
        
            
                
            
        

    


Game Night with the New Neighbor




A Sissy Humiliation and Forced Chastity Femdom Story





Jamie’s weekends were simple: energy drinks, Dota 2, no pants, and no drama. Until Lexi moved in next door. Soft voice. Pretty smile. A pair of panties left behind—and everything changed.










What starts as an innocent neighbor visit turns into a slow, merciless descent into submission. Lexi isn’t just a pretty trans girl—she’s a manipulative, dominant force who rewires Jamie’s life, one humiliating step at a time. Caged. Plugged. Dressed. Trained. Used.










She watches him through his webcam. Controls him during live matches. Walks him through the streets on a leash. And when he finally earns his first orgasm, it’s not his—it’s hers to give, take, and own.










This standalone BDSM story features:










●

 
       

 
Forced feminization



 









●

 
       

 
Chastity cage denial



 









●

 
       

 
Anal plug training



 









●

 
       

 
Public humiliation



 









●

 
       

 
Trans femdom domination



 









●

 
       

 
Reluctant sissy obedience



 









●

 
       

 
Slow mental and physical transformation



 









●

 
       

 
One very strict, very smug new neighbor



 









You will kneel. You will obey. You will never game the same way again.









Chapter One: The Pink Trap










Jamie had one hand on his mouse and the other deep in a half-eaten bag of cheese puffs, eyes locked on the glowing screen. The chaos of

 

Dota 2


 
filled the room—clicks, shouts, spells, rage-pings. He hadn’t moved in hours.










"You're feeding, man! Back the fuck up!"




"Bro I

 

am


 
the team, shut your mouth—"




He barely noticed how greasy his fingers were.










It was just another Saturday night. The way Jamie liked it: no obligations, no pants, no women complicating shit. Just the warm hum of his PC, a hoodie that hadn’t seen a washing machine in weeks, and his team flame-chatting in broken English.










And then the doorbell rang.










Jamie flinched.




Who the hell rings at 10:47 PM?










He shoved his headset off and padded to the door barefoot. Hoodie, boxers. Whatever. It’s not like he was expecting a Tinder date.










When he opened it, he froze.










She stood there smiling—long strawberry-blonde hair tied in a soft bun, oversized sweater hanging off one shoulder, thighs bare beneath it. No coat. No socks. No reason to be here. And definitely no bra.










“Hi! I’m Lexi. I just moved in next door,” she chirped, holding out a plastic container. “Baked too many cookies. Wanted to share.”










He blinked.










She looked... stunning. Cute in a weird, femboyish way, but not obviously anything. Her voice had this breathy, sweet cadence that didn’t match her mischievous smile. And her nails were painted light purple.










“Oh. Uh. Yeah. Thanks.”




He took the cookies awkwardly. They were warm.










“You’re in the middle of something, right? I heard you yelling,” she said with a grin.










“Just... Dota.”










She tilted her head. “Is that like League but angrier?”










Jamie smirked despite himself. “Basically.”










“Cool. Well, enjoy. And, um—” Her eyes flicked down, as if pretending not to stare at the crumbs on his shirt or the bulge barely hidden under his hoodie. “Nice mousepad.”










He followed her gaze. His anime girl mousepad with the... boob wrist support was fully on display through the crack in his door.










“Shit,” he muttered, backing up and nearly dropping the cookies.










She giggled. “It’s cute. Night, Jamie.”










She turned and walked away slowly, bare legs flashing under the hem of that sweater. He didn’t remember telling her his name. He closed the door in a daze.










An hour later, Jamie was three games deep and blaming lag for every death. He finally stood to grab a drink, stretching his back when something caught his eye.










On the arm of the couch, just sitting there like it belonged: a pair of

 

pink lace panties


 
.










His mouth went dry.










He picked them up.










They were soft. Warm. Slightly... damp? His brain short-circuited. He hadn’t invited her in. She never stepped past the threshold. How the hell—










No way she accidentally left them. This was a

 

message


 
.










He looked around like he was being watched. The window shades were down, the door locked. Still, his heart pounded. A part of him said to throw them away.










But instead, he brought them to his nose.










His dick stirred immediately. Just a twitch—but enough to make him hate himself.










He dropped them. “Dude. No. What the fuck.”










He turned back to his computer, but the next match felt... different. He couldn’t focus. His teammate was flaming again. He was barely reacting.










The panties sat behind him on the couch like they were watching.










That night, in bed, he stared at the ceiling. Couldn’t sleep. Every few minutes, his hand drifted toward the drawer.










Not to his fleshlight. Not even to his phone.




To the panties.










By midnight, he’d slipped them over his hand.










By 12:07, he was humping the pillow with them balled in his fist, whispering her name.









Chapter Two: Respawn and Obey










Sunday morning sunlight sliced through the blinds like a punishment. Jamie rolled over, face pressed into a pillow that smelled faintly like sweat and something he didn’t want to name. His hoodie had twisted around his chest in the night. His legs were bare. And in his hand—still clenched like a secret—was that pair of pink lace panties.










He bolted upright.










“Fuck.”










He tossed them under the bed like they’d catch fire. His chest was tight. It wasn’t just the shame—it was the stupid, hardwired arousal still pulsing through him. He hadn’t even cum last night. Not really. He just… teased himself, humping like a dog in heat until the guilt overtook the need.










Lexi. Her name felt too sweet for what she’d done.










He stumbled into the shower. Cold water. Fast scrub. Try not to imagine her thighs, her voice, her smile as she handed over cookies like a landmine. What the hell kind of girl leaves her underwear behind?










No. What kind of

 

guy


 
gets off on sniffing them?










He groaned into his hands and let the water run down his back like it could rinse the filth from his brain.










He didn’t hear the knock at first.










Another knock.










“Jamie? You awake?”










He froze.










Lexi.










She was

 

back


 
?










He wrapped a towel around his waist, stepped into the hall, and peeked through the door’s peephole. There she was—same oversized sweater, but this time with tiny denim shorts that barely held her together. She was carrying a coffee in each hand.










He opened the door cautiously, still dripping from the shower.










“Oh! Good morning.” Her eyes ran over him. Towel. Wet chest. Damp hair. She smiled like she’d won a bet. “I thought you might need caffeine. You looked like you had a serious gaming session going on last night.”










He blinked. “Uh, thanks.”










She handed him a cup. Their fingers brushed.










“I’m not interrupting something, am I?” she added, peeking over his shoulder into the apartment. Her gaze lingered—longer than it should have.










“No, just… showered. Chilling.”










“Cool.” She took a sip from her own cup and leaned her hip against the doorframe. “So, funny story—I think I might’ve lost something here last night.”










Jamie’s stomach dropped.










“Lost?”










“Yeah,” she said, tilting her head. “Something… delicate.”










His throat closed.










She was playing with him.










“I didn’t… I don’t think I saw anything.”










Lexi didn’t respond right away. She stepped forward into his space, uninvited, her voice lowering to a near-whisper.










“I could’ve sworn I left a pair of panties on your couch.”










Jamie’s jaw clenched. She was so close now, the scent of her perfume or shampoo or

 

something


 
was curling around him. Sweet, teasing, girly. Intoxicating.










“Really?” he said, trying to sound innocent. It came out cracked.










Her eyes locked onto his like she could see the guilt in his pupils.










“I mean, unless they’re

 

your


 
panties, Jamie.”










“I—what—no. No, obviously not.”










Lexi laughed. “Relax. I’m just teasing. I probably dropped them in my laundry somewhere.”










She stepped past him into the apartment before he could stop her.










“Hey—wait—”










She wandered casually into the living room like she belonged there. Jamie followed, towel clinging low on his hips. She glanced at the gaming setup, the controller, the empty energy drink cans.










“Wow, this is like… peak gamer den. No wonder you’re single.”










Jamie flushed. “You don’t even know me.”










“I don’t need to. I saw your mousepad, remember?”










She turned to face him, walking backward slowly, until she was standing where she’d sat yesterday—right next to the couch cushion where the panties had been.










“You play Dota all day, don’t you?” she asked, sipping her coffee.










Jamie nodded. “Sometimes.”










She set her cup down, then turned and kneeled onto the couch. “Show me.”










“What?”










“Show me how you play. Sit.” She patted the cushion in front of her. “Teach me. Or are you afraid I’ll own you there, too?”










He hesitated.










She was messing with him. But god—those shorts barely covered anything. Her thighs were creamy and soft. Her voice practically dared him to look away.










He sat.










Lexi leaned forward, her chin brushing his shoulder as she stared at the monitor.










“Okay. What do I do?”










Jamie cleared his throat. “Well… this is your hero. You use these keys to—”










She rested her hand on his thigh.










His breath caught.










“Sorry,” she said softly. “I’m a hands-on learner.”










He couldn’t focus. Not with her touching him. Not with her body pressed that close. Not with the memory of those panties still fresh in his head.










Lexi smirked. She hadn’t moved her hand. In fact, it had started to

 

trace circles


 
on his skin through the towel.










“So… Jamie.”










“Yeah?”










“You ever worn a pair before?”










He didn’t speak.










She leaned in closer, lips brushing his ear.










“You seemed really comfortable holding mine last night.”










His entire body tensed.










“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about.”










“Don’t you?”










She reached down beside the couch and pulled out the pink panties—from

 

under


 
the couch where he’d hidden them.










She’d known exactly where to look.










Jamie stood up fast, knocking his chair back.










“Lexi, I—fuck, I don’t know why I did that, okay?”










She stood too, stepping toward him with a smile that could unmake a man.










“It’s okay,” she said sweetly, like she was forgiving him. “It just means we can have fun now. No more pretending.”










He stared at her, heart pounding, towel nearly slipping.










Lexi held out the panties like a peace offering.










“Put them on.”










Jamie stared at them. Then at her. She wasn’t smiling anymore.










She was

 

serious


 
.










He didn’t move.










Lexi’s voice dropped. “I don’t ask twice.”










His hand reached out.










His fingers curled around the lace.










And he knew—

 

this wasn’t the end of the game.











It was just the first tutorial.









Chapter Three: Stay Queued, Stay Obedient










Jamie didn’t know how he ended up back in his room, door closed, standing in front of his mirror with the panties in his shaking hand. He could still feel Lexi’s breath on his neck, still hear her voice in his head.











Put them on.






I don’t ask twice.











She hadn't yelled. She hadn’t even raised her voice. But something about the way she said it made it impossible to say no.










He looked at his reflection. The towel around his waist. The pink lace in his fingers. His cheeks were flushed—whether from arousal, shame, or panic, he couldn’t tell.










“This is so fucking stupid,” he muttered, voice catching in his throat.










And yet...










The panties were soft. Warm from his hand. And the scent—barely noticeable now—still made his stomach twist and his cock twitch with desperate need. That same girldick he tried to ignore was already hardening in anticipation, aching against the cage of denial.










Jamie let the towel drop.










His dick bounced free, already hard. And worse, leaking.










“Fuck me,” he muttered.










He stepped into the panties slowly. They were snug—too snug. His cock barely fit inside. But the way the lace clung to his hips? The way the little pink bow sat right above the waistband?










It didn’t make him look masculine.










It made him look

 

owned


 
.










That was the worst part. Or the hottest. He couldn’t tell anymore.










The bedroom door creaked open.










He spun.










Lexi stood there, holding his coffee cup and wearing a new oversized hoodie that said

 

GIRL BOSS


 
in bubbly font.










She took one look at him in the mirror and smiled wide.










“Oh my god. You’re actually doing it.”










Jamie grabbed for the blanket on his bed, panic surging. “Lexi, seriously, what the fuck—don’t just come in—”










She set the cup on his desk like she lived there and walked over casually. “Didn’t say stop.”










“You can’t just—”










She tugged the blanket from his hands.










Jamie gasped, covering himself with both arms as best he could.










Lexi tilted her head. “Hmm. You were so brave in Dota. What happened to that confidence, Jamie?”










He clenched his jaw. His dick was still rock hard and

 

very


 
obvious through the thin lace.










She reached out and tapped the little bow on the front of the panties with one finger.










“You know what I think?” she said softly. “I think you’ve wanted this. Maybe not from me. But from

 

someone


 
. You’ve had these fantasies crawling around in your brain for years. Haven’t you?”










He didn’t answer.










“Jerking off to sissy captions. Wishing a hot girl would catch you. Maybe even thinking about what it would be like to suck cock. Not because you’re gay. Just... because someone told you to.”










Jamie’s mouth opened. No words came out.










Lexi stepped closer, pressing her body against his. “I bet this cage is going to be your new best friend.”










He blinked. “What?”










She pulled something from her hoodie pocket. A small pink chastity cage, glittery and plastic, with a tiny heart-shaped lock dangling from it.










Jamie’s breath caught.










“You wear this,” she whispered, “and I’ll let you keep gaming. But you’ll follow my rules. No touching. No stroking. You earn pleasure.”










“I—what—no, this is insane—”










“Not insane. Fair.” She smiled again, pulling back just enough to meet his eyes. “You

 

want


 
me to make the decisions. That’s why you put those on without me even being here. That’s why you sniffed them. That’s why you’re rock hard in panties with your neighbor in the room.”










He tried to speak, but the heat in his cheeks spread down his neck, down to his chest. He couldn’t hide it. Couldn’t fake his way out.










Lexi dangled the cage in front of him.










“Put it on.”










Jamie backed up. “Lexi, I can’t. I—”










“You can. Or I start posting photos. Remember that webcam light that turned on last night?” She raised an eyebrow. “Maybe you bumped something.”










Jamie’s knees felt like jelly.










“You… you’re bluffing.”










Lexi only smiled.










“You gonna risk it?”










Silence.










His hand reached out. Shaky. Unsteady.










Took the cage.










Lexi stepped back, letting him fumble with it in front of her. He tried to hide what he was doing, but she watched without blinking. His cock was too hard to fit at first. She noticed.










“Edge for me.”










“What?”










“Sit. Edge. Make yourself beg to be locked.”










He stared at her.










“Now.”










Jamie sat on the bed. Panties around his thighs. His hand closed around his cock. He began stroking slowly, humiliated, eyes locked on her.










She didn’t touch him. Didn’t smile. Just watched.










Silent. Stern. In control.










“Faster.”










He obeyed.










“Good girl.”










He shuddered.










“Now stop.”










His hand froze. She walked forward, grabbed the cage, and knelt.










“Lift your hips.”










He did.










And just like that, she slipped the cage over him and clicked the lock shut.










It was small. Too small.










He winced.










Lexi kissed the tip of it and stood.










“You’re done now,” she said, turning and walking toward the door. “Queue up, gamer boy. You’ve got a lot to learn.”










She left without another word.










Jamie sat on his bed, dick locked away, hands shaking, panties still tangled around his thighs.










He heard his Discord ping.










Lexi had added him.










Her message:











“Don’t forget—no touching. I’ll be watching. 💕


 ”








He stared at the screen.










And reached for his headset with trembling fingers.










He was already queuing for another match.










And another command.









Chapter Four: Slay the Lane, Obey the Queen










The cage was the first thing Jamie felt when he woke up.










Snug. Pressing. Unforgiving.










His morning wood had nowhere to go, so it pulsed uselessly, aching beneath the plastic restraint. He groaned and rolled over, his legs tangled in the same pink panties from yesterday. He hadn’t had the nerve to take them off.










He didn’t even

 

want


 
to anymore.










His inbox pinged again.











Lexi:













Morning, cupcake.




Did you sleep well?




Or were you grinding your hips into a pillow like a bitch in heat?














Jamie swallowed hard. He didn’t answer.










Another ping.












You’ve got a delivery arriving in 20. Open it on cam, please

 😘












Jamie sat up slowly. His laptop was still open from the night before. Discord blinked in the background, the little pink heart next to her name glowing like a warning.










He clicked it open and turned on his webcam.




No one on the channel yet. Still private.










A few minutes passed before there was a knock at the door.










His heart rate spiked.










He threw on his hoodie—no underwear, still in the cage—and hurried barefoot to the door. No Lexi in sight, just a small brown box on the doormat, sealed with a sticker of a heart-shaped padlock.










He took it inside.










She pinged again.












Be a good boy and open it for me on stream














Jamie sat back down in his chair and clicked “Go Live” in their private Discord channel.










The notification popped.











Lexi has joined.











Her voice came through almost immediately, soft and sweet.










“Good morning, cutie. Show me what you got.”










Jamie blushed and held up the box. He used a pen to slice through the tape.










Inside:




– A small pink butt plug with a fluffy white tail




– A bottle of lube




– A handwritten note that read:

 

“Only sluts unlock themselves. Stay caged.”











Jamie swallowed.










Lexi giggled through the mic. “Aww. You’re blushing. That means you like it.”










“I didn’t say—”










“You didn’t have to.” Her voice dropped just a little. “Now bend over and show me your good gaming posture.”










He blinked. “What?”










“Face the camera. On your knees. Plug in. Then you can play.”










Jamie stared at the screen. He wasn’t even hard anymore—he

 

couldn’t


 
be. But his body was still trembling, every nerve on edge. Every inch of him locked in this weird, humiliating cocktail of fear, guilt, and horniness.










He obeyed.










He moved the chair back. Got down on the floor. Presented his ass to the cam.










Lexi made a soft cooing noise. “Good boy. Such a cute little pet.”










Jamie poured lube shakily onto his fingers, spreading it, working slowly. The plug slid in easier than he expected.










It clicked into place with a humiliating finality, the tail now bobbing gently between his cheeks.










“Perfect,” Lexi said, her voice like velvet. “Now sit back down and queue up. And keep your hands on the keyboard.”










He returned to the chair, shifting awkwardly as the plug pressed deeper with each movement. His cage ached. His whole body was

 

aware


 
.










Of her. Of it. Of himself.










He clicked into Dota and queued for a new match.










And Lexi stayed on the voice call.










“What hero are you playing?” she asked sweetly.










“Puck,” he mumbled.










“Cute,” she said. “Fitting for a little fae sissy.”










He didn’t respond. He focused on the game.










But it was

 

so much harder


 
to focus now. Every time he leaned forward, the plug shifted. Every time he killed someone, Lexi clapped through her mic like a proud cheerleader.










“Look at my little gamer slut go. Who’s Mommy’s talented plug toy?”










“Stop,” he whispered.










“No.”










His teammates didn’t know. They couldn’t hear her. But she was in his ear constantly—giving praise, teasing him, saying filth in a singsong tone while he tried to jungle like nothing was happening.










“Don’t die, or you get a punishment,” she whispered.










He tried to hold his lane. His fingers were slick with sweat.










“Oh no,” Lexi sang out. “You fed.”










“I got ganked!”










“No excuses. Stand up.”










“What? I’m mid-match.”










“I said stand up. Now.”










He did.










“Tail wag for me, slut.”










He turned so the camera could see his tail. Bent a little. Wiggled his ass.










“Slower. Like you’re begging to be fucked.”










He bit his lip.










She giggled. “Good girl. Sit.”










He did. Match still going. Teammates still oblivious.










And Lexi just kept praising him.










Until the game ended—and he’d won.










He was flushed. Out of breath. Plugged. Caged. Completely and utterly humiliated.










“Good work today,” Lexi said, voice low and warm. “Same time tomorrow.”










He nodded weakly, clicking out of the call.










Her final message flashed across the screen:












Don’t take it out. Let it remind you who you belong to














Jamie closed his eyes.










And moaned softly.









Chapter Five: Commands in the Code










Monday was supposed to be reset day. Jamie had told himself that all weekend.










He woke up sore. Plug still in. Cage still locked. Laptop still open from last night. Pink panties tossed near the foot of his bed like a flag of surrender. He sat up slowly, groaning as the plug shifted inside him, a dull pressure that had gone from intrusive to strangely… grounding.










His inbox was already pinging.











Lexi:













Morning, baby.




Don’t forget to brush your teeth, and clean the tip of your cage.




You drooled all over it yesterday. Like a good slut.














He exhaled. That familiar blend of shame and twitching arousal stirred in his stomach. He didn’t reply. He never did first thing.










She liked it better when he didn’t.










He padded into the bathroom, leaned over the sink, and began his morning routine—except now, he cleaned

 

the cage


 
, too. Carefully. Obediently. The tiny heart-shaped lock clicked softly as it swayed.










In the mirror, he barely recognized himself anymore. His shoulders were slouched. His eyes looked different—less defiant, more… tender. Sensitive.










Lexi had been in his life for 48 hours.










And she was already everywhere.










He returned to his desk, groaning a little as he sat. He opened his laptop, hoping for a moment of peace.










But something was off.










His desktop background had changed.










What used to be a dark, moody photo of his favorite Dota 2 champion was now bright pink, with delicate cursive letters sprawled across the center:











“Caged Gamer Bitch – Property of Lexi”











Jamie froze.










He checked the browser. New bookmarks had appeared:










–

 

How to Keep a Plug in All Day





–

 

Sissy Tasks for Beginners





–

 

How to Hide Panties Under Sweatpants











His heart pounded.










He opened his coding folder—where he kept private scripts and hobby projects. A new folder was there. Labeled

 

“Lexi's Rules”


 
.










He clicked it.










Inside:




–

 

Rule 1:


 
You wake, you kneel. 60 seconds, plug in, no exceptions.




–

 

Rule 2:


 
No cumming. Period. Ask first. Denial is obedience.




–

 

Rule 3:


 
When you lose a match, you wear the skirt.




–

 

Rule 4:


 
If Lexi messages, you reply. Always.




–

 

Rule 5:


 
You are not a man when the cage is on. You are hers.










Each rule had a timestamp.










He couldn’t breathe.










His phone buzzed. A photo.










Lexi was lying in bed, feet up in the air, legs in sheer thigh-highs. The caption read:












If you read the rules and

 

didn’t


 
get hard… I’d be worried.














He was hard.










So hard it hurt.










But the cage stayed locked. It dug into his skin like a collar around a dog’s neck.










His Discord pinged.










Lexi was calling.










He answered without thinking.










Her voice was soft. Dangerous. “Morning, baby.”










“Did you—how did you—”










“Hack your desktop? Replace your wallpapers? Add rules to your folders? Please. You use the same password for everything, gamer boy.”










Jamie groaned.










She giggled. “Don’t worry. I didn’t leak anything. Yet.”










He swallowed.










“I have a new task.”










He didn’t respond.










“I want you to play three matches today. Win at least two. If you lose more than one…” She paused. “You’re going to stream your punishment.”










He stared at the screen.










“You want me to go live?”










“Unlisted stream. Private link. Just for me.” She paused. “I want to see you cry while you ride that plug.”










His cock twitched in the cage. He whimpered. No words came out.










“Say yes.”










“Yes.”










“Good. First match starts now. Post the result to me. Screenshot included.”










She hung up.










Jamie sat there in stunned silence for a moment before loading up Dota. He pulled his headset on. Flexed his fingers.










He could do this. Just three matches.










Win two. That’s all.










The first match started. He tried to focus—but the plug reminded him with every shift of his hips. He adjusted in his chair. His cage was throbbing. He could feel the heat in his face before he’d even picked his hero.










And then she messaged again.











Lexi:













Sitting up straight, right?




Legs spread.




No touching the cage.




Tail fluffed?














He snapped a photo and sent it.










She responded instantly:












Good girl. You’ve got this. Or else

 🐾












He clenched his jaw and queued.










Twenty-five minutes later, victory.










He almost cried from relief.










First screenshot: sent.










She replied with a heart sticker and a picture of her tongue touching a lollipop.




That alone nearly broke him.










Match two started. It was rough. Toxic teammates. Double stun lanes. By the ten-minute mark, he was falling behind. Lexi watched the stream quietly. Said nothing. But he

 

knew


 
she was there.










When the match finally ended in defeat, she pinged him instantly.











Lexi:













Aww.




That’s one.




Looks like your skirt’s getting a spin tonight.














He groaned, burying his face in his hands.










“Fuck.”












Two wins and I’ll let you

 

feel


 
the plug tonight. Vibrating.




One more loss and you get the paddle.




Smile, gamer slut














He launched the next game.










Focused. Desperate.










Every part of him on fire.










She’d invaded his screen, his files, his rules, his mind.










And now, all he could think about—through the map, the spells, the kill count—was a pink plug vibrating inside him.










A reward.










Like a dog hoping for a treat.










The final match began.










He prayed.










And clicked.









Chapter Six: The Morning Routine










The message was already waiting when Jamie woke up.











Lexi:













Sit on the edge of your bed. Legs apart. Plug in. Cam on. No excuses.














He didn’t reply. He followed.










The room was quiet except for the soft click of plastic sliding into place. He sat where she told him, spine straight, tail out, cage locked. Webcam light glowed red.










Another message.












Say good morning, properly.














He spoke softly.










“Good morning, Miss Lexi.”












Good girl. Now listen.














He stared at the screen. Her words came in steady, measured commands.












You’ll shower. You’ll shave your legs again. Then you’ll dress.




Left on your desk is a bag I placed last night. Open it.














He stood. Tail swayed behind him as he walked across the room. The pink bag was small. Inside: sheer thigh-highs, a short black pleated skirt, and a cropped T-shirt that read

 

Princess in Training


 
.










He didn’t react.












No underwear. Plug stays in. Cage stays on.














He dressed.










The skirt was tighter than expected. His bulge pressed awkwardly under the fabric. His reflection looked ridiculous—soft legs, girly top, stiff posture. Lexi’s toy.












Walk back and forth in front of the cam. Ten times.














He obeyed. The plug reminded him with every step. Lexi sent a short audio note. Her voice filled the room, soft and smooth.












“That’s it. Let your skirt sway, baby. You look pathetic. And perfect.”














He didn’t speak.












Go to the kitchen. Make breakfast. Bring your phone. You’re not alone anymore.














Jamie walked down the hall, head down. The skirt didn’t cover much. The socks crept halfway up his thighs. No one else was home, but he moved like the world could see him.












Place the phone on the counter. Show me how you cook as a sissy.














He turned on the camera. Lexi was already on call. She watched in silence.










He cracked eggs. Toasted bread. Poured juice. She stayed connected the entire time, saying nothing until he sat down with the plate.












You eat with your legs open. You thank me before every bite.














He did.










She watched.












After breakfast, I want your room spotless. Then you’ll kneel beside your bed. I’ll check in at noon. You will be in position.














He cleaned.










He didn’t touch himself.










Not once.










The cage was full. He leaked constantly now. He didn’t wipe it.










At noon, he knelt.










Lexi joined the call again. Video on this time.










She looked fresh. Glossy lips. Pink tank top. No bra. Her voice was calm.










“Tail out.”










He spread his knees.










“Good girl. Crawl to the mirror.”










He crawled.










She watched.










“Now say it.”










Jamie whispered.










“I’m your little sissy slut.”










She smiled.










“Louder.”










“I’m your little sissy slut.”










“Good. Stay plugged. Stay locked. Stay mine.”










Call ended.










He didn’t move.










The tail curled gently across the carpet. His skirt rode up.










And he stayed kneeling.










Waiting.









Chapter Seven: First Use










The only sound in the room was the soft buzz of the ceiling fan. Jamie knelt by his bed, head lowered, hands resting on his thighs. The skirt had wrinkled from how long he’d been still. His tail twitched slightly with every breath.










Lexi hadn’t messaged in over an hour.










He didn’t move.










The cage had become more than a punishment. It was a rule. A boundary. A way to measure failure and obedience. His cock no longer responded with urgency—it pulsed in confusion, aching but numb, trained into passivity. He didn’t touch it. Not unless Lexi told him to. Not unless she watched.










When his phone finally buzzed, he reached for it without thinking.










One line.











Come to my apartment. Door’s open. Don’t knock. Wear the outfit. No shoes.











He didn’t hesitate.










He stood up, legs stiff. The plug shifted inside him. His thighs rubbed together with every step. He adjusted the thigh-highs. Smoothed the skirt. Checked the mirror. The reflection didn’t surprise him anymore.










He was becoming hers.










The hallway was quiet. Jamie stepped out barefoot, heart pounding against his ribs. The air felt colder on his legs. He tried not to look at the neighbor’s door across the hall. Just kept walking. Reached Lexi’s door. Pushed it open.










Inside, the air smelled like vanilla and leather. Soft music played in the background—slow, teasing piano notes, barely audible. The lights were low.










Lexi sat on the couch, legs crossed, a glass of wine in one hand. She wore nothing but a silk robe, loosely tied at her waist. Her bare legs stretched out, relaxed, claiming the space. Her hair was pulled back, messy and deliberate.










She didn’t speak.










Jamie closed the door behind him. Stood still.










“Good boy,” she said at last, setting the glass down. “Turn around. Lock the door.”










He obeyed.










“Now get on your knees.”










He dropped to the floor without a word.










Lexi stood up, slow and graceful. Her robe fell open. Her cock was hard already—thick, smooth, hanging between her thighs with perfect arrogance.










She walked toward him.










“You know what’s happening today,” she said.










Jamie nodded.










“Say it.”










“You’re going to use me.”










“Why?”










“Because I belong to you.”










She stepped closer.










“Because you’re my little what?”










He swallowed. “Your little sissy.”










Lexi reached down and gripped the back of his head, not gently. She guided his face forward until her cock pressed against his lips.










“You’ve leaked into your cage every day this week,” she said, calm and cold. “You’ve begged to cum. You’ve moaned like a bitch in heat. But what have you done for me?”










He couldn’t answer.










“Nothing,” she whispered.










Her cock pushed against his mouth. He opened. She slid in, slow and steady.










She didn’t moan. She didn’t praise. She just held his head and used his mouth like it was hers by right.










Jamie gagged once. She didn’t stop.










He adjusted his position, letting her slide deeper. The taste was clean, warm. Humiliating.










“Eyes up,” she said.










He looked at her. She stared down, unreadable.










“You’re not allowed to touch yourself while I fuck your throat. Not now. Not ever. That mouth is mine. Say it.”










He pulled back for air, gasping. “This mouth is yours.”










“Louder.”










“This mouth is yours.”










She pushed back in.










Her hips moved now—slow thrusts, no mercy. The back of Jamie’s throat burned. Tears welled at the corners of his eyes.










She held his hair like reins.










“You’ll learn to breathe through your nose. You’ll learn to take it like a good cocksleeve. You want a reward? This is what you earn.”










He moaned around her length. It vibrated through her.










“You like it,” she whispered. “Pathetic.”










She thrust deep. Held. Let him choke for a second. Then pulled out.










His lips were wet. Chin glistening. No pride left.










Lexi stepped around him. Sat on the edge of the couch.










“Get on all fours. Face me.”










He turned. Crawled into position.










“Tail up. Skirt up.”










He obeyed.










She reached under the couch and pulled out a bottle of lube.










“First time?” she asked.










He nodded once.










“You don’t get prep today. No stretching. No fingers. Just me.”










Jamie tensed.










Lexi leaned forward, spat in her hand, and stroked her cock slowly. She spread the lube on his plug, twisted it once, then pulled it free with a wet pop.










“Breathe.”










She guided the tip against his hole. It twitched.










“Don’t resist.”










She pushed.










Jamie whimpered.










It didn’t go in cleanly. Not all at once. But she didn’t stop. She held his hips, adjusted his angle, pressed again.










Halfway in, he gasped.










“Relax.”










She slid deeper.










When her hips met his ass, she stopped.










She didn’t move.










He breathed shallowly, forehead against the carpet.










“Feel that?”










He nodded.










“You’ll crave this by next week.”










She pulled back. Thrust forward.










Not rough. Not fast. Just steady.










Her cock stretched him in silence. The wet sounds filled the room. Jamie’s cage ached—every nerve screaming. He couldn’t get hard. Couldn’t cum. But his body shook with pressure.










“Say you’re my toy.”










“I’m your toy.”










“Say it again.”










“I’m your toy.”










“Say you’re my sissy fuckdoll.”










“I’m your sissy fuckdoll.”










Lexi grabbed his hair, pulled his head back, and leaned in.










“You’re mine now. Fully.”










She fucked him deeper.










Jamie moaned.










“Louder,” she demanded.










He obeyed.










The sounds echoed off the walls.










Lexi grunted once. Buried herself completely. Held.










Then pulled out.










She stood up.










“You’ll stay like that for ten minutes. Plug back in. Legs spread.”










He didn’t move.










She tossed a towel at his head.










“Clean your face. Not the floor.”










He wiped his chin. His lips throbbed. His ass leaked.










Lexi grabbed her wine. Sat back down.










“You’ve earned four points.”










He looked up.










She smiled faintly.










“Six more to go. Then you can beg me to unlock you.”










She drank.










He stayed on all fours.










Plug back in.










Skirt up.










Waiting.









Chapter Eight: Public Practice










The next morning, the plug was still in.










Jamie didn’t remove it. He didn’t ask to. The cage remained locked, the tail brushed against his sheets like an unspoken rule. The skirt hung on the back of his chair. The shirt—

 

Princess in Training


 
—was folded beside it, exactly where Lexi had told him to leave it.










At 09:00 sharp, her message arrived.











Get dressed. You’ll be walking with me today.











He typed back one word.











Where?











No reply.










Ten minutes later, another ping.











Wear what I gave you. Shoes optional. Bring a bag. We’re going shopping. You speak only when spoken to. One slip, one punishment. Be ready in five.











Jamie pulled on the skirt. Then the shirt. Thigh-highs. He tucked a few tissues in the bag—he was leaking more frequently now, and she didn’t like mess. He debated whether to bring underwear. Decided against it.










When the knock came, he opened the door without hesitation.










Lexi stood there in tight black leggings and a pastel crop top. Her hair was in two pigtails, a glossy lip stain making her mouth gleam. She wore oversized sunglasses and carried a pink designer handbag.










She gave him one long look from head to toe. Said nothing.










Then she held out her hand.










He gave her the leash.










The clip snapped onto the D-ring stitched into the waistband of his skirt, just above his tail.










She turned and walked. He followed.










Down the hall. Into the elevator. No words.










They passed a woman in the lobby who blinked, glanced at Jamie’s outfit, then quickly looked away. Jamie didn’t stop moving.










Outside, the sun was bright. The skirt felt shorter in daylight. He stayed one pace behind Lexi.










Their first stop was a boutique on the corner—a place he’d never entered. Feminine, glittery, shelves lined with bows, gloss, soft restraints, lingerie.










Lexi walked in like she owned it.










The girl at the counter smiled, then looked at Jamie. Her eyes paused on the tail.










Lexi spoke first.










“He’s training. First week.”










The girl nodded. “Sissy package?”










Lexi nodded. “Level one. Add plug lubricant and training beads.”










Jamie stood frozen near the door. Lexi turned.










“Kneel.”










He sank down instantly. Carpet was soft. He kept his eyes low.










The clerk rang up the items.










Lexi paid.










As she turned to leave, she dropped a small pink plug into Jamie’s bag. It was shorter, thinner—decorated with a heart-shaped gem at the base.










“For later,” she said.










They kept walking.










Second stop: pharmacy.










Lexi chose items deliberately. Razors. Baby wipes. Blush. A small bottle of perfume. Diaper rash cream. Tampons.










At checkout, she handed Jamie her phone.










“Pay with this. Speak to the cashier.”










He looked up.










Her voice dropped. “No arguing. Go.”










He stepped forward, bag in hand, skirt swaying, cage pressing. The plug shifted deep.










The cashier didn’t flinch. She rang up the items silently. Jamie tapped the card.










She glanced at the name on the screen.










“Lexi?”










He nodded.










“Cute couple,” she said.










He turned red.










Lexi walked past him, hand sliding down his back briefly as she exited.










Last stop: an alley behind the building.










They didn’t speak.










She pressed him against the wall with one hand on his chest.










“Did you feel exposed today?”










He nodded.










“Did you feel weak?”










“Yes.”










“Did you leak?”










He hesitated. “Yes.”










Lexi’s hand slid down, under the skirt, over the cage.










Wet.










She smirked.










“You’re disgusting.”










She gripped his leash and tugged once.










“Get on your knees. Open your mouth.”










He did.










She pulled her cock out of her leggings—hard, ready. No warmup. No questions.










She fed it into his mouth, slow and steady.










He didn’t gag this time.










She leaned against the brick, sliding deeper. Her voice stayed even.










“Sluts don’t get to feel safe. You’re a hole with legs. My toy. My property. You walk when I say walk. Speak when I say speak. You eat when I allow it.”










He sucked harder.










She thrust, slow and deep, until she came in his mouth.










She held his head there. No words. No praise.










Then pulled out.










“You swallow. You thank me.”










He did.










“Say it.”










“Thank you for using me.”










Lexi adjusted her leggings. Fixed her top.










“Four points now.”










He looked up.










She held the leash and smiled.










“One more task tonight. Then you reach five.”










She turned. Walked away.








He followed, cum still warm in his throat.







Chapter Nine: The Fifth Point










Jamie sat on his bed, legs folded beneath him, plug in, tail resting across his thigh. The cage felt tighter tonight. His body was buzzing. Four points earned. Lexi hadn’t said what would happen if he failed the fifth. She didn’t have to. The leash on the dresser. The gem-plug in the bag. The skirt still wrinkled from earlier. Every part of the room reminded him he wasn’t in charge of anything anymore.










His phone buzzed at 21:00 exactly.











Lexi:













Strip. Leave the plug in. Come to my apartment with the leash in your mouth.














No other instructions.










He obeyed.










When she opened the door, Lexi was in a leather corset and nothing else. Her thighs shimmered. Her cock was already semi-hard. Her eyes scanned his body, lingering on the cage, then the leash between his lips.










She took it from him. Clipped it on.










“Crawl.”










Jamie dropped to all fours. The plug shifted. His bare ass lifted. He crawled slowly across the floor behind her, each movement silent, measured.










She led him to the living room.










Pillows had been arranged on the floor. In the center: the new plug, a paddle, lube, a collar.










Lexi sat on the couch. Crossed her legs. Let the leash hang.










“Position.”










He moved to kneel. Legs apart. Hands behind back. Head lowered.










She picked up the collar.










“You’ve earned five points. That means you get to choose.” She tossed the paddle onto the floor beside him. “Pain. Or service.”










Jamie looked up.










Lexi tilted her head. “You want the paddle? Or do you want to be bred?”










His breath hitched.










“Service,” he said.










She stood. Walked behind him. Unclipped the leash. Then leaned down and whispered in his ear.










“On the couch. Hands on the armrest. Don’t look back.”










He moved. Bent over the armrest. Plug still in. Cage leaking.










She didn’t rush.










The lube was cold. The new plug came out with a pop. She didn’t speak.










Her cock pressed against him, hard and ready.










She entered in one slow thrust.










No warning.










No moan.










Just her.










Deep inside.










Jamie’s mouth opened. No sound.










Lexi gripped his hips and began to move. Slow. Then faster. No talking. No teasing.










He gripped the couch, eyes wide.










She fucked him in silence. The wet sounds echoed. His cage tapped softly against his thighs.










She used him like a toy. Not a person.










He didn’t ask for more. Didn’t beg.










He took it.










Lexi’s pace stayed steady, her breathing even. Her thighs slapped against his ass in rhythm. The pressure built. The edge hovered just out of reach.










Then her hands slid up his back. She leaned over him. Still inside.










“Ask for it.”










He didn’t respond.










“Ask me to fill you.”










Jamie’s voice cracked.










“Please… fill me.”










“Louder.”










“Please fill me.”










She came inside him.










One sharp thrust. A groan low in her throat. Her hips pressed tight.










She stayed in for a moment longer. Breathing. Holding.










Then pulled out.










Cum dripped down the inside of his thighs.










Lexi walked back to the couch. Sat. Legs spread.










“Plug yourself. Again.”










He grabbed the heart-shaped plug. Lined it up. Pressed it in.










The gem winked in the light.










“Now say it.”










“I’m your used little sissy.”










Lexi nodded.










“Five points earned.”










She picked up her phone.










“Tomorrow we start at zero again.”




“Ten gets you a taste.”




“Twenty gets you unlocked.”




“Thirty… gets you ruined.”










Jamie didn’t move.










She waved a hand.










“Now clean up. Then sleep at the foot of my bed.”










He crawled toward the towel.










She didn’t watch.










She didn’t need to.










He was already hers.









Chapter Ten: Release










Lexi woke him with her foot.










She didn’t say a word—just pressed her sole against Jamie’s face, gently nudging him from sleep. He stirred immediately, licking once before even realizing she was standing over him.










He didn’t speak.










She walked into the bathroom. He followed on all fours.










When she returned, she pointed at the plug.










“Out.”










He pulled it free. His hole flexed, dripping from the night before. She grabbed the leash and tugged once.










“Shower. Then meet me in my bedroom. You wear only the cage. Nothing else.”










Jamie obeyed.










Warm water, quick rinse. No stroking. No touching. Cage untouched.










He dried off, walked naked through the apartment, plug in hand, leash clipped to his collar.










Lexi sat on her bed, legs folded, a long strap-on buckled around her hips. Her real cock hung half-hard between her thighs, still untouched.










She pointed to the floor.










“Posture.”










He dropped to his knees. Hands behind back. Eyes forward.










Her voice was flat.










“You’ve reached thirty points. I’m unlocking you today. You’ll cum once. Controlled. On your knees. No touching. You will thank me. Then I decide if you ever get to do it again.”










Jamie nodded.










She stood. Walked behind him. Clicked the lock open. The cage fell away.










His cock swelled immediately—leaking, twitching, red and aching from days of denial.










Lexi grabbed the back of his head. “Don’t move.”










She stepped in front. Lined the strap-on with his lips.










“You cum when I cum. You stop when I say.”










She slid the toy into his mouth. His eyes watered. His cock jerked.










Lexi’s real cock brushed against his cheek as she began thrusting—slow and heavy.










He moaned around the strap.










She pushed deeper.










His cock was leaking steadily. His hips rocked without rhythm. He couldn't stop it.










She grabbed his head. Pulled him in tight.










Then, with no warning, she pressed the real tip of her cock against his lips, just above the strap.










He whimpered.










She pulled the toy out and shoved herself in.










He gagged, but didn’t resist.










Her voice came low.










“You’ve wanted this since the first night. When you sniffed my panties. When you moaned into them like a bitch. Now take what you earned.”










She began thrusting—deep and smooth.










His cock pulsed wildly, untouched.










She didn't need to give him permission.










He came.










No sound. Just release. Helpless, desperate, full.










It shot across the floor in thick spurts, untouched by his hands, as her cock filled his throat and her grip held him down.










She came next—warm and thick. Down his throat. His jaw ached. His legs trembled.










She pulled out slowly. Grabbed his chin. Made him open his mouth.










“Sissy. Slut. Mine.”










Jamie nodded, tongue out, drooling cum and spit.










She picked up the cage from the nightstand.










“You don’t get to stay free.”










He offered his cock without a word.










She slid the ring back on.










Locked it.










The key disappeared into her bra.










Then she handed him the towel.










“You clean the mess. You sleep in the crate tonight. You cum again when I say. Not before.”










He wiped the floor.










She stood above him, watching.










No praise.










Just ownership.










He didn’t ask for anything else.










He didn’t need to.










He was already hers.
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