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Frilly Captivity

I want you to read this when you are reasonably calm. You shouldn’t be scared—when you start. Yes, I know that this is a difficult state for you to achieve, especially now. With every second, you feel that aching need right between your legs. Your balls always hurt with sexual need, so you can barely think. Sure it’s hard for you, especially at work. But do your best. Obey your Mistress and read this when you can think clearly.

You might have to do this at work. That’s fine. When you come home, and I tease you, I can be so wicked.

Chastity must be so hard for a boy. I mean, you suggested I lock you up, and I thought it was going to be a little bit odd, but I have gotten used to it. Haven’t I?

Oh yes. Yes, indeed.

I love my chastity slave. I love knowing that I own your orgasms, your sex, and your cock. Face it. Your dick is nothing but a leash for me to use to control you.

Unless you want me to “accidentally lose” your key, you’ll do whatever I want. You belong to me now. There’s no going back because I don’t want to return to the way things used to be.

Being female in our society means putting up with tons of subtle and tacit sexism. Women are routinely at a disadvantage in so many social situations. Well, I like knowing that I can come home and start my fingers and you’ll do whatever I want. Because if you don’t, that means you don’t get your orgasm. You don’t even get to be hard.

Before we started this little game, I never imagined how much fun it could be to tease you. I love having you tied down and helpless. There’s something so special about watching as you pull against the handcuffs holding you to the bed. You’ll squirm, struggling, your muscles tight and tensing. You’ll fight so hard, like you really think you can get away.

You have to know there’s no way you can break through those cuffs. They’re just too strong. Still, you try and fail and that’s just adorable. It makes me so wet to see you struggle.

So I’ve been thinking about you a lot. I’ve been thinking about exactly what I want.

Teasing you arouses me, seeing you helpless turns me on, and knowing you’ll do whatever I want is a constant source of pleasure. Other girls have to practically beg their boyfriends and husbands to go down on them. Not me. I can just point, and you will get on your knees. You’ll nuzzle me with the tip of your nose into her lips, and you’ll beg for the taste of my pussy.

Due to how much fun that is?

No, of course you don’t.

Like pretty much every other boy, I’m sure you fantasize about a girl who’s eager to go down on you. But that’s not going to happen. You’re never, ever going to feel my lips around your shaft. At best, you can hope for a soft caress of my fingertips. Or maybe, when you’re tied down, I will squeeze your cock. That’s when I let you out for a little while.

Teasing you, denying you, and ruining your orgasms is always so much fun.

I can do it whenever I want.

But there’s something else, something I’ve been thinking about a lot lately.

I’ve taken away your freedom, and now I’m going to take two more things from you: your masculinity and your adulthood.

Right now, I’m sure you’re very confused by all of this. It probably doesn’t make any sense to you. That’s okay. Just do as you’re told, and everything will be fine.

But to put it very simply, I’m going to turn you into a diapered sissy slave. Yes, you read that right. I’m going to put you in diapers. I’m going to dress you up in pink frills. I’m going to take everything from you.

You thought slavery was bad, right? Wait until you’re a diapered sissy slave.

I already control your orgasms, except that isn’t enough. I want to control everything about you. I want to own you so completely that you have nothing left.

Turning you into an adorable, frilly, laced dolly will feel so good. For me anyway.

You’ll wear stockings or tights, snug dresses with binding corsets and adorable aprons or pinafores. Maybe both. You’re going to get used to wearing shining satin. I hope you like pink or purple because you’re going to be wearing a lot of it from now on. And yes, I’m going to put ribbons in your hair, and I will even do your makeup. I think I’m going to have a lot of fun playing with your nails too.

This is going to be your life. I mean, you could always just try to walk away, only then you would never get access to your cock again. You’d be trapped in a chastity cage forever. Besides, once I dress you up, I will get to see you play as a helpless little sissy girl.

That’s what the diapers are for.

Like I said, I want absolute control.

I want to own everything about you. I want to own you so thoroughly and completely that I can make you do whatever I want, no matter how humiliating or degrading.

As my little diaper, sissy slave, you’ll do whatever I wish. If I snap my fingers and tell you to fetch something, you’ll do it for me without question. You’ll bow your head down and bring me my water, a glass of wine, or a cup of soda. You will do the laundry, you’ll cook and clean. You’re my slave, after all.

And yes, I will continue to use your mouth and your body for my pleasure.

If I want you to suck on my nipples, you’ll do it. You’ll stop the moment I tell you to, and you won’t complain. Because if you do, you’ll have to be punished.

Trust me, I can be rather cruel. In fact, I might even search out reasons to punish you. It’s going be fun to squeeze her diaper, to spank you, too strict you or even take your picture. You’re going to be a cute little sissy, especially after I have been playing Dolly with you for a couple of weeks or months. It will be fun to show you off to other people.

Just think about it. How would you feel if everyone knew that you had this girl in your life who could take total control over you? What if your friends learned the truth about you?

I can put a choker around your neck, when that is nice and freely. I can put you in a dress and make you prance around in front of me. I will teach you to walk appropriately, and I will even make you curtsy. This way, you’ll always remember the proper protocols.

If anyone found out about this, they would think you were such a loser. They would look at you and laugh. In your life, you’re supposed to be a man. You’re supposed to be able to take care of yourself, and you should never, ever allow a girl like me to own you so thoroughly.

You’re taller than me, bigger than me, and even older than me. But you let me lock your dick in a cage to which I’m the only one with a key. If anyone found out about this, they would think that you are a complete weakling.

And they’d be right!

But I guess that’s you get for being a sissy, isn’t it? You’re not a man, and you’re not even a girl either. You’re less. There’s a reason why you’ll have to wear pink, purple, red, and other pastel colors. Oh, you’re going to look so cute! I might love playing Dolly with you, but no one else would understand. So if they saw you, your reputation would be irrevocably trashed.

Want to risk it? Are you brave enough?

Nope. I didn’t think so.

I guess that would mean you would just have to do whatever I wanted all the time. You wouldn’t get the privilege of going to work, not anymore.

Are you scared?

You should be.

You would become nothing more than a servant, a helpless slave. And just think, it wouldn’t be long before you became completely dependent on diapers. If you wanted to be changed, you have to come up to me and maybe tug on my sleeve or get down on your knees and beg. Who knows? Maybe one of your punishments will mean leaving you in your dirty diaper for extra minutes…or hours…or longer.

Granted, if that were the case, I probably won’t want to deal with you. You’d have to wait for me to turn my attention back to you.

Your cock cage could just be one level. It won’t take me long to get extra furniture for you. I mean, I’m obviously going to have to set aside a bedroom for you. It’s going to be bright pink with little red hearts along the ceiling. I want you to spend so much time in that room, and I want you to feel just like a little girl. I mean, girls will always be better than you, but at least you get a sense of that femininity.

I’m going to smother your masculinity. I’m going to make sure that you never feel like a man again.

But in that room, you’re also going to have a nice cage. That’s right, sissy. I’m going to lock you up behind bars, just because I will enjoy knowing exactly where you are. You’ll be trapped, looking out at the rest of the room. Maybe I will put on early cartoons for you to watch. I’ll just leave you in there to be bored.

You can think of it as a time out, especially if you ever try to misbehave.

Don’t worry. The rules are going to be very simple for my sissy slave.

In fact, there’ll only really be two rules: obey and do whatever will please me.

Really, my pleasure is going to be your only goal. You won’t need to think about anything else; you won’t need to worry about anything else. Say goodbye to your dignity, your ambitions, your self-respect. You don’t need to think about any of that stuff. You have an owner—me—and I’m the only person you need to worry about.

I’m the one who can reveal the secret to the world. What have so many pictures of you, sissy. I’m going to do a little photo shoot! Oh yes, I’m going to have the various pictures and videos of you over the course of your transformation.

In some of them, I’m sure you will still look just a little bit masculine. But as you learn how to do your makeup and will perform the correct exercises, your body will start to change. As you get used to your corsets, you will get the right figure.

Oh yes, that’s going to be so much fun.

Don’t test me, sissy. I mean, I still have complete control over your cock.

You know what? As I write this, something just occurred to me. An even better punishment might be for me to make a copy of your key and give it to someone else. What you think of that, sissy? Would you like to have more than one keyholder?

There are so many possibilities. I will give the key to one of your coworkers. I won’t even tell you who. Assuming you still keep your job, you would have to go to work every day, wondering exactly who knew your secret.

Granted, keeping your job, especially while you wear a diaper, would become extremely difficult. Still, I like giving you impossible tasks. I enjoy watching you, waiting to see if you will succeed or fail.

If you succeed, you get to give me your paycheck every month. Don’t worry. I will give you an allowance you can use for our trips to the store. You will still need to buy cute dresses and makeup. Oh, don’t forget those moments when I will allow you to wear a pair of adorable panties over your diapers.

A lot of the stuff we will have to buy online, you’d be shocked what you can find in regular department stores or at the mall. Lots of little panties with frills, lace, each one made from satin or silk.

Would you like going up to a coworker or a colleague, maybe even your boss and asking about the key? If you have any enemies at work, they could get incredibly awkward because you wanted to know who might have it. How would you even broach the subject like that, sissy? What would you start to say?

Oh, this would be so, so difficult for you.

And hilarious for me.

That’s just one possible punishment.

Of course, I could always just rely on something more traditional. Like a spanking.

Are you scared of spankings?

If you’re not, you will be. You’ll learn to fear corporal punishment the way only a sissy can. The last time you were spanked, you are probably a child. That’s okay. I don’t mind teaching you and reminding you.

Your spanking wouldn’t simply mean climbing up on my lap. Oh no. You would be required to first bend over. I would squeeze your diaper, just remind you that you have to wear one. From there, I would take out a paddle or a belt. I would touch it to the back of your leg, and that’s when you would realize something was really going to happen. You’d feel the cool material along your skin.

I would take my time with you, sissy.

I want the anticipation to build. I want you to get nervous; I want you to be scared. I want you to squirm at the thought of feeling the paddle against your smooth, naked flesh. Then I will pull the paddle back, and I will swing it down hard. You’ll feel the solid wood clap against your skin. With the impact, your eyes will start to water immediately.

I’m sure you’ll still hold onto some fragment of your masculine identity. Tell yourself that you can handle this. You might even try to revel in the pain.

But no. That’s not going to work.

I will continue to thrash your backside, striking harder and harder. Your skin will turn red, your eyes will brim with tears, and you’ll soon be begging for me to stop. You’ll begin blubbering, and you will make so many different promises.

Then tell me how you’ll be a good sissy. Go on. Tell me that you’ll be an obedient slave.

And that’s when you will get to hear me laugh. You know why?

Because those promises don’t mean anything. As a slave, you can’t offer anything because I already have you. You belong to me, every inch, every fiber of your being.

That’s what you surrendered when you heard the click of the lock on your chastity cage.

If I’m not using the paddle, I will use a belt. I’ll use one of your old belts, I think. Those are nice, thick leather. I will enjoy swinging them down and feeling the momentum of the material right before it cracks against your legs.

If you really irritate me, you won’t be able to sit down for a week. If you enrage me, I’ll make sure it’s a month. You’ll prance around in your high heels just like a good sissy, but you constantly feel the hemisphere skirt brush against the backs of your legs, reminding you of the mistakes you have made.

Whether it’s by accident or on purpose, any kind of defiance will be punished.

Bending you over a couch or a bed will be fun, but there’s something else I can do as well. I could strap you down. If you’re not in your cage, I can put you on a bed and tie you hand and foot.

This might mean hogtieing you.

Oh, I don’t think you would like that, especially because I’m very, very good with knots. I know how to use rope, sissy. I could take a neon pink cord and tackle you to the bed within a few seconds.

To make sure that you don’t complain, I will stuff a bright pink ball gag into her mouth and buckle it behind your head.

If I do a really good job, I’m sure I will want to take pictures. I like admiring my own work. And make no mistake, sissy. That’s what you are. You’re a project.

After I have you immobilized and helpless, I will leave you there. I will let you think about what has happened and what you have done.

If you’re simply strapped down to the bed, your arms and legs spread, your ass up and your legs exposed, I might give you another spanking, a paddling, or a belt thing. Maybe I will give you all three. Does that make you nervous? It should. Even if you feel like you still have some bravado left, that just means you’re a fool. You don’t understand exactly what your enslavement will mean.

You’ll figure it out, even if it takes a little while.

It’s okay if you struggle or fight or resist your sissy transformation and training. Obviously, this would be a mistake on your part, especially because it would fall under that category of defiance. But you know what? I can enjoy the challenge.

Strapped down and helpless, you won’t be able to move. I will punish you so thoroughly, bringing the paddle down. I will love the way you cry out, especially when that delicious moment arrives: you break. You pull as hard as you can against the restraints, desperate to slip free from your straps. Even if you tell yourself that you can handle this, you’re wrong. You can’t. You’re just a sissy, weak and pathetic.

I’m younger than you, smaller than you, and less experienced than you, but I’m a girl, so I’m better than you. You’re just a sissy, and you need to be trained.

That sense of helplessness will certainly help you figure out how your life is going to be. Eventually, you’ll be blubbering, baking for the privilege of serving me. You won’t think twice about getting down on your knees, kissing my feet, or licking me on command.

Oh yes, you’ll definitely get used to that. I love thinking about your head buried between my legs, your tongue busy against my slit. Worshiping me will be the highlight of your day. The rest of it will be childish play or monotonous and menial tasks. Don’t worry. You’ll get a little bit of variation in that regard. Some of the time, you’ll just playing around like a little girl. At those moments, you will need to blink rapidly, smile adorably, and do as you’re told.

As a slave, you might get to act more like an adult, but you only have the one goal of obedience.

Cook, clean, massage me. Eat me out. Those are your tasks. That’s all that’ll matter to you.

This is all your fault, you know. You made it so easy for me to take control of you. When we first met, did you have any idea that you would unleash the side of me?

Because I didn’t.

Before we met, I thought I just wanted a regular relationship. But now, I’m thinking about how addictive power can be. Authority and control are two of the most amazing aphrodisiacs.

Don’t worry about it. You don’t need to understand. I mean, you are at the opposite end of the spectrum. While I have absolute authority, you get nothing but obedience. In fact, the only kind of control you might get to enjoy is the attempt to avoid your punishments.

Even then, I can always discipline you for fun.

That’s right.

When I take control, I will do it because you can serve me, but I will also do it for my own amusement. Really, that is your only goal now. Please me, entertain me, and amuse me. Show me that you can do as you’re told, you can prance around, scurrying for the opportunity to satisfy me.

Yes, this is going to be degrading. Yes, you’re going to hate it, especially at first, but I’m going to train you.

Just think about how good it will feel when I decide to let you out of your chastity cage.

What? Did you think I would keep you locked up all the time?

No. Of course not.

I want you to have that incentive. I want you to know that there will come times when I will release you, but only under very specific circumstances.

For example, you will be thoroughly strapped down. With the handcuffs or ropes around your wrists, you’ll be on your back, your limbs pulled tight. You might be able to squirm, but that will be all. Then I will unlock you, and I will release you. At this point, you won’t even be wearing a diaper. Don’t you think that will be special? Won’t you feel good?

I will pull back your skirt and stroke you gently. I might touch you. Or maybe I will just touch myself.

Would you like that, sissy? Would you like to see a really pretty girl poised above you? At this point, I will probably just wear something nice and sexy. I might start off with a robe, and I could open it slowly, first revealing my cleavage, then the flat my stomach, then the tauntingly petite triangle of my panties.

If I’m feeling especially cruel, I think I will strip in front of you. I could pull off my bra. I would do it slowly, taking my time. Then you would get to see my breasts, my nipples. I’m sure you will try to stay quiet. You will try to pretend that this doesn’t affect you. But we both know that it will. We both know that hunger will consume you. Desire will burn hot through your body as you lay there, totally helpless.

Immobilized as my sissy, you won’t be able to make anything happen.

At best, you can lay there and be quiet like a good plaything.

Or maybe you should bag.

How do you feel about begging, sissy? Would you be willing to look up at me with your big, frightened eyes and plead? Would you say something like, “Please, please Mistress, touch me”?

If you try, you had better sound desperate. You had better be willing to sacrifice every iota of dignity and self-respect you possess. You don’t get to be independent or make your own decisions anymore. You don’t think get any kind of autonomy.

When I’m poised above you, touching myself, I can do whatever I want.

In fact, if I’m feeling especially cruel, I might just straddle you. You would be able to feel my knees pushed into your flanks. At the same time, I could slide my hand down into my underwear.

Perhaps I should remove the underwear as well. What do you think? Should I take off my panties so that you will get to see my wet pussy? Would you like to see what a real woman looks like? My fingers would glide along my smooth pubis down to my crevice. Then I would caress my digits up and down my opening.

Pretty soon, I would start to moan. Low, eager and sultry sounds would vibrate from the base of my throat. I would enjoy every second, both when I close my eyes and also when I looked down at you.

I want to see her bottom lip tremble, sissy. I want your eyes to get shiny as you get closer and closer to tears. All the while, I’m sure you’d make these promises, telling me how obedience you will be, how you will always do as you’re told. You know that your week. You know that you need someone like me to own you thoroughly.

So that’s precisely what I’m going to do.

Straddling you, I will touch myself until I get close to an orgasm. But before I quite climb out, I will pull my handbag, and then I will stroke you. I will bring you right to the edge.

I will have one hand on your shaft, one between my legs. I will close my eyes and arched my back.

Then I will come right as I take my hand away from you. I’m sure you will bark and thrash, pulling his hard as you can against her bonds, only it won’t do any good. You won’t be able to tear yourself free, which means only one of us will get to orgasm.

At least to get to see me. Won’t that make you feel this little bit better?

Oh? It will make you feel worse?

Too bad!

You silly sissy. You don’t get to decide when you come. In fact, after I have my orgasm, there’s a very good chance that I will just leave you there. I might stuff a ball gag in your mouth to make sure that you don’t irritate me with the noises you make, but that will be it.

Get used to denial. Get used to that frustration. Every day, you will wake up, your shaft still locked up, and you won’t be able to do anything.

Heck, you won’t even be able to touch your balls, not once I have you trapped in diapers.

At first, I might give you the privilege of wearing the pink or white diapers underneath your dress—and I might even trust you not to make any mistakes. If you really want to risk my wrath, you can try to take the diaper off.

But if you do this, you’re going straight into locking, plastic panties.

Not only that, I will have to punish you in another way.

I think fucking you would be a great start. I bet you are confused right now. You’re probably thinking that sex would be the ultimate reward for a sissy like you.

Sorry, it’s not what you think. It’s not what you imagine.

You’re not going to be strapped down on your back. Your shaft won’t be hard, already damp with excitement. Nope. You’re going to be on your stomach, just like in obedience little sissy should be. For this game, I will pull down your diaper, expose your ass, and take you from behind.

You didn’t know this, but I actually own quite a few dildos. I even have several strap-on harnesses, and I can’t wait to use them on you.

As you start begging, you’ll feel my fingers as I lube you up. I’ll push into you, and you feel that deep sense of violation. Good. You’re a sissy, dressed in a tight little bodice, a snug corset, and a short skirt. You’re almost a girl now, so you should get used to taking it.

I will have you all helpless, and then I’ll push down, thrusting into you. You’re going to be pegged, sissy. You’re going to be fucked, and it won’t even matter how hard you struggle or fight. You will be able to resist with everything you have, and yet it still won’t make the slightest difference.

You’ll feel that shafted deep inside of you. It will push down.

And you know the worst part is?

Some part of you will actually enjoy it!

Just the idea is enough to make me laugh. Tears might be running denier cheeks, and you might be begging me to stop, but you still feel that desperation pounded through your body. Hot, incandescent need will overwhelm you.

But guess what? Your little shaft will still be trapped in a chastity cage, bound up in a diaper. This way, you will feel new kinds of helpless frustration, and I will get to have my fun with you.

I’m going to enjoy fucking you, sissy. Men think that they get to be in control because of their dicks. They assume penetration mean something. If so, that must go both ways, don’t you think? Unable to move, feeling my dildo deep inside of you, you will start to understand what it means to feel like a girl.

I’m going to have so much fun playing with your body.

There are other ways you can be used as well.

After I have you thoroughly trained, tamed, and broken, I’m going to show you off to some of my friends.

I think you’ve met a few of them already. It’s okay if you don’t remember.

Like Katie.

She’s a really sweet girl. She’s the kind of nice girl who always works hard to make sure everyone is comfortable. When Katie first sees you, she’s probably going to ask if you want to be a sissy.

Yeah, she’s funny that way.

She’s going to look at you with nothing but pity, and she will even try to make your captivity and servitude easier on you. By this point, you will be so thoroughly trained that you will kneel before me, eager to receive any commands. Katie, on the other hand, won’t be “comfortable” ordering you around. Not at first, anyway.

But I’m looking forward to watching as she gets used to your obedience. At first, she’ll see you as a person.

That won’t last for long.

Little by little, this nice group will start to take advantage of you.

Along the way, you will encourage her. Even if you kind of hate yourself for doing this, you won’t be able to stop. You know that if you don’t satisfy me by taking care of my friend, then there will be consequences. Unless you want to be spanked, pegged, or humiliated in front of other girls, you will be an obsequious, dedicated servant. You will do everything you can to get Katie to take advantage of you.

She might protest or say that she doesn’t want to take advantage of you, but that just means she will need some convincing. You will have to get on your knees and look up at her. You might even have to beg for the opportunity to please her. You could say something like, “Please, Mistress, would you please allow me to make you feel good? I can give you a foot massage or a back rub. If you like, I can brush her hair.”

There are so many things and eager little servant like you could accomplish.

And if you don’t, you will have one very red ass. Or maybe I will just how you down and deny you for a couple of hours. Yeah, I like that idea. I could make you froth with abject desperation.

Don’t worry. I have faith in your abilities as a sissy. I know that you are to real man, you belong in diapers, that you look cute in your corset. Because of all of this and so much more, you will convince Katie, a nice girl, that you deserve this. You need to be owned; you don’t have what it takes to be a real man anyway, so you might as well serve your superiors.

I’m looking forward to watching that conversation.

Katie will probably look at you with pity and her eyes and say something like, “Are you sure you want to live this way? Wouldn’t you like some respect or something?”

Even if I’m not in the room, you will know what you must say. You will know that I will still have your key, so if you ever want release, you had better obey. But more than that, I’m pretty sure I will have broken you by this point. There’s some possibility that you will have tried to fake it in front of me, but you’re just a sissy…so I think your subjugation will be genuine.

You will look up that Katie, and you will acknowledge her as your superior. Even if she is smiling at you encouraging you to try to assert yourself, you will keep your head down low and say, “I’m sorry, Mistress, but I know my place. I am nothing but a sissy slave.”

Get used to that phrase. Get used to that title.

Sissy slave.

That’s who you are.

And of course, I will look forward to showing you off in front of her. I want to lift your skirt and let her see your panties over your diaper. I might have done your underwear is that she will see the plastic underneath.

Horrifying treating you like a little sissy girl, then I might just as you suck on your phone in front of her. Afterward, if you are wet, I will push you down onto the floor, and I will change you write in front of her.

After that, Katie won’t be able to look at you like you’re an adult or anything close to a man. In her eyes, you will be an object of scorn, nothing but a pathetic little sissy.

Then there’s Victoria.

She is the opposite of Katie in so many ways. Katie, with her dark hair and big brown eyes, just looks adorable. Victoria, on the other hand, is blonde and has sharp features. She doesn’t wear glasses, so when she looks out at the world with her crystal blue eyes, it’s very clear that she is assessing everything and everyone. She’s the kind of girl who was born to be a lawyer. Aggressive, hostile, and ready to argue any point, she can still be a great friend, but she’s a terrifying opponent.

When she sees you, she’s just going to sneer.

When most people encounter you, I’m sure that they will be confused, but they will still be polite. Not Victoria. When she lays eyes on you, she’s going to wrinkle her brows, and then she’s going to sneer. After that, she’s probably going to laugh.

She will figure it out right away. She will understand what you’re dress means, with the diaper signifies, and why there’s a collar around your neck.

Victoria is the kind of girl who knows how to assert herself; more than that, she understands the hierarchies in society. Plenty of people like to pretend that everyone is equal. But that’s not how it works, not really. And you are nothing but another example of the unfairness that life can bring.

As a pet, as a plaything, you’ll do as you’re told, only Victoria will be ready to exploit you. She’s naturally inclined to tease and bully you.

She will ask me questions, of course. She will understand that you won’t have anything useful to say. I’m your owner, so I decide what happens.

And guess what?

I’m going to let her do whatever she wants with you.

Victoria might not admit it, but she is something of a sadist, so she will want to punish you. She will love the idea of pulling down your diaper and slapping your ass. She will want to feel you on her lap. A girl I Katie would feel bad if you started to whimper or cry out. Not Victoria. As far as she will be concerned, this just means you need to be spanked even harder.

Since Victoria has to deal with so many terrible people all the time, she’s going to enjoy channeling her frustration into you. She will spank you, slap your ass, and listen as you cry out. Then, she will want to feel your mouth between her legs.

That’s right.

You’re going to go down on her.

In your diaper, you will crouch before her, and you will slide your lips right up against her slit. I can share you if I want because I own you, sissy.

You will look at her, and you will do everything you can to please and satisfy her. You will push her tongue deep into her opening, and if you disappoint her, you will be punished severely.

Remember, I don’t have to let you out of your chastity cage, not ever. So if you want to earn the possibility of freedom, and if you want to feel your shaft harden into one of those adorable little erections, you will work tirelessly to satisfy Victoria and anyone else I decide to share you with.

This is your life, sissy. You had better get used to it. Say goodbye to your dignity, your self-respect, the modicum of control you’ve been able to enjoy over your life. It’s all going away. Get used to the tight corsets, the diapers, and the frilly little skirts. You’re my captive now, and I’m never, ever letting you go.

The End
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