I kissed the inside of her thigh—low, near her knee.

Another kiss, higher, lingering longer.

Another, just above her inner thigh where her skin turned delicate and hot, where her scent was thickest.

I felt her shift beneath me, a slight roll of her hips, the smallest encouraging sigh.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Such soft kisses. Like you actually mean them.”

“I do,” I breathed.

“Then prove it.”

I kissed her again, this time just beside her folds. Then again, right above her clit. I heard her breath hitch. I lingered, lips pressed just under her opening, my breath warm against her. She didn’t say a word.

I looked up at her. Her eyes were half-lidded, mouth slightly open, chest rising and falling beneath her bra. She didn’t even look at me. She didn’t have to. She was a queen receiving worship—completely at ease.

I kissed her again, directly on her slit.

“Tongue,” she said, not looking down.

I obeyed.

The first lick was slow, worshipful. A long, reverent stroke from the base of her entrance to the tip of her clit, where I circled gently with the tip of my tongue. Her body twitched. She still didn’t look down.

I licked her again. A little deeper. A little wetter.

This time, she let out a soft sound—half sigh, half moan.

“Don’t rush,” she said. “Take your time. Learn my body. That’s what a good girl does.”

I moaned softly and kept going, tongue sliding between her folds, savoring her taste—sweet and tangy, thick and addicting. I let my lips caress her, my tongue explore her. Every little noise she made was a spark in my chest, a pulse in my caged cock, a desperate tremble in my thighs.

She let me work for minutes—long, aching minutes. Each time I found the right spot, she rewarded me with a soft moan, a slight buck of her hips.

Each time I got too eager, too fast, she pulled lightly on my wig, reminding me: slow, obedient, worshipful.

“Right there,” she whispered, as I found her clit again and gently circled it. “Mmm. Stay right there.”

I focused, mouth moving slowly, tongue worshipful. She was so warm. So soft. So fucking wet.

Her fingers tangled in my wig—not to pull, just to hold. To keep me close.

“That’s it, Felicity,” she purred. “You were made for this. Your mouth was made to serve. To pleasure me.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage. I could feel myself leaking steadily now, hot and sticky, soaking through the panties and down my thigh. I didn’t care. I’d forgotten my own body entirely. My world was her.

"Faster," she finally ordered, voice tightening.

I obeyed. I flicked her clit with my tongue, circled it, sucked gently—mixing techniques, desperate to please her, to hear her moan again.

Her thighs clamped tighter around my head.

Her hands tangled in my wig, gripping tightly now.

Her hips started to roll against my mouth, slow and deliberate.

"You’re going to make me cum," she gasped, breathless.

"Felicity—fuck—you’re going to⁠—"

She cut off with a moan as her whole body tensed.

I licked harder, feeling her clit swell against my tongue, feeling her thighs tremble around me.

"Don’t stop," she cried. "Don’t—don’t you fucking dare⁠—"

She exploded against my mouth.

Her body bucked violently, grinding against my face, fucking herself on my tongue with wild, needy thrusts. Her thighs squeezed so hard around my head I could barely breathe. I could feel her wetness flood over my mouth, dripping down my chin, soaking my chest.

She screamed—high, broken, raw—clutching my head like I was the only thing anchoring her to the world. She was everywhere. Her scent, her taste, her voice echoing through the room.

I didn’t stop.

I licked her through it, lapped at her wetness, kissed her spasming clit, until finally—finally—her body collapsed back against the bed, trembling and gasping for air.

She tossed one arm over her face, finally letting go of my hair. Her chest was heaving, her breasts rising and falling majestically.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

I sat back on my heels, dizzy, covered in her, panting like I’d just run a marathon. My cock was still throbbing violently in its cage, every heartbeat a cruel reminder. The plug still pulsed inside me. My panties were soaked and clinging, my lipstick smudged, my wig crooked.

But I had never felt more fulfilled in my life.

Because I had made her cum.

Because I had made Lisa cum.

Because I had made the prom queen cum.

She peeked out from under her arm, smiled, then reached out and brushed a damp strand of hair from my cheek.

“You were incredible,” she whispered.

My chest swelled.

“Such passion. Such desire,” she breathed out, a pleased smile spreading across her face. “And I’m going to harness it all. I’m going to train you and use you. I’m going to make you mine.”

I nodded. I wanted to be hers. I would be hers. “Yes, Lisa.”

She leaned in and kissed my forehead.

I melted.

"You’re going to be so much fun to break," she whispered against my skin.

"And so beautiful when you finally stop pretending you were ever anything else."


Chapter 6
New Rules


Lisa adjusted her dress with casual elegance, like she hadn’t just ridden my mouth until she came. Her lipstick was only slightly smudged, her blonde curls tousled just enough to make her look more dangerous than disheveled. She was perfection in heels—untouched, in control, and entirely unbothered by the mess she'd made of me.

I was still kneeling, breathless, dazed, my face slick with her wetness. My makeup was smeared, my wig a little crooked, and my panties were absolutely soaked from the constant pulsing of the plug inside me and the ache in my locked-up clit. I looked like a slut.

I was one.

And I didn’t want to move.

Lisa walked to her bag and started sorting through the outfits she’d brought. She didn’t say a word at first—just hung a few dresses over the back of a chair and folded others neatly onto my bed.

“I think I’ll leave these with you,” she finally said.

I blinked. “You—what? Really?”

She gave me a quick glance over her shoulder. “The dresses. The skirts. The tops. They’re yours now.”

I sat up straighter, heart fluttering. Still not believing what was happening. “Mine?”

She turned fully and smirked. “They’re your new uniforms, darling.”

My stomach flipped.

“Uniforms?” I echoed, confused but trembling already.

She crossed the room, every click of her heels sinking into me like punctuation. “You’re going to wear one every day. Whenever you’re home. Plug in. Makeup on. Caged and ready.”

I swallowed hard, the thoughts of dressing up every day flooding me with arousal.

“I might show up tomorrow. Or next week. You won’t know. But when I arrive, I expect Felicity to answer the door looking like she belongs to me.”

My thighs clenched involuntarily, my cock pulsing with lust.

“No more lounging around in boxers and t-shirts. No more pretending you’re someone you’re not. That pathetic old boy version of you? Gone. From now on your body remains clean shaven, your cock remains caged and hidden, and your body pretty in lace and satin.”

She stepped closer and brushed her fingers beneath my chin.

“And if I ever show up and find you not dressed? If I walk in and find Freddy instead of Felicity? Let’s just say your punishment won’t be as fun as your rewards.”

I nodded quickly. “Yes, Lisa. I’ll be ready.”

“I know you will,” she said sweetly, tilting my chin higher. “You’re mine now. And I take care of what’s mine.”

She stepped back, then reached into her duffel once more. When she turned, she held something thick, veined, and terrifyingly realistic in her hand.

A dildo.

My breath caught.

Lisa grinned. “Don’t look so surprised. This is part of your training.”

I stared. “Training?”

“You’re my sissy now—my pet,” she said casually. “And that means you need to learn versatility. Presentation. Poise. And most of all? How to unleash your sissy desires.”

I stammered. “Y-you want me to—now?”

She walked toward me with purpose, dildo in hand. “Of course now. You’re already on your knees. And I’m not leaving until I know you can take at least some of this. We have a reputation to uphold—or we will.”

She stopped in front of me and pressed the toy against my lips.

“Open.”

I hesitated.

But Lisa didn’t.

She grabbed my jaw, thumb under my chin, and applied pressure until my mouth opened.

“Be a good girl.”

She slid the tip in, slow and steady, coating it with my spit. It filled my mouth instantly, stretching my lips wide. I gagged softly and she chuckled.

“Too big? Poor baby. But you’ll learn.”

She pushed a little deeper, then pulled back. Then again. Her rhythm was slow, controlled, methodical—more instructional than cruel, but no less humiliating.

“Use your tongue,” she coached. “Roll it. Don’t just let it sit there. You’re not a corpse, you’re a cock sucker. Be lively. Suck.”

I moaned around the toy, obeying, tongue flicking and swirling as best as I could. My jaw was already sore. My throat was tight. My lipstick smeared further with every thrust of plastic over my lips.

“You’re dripping,” she said softly, one hand trailing between my thighs. “I can see the wet spot through your dress. Leaking just from sucking a fake cock? How pathetic.”

I whimpered and sucked harder.

She tapped the back of my head with her fingertips. “Keep going. We’ll stop when I say you’re done.”

Minutes passed. My eyes watered. My thighs trembled from the effort of kneeling and holding the dildo without my hands. My arms shook. But I kept going.

Because she hadn’t told me to stop.

Because I was her good girl.

“Very good,” she finally said, withdrawing the toy. A string of saliva trailed between my lips and the tip.

“You’ll keep this,” she added, wiping it off with a tissue and placing it on my dresser like it belonged there. “Practice with it daily. And I mean daily. Because when I decide it’s time to show you off… you won’t embarrass me.”

I nodded, lips tingling, cheeks flushed. “Yes, Lisa.”

“No. No more calling me Lisa. From now on you call me Mistress,” she said sharply. “And you’ll stay locked. No touching. No cumming. Not even humping your pillow like a desperate little whore. When you feel overwhelmed, when you can’t resist touching yourself—that’s when you will practice your sucking. But you stop when it becomes too much. Is that understood?”

My body shuddered. “Yes.”

Her eyes narrowed, staring daggers into me. “Yes, what?”

“Yes… Mistress,” I stammered, gulping as I trembled with fear.

She walked toward the door, her heels clicking, then turned back for a final look. “Soon, pet. And when I come back... you’d better be ready to beg for me.”

And with that, she left—leaving behind the scent of her climax, a wardrobe full of shame, and a girl on her knees who didn’t know where Freddy ended and Felicity began.


Trained By The Prom Queen
DISCIPLINED SISSY ON DISPLAY



Chapter 1
Rules of Obedience


The click of my heels on the hardwood floor echoed in the stillness, each step a countdown to something I couldn’t name. Fear. Hope. Something tangled between the two.

I checked my reflection one last time. Pink babydoll dress. White thigh-high stockings. Flimsy panties stretched tight over the caged bulge between my thighs. Wig brushed and straightened. Makeup applied carefully by nervous hands.

I tried to smile at myself. It looked ridiculous. I didn’t know who I was anymore. Not Freddy. Not yet fully Felicity. Something in-between, caught and quivering.

But maybe—if I was good—she would finish what she started.

The clock ticked louder than my heartbeat.

I adjusted the hem of my dress again. Fixed the straps on my heels. Smoothed imaginary wrinkles from the soft fabric. My fingers trembled against my thighs.

The low pulse of the plug inside me never stopped, a background hum of arousal that made it impossible to think.

When the knock came, I jumped so hard I nearly toppled in my heels. I rushed to the door. Smoothed my skirt again. Took a breath.

And opened it.

Lisa stood framed in the doorway, a vision of control and seduction: leather jacket, tight dark jeans, black boots that clicked when she stepped inside without a word. Her hair fell wild around her shoulders, framing a smile that promised nothing but trouble.

I closed the door behind her, swallowing hard.

She just looked at me. Her eyes moved from my heels to my hands, to the slight twitch of my caged cock visible through the flimsy pink fabric of my panties beneath the dress.

Silence stretched unbearably between us.

I shifted from foot to foot, flushing, clutching the hem of my dress. Trying not to fidget. Failing.

Her lips curled into a smirk. "Spin," she said simply.

I turned in place, unsteady in the heels, heart hammering.

Lisa circled me slowly, her boots clicking against the floor, taking her time, inspecting every inch of me.

"Sloppy," she said at last, sighing dramatically. "Panties twisted. Stockings sliding down. Wig a little crooked."

She plucked at the lace hem of my stocking with two fingers, letting it snap back against my skin with a sharp little sting.

"And your lipstick..." she murmured, tilting my chin up with her fingertip.

She smudged the edge with her thumb and held it up for me to see.

"Messy," she said. "Unacceptable."

I whimpered, unable to meet her gaze.

Lisa dropped her hand and stepped back, her smile gone.

"You want to be seen, don't you?" she asked, voice low and sharp. "You want to be my beautiful little pet?"

"Yes, Lisa," I whispered.

“Excuse me?” she snapped.

Fear surged through me as I realized my mistake. It had been a week since I had last seen her and already I was slipping, my nerves amplified at the return of the prom queen from our high school days.

“Yes, Mistress!” I corrected myself.

She glared at me as she pulled a small remote from the pocket of her jacket—the one tied to the plug inside me—and tapped it against her palm thoughtfully.

“You clearly need training," she said. "Real training. Not just dressing up and twirling in front of a mirror like a dumb little doll."

I shook under the weight of her voice.

"You need to be shaped," she said. "Molded. Conditioned. Until obedience is the only thing you know. Until you’re truly my pet.”

She smiled then—slow and wicked—and clicked the remote.

The plug inside me surged violently. I gasped, stumbling forward, grabbing the kitchen counter for balance as my legs nearly buckled.

Lisa stalked toward me in three slow steps.

"Strip," she commanded.

I hesitated, heart pounding, fingers frozen.

Click. Another buzz. Stronger.

I gasped again and obeyed, hands flying to the buttons of the babydoll dress, fumbling them open with clumsy desperation. The dress slid down my body, pooling around my ankles.

Lisa watched without a word as I kicked it aside and clumsily bent to unstrap my heels, nearly falling in the process. I could feel the plug shift inside me with every movement, making it harder to think, harder to breathe.

When I finally straightened, naked except for my wig, my cage, and the buzzing plug, I stood shaking before her.

Lisa circled again, even slower this time. She trailed her fingertips lightly over my exposed skin—up my arm, across my ribs, over the locked pink cage between my legs.

"You’re leaking already," she noted, amused. She wiped a fingertip through the dampness staining my inner thigh and held it up for me to see. "Pathetic."

I bit my lip hard to keep from crying.

"Kneel," she ordered.

I dropped immediately, sinking onto the cold hardwood floor, thighs spread, hands resting flat on my thighs, head bowed.

"Good," Lisa said, circling me like a predator sizing up prey. "But not perfect."

She pushed my knees wider with the toe of her boot until I was fully exposed. The cage throbbed helplessly between my legs. The plug buzzed against my prostate, keeping my head foggy and my body desperate.

"You’re going to kneel like this every time,” she said. "You’ll wait for me. Plugged. Pretty. Silent."

She stopped in front of me, her boots so close I could smell the faint leather polish.

"If your makeup is perfect," she said, "you'll get to kiss my feet in gratitude. If it's not..." She trailed the remote across my cheek teasingly. "Well. You haven’t quite learned just know how cruel I can be."

I whimpered, thighs shaking with the effort of staying posed, every muscle screaming for release.

Lisa tilted my chin up again with her boot.

"Are you ready to be trained, pet?"

"Yes, Mistress,” I breathed. "Please. Please train me. Please make me yours."

Her smile softened slightly—warm and devastating.

"I already own you," she said. "But now? I'm going to perfect you."

She clicked the remote once more, the plug buzzed higher.

I gasped and collapsed forward, catching myself just before I fell face-first onto her boots.

Lisa laughed—soft and delighted—and placed her foot gently against my shoulder, holding me there.

"Lesson one, pet," she murmured. "Stay ready. Stay desperate. Stay mine."

And the training began.


Chapter 2
Drills


Istayed frozen on my knees long after Lisa pulled her foot away from my shoulder. The plug hummed steadily inside me, a constant reminder of how much of me already belonged to her—and how much more she intended to claim.

The silence stretched thick between us. I didn't dare move until Lisa clapped her hands once.

"Up," she said sharply.

I scrambled to my feet, my legs aching from kneeling, wobbling in my heels.

Lisa watched me stand, arms folded across her chest, her mouth curled into a faint smile.

“You’re so sloppy,” she chided, stepping closer. “We need to properly train you to conduct yourself as a proper sissy.”

Her hands moved over me without hesitation, adjusting the wig slightly and correcting my posture. The casual, proprietary way she touched me made my heart pound harder than any rough grab would have.

"Straighten your back," she said, tapping between my shoulder blades.

"Arch your spine. Good. Now chin up. Lower your arms slightly. Relax your fingers—you're not a mannequin, pet. You're a plaything."

I obeyed, trying to absorb all her corrections at once. My muscles ached. My mind buzzed. The plug pulsed in my ass, making it almost impossible to focus.

Lisa circled me like a predator considering her next meal.

"Walk for me," she commanded.

I took a few tentative steps, hips swaying naturally from the heels, but awkwardly stiff.

Click.

The plug buzzed sharply and I stumbled forward with a strangled gasp.

"Try again," Lisa said coolly. "Graceful. Proud. Like you belong at my heel."

I walked again, slower, trying to swing my hips properly. Every movement made the plug shift, every step making my cock throb harder against my chastity cage.

"Better," Lisa murmured, following me closely. "You might even turn some heads if you weren't leaking like a desperate little slut."

I whimpered but didn't stop. I couldn't.

We repeated the drill again.

And again.

And again.

Lisa clicking the plug higher if I faltered, lowering it slightly when I improved. By the time she finally gestured for me to stop, my legs shook visibly, and my cheeks burned with humiliation.

She stepped closer and whispered in my ear: "Dripping. Panting. Helpless. Perfect."

I moaned softly, the praise making my locked cock strain uselessly inside the cage.

"Good girls earn privileges," Lisa said. "Now let's see if you're useful yet."

She pointed to the kitchen.

"Serve me tea."

I scrambled to obey, my heels clicking frantically on the floor as I fumbled to fill the kettle, fetch a cup and saucer.

Lisa made no move to help. She just sat back lazily on the couch, one booted foot tapping idly against the hardwood as she watched me.

I poured too much water. Spilled a few drops. Bit my lip hard to keep from crying as I set the cup carefully on the saucer and turned to present it.

"Kneel first," Lisa said casually, just as I was about to step toward her.

I dropped clumsily to my knees, thighs spread, cup shaking in my hands as I offered it up.

Lisa took it delicately from me, sipped, and gave a small, exaggerated sigh.

"Passable," she said. "Not pretty, but passable."

I sagged in relief until she clapped her hands again sharply.

"Wine," she said, waving her free hand lazily toward the kitchen. "Fetch me a glass."

I scrambled to obey again, fetching a wine glass, fumbling with the bottle opener under her amused gaze.

"You're not to carry anything with both hands unless it's too heavy," she called lazily from the couch.

"One hand for objects. One hand ready to crawl. Understand, pet?"

"Yes, Mistress,” I gasped.

I brought the wine glass back, holding it delicately in one hand, cheeks burning as Lisa tapped her fingers rhythmically against the couch in time with my humiliating, swaying steps.

When I knelt again to present it, she reached down and casually ran her nails along the edge of my jaw.

"You want so badly to be good," she said, almost tenderly. "It's adorable."

Tears welled in my eyes—not from pain, but from the desperate hunger to please her, to hear her call me good girl again.

She took the wine glass and set it down beside her, then reached into her bag.

I watched, heart hammering, as she pulled out a thick, glossy pink dildo — thicker and longer than the one she had teased me with before.

My mouth went dry.

Lisa twirled the toy between her fingers thoughtfully.

"You've worked hard, pet," she said, her smile turning wicked. "And now it's time to earn your first real reward."

She dropped the dildo into my hands. "Present it properly."

I held it up with both hands, palms open, arms extended like I was offering up the crown jewels.

Lisa chuckled and took it back, setting it carefully in her lap.

Then she snapped her fingers.

"Open wide, Felicity," she said sweetly.

"Lesson two: good girls don't gag."


Chapter 3
Sissy Training


Iknelt trembling on the cold hardwood floor, completely naked except for the wig brushing my shoulders, the plug pulsing steadily inside me, and the pink cage locked around my leaking, useless cock.

The dildo lay on Lisa’s lap—a thick, glossy pink thing, heavy and obscene. She picked it up lazily between two fingers, turning it slowly in her hand as she watched me shake.

"Look at you," Lisa said, her voice thick with amusement. "Kneeling. Leaking. Shaking. All because you want to suck cock so badly."

I whimpered, cheeks burning hot, thighs clenching uselessly around the maddening buzz inside me.

Lisa rose from the couch, heels clicking against the floor, and sauntered around me.

She stopped and turned towards me, slipping the dildo between her thighs, holding it there with one hand, positioning it high between her hips so it jutted out obscenely from her crotch.

"Let's pretend, pet," she said sweetly. "Let’s pretend this is mine."

I shivered violently, the idea making the cage pulse harder against my dripping thighs.

Lisa leaned down, brushing the tip of the dildo across my lips, smearing my lipstick as it moved.

"Open," she ordered.

I obeyed instantly, mouth falling open, tongue flickering out eagerly.

Lisa pressed the dildo against my tongue but didn’t push—she just held it there, letting me feel the heavy, intrusive weight of it.

"Take it," she whispered. "Show me how badly you want to worship me."

I closed my lips around the tip, cheeks hollowing, tongue curling instinctively along the underside. The taste was artificial, rubbery—but it didn’t matter.

It was her command.

Her cock.

Her gift.

Lisa let out a pleased little hum and casually clicked the remote. The plug buzzed harder inside me, sending a violent jolt through my core.

I gasped around the dildo, body arching slightly against the vibration, heels slipping on the floor.

"Slower," Lisa said sharply, her voice like a leash tightening around my throat. "You're not a desperate whore... yet. You're a good girl earning your place."

I forced myself to slow down, sliding my tongue reverently around the thick shaft, savoring it like it was Lisa’s own body.

She shifted slightly, squeezing her thighs together around the dildo, pressing it against my lips more firmly, making me work harder for every inch I took into my mouth.

Lisa watched me from above, her smile lazy, her eyes glittering. "Look at you," she purred. "Naked. Plugged. Leaking. Worshipping me like the filthy little pet you are."

She rocked her hips slightly, pushing the dildo deeper.

I gagged softly, tears welling in my eyes, but I adjusted, desperate not to disappoint her again.

Lisa clicked the remote again. The plug buzzed even harder.

My thighs trembled. The cage pulsed helplessly. Drool slipped from the corners of my mouth, dripping onto the tops of my bare thighs.

"You’ll get used to it," Lisa said, stroking my hair fondly. "You’ll crave it. You’ll dream about it—if you’re not already.”

I moaned around the dildo, hips grinding helplessly against the empty air, desperate for any friction, any relief.

Lisa smiled wider and started fucking my face gently with her hips, letting the dildo slide deeper and deeper into my stretched mouth.

“Remember, good girls don't gag," she murmured. "Good girls serve."

I moaned brokenly, swallowing around the shaft, my whole body shivering under the constant pulsing buzz and the thick stretch of the dildo in my mouth.

My cage leaked continuously now, dripping messily down my thighs and onto the floor between my knees.

Lisa pushed the dildo deeper until my nose brushed the warmth of her inner thigh. "That’s it," she whispered. "Breathe me in. Learn your place."

She held it there for a long, agonizing moment, her hands resting lightly on the sides of my head.

I struggled, sobbed, adjusted—and finally relaxed, opening my throat for her.

Lisa laughed softly, a sound full of wicked pride. She pulled the dildo out slowly, strings of drool connecting it to my lips.

"Beg," she said simply.

"Please, Mistress,” I gasped, voice wrecked. "Please let me suck it again. Please—I need to."

She smirked, wiped the tip against my flushed cheek, and pushed it back between my lips—deeper, harder this time.

I gagged again but forced myself to submit, my whole body aching to please her.

Lisa clicked the plug to the highest setting. “No gagging,” she growled.

I screamed silently around the dildo, body convulsing in pleasure and helpless need.

"You're mine," she whispered, fucking my face slowly and cruelly. "My sissy. My pet. My pretty little plaything.”

I sobbed, tears and drool pouring down my face, hips jerking helplessly.

Finally—mercifully—Lisa pulled the dildo free again.

I collapsed forward onto my palms, panting like a dog at her feet. Exhausted, but still desperate for more.

Lisa crouched down, stroked my hair, and kissed my forehead.

"You're almost ready," she whispered. "Almost perfect."

I whimpered, pressing my face against her thigh, desperate for any touch, any scrap of affection.

Lisa cradled my head gently in her hands and whispered, "And soon... soon, the whole world will see what a good little pet you've become. After you’ve proven yourself today.”


Chapter 4
Pet on Display


Lisa's fingers worked with deliberate care, dressing me like her personal doll. She made me try on three different outfits before she even decided.

First, a tight floral sundress that clung to every curve. Then a pair of absurdly tiny denim shorts and a sheer pink top that left nothing to the imagination.

I stood there trembling in front of her and she just tilted her head, considering me like a prize she was preparing to parade through town.

Finally, she chose. A tiny, black pleated skirt that barely brushed the tops of my thighs—and when I moved even slightly, it fluttered scandalously high, exposing glimpses of the garters holding up my black thigh-high stockings.

With only a tiny black underneath, I felt so exposed. My cheeks felt every breeze as I moved and my cage battled against the little slip of fabric holding it back.

On top, a long sleeved white blouse just tight enough to show off my breasts, with a black bra beneath that was clearly visible through the satin fabric.

Lisa dressed me like I was her favorite toy to be shown off—cheap, slutty, and completely hers. She stepped back, arms crossed, surveying her work with a slow, wicked smile.

"You look edible," she murmured, smoothing her palms over my trembling hips. "Sweet enough to make anyone stare—and dirty enough to make them wonder what's hiding under that pretty little skirt."

I whimpered, heart hammering, already soaked between my legs.

She slipped the remote into her pocket, adjusted my wig one last time, and kissed the tip of my nose.

"Smile for me, pet," she whispered. "You're about to become everyone's favorite little treat."

The first step outside was like being shoved naked into the cold. The cold air kissed my exposed thighs, the short skirt offering no protection, the delicate garters brushing against my bare, shivering skin. Every step made the plug shift inside me, sending tiny shocks of pleasure and humiliation through my shaky legs.

I could feel the weight of every glance. Real or imagined—it didn't matter. In my mind, everyone knew what I was.

They knew I was a sissy. They knew I was locked, plugged, owned and desperate under this obscene little outfit.

I walked beside Lisa, her heels clicking against the sidewalk, her leather jacket slung casually over her shoulders. It was my place and I knew I needed to keep pace with her, to be next to her at all moments unless otherwise told.

We stopped first at a coffee shop. The line was long, packed with chatty college students and couples on lazy dates. Lisa ordered a complicated drink, handed me her purse, and leaned back against the counter with a lazy smile.

I stood quivering beside her, balancing her purse carefully on one arm, feeling the skirt creep higher every time I shifted. I felt hot with attention, eyes everywhere staring at me as we waited for her drink.

I had to hold back moans as Lisa played with the remote, teasing me and making me squirm in front of all of these people. A strong pulse nearly made me drop her purse.

Lisa reached over and casually tucked a stray hair behind my ear. "Careful, pet," she whispered. "You wouldn’t want to spill anything all over your pretty outfit."

I nodded frantically, blinking back tears, my cage pulsing helplessly against my thong.

When the barista called her name, Lisa made me carry her drink—forcing me to sway carefully in my heels, balancing the cup in nervous hands as I navigated through the crowd.

"Smile," she whispered as we walked past a table full of young men who turned to watch us pass. "Smile like you love being stared at."

I tried. I smiled weakly, cheeks flush, feeling their eyes on my legs, my ass, my trembling thighs.

I stumbled, barely catching myself as we left the coffee shop, my face burning with shame and something darker—something sweeter. Being in public as Felicity for the first time was invigorating and humiliating all at once, but mostly it was arousing.

And it was far from over.

The mall was worse. The bright lights, the crowds, the noise, and the laughter. All around us people were going on with their day normally, but I wasn’t. I was in the midst of something else—I was auditioning for Lisa, I was debuting my obedience as her pet to everyone.

Lisa steered me through it effortlessly, her hand occasionally brushing the small of my back, reminding me of her control, her ownership.

Every time we passed a store window, I caught glimpses of myself. I looked like a slut. A cheap, desperate little bimbo, barely dressed, blushing and trembling at her mistress’s side.

I hated it.

I loved it.

I needed it.

Lisa led me into a bookstore next, a little side excursion. She wandered the aisles, occasionally picking up a novel or a magazine, tapping the spine against her chin thoughtfully. She took her time, feeling no need to rush or to spare me from the crowds.

I struggled to follow her properly, legs wobbling, skirt riding dangerously high every time I turned a corner.

As we wandered through the romance section, my heels clicking unsteadily on the polished floor, Lisa trailed her fingers casually across the spines of the books.

I struggled to keep pace behind her, clutching her purse with sweaty hands, every nerve in my body alive with humiliation and desperate, buzzing need.

She paused in front of a rack marked “Steamy Reads” and plucked a book off the shelf. I caught a glimpse of the title and nearly choked.

Feminized By My Best Friend, by Tiffany Chastain.

The cover was shameless—a pretty sissy laying in bed, her back arching as she gripped her garter belts, clearly filled with passion and desire beneath her black lace lingerie.

Lisa flipped it open with one hand, idly thumbing through the pages, an amused smile curving her lips. "Hmm," she murmured thoughtfully. "This looks... educational."

I swallowed hard, my face burning hotter by the second.

Lisa glanced over at me, eyes sparkling with wicked glee. "I bet you’ve already read this, haven’t you, pet?" she teased. "Curled up in your bed late at night, cage throbbing, dreaming about being someone's pretty little toy?"

I whimpered, thighs clenching helplessly.

She chuckled and snapped the book shut, tapping the spine lightly against my nose.

"Don’t worry," she said sweetly. "You're living it now."

She set the book back on the shelf with exaggerated care and turned on her heel, her skirt swishing around her thighs.

"Come along, pet," she called over her shoulder. "We’ve got more shopping to do."

And trembling, humiliated, aching with a shameful kind of pride, I followed.

She steered me toward the escalator and into the lingerie store. The thick scent of perfume and silk hit me instantly, making my head spin.

Lisa plucked a sheer pink teddy from a rack and turned to me with a thoughtful expression. "You’d look adorable in this," she said loudly enough that the salesgirl at the counter glanced over and smirked.

My cheeks burned hotter than ever, my mind flooding with pictures of myself wearing it.

Lisa picked up a pair of crotchless panties and tucked them under her arm. "Come, pet," she said, leading me deeper into the store.

I followed obediently, the short skirt fluttering dangerously high, the plug pulsing relentlessly inside me.

Lisa stopped in front of a mirror and turned to face me.

"Hold these," she said, handing me the teddy and panties.

I clutched them awkwardly against my chest, anxiously.

Lisa leaned closer, trailing her fingers lightly down my exposed thigh, just below the hem of my skirt.

I shivered violently.

The plug buzzed hard.

I gasped—too loud—drawing a sharp glance from a woman browsing bras nearby.

And then⁠—

I moaned.

Soft, desperate, broken.

Heads turned.

My whole body flushed, trembling, dripping with shame.

Lisa clicked the plug off instantly, her expression calm and unconcerned. She smiled innocently, as if nothing was wrong. As if I wasn’t about to collapse from sheer, unbearable need. Then she leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Bad pet," she murmured sweetly. "You’re going to have to be punished for that.”


Chapter 5
Public Punishment


Iknew I had disappointed her. The moment the noise slipped past my lips—the desperate, broken moan that had turned heads—I knew.

Lisa didn’t scold me. She didn’t need to. But I knew I would pay for my slip either way.

Her fingers wrapped lightly around my wrist, steering me toward the center of the shop, toward a large round display piled high with silk panties, bras, and lace garters arranged like candy.

My heart pounded harder with every step, the unknown of what was about to happen eating at me. I tried to mouth a silent apology. I tried to slow down. But Lisa kept walking, dragging me forward effortlessly, unbothered by my obvious panic.

When we reached the display, she paused, surveying it thoughtfully like she was choosing where best to wreck me.

Then—casually, calmly—she bent me over.

She pressed one hand between my shoulder blades and forced me down until my chest flattened against the silky lingerie. My short skirt flipped up, baring my bare thighs, my cage, my soaked, shameful lace.

The exposure hit me like a slap. I could feel the air against my bare skin. Could feel the eyes from every corner of the store turning, watching, whispering.

My face burned hotter than it ever had before. Tears prickled at my eyes already—and Lisa hadn’t even touched me yet.

She leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. "Naughty pets," she whispered, her voice as sweet as syrup, "must be corrected in public."

Then she straightened—and the first slap landed. A sharp, cracking sound that echoed through the store like a gunshot. The sting bloomed instantly across my right cheek, sharp and shameful.

I gasped, jerking forward, only to be pushed back down firmly by Lisa's steady hand.

Another slap. Harder.

On the left cheek this time.

The fire built, a deep, pulsing heat that mixed impossibly with the buzzing plug and the aching cage pressed against the edge of the display.

I whimpered, pressing my thighs together in helpless instinct.

Lisa laughed softly under her breath. "Spread your legs, pet," she ordered loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. "Let everyone see what a messy little thing you are."

Shaking with humiliation, I obeyed. I spread my thighs wider, exposing the twitching cage, the glistening plug buried between my cheeks.

There were people watching now. I could feel it. The salesgirl stood frozen behind the counter, one hand half-raised to her mouth. A couple browsing lingerie nearby whispered behind their hands, eyes wide.

Lisa brought her hand down again—smack, smack, smack—slow and deliberate.

Each strike made me moan softly, shamefully, hips grinding helplessly against the display.

Lisa leaned over me again, her voice low and wicked. "Look at you," she murmured. "Leaking all over these pretty panties like a filthy little pet in heat."

She punctuated the words with another sharp smack that made my knees buckle.

I gasped, tears slipping free now, dripping onto the silky fabric beneath me.

"You want them to see you like this, don't you?" Lisa asked, louder now, drawing even more attention. "Bent over. Plugged. Locked up like a dirty little toy. You love it.”

"Yes, Mistress,” I sobbed.

Another sharp slap, even harder. My whole body jolted.

My heels slipped on the polished floor, only saved by Lisa’s steady hand pressing me down.

"Say what you are,” she ordered. “Tell everyone.”

"I'm your sissy pet," I gasped. "I'm yours, Mistress. Please—please punish me. Please train me."

The words tasted like fire and honey on my tongue.

More customers were noticing now. A woman with a shopping bag paused mid-step to stare openly. A man outside the window stopped and tilted his head, curiosity etched across his face.

And still Lisa kept spanking me. Hard, rhythmic strikes, each one sending a shockwave through my quivering body.

My cage throbbed painfully. The plug pulsed against my prostate. My cheeks burned from her repeated strikes.

Lisa's hand smoothed over it, soothing the burn for a moment before delivering another sharp slap that made me yelp.

"Good girls," she said sweetly, "know that discipline is love."

Another slap—another broken yelp from me.

"Good girls," she continued, "learn to smile while they’re being punished."

She clicked the remote, sending a savage buzz through the plug.

I cried out, my whole body buckling against the display, hips grinding helplessly as I fought not to collapse completely.

"Smile, pet," she whispered.

I forced my lips into a smile.

Lisa leaned down and kissed my forehead, slow and possessive.

"There’s my good girl," she murmured.

She smoothed my skirt back down, covering my shame just enough to be obscene, then pulled me upright.

I stood shaking, makeup ruined, cheeks aching—and more aroused than I ever thought possible.

“Lesson three, sissies are to be seen, not heard,” she told me casually. “I hope you will remember that.”

Lisa laced her fingers through mine and turned me toward the counter. She held my hand up proudly, forcing me to step forward, forcing me to face the salesgirl who was now staring at us wide-eyed.

Lisa smiled sweetly and handed the panties and teddy over for purchase.

As the salesgirl rang them up with apprehensive hands, Lisa leaned close to me again and whispered, "Thank me."

My heart nearly stopped. In a broken, breathless voice, I obeyed. "Thank you for punishing me, Mistress," I whispered, loud enough that the salesgirl couldn’t pretend not to hear.

The girl’s face turned scarlet.

Lisa just laughed.

When we finally walked out of the store, the cold air hit my burning cheeks like ice water.

Lisa squeezed my hand. "You did so well, pet," she said. "You’re becoming exactly what I always knew you could be."

And as I stumbled along beside her, trembling and aching for more,

I realized something terrifying and beautiful:

I wanted to be punished.

I needed it.

I craved her approval more than my own pride.

And I would do everything I could to be good for her.


Chapter 6
Ready


Lisa didn’t let me catch my breath. The moment we stepped out of the lingerie store, she pulled me close by the hand, her heels clicking against the polished tile floor as she steered me deeper into the mall.

My heart still pounded from the punishment. My skin still burned from her handprints. And my caged cock—still aching, still hopeless—throbbed with every swaying step I took in my heels.

The plug inside me buzzed low and steady again, a constant, maddening reminder of my place.

I was her pet.

Her sissy.

Her good girl.

And I would do anything to prove it.

We stopped at the edge of the food court. It was packed—buzzing with conversation and the clatter of trays and chairs. Not to mention a thousand eyes that could turn toward me at any moment.

I clung to Lisa’s hand like a lifeline.

She smiled down at me sweetly, wickedly. "You were naughty today, pet," she said. "But you took your punishment like a good little sissy."

I blushed, nodding, breathless. While I was glad for her praise, I had a feeling something else was to come.

"And now," she said, brushing her fingers lightly along my skirt, "you get a chance to earn my forgiveness."

I swallowed hard.

"Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

She leaned closer, lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Walk to the fountain," she murmured. "The one in the center."

I glanced across the food court. The fountain was surrounded by tables and chairs, crowded with people sipping sodas and eating greasy mall food.

Lisa’s fingers traced lower, ghosting over the curve of my still sore ass under my skirt.

"When you get there," she said, "drop something. Bend over to pick it up. Let everyone see what a good little slut you are."

I whimpered, thighs trembling.

"Understand?" she asked sweetly.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

She pressed the remote into my hand. "And while you’re at it," she added with a smirk, "click this once while you’re bending over."

My stomach flipped. My whole body shook. But I nodded.

Lisa kissed my cheek. "Good girl. Now go."

I turned on shaky legs and walked across the food court, my heels clicking, my skirt fluttering dangerously high with every step.

I could feel the eyes already. Men. Women. Everyone.

I imagined every one of them seeing the truth—seeing the plug hidden between my thighs, the pathetic little cage twitching helplessly beneath my skirt. Every step made the plug throb harder. Every breath made the humiliation sweeter.

I reached the fountain. My hand shook as I fumbled the remote into my bag and "accidentally" dropped it. The tiny black device clattered across the floor, drawing a few glances.

I bent over carefully, deliberately.

The skirt rode up instantly, exposing the lace tops of my stockings—and more.

I clicked the remote.

The plug buzzed hard.

I gasped—choked on the noise—and barely bit back a moan.

My thighs buckled slightly.

I had to brace one hand against the fountain to keep from collapsing. When I straightened up, my face was burning, my thong barely containing my throbbing cage, my whole body shook with shame and unbearable arousal.

I caught a glimpse of a young guy watching from a nearby table, his eyes glued to me with open curiosity. I turned away quickly, heels wobbling, and hurried back to Lisa, who waited patiently at the edge of the food court.

She said nothing. Just smiled.

And when I reached her, she cupped my flushed, blushing face in both hands and kissed my forehead like she was proud of me.

"Perfect," she murmured. "My sweet, obedient pet."

I nearly sobbed with joy.

She guided me gently toward the parking garage, keeping me close to her side. Once we were out of the crowd, she slowed her steps, pulling me in tighter, tucking me against her side.

"You’ve done so well today, Felicity," she said softly.

I bit my lip, fighting back a moan as I blinked back tears.

She stroked my hair, her voice low and pleased. "You’re becoming exactly what I always dreamed you could be."

I leaned into her touch, desperate for her approval, desperate to be molded further, to be perfected for her. “Thank you for helping me, Mistress.”

Lisa kissed my forehead again and smiled.

“It’s my pleasure, pet,” she added lightly. “I’ve finished your training just in time.”

I blinked up at her, confused. "In time for what, Mistress?”

She grinned wickedly, squeezing my hand. "For next weekend, silly."

I frowned, still breathless from the ordeal and struggling to catch up. I could feel my heart beating faster as I tried to recall some plan she might have told me. “W-what’s next weekend?" I finally asked.

Lisa laughed—a warm, cruel sound that made my stomach flip in dread and excitement all at once.

"Why, it’s our ten-year high school reunion, of course,” she said sweetly. "Did you forget?"

My heart stopped. She couldn’t possibly mean for me to go… like this?

Lisa leaned down, her voice a silken promise against my ear.

"And I think it's time the whole world saw what my pretty little pet has become."

She did expect me to go.

And I would.

I would do anything she asked of me.

Even this.


Exposed By The Prom Queen
SISSY AT THE SCHOOL REUNION



Chapter 1
Dressed for My Destiny


Istood trembling in front of the full-length mirror, staring at the reflection that barely looked human anymore.

She—I—was a fantasy made real: soft pink lace clinging to every curve, the tight thong of the teddy teasing between my cheeks with every nervous shift of my hips. Over it, Lisa had zipped me into a blush-pink cocktail dress, the sequins catching the low bedroom light with every movement. The dress was short. Obscenely short. Every step threatened to flash the lace underneath. Every sway reminded me there was no room for modesty left.

Just the delicate press of the teddy against the aching, caged thing between my legs.

Lisa circled me slowly, her heels clicking a steady rhythm against the hardwood floor. She was a goddess in black: a sleek, dangerous silhouette poured into a dress that clung to her every curve. Her legs seemed to stretch forever in stilettos sharp enough to slice through glass, and her lips—painted a bold, merciless red—curled into a smile that promised I wasn’t going anywhere she didn't want me to.

"Turn around for me, pet," she purred, the command so casual, so assured, it left no room for argument.

I obeyed instantly, pivoting awkwardly on the too-tall heels. The tight hem of the dress brushed my thighs with every step, teasing the exposed skin left bare by the teddy’s daring cut. I could feel the cool air whispering up under the fabric. I could feel the heavy gaze Lisa pinned me with—weightier than any touch—inspecting, savoring, owning.

When I completed the turn, she stepped closer, her perfume wrapping around me—dark, rich, and undeniably hers. She reached out, tugging the hem of my dress higher with a single finger until she could catch a glimpse of the delicate lace straining to hide my shame.

"That dress looks gorgeous on you," she murmured approvingly. Her fingertip traced the inside of my thigh, a light, teasing touch that left my knees trembling. "I knew it would. It’s perfect for tonight."

I bit down hard on my bottom lip, trying to hold in the whimper that threatened to spill out.

Lisa moved even closer, until the curve of her body almost touched mine, until the air between us seemed to sizzle. Her fingers caught my chin, lifting my gaze to meet hers in the mirror. My reflection looked impossibly small next to hers. Wide-eyed. Vulnerable. Helpless.

"You look perfect," she said, her voice softer now, but no less commanding. "Exactly how you were always meant to be."

I nodded, a shaky, desperate motion that only made her smile wider.

She leaned down, her breath warm against my ear, sending a shiver racing down my spine.

"Behave tonight," she whispered, "and I'll give you a reward you'll never forget. Maybe..." She let the word hang, let it soak into my bones. "Maybe even let you cum."

The cage throbbed violently at the promise. I squeezed my thighs together without thinking, but there was no relief. Only the steady, maddening ache of denial—and the growing, inescapable need to please her.

"I expect unwavering obedience," she continued, her tone sharpening ever so slightly. "Smile when I tell you. Stand tall when I command it. No hesitation. No whining. No second chances."

"Yes, Mistress,” I breathed, the words tumbling from my lips like a prayer.

Her fingers released my chin slowly, her touch lingering a moment longer than necessary. She circled me again, inspecting every detail: the shimmer of the dress, the soft curls of my chestnut-brown wig, the delicate gloss of my lips. Every inch of me had been crafted to her specifications, and under her gaze, I felt less like a person and more like a possession. A prize. A thing to be shown off.

"You’re going to make them drool," Lisa said, smoothing a wrinkle from the fabric at my hip. "They’ll never guess what’s hiding between those pretty legs."

I whimpered, the sound embarrassingly loud in the stillness of the room, but Lisa only chuckled—a rich, indulgent sound that made my stomach knot tighter.

Her hand drifted to the necklace she had fastened around my throat—a delicate silver chain that to any outsider would look like a simple, elegant touch. But we both knew what it really was.

A leash. Invisible. Unbreakable.

Lisa's fingers brushed the chain lightly, her touch so intimate, so final, it made my knees weak.

"You’re mine tonight, pet,” she murmured, almost to herself. "Every breath. Every step. Every smile."

“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed.

She moved to the dresser, plucking up a sleek black purse and slipping it over her shoulder. She clutched it as if it held some precious treasure—I had a feeling that it did.

My gift.

If I was good.

Lisa turned back to me, tilting her head, surveying me one last time like an artist admiring her finished masterpiece.

"Let’s go," she said, her voice bright with wicked promise. "We’ve got a reunion to crash."

My legs wobbled as I followed her, the heels clicking uncertainly against the floor. Every step was a reminder of what I was. Of who I belonged to.

Of what I was about to risk.

Of what I was about to earn.

And somewhere, deep in the pit of my stomach, a strange, terrible thrill bloomed.

Tonight, there would be no turning back.


Chapter 2
Arrival


The moment the car rolled to a stop in the old school parking lot, my stomach twisted into tight, sickening knots. The gymnasium loomed ahead of us, floodlights casting long shadows across the peeling walls and sagging bleachers. I could hear the thump of bass even from here, could see the doors flung wide open, spilling golden light and the buzz of too-loud laughter into the warm night air.

It looked exactly the same. It smelled exactly the same. And somehow, that made it worse.

I sat frozen in my seat, hands clutching the hem of my dress, fingers worrying the sequined fabric into tighter and tighter knots. My heart hammered against my ribs so violently it hurt, and when I glanced over at Lisa, all I saw was calm, predatory amusement. She was already smoothing her sleek black dress into place, her lipstick impossibly perfect, her heels tapping out a slow, deliberate rhythm against the floor of the car.

"Come on, Felicity,” she said, her voice light, almost sweet. "Big night ahead."

I swallowed hard, my throat dry and raw. My hands trembled as I reached for the door handle. The air outside hit me like a slap—warm, heavy, smelling faintly of asphalt and cheap beer. I stumbled out onto the cracked pavement, my heels wobbling beneath me, the short hem of my dress whispering around my thighs with every tiny movement.

Already, I could see them—clusters of old classmates milling around the entrance, laughing too loudly, holding plastic cups of beer. Some of them looked almost the same, just a little thicker around the waist, a little more tired around the eyes.

But I recognized them.

Panic boiled inside me, clawing up my throat, thick and choking. What if people recognized me? What if they saw what I had become?

Lisa appeared at my side, slipping her arm casually through mine. Her grip was firm, unyielding, guiding me forward whether I wanted it or not.

I tried to dig my heels into the pavement, tried to resist, but she just smiled—that slow, wicked smile that made my knees weak—and leaned in close enough for her perfume to wrap around me.

"You’re shaking," she murmured against my ear. "Second thoughts?"

I nodded before I could stop myself, my whole body trembling.

Her laugh was low and delighted. She lifted her purse and shook it in front of me, grinning wickedly as I heard something fumbling around inside.

"You hear that, pet?" she whispered, her voice dripping with promise. "That's your reward. If you're a good girl tonight. You’re so close to getting everything you want.”

My mouth went dry. I nodded again, helplessly this time.

Lisa tucked her purse under her arm and tugged me firmly toward the gym doors. The music grew louder with every step. The bright, ugly lights overhead buzzed and flickered. My heels clicked frantically against the concrete, far too loud in my own ears. I tried to steady my breathing, tried to steel myself, but everything around me seemed too sharp, too real. The voices. The laughter. The thick, sticky air.

By the time we crossed the threshold, I was barely holding it together.

Inside, the gym was decked out in a half-hearted attempt at elegance—white tablecloths over folding tables, fairy lights strung haphazardly from the rafters, a rented speaker system blasting decade-old pop songs into the crowd. It was overcrowded and hot.

I wanted to run. I wanted to cry. I wanted Lisa to turn around and take me home.

But she kept her hand firm on my arm, steering me deeper into the crowd, cutting through the press of bodies with the same lazy confidence she always wore like armor.

And then I saw him. Trevor Martin.

Even after all these years, he was unmistakable—tall, broad, with that same cocky grin plastered across his face. He stood near the makeshift bar with a red solo cup in one hand, laughing too loudly at something someone said. His jeans strained over thick thighs, his letterman jacket slung over one shoulder like he thought he was still seventeen.

I remembered Trevor. I remembered watching him from the bleachers during football games, the star quarterback, the most popular guy in school. The prom king.

I stumbled, faltering in my heels, and Lisa caught me without breaking stride. Her hand slid down my back, steadying me with a touch that was far too possessive to be mistaken for anything but ownership.

Before I could catch my breath, she was steering me straight toward him.

"Trevor," she said brightly, flashing him a devastating smile.

He turned, blinking at her—and then at me. His gaze raked over me from head to toe, lingering a little too long on the bare skin of my thighs, the soft shimmer of the dress, the nervous twitch of my glossed lips.

"Lisa Sanders," he drawled, his grin widening. "Long time no see. And who’s this pretty little thing? I don’t remember her from our class.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I could only stand there, trembling slightly, my heart pounding so hard I thought I might faint.

Lisa squeezed my hand hard enough to make me wince—a warning and a promise all at once.

"This is Felicity," she said smoothly, her voice rich with amusement. "My very special girl."

Trevor chuckled, lifting his beer in a mock toast.

"Well, damn. You always did know how to pick 'em. No wonder I never had a chance with you.”

I flushed hot from head to toe, the cage between my legs pulsing with every beat of my frantic heart.

Lisa’s hand slid lower down my back, just above the curve of my ass, a light, almost lazy caress that promised much, much more. To anyone watching, it would look like nothing more than a playful touch between lovers.

But I knew better. It was a wordless reminder, a claim, and a promise. It was her telling me to be good, to not embarrass her. To do everything that was expected of me.

I didn’t know what she had planned next, but I knew I’d obey. Whatever it was… I’d be ready.


Chapter 3
Truth or Dare


Ithought maybe, just maybe, Lisa would give me a moment to breathe. A drink. A corner to hide in. Anything to catch my breath before the next wave hit. But she had other plans.

Trevor waved us over to a group near the trophy case—a messy circle of old classmates sitting cross-legged on the floor, laughing too loudly, drinking cheap beer like no time had passed at all. I could feel the thick, humid heat of the gym pressing down on me as we approached, could hear the high, nervous laughter rolling off the walls. The smell of spilled booze and sweat and worn linoleum filled my nose. It was too much, too fast, but Lisa’s hand stayed firmly on the small of my back, a constant pressure guiding me toward the eye of the storm.

“Truth or dare? Just like we played in high school,” someone slurred, holding up an empty beer bottle. It spun lazily on the floor, catching the strings of overhead fairy lights and throwing flickering glints across the cracked tiles.

I froze. My heart thudded painfully against my ribs. I didn’t belong here as Freddy or Felicity—these were the popular kids, the ones Lisa and Trevor hung out with, the ones who never had the time of day for me.

Lisa’s hand pressed harder, almost pushing now.

"Go on, Felicity," she murmured against my ear, her voice warm and dangerous. "You want to fit in, didn’t you?"

The group shifted to make room for us. Or rather, for me. No one offered Lisa a seat. They just parted enough for me to stumble into the circle alone, sinking awkwardly onto the floor with my legs tucked carefully to the side, the hem of my glittering dress sliding high on my thighs. Every nerve screamed in protest, but I kept my head down, my hands folded tightly in my lap.

The bottle spun again, and I barely registered the whooping laughter, the jeers as someone else was dared to chug a beer. I barely breathed. The gym lights buzzed overhead. The music thudded faintly through the walls. Everything narrowed to a single, desperate hope: Please don't land on me.

But of course it did.

The bottle spun lazily, slower and slower, and then stopped—pointing straight at me.

A cheer erupted from the circle as Trevor leaned forward, his grin wide and feral, and raised his beer in salute. "New girl!" he crowed. "Truth or dare?"

I froze. For a heartbeat, two, I couldn’t even speak.

Lisa's heel tapped sharply against the floor behind me—not loud, but somehow it cracked across my skin like a whip. A silent command.

"Truth," I whispered, my voice barely carrying over the noise.

There were a few playful groans of disappointment, but Trevor just leaned in closer, elbow resting casually on his knee, looking at me like a dog eying a treat.

"Alright, Felicity," he said, drawing my name out like a dare in itself. "Be honest. You and Lisa—who wears the pants?"

The group erupted into drunken laughter.

My whole face went up in flames. I could feel the heat rushing up my neck, behind my ears, flushing me so thoroughly it was a wonder I didn’t catch fire on the spot. I glanced anxiously at Lisa, sitting behind the circle, towering above it. She looked utterly serene—arms folded, one eyebrow lifted, waiting. Waiting for me to do what she expected.

I swallowed hard, the words scraping out of my throat like broken glass. "Lisa," I said, barely a whisper. “Definitely Lisa.”

The group howled. Someone slapped Trevor on the back. Someone else made a crass comment about whips and chains. I kept my eyes down, willing myself not to cry, willing the floor to open up and swallow me whole.

I turned toward Lisa, desperate for a reprieve, desperate for something.

"Will you play too?" I asked, my voice so small I barely recognized it. "Please?"

For a moment, I thought I saw something soften in her expression—some flicker of amusement, almost fondness. But it passed as quickly as it came.

Lisa laughed—a low, rich sound that curled around my spine like smoke. "Oh no, darling," she said, shaking her head slowly, like she was indulging a very silly child. "Silly games are for silly little girls. Not for women like me."

The dismissal was gentle on the surface, but it hit like a punch. It reminded everyone—especially me—exactly where I stood. I wasn’t her equal. I wasn’t even her partner. I was her plaything. Her little doll to dress up and parade around.

The bottle spun again. This time, it didn’t land on me. It landed on Trevor.

The group erupted into fresh laughter and jeers. Trevor grinned, lifting his hands in surrender.

"Alright, alright," he said, chuckling. "Lay it on me."

Lisa rose to her feet with a slow, lazy grace that commanded the circle’s attention without her saying a word. She took a single step forward, standing over me like a queen surveying her court, and smiled. "I have a dare," she said smoothly. "Kiss Felicity."

The group roared.

My heart stopped. Panic flared sharp and hot behind my ribs.

Trevor laughed, already leaning toward me, clearly thinking this was the easiest dare he'd ever gotten. I tried to shrink back, to shake my head, but Lisa's hand came down lightly—deceptively lightly—on my shoulder.

"Remember what’s at stake, pet," she murmured, low enough that only I could hear.

I froze.

I thought about my endless need for relief, the constant surge of arousal that had been coursing through my body since I ran into her at the cafe, and her mention that perhaps, just perhaps, she might let me cum tonight.

I couldn’t throw that away.


Chapter 4
Memories


Trembling, I lifted my face toward Trevor just as he leaned in. His mouth crashed against mine—warm and sloppy. I thought it would last only a few seconds, but just as I tried to pull away I felt his hand on the back of my head pulling me tightly against him.

That’s when I felt his lips part and his kiss became more passionate.

I gasped as I felt myself kissing him back, not mechanically, but with an ignited lust. All the desperation built up inside of me was surging from my lips, hoping this kiss would give me something that I had been needing for so long. The longer it went the more validating it felt and the more I truly became Felicity.

When we finally broke apart the group was hooting and hollering, and banging their fists against the floor. Trevor gave me a wink and a cocky grin like he’d just won something.

Lisa smiled down at me—slow, secretive, satisfied—telling me that I had done my part well.

The taste of Trevor’s kiss still clung to my lips, sour and wrong, even as the bottle spun again. I sat frozen, heart hammering against my ribs, wishing I could melt into the cracked tiles beneath me. My thighs quivered, the soft sequins of the dress scratching lightly as I shifted, the too-high heels biting into the balls of my feet. Everything inside me screamed to run, but Lisa’s hand rested firmly on my back, a subtle but unyielding reminder: Stay. Obey. Earn.

The bottle slowed, its spinning lazy and mocking, and then stopped—pointing straight at me once again. A loud, drunken cheer went up around the circle. Someone whistled. Trevor leaned forward with a grin wide enough to make my stomach twist.

“You already did a truth so that means you have to do a dare!” he crowed, lifting his beer in salute like this was the best thing he’d seen all night. Around him, the others started chanting, “Dare! Dare! Dare!” They pounded the floor and egging me on with gleeful cruelty.

“I dare you to give Trevor a lap dance!” I heard someone shout out.

I turned toward Lisa automatically, eyes pleading, body betraying me with every tremble. I wanted her to save me, to say it was enough. But all she did was smile—that slow, indulgent smile that meant there would be no mercy tonight—and gave me the smallest nod.

I pushed myself to my feet, wobbling slightly in the unfamiliar heels, the dress feeling even shorter now under the sudden glare of attention. The sequins caught the string lights overhead, casting little glimmers across the floor as I shuffled forward. My heart thudded against my ribs so loudly I thought they would hear it.

Trevor pushed himself up into a nearby chair and grinned at me eagerly, awaiting his dance. As if on cue, the music shifted, the speakers grinding into a bass-heavy song with a slow, suggestive beat.

I started to move—clumsy at first, my hips stiff and mechanical—but the catcalls and cheers spurred me on. I forced my body to sway, to twist in time with the rhythm, every step towards Trevor an internal struggle.

Then I began. I lowered myself onto his lap, my hips twisting and turning as my ass brushed against his lap. I swayed back and forth, teasing him just as I had seen done in movies.

I could feel everyone’s eyes on me. All of them. Hungry. Mocking. Admiring.

And somehow, buried under all the shame, something inside me liked it.

The movements felt foreign, but somehow right. I lowered myself further and could feel his excitement and approval pressing against his slacks.

Heat bloomed under my skin, sliding down my body like oil. The tight lace of the teddy rubbed against the aching cage between my legs with every sway of my hips, sending little electric shocks of frustrated pleasure through me. I hated how good it felt. I hated myself for wanting more.

A part of me—the part I barely admitted even to myself—wanted to be seen. Wanted to be adored. Wanted to be used. And now, here I was, center stage, the pathetic little plaything I’d secretly dreamed of becoming, too exposed to hide, too desperate to stop.

The shame and arousal tangled together until I could barely tell them apart. I could feel Trevor’s hands on my hips, his breath against my exposed skin. It was fueling me, pushing me to continue.

But then I felt a grip on my hands and a jerk forward. Lisa was there, grabbing me and pulling me away. “That’s enough fun for tonight,” she said lightly, loud enough for the group to hear, but there was nothing casual about the way she yanked me away, pulling me against her side.

There were a few groans of disappointment, a few jokes tossed after us, but I barely heard them. Lisa’s fingers dug into the soft inside of my arm as she dragged me through the crowd, across the floor, and out into the cool night air. The heels clacked frantically against the pavement as I stumbled to keep up, my heart pounding even harder now that the darkness swallowed us whole.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. Her grip said everything.

We ducked around the side of the building, through a gap in the fence where the chain link sagged from years of neglect, and then under the old bleachers, where the weak light from the gym couldn’t follow. It was cooler here, the air smelling faintly of rust and dirt and old memories. The iron beams groaned overhead in the slight breeze, and somewhere in the distance, I could still hear the muffled pulse of the reunion’s music.

Lisa released me without ceremony, stepping back and surveying our hiding place with a kind of lazy amusement. She reached out and traced her fingers along one of the rusted beams, nails clicking lightly against the metal.

"I lost my virginity under here," she said after a beat, voice rich with nostalgia. "Senior year. After prom.”

The words hit me like a slap. Of course she had. Of course she had lived all the moments I had only ever dared to fantasize about.

I stood frozen, feeling small and stupid and fake in my glittering dress and trembling heels. I hadn’t gone to prom or homecoming or any dance. I hadn’t had the magical, fumbling, messy rites of passage everyone else seemed to take for granted. I hadn’t even come close.

Lisa moved slowly through the shadows, her fingers brushing the cold steel as she spoke.

"Jason Montgomery," she said, chuckling low in her throat. "He lasted maybe two minutes. It was awful. But..." She shrugged. "At least it happened."

I couldn’t look at her. I couldn’t even lift my head. I had no stories like that. No memories soaked into the rusted bones of this place. Only years of pretending I didn’t care, of watching from the sidelines and telling myself I was better off alone.

Lisa turned to face me then, her silhouette framed by the skeletal structure of the bleachers. "You never got to experience this, did you?" she said, voice almost gentle. “The naughtiness of sneaking away. The wondering if you’re going to get caught.”

I shook my head, the shame burning hotter than any spotlight ever could have.

She stepped closer, her heels crunching softly on the gravel, and reached up to tuck a loose curl of my wig behind my ear. Her fingers lingered against my cheek, stroking once, tenderly.

"Don't worry, pet," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. "You’ll get your moment now."

Her thumb brushed over my lips, slow and claiming, sending a helpless shudder through me. The cage between my legs throbbed, and I whimpered before I could stop myself.

Lisa smiled wider—not sweet, not kind—but triumphant.

She trailed her fingers down my throat, to the delicate silver necklace hidden beneath my dress—the invisible leash she had fastened around my life.

"Tonight, my sweet Felicity," she whispered, "you're finally going to experience everything.”


Chapter 5
Under the Bleachers


The cold metal of the bleachers pressed into my back as Lisa shoved me against the rusted support beam, her hands greedy and sure, yanking my dress higher until the sequins bunched uselessly around my waist. The air was cool against my bare thighs, but my skin burned with heat, with need, with terror and desperate excitement tangled so tightly together I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

I whimpered—a high, broken sound—and Lisa’s smile sharpened into something wolfish.

“You’ve been such a good girl," she purred, her voice dark and dripping satisfaction.

Before I could even catch my breath, she grabbed my hips and spun me around, my hands catching on the metal row before me. I balanced precariously in my heels as she dropped her purse and began to dig inside it.

“You’ve earned your reward, my pet,” she growled. “And I’m going to enjoy giving it to you.”

She was suddenly on me again, her body throbbing against mine—and something else there, too. Something pressing against my back. Something long and hard.

I didn’t need to see it to know what it was. I still remembered it vividly from our first encounter, from when she had given me my first taste of true pleasure. And I was desperate to feel it again.

"Look at you," she murmured against my ear. She ground the strap-on against the vulnerable lace of my teddy. Teased the blunt head of her cock against my aching, desperate hole. "Just a stupid little thing, trembling for her Mistress’s cock."

I sobbed, the sound ripped out of me without thought, without dignity.

She didn't wait.

My teddy was swiftly pulled aside then with a sharp, brutal thrust, she buried herself inside me—thick, filling, stretching me so suddenly that my mouth dropped open in a silent scream.

My body tried to resist, instinctive and terrified, but there was no space for refusal anymore. There was only her, everywhere, splitting me open, making me hers with every inch she sank into me.

I gasped and writhed, my hands bracing myself against the cold steel of the beam, the lace of the teddy rasping against my over-sensitized skin. The cage between my legs throbbed and ached, the cruel pressure of the locked metal mixing with the shock of being so full for the first time.

Lisa paused once she was fully inside, savoring the way I clenched desperately around her. Her hand slid to my throat, holding me still—not choking, just claiming—her fingers a steady, unbreakable chain around my neck.

"You're mine now," she whispered, low and lethal. “And I always take what’s mine.”

Then she started to move.

Slow at first—grinding, dragging her cock against every nerve ending inside me, making me sob with each filthy, shuddering pull.

Then faster.

Harder.

The metal structure before me rattled faintly with every thrust. My heels scraped uselessly against the gravel, my toes curling, my body bouncing powerlessly under her control. Every time she pulled back, I felt hollowed out; every time she slammed back inside, I felt whole again—wrecked and rebuilt in her image.

I couldn’t catch my breath.

I didn’t want to.

I was floating on the edge of something vast and terrifying and beautiful, my body reduced to pure sensation—the delicious burn of being stretched, the thick ache of fullness, the humiliating rasp of the teddy’s lace against my throbbing, useless cock.

Lisa fucked me mercilessly, setting a brutal rhythm that made my head spin. She didn’t ease up when I whimpered or when I cried out. She just gripped my hips harder and drove deeper, her teeth flashing in the dark.

"That's it," she growled. "Take it. Take all of it like a good little slut."

I keened under her, overwhelmed, every nerve ending alight. My body betrayed me utterly, arching into every thrust, begging for more even as the pleasure and pain blurred into one searing, perfect sensation.

Lisa shifted her angle slightly, grinding her hips in tight, devastating circles, and I screamed—a raw, broken sound that echoed under the bleachers and made my knees buckle.

"Good girl," she whispered, and kissed the corner of my mouth, a filthy parody of tenderness.

She never slowed.

Not even when tears spilled over my cheeks, when my body shook uncontrollably, when I moaned her name over and over like a prayer.

Lisa’s hand slid down between us, palming the bulge of my locked cock, pressing it cruelly against the tight lace of the teddy.

"Touch yourself," she ordered, her voice thick with arousal and pride. "Rub your little clit for me, baby. Show me how much you love getting fucked like this."

I hesitated—for a single, stupid second—and she rewarded my disobedience by slamming harder into me, knocking the air from my lungs.

Then I obeyed.

My fingers fumbled desperately at the cage, rubbing the lace against the trapped, throbbing flesh beneath. The friction was maddening—sharp, painful, perfect—a filthy mockery of real pleasure that only pushed me higher.

Lisa shifted again, driving into me with deep, brutal strokes that lifted me onto my toes, using my body like a toy built only for her pleasure.

And I was.

I belonged to her.

I had always belonged to her.

"That's it," she coaxed, breath hot against my ear. "Good girl. Cum for me. Cum while I fuck you like the dirty little thing you are."

Her words fueled me. I started rubbing harder. Faster. I thought about everything I had done tonight, everything Lisa had done to me, and everything I wanted her to do to me.

The orgasm rose up fast, terrifying, inevitable. A tidal wave of sensation that stole my breath, blanked my mind, reduced me to nothing but a trembling, desperate mess clinging to her like she was the only thing keeping me from flying apart.

I sobbed her name once—a broken, frantic sound—and then I shattered.

My whole body locked tight, shuddering violently as pleasure ripped through me, blinding and total. I rubbed faster, grinding into the lace, my cock straining helplessly in its cage, my muscles spasming uncontrollably. I cried out again, the sound raw and ruined, lost somewhere between sobbing and screaming.

The feeling was white-hot, endless, searing every nerve, every thought, until there was nothing left but Lisa—inside me, around me, owning me.

I wasn’t just cumming.

I was becoming.

Becoming Felicity.

Becoming hers.

Becoming real.

The world dissolved around me. The taste of her sweat on my lips, the scent of her perfume in my nose, the brutal, perfect fullness of her cock still pulsing inside me—it was all that existed.

When it finally ended, I sagged against her, a boneless wreck, whimpering quietly into her shoulder. My body trembled with the aftershocks, little helpless twitches that she steadied with firm, possessive hands.

Lisa pressed a kiss to my temple, slow and lingering.

"My good girl," she whispered against my skin. "My sweet, ruined little pet."

I clung to her with the last shreds of strength I had left, tears spilling silently down my cheeks, not from sadness, not from shame—but from pure, overwhelming, exhausted joy.

I felt so close to her, closer than I had ever felt with anyone else before. She had done so much to me—for me—and I never wanted to let go.

And I wouldn’t. I would be hers forever.


Chapter 6
Hers


Islumped against the cold metal of the bleachers, my legs too weak to support me, my chest heaving with every gasping breath. The night air felt cool against my flushed, skin, but it did nothing to calm the heat still roaring through my veins. I could feel every part of me—every stretch, every bruise, every lingering pulse of pleasure vibrating through my ruined body.

I had never felt anything like this before.

Not from touch.

Not from sex.

Not even from dreams.

This was beyond pleasure. Beyond satisfaction. It was euphoria—pure, blinding, soul-deep.

Lisa stood over me, perfectly composed despite the wreckage she had made of me. Her black dress clung to her curves like it was part of her body, her lipstick barely smudged, her hair shining even under the dim, broken lights of the parking lot. She watched me like she owned me—not just my body, but my heart, my soul, my future.

"My good girl," she murmured, her voice thick with pride. She reached down and cupped my chin, tilting my face up toward hers. Her fingers were warm, steady, a leash disguised as affection. "You took it all so well."

I whimpered under her touch, my whole body shivering with need and desperate gratitude. I couldn’t help it—I leaned into her hand, aching for her, craving more even as my legs trembled and my heart raced.

"You’re glowing," she said with a laugh, low and indulgent. "Like a well fucked little princess."

I flushed hot, too wrecked to even be embarrassed. I was glowing.

Inside and out.

Already, the first faint, humiliating throb of new arousal stirred inside the tight confines of my locked cage. Even after everything—even after the mind-shattering orgasm she had ripped from me—my body was already responding to her again.

And I knew—deep in the aching, desperate center of myself—that there would never be enough.

That no matter how much she gave me, no matter how many times she used me, I would always crave more.

Because only Lisa could make me feel this way.

Only Lisa could make me whole.

She pulled her hand away with a little pat to my cheek, stepping back with an air of casual finality. She smoothed the front of her dress, adjusted the strap of her purse, and gave me a wicked little smile.

"Well," she said breezily. "The reunion’s over. And so is our little game."

The words cut deeper than anything else she could have said. I gasped, the air punching out of me like a physical blow. My hands scrambled forward, clutching at the hem of her dress, the fabric cool and smooth under my shaking fingers.

"No," I whispered, voice cracking. "Please, Mistress—please don’t."

She looked down at me with one perfectly arched eyebrow, amusement flickering across her beautiful, cruel face. "Don’t what?" she teased. "Don’t leave my silly little toy here to fend for herself?"

I nodded frantically, too overwhelmed to form words. Tears burned behind my eyes—not from shame, not from exhaustion—but from the sheer, desperate terror of losing her. Of losing the only person who had ever seen me for what I truly was and wanted me anyway.

"I’ll stay locked," I promised, the words tumbling out of me in a frantic rush. "I’ll obey. I’ll do anything you ask. Just... just don’t leave me."

Lisa hummed thoughtfully, tapping one finger against her lips. "Anything?" she said, drawing the word out like it tasted sweet on her tongue.

"Anything," I swore, breathless, broken, already willing to offer up whatever pieces of myself she demanded.

She crouched down then, sinking gracefully to my level, cupping my face in her hands, forcing me to meet her gaze. Her thumbs brushed along my tear-damp cheeks, soft, tender, devastating.

"You'll stay caged for me," she said, her voice a low, possessive purr. "You'll serve me. You'll kneel when I command, spread your legs when I demand, cry when I want you to, smile when I allow it."

"Yes," I whispered hoarsely. "Yes. Anything. Forever."

Lisa smiled—slow and wicked and impossibly beautiful. "Maybe...” she said, tilting her head as if considering. “Maybe I do have a use for a sweet little sissy pet after all."

I sobbed—a sound of pure, helpless relief—and leaned into her hands, desperate for her, needing her touch like air.

She leaned in and kissed me, soft and slow, sealing the moment with something infinitely more binding than words. When she pulled away, my lips tingled, my heart soared, and my cage pulsed miserably against the damp lace of my ruined teddy.

She stood then, offering her hand.

I took it without hesitation.

She tugged me to my feet, steadying me when my legs threatened to collapse again, and kept my hand firmly in hers as we started to walk away from the gym, from the broken lights, from everything I had ever been before tonight.

The gravel crunched softly under our feet. The night was cool and open and full of possibility.

My caged cock throbbed helplessly with every step, already swelling again despite the tight, cruel prison she kept me in. The ache was constant, humiliating, perfect.

And I loved it.

As we walked, she squeezed my hand lightly—a subtle reminder of her ownership—and my whole body lit up in response. I could already feel the excitement building again, low and hot and relentless, the helpless, desperate need for her simmering just below my skin.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. I didn’t know what rules she would set, what games she would play, what humiliations she would invent for her new pet.

But I knew one thing with absolute, breathtaking certainty: I would be hers.

And the fun was only just beginning.
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