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Chapter 1

Danni checked the time again, his pulse quickening at the thought of Courtney coming home early. He still had several hours, assuming she stuck to her schedule. He hurried into the bedroom, shut the door, and laid out his outfit for the evening. 

First came the silky pink panties he'd secretly taken from her drawer months ago and never returned. Next came the lacy stockings, a short skirt, and a padded crop top.

His hands trembled as he slipped into the pretty outfit, the silky fabric brushing against his skin, sending a delicious shiver through his body. He tugged the skirt into place and finished with the blond wig and heels. 

As he admired his reflection in the vanity mirror, a nervous smile crept across his face. He loved how he looked, so frilly and feminine, but the thrill of dressing in his sissy attire was always overshadowed by the frightening possibility of getting caught.

Today, the SissyVille video chat was already underway by the time he finished getting dressed. He had been joining the room for months, at first with the camera off and his voice muted, then with a screen name and the occasional comment. 

He knew the regulars now. He knew which one would praise an outfit and which would find something to tease. He even knew the sound of their laughter.

A dozen small windows filled his laptop screen. One sissy had perfect makeup and a polished black wig; another was holding up two skirts and asking the room to choose. Someone had propped a phone against a stack of books to show off a new pair of heels.

“I’m telling you, the blue blouse works,” said a sissy with a short red wig.

“It would work if the buttons didn’t look like they were about to surrender,” another replied.

“They’re not surrendering. They’re making a dramatic exit.”

The room burst into laughter. Danni laughed with them. The teasing was familiar by now: makeup tips, wardrobe complaints, tales of skirts that rode up at the worst possible moment. 

Nobody treated a crooked eyeliner wing or a blouse that pulled across the chest as a disaster. They traded advice, made fun of themselves, and welcomed anyone who showed up in an outfit they were proud of.

Danni had joined as Danni. He’d planned to mostly listen, but when someone asked whether a pink skirt looked better with black stockings or sheer ones, he glanced down at his legs and unmuted himself.

“Black,” he said. “Makes the pink stand out.”

“Danni has opinions,” said the person with the phone balanced on books.

“Danni knows what she’s talking about,” another sissy said. “Look at that skirt.”

Danni smiled, pleased despite himself. He had worn this skirt before but hearing them approve of it still gave him a little rush. He adjusted the hem, then caught himself checking how much leg showed in the camera frame.

The conversation wandered from clothes to the women they fantasized about. 

One sissy said she wanted a Mistress who would choose her outfits and refuse to let her change her mind. 

Another described wanting to go out in public dressed up, trying to behave normally while feeling every eye might land on her skirt. 

The group teased someone who admitted she’d practiced walking in heels through a grocery store parking lot, then turned around and went home.

“You made it to the parking lot,” the redhead said. “That’s basically a field test.”

“I made it back to my car,” the sissy replied. “That’s not the same thing.”

“It’s more than you managed last month.”

More laughter followed. Danni leaned back, comfortable among the voices. He knew these fantasies; he’d heard versions of them many times. That didn’t make them less compelling. 

A strict woman choosing his clothes, correcting him when he got something wrong, and deciding when he had earned a reward—he had imagined those things often enough that he knew which parts made his pulse quicken.

The talk turned to spankings and standing in the corner facing the wall. One member admitted she wanted a woman to hold the key to her chastity cage and decide when or whether anything came off. 

The others teased her for being eager to hand over control, then began trading their own fantasies. When someone brought up strap-on play, a chorus of mock groans filled the call, followed by earnest questions and confessions.

Danni listened, his attention fixed on the screen. The panties felt soft against his skin, and the short skirt shifted against his thighs whenever he moved. 

He could have muted himself and simply listened, as he had when he first joined. Instead, he stayed on camera, letting the group see him dressed as Danni. They knew he was a regular. They knew he liked the outfit. None of that made it easier to imagine Courtney finding out.

His phone buzzed on the desk. Danni glanced at it, then toward the bedroom door. Courtney was supposed to be at work until late. He had checked twice before getting dressed. The apartment was his for the afternoon.

A key turned in the front door.

Danni slammed the laptop shut so hard the screen snapped against the keyboard. He shot out of the chair, caught one heel in the carpet, and lurched toward the hall.

“Danni?” Courtney called from the other room. “I’m home.”

He made it three steps before she appeared at the end of the hall. Her work bag slid from her shoulder as she stopped. Danni, halfway to the bathroom in his heels, stared back at her. His skirt had twisted at the waist. The blond wig sat crooked, and one hand gripped the hem as though he could hold the whole outfit in place.

Courtney looked him up and down, then back up again. “What are you doing?”

Danni glanced toward the bathroom. “Nothing.”

“What are you wearing?”

He opened his mouth, but no answer came out.

Courtney took a step closer. Her eyes caught on the pink fabric beneath the skirt. “Are those my panties?”

“They’re not—” Danni began, then stopped. “I can explain.”

“Please do.” She set her bag down, her expression shifting from surprise to bafflement. “I’d love to hear this.”

“It’s a Halloween costume,” he said.

Courtney stared at him.

“I was trying out an idea,” he added. “Just seeing whether the look worked.”

“What look?”

“A character. For a prank, maybe.”

“A prank for whom?” Courtney asked.

Danni tugged at the skirt. “I thought it might be funny.”

“Funny?” She repeated the word as if she were testing it for sense. “You stole my clothes, my wig, and my panties because you thought it would be funny?”

“Borrowed not stole.”

“That makes it better?”

He tried to think of something more convincing. “I was going to take it off before you got home.”

Courtney glanced at his heels, then at the outfit again. “How long have you been doing this?”

Danni’s eyes darted toward the bedroom. The question left his other excuses stranded. Courtney saw the hesitation and her expression tightened.

“How long, Danni?”

“A few months,” he said. “Not every day.”

“Months.” She looked at the pink panties beneath his skirt. “You’ve been wearing my clothes for months, and this is the explanation you came up with?”

He couldn’t answer. He tried to tug the skirt lower, and Courtney’s gaze dropped to the front of his panties, where a damp patch marked the silk. His arousal was still visible beneath the fabric.

Her expression changed. “You’re turned on.”

Danni’s hand fell away from the skirt.

“You’re turned on wearing my panties.” Courtney took in the crop top, the stockings, and the heels. “Are you some kind of creepy pervert? Are you gay?”

Danni flushed. “I don’t know. I mean—I’m not—”

A woman’s voice came from the bedroom.

“Danni, you still with us? You got quiet all of a sudden.”

Courtney turned toward the sound. Her shock gave way to suspicion. “Who’s in there?”

“Nobody.”

“I heard a woman.”

“It’s just the laptop.”

Courtney started down the hall. Danni hurried after her, his heels clattering, one hand out as if he could catch her before she reached the bedroom.

“Courtney, wait. It’s not what you think.”

“What do I think?” she said, not slowing down. “That you’re hiding another woman in our bedroom?”

She entered and saw the closed laptop on the desk. A burst of laughter came from beneath its lid. Danni reached for her arm, but she stepped around him and pointed at the computer.

“Open it.”

“Maybe I should explain first.”

“Open it, Danni.”

There was no softness in her voice now. He lifted the screen and moved back. The video chat reappeared, showing several people dressed in skirts, blouses, stockings, and makeup. One wore a pink outfit close enough to Danni’s that he instinctively stepped out of Courtney’s line of sight.

“There he is!” said the sissy with the black wig. “Danni, you got caught!”

“Caught?” Courtney echoed.

“We were talking about your outfit,” another said. “Then you vanished.”

A few faces leaned closer to their cameras. The person with the phone balanced on books grinned when she saw Courtney. “Oh. You must be the girlfriend.”

Courtney put her hands on her hips. “What is this perverted, sick shit?”

“Calm down, girlfriend,” said the sissy with the black wig. “This is a support group. We’re not perverts, and you don’t need to be so judgmental.”

Courtney leaned closer to the screen.

"Excuse me?"

"We're just people who enjoy expressing our feminine side," Samantha continued. "There's nothing wrong with that."

"Then why is my boyfriend sneaking around behind my back wearing my panties?"

"That's something you two need to work out," Samantha replied. "But you shouldn't judge our entire sissyhood because Danni got caught with her skirt up."

A burst of laughter came from the other participants.

Courtney shot Danni a murderous look.

"Don't you dare laugh."

"I wasn't!"

"Good."

She pulled a chair toward the dresser and sat down, positioning herself directly in front of the laptop.

"All right. Since everyone here seems so eager to talk, somebody explain something to me. What the hell is a sissy?"

Danni reached toward the laptop.

"Courtney, maybe we should just—"

"Don't touch that computer."

"But—"

"Stand back, Danni."

He withdrew his hand.

Courtney pointed toward the foot of the bed.

"Over there."

He reluctantly moved away from the dresser, standing in his heels with his hands clasped awkwardly in front of his skirt.

"Now," Courtney continued, turning back to the screen. "I'm waiting."

Samantha cleared her throat.

"Well, a sissy can mean different things to different people. Some men just enjoy crossdressing. Some like wearing feminine clothes because they feel comfortable or pretty. Others enjoy taking on a more feminine identity."

Courtney glanced at Danni.

"And that's what he is?"

"Possibly. But there are other kinds of sissies, too."

"Such as?"

Michelle leaned toward her camera.

"Well, our group is mostly made up of men who enjoy being feminized. Some of us like the idea of having a strong, dominant woman take charge of our transformation."

Courtney raised an eyebrow.

"Take charge?"

"Absolutely," Michelle replied. "Instead of deciding what to wear ourselves, we fantasize about having a woman choose our clothes, teach us how to behave, and make all the rules."

Courtney looked over her shoulder at Danni.

"Is that right?"

He stared at the floor.

"Apparently," he mumbled.

"Don't mumble, Danni."

"Yes."

She turned back to the laptop.

"So these men actually want women telling them what to wear?"

"Oh, honey, that's just the beginning," Michelle answered.

Courtney leaned back in her chair, her anger giving way to a cautious curiosity.

"Go on."

"Well, there's obedience training," Samantha explained. "Some sissies enjoy being given rules to follow. They might have to practice their posture, learn proper manners, perform household chores, or ask permission before doing certain things."

"Seriously?"

"Very seriously."

"And what happens if they don't follow the rules?"

"That depends on the arrangement," Michelle said. "Some people enjoy old-fashioned disciplinary games. Being sent to stand in the corner, for example, or having their privileges taken away."

"Stand in the corner?" Courtney repeated.

"Facing the wall," Samantha added cheerfully.

Courtney looked at Danni again.

He was still standing near the bed, looking thoroughly miserable in his pink outfit.

"Well, this is certainly educational."

Danni shifted uncomfortably.

"Courtney, can we please talk about this privately?"

"In a minute."

She returned her attention to the screen.

"What else?"

The participants exchanged amused glances.

"Some sissies are interested in chastity and denial," Michelle said. "Others enjoy more elaborate power-exchange fantasies, including spanking and strap-on play. There are all sorts of interests within the community."

Courtney blinked.

"You're kidding."

"Nope."

"And men actually volunteer for this?"

"Of course. It's something they want."

Courtney considered that for a moment.

"So let me get this straight. You dress up like girls, you want women telling you what to do, and some of you actually enjoy being disciplined?"

"That's one way of describing it," Samantha replied. "Although everyone has their own preferences."

"And my boyfriend is one of you?"

The chatroom went momentarily quiet.

Danni closed his eyes.

Then Michelle smiled broadly.

"Oh, honey. Danni is definitely one of us."

Danni groaned.

"Michelle!"

"What? It's true!"

Courtney slowly turned her chair toward him.

"Is it?"

Danni looked helplessly between his girlfriend and the laptop.

"I don't know."

"You don't know?"

"I mean, I like dressing up sometimes."

"Sometimes?"

"Okay. More than sometimes."

"And the rest of it?"

He hesitated.

Courtney studied him for several seconds before turning back toward the screen.

"How long has he been doing this?"

"He's been chatting with us for months," Samantha answered.

"Months?"

Danni winced.

Courtney shook her head. "Almost two years together, and there’s the whole side to him I don’t even know."

"Actually," Michelle volunteered, "Danni is one of our shyest members. We've been encouraging her to be more confident."

"Her?" Courtney repeated.

"It's just what we call each other in here."

Courtney glanced at Danni's outfit again, taking in the wig, the pink crop top, and the miniskirt he had so desperately tried to conceal.

"Well, she's certainly dressed for the occasion."

The chatroom erupted in laughter.

Danni wished somebody would unplug the internet.

Then Samantha spoke again.

"Can I just say something, Courtney?"

"What?"

"You're actually in a very interesting position."

Courtney narrowed her eyes. "How's that?"

"Most of us spend years hiding this side of ourselves because we're afraid of being discovered. But a lot of sissies secretly dream about having a girlfriend who finds out and takes an interest."

Michelle nodded enthusiastically.

"Oh, absolutely. Danni getting caught dressed like that? Half the sissies in this room would give anything for that to happen to them."

Courtney looked surprised.

"You're envious of him?"

"Terribly!" Michelle exclaimed.

"Why?"

"Because now you know his secret. And you seem like a woman who doesn't take nonsense from anybody."

Samantha laughed. "You certainly had Danni standing at attention quickly enough."

Courtney glanced over at Danni.

He was still standing beside the bed, wearing his borrowed panties, his short pink skirt, and a pair of heels he could barely walk in.

She considered the scene before her, then looked back at the screen.

"So you're telling me that some of you would actually enjoy being caught by your girlfriends and having them take control?"

"That's the fantasy for quite a few of us," Michelle answered.

Courtney fell silent.

Only a few minutes earlier, she had walked into the bedroom expecting to find her boyfriend relaxing on his day off. Instead, she had discovered a secret wardrobe, a feminine alter ego, and an entire online community that seemed to know more about Danni's private desires than she did.

She still had plenty of questions. She was also furious that he had been sneaking around behind her back and helping himself to her clothes. But as she studied him standing there in his absurdly feminine outfit, something about the situation began to strike her as unexpectedly interesting.

Danni noticed the change in her expression.

"Courtney?"

She didn't answer immediately.

Instead, she looked him over once more, from his blonde wig to the tips of his high heels.

Then, very slowly, the corners of her mouth curled into a mischievous grin.

"Well, well, well," she said. "Isn't this interesting."


Chapter 2

"Interesting?" Danni repeated, eyeing Courtney's mischievous grin with growing suspicion. "What exactly is interesting?"

Courtney ignored him and turned back toward the laptop. "Ladies, I think I'd like to hear a little more about these fantasies of yours. Specifically, what would you want a dominant woman to do if she caught you dressed up like my boyfriend?"

The question immediately brought several excited voices from the speakers. Samantha, wearing her glamorous black wig and carefully applied makeup, leaned closer to her camera. 

"Oh, Courtney, you have no idea what you've just asked. 

Half the girls in this room have probably imagined being caught exactly like Danni. Some of us have spent years dreaming about a woman who would discover our secret and decide to take charge."

"Well, you've certainly got my attention," Courtney replied. "Tell me more."

Danni watched the exchange with mounting apprehension. Only minutes earlier, Courtney had been threatening to throw him out for stealing her panties. 

Now she was smiling at the same people who had exposed his secret, apparently fascinated by their descriptions of female domination. He wasn't sure which possibility frightened him more: that she might decide he was too strange to continue dating, or that she might discover she enjoyed the idea of controlling him.

Michelle was the first to elaborate. "Personally, I'd want my Mistress to take one look at me and decide that if I enjoyed dressing like a pretty little sissy, then she was going to make sure I learned how to behave like one. 

No more sneaking around. No more hiding my clothes. She'd choose my outfits, teach me how to walk and talk properly, and make sure I followed her rules."

"Rules?" Courtney asked. "What kind of rules?"

"Oh, all sorts. How to dress, how to behave, household responsibilities, proper manners. Some women even have their sissies address them as Mistress."

Courtney glanced over her shoulder at Danni. "Mistress Courtney. Has a certain ring to it, doesn't it?"

"Courtney, please."

"Danni, stop talking." She returned her attention to the screen. "And what does a dominate woman do when a sissy doesn't behave?"

Samantha smiled. "That's where discipline comes in. Some enjoy being scolded, having privileges taken away, or being sent to stand in the corner facing the wall. Others are interested in spanking or more elaborate punishment games. The important thing is that both people understand what they're agreeing to."

Courtney considered the explanation before turning toward Danni again. "So when I told you to stand over there and keep your hands off the laptop, that was the sort of thing these people fantasize about?"

Danni glanced at the screen, where several faces were watching him with obvious amusement. "I guess."

"You guess? You've been spending months in this chatroom, and that's the best answer you can give me?"

"Yes, Courtney."

"Much better." She pointed toward the foot of the bed. "Then stay where you are. I'm not finished with your friends."

The next hour became an increasingly uncomfortable education for Danni. Courtney questioned the members about their feminine wardrobes, their preferred forms of discipline, and the different ways a woman might exercise authority in a female-led relationship. 

The sissies responded enthusiastically, delighted to have an interested woman asking questions rather than dismissing their interests as ridiculous.

One participant described wanting a girlfriend who would insist on feminine clothing at home. Another admitted to fantasizing about becoming a full-time domestic servant, complete with a maid's uniform and a strict schedule of household duties. 

Michelle discussed chastity, while Samantha explained how some couples incorporated intimate power-exchange practices into their relationships.

Courtney listened with growing fascination, occasionally glancing at Danni as though she were comparing the stories against the embarrassed young man standing beside her bed.

"So let me understand something," she said after hearing several descriptions of female-led households. "You actually enjoy the idea of doing all the housework while your girlfriend relaxes?"

"Absolutely," Michelle answered. "For some of us, serving a dominant woman is part of the appeal."

"And she gets to decide what you wear?"

"Yes."

"What you do?"

"Within whatever arrangement they've agreed on."

"And some of you even want her to punish you when you misbehave?"

Several participants answered enthusiastically.

Courtney shook her head in amazement. "Good grief. Where have you people been hiding all my life?"

The chatroom erupted in laughter.

Danni didn't laugh. He had begun to recognize something in Courtney's expression that he knew all too well. It was the same look she wore when she discovered a new project that interested her, the same focused curiosity that made her research every possibility before deciding what she wanted. The difference was that this time, the subject of her investigation was him.

"Speaking of which," Courtney said, turning toward Danni, "I'm getting hungry."

"Okay."

"Go make me a snack."

He blinked. "What?"

"You heard me. A sandwich would be nice. And something to drink."

"Courtney, seriously?"

She raised an eyebrow. "Do you have something better to do?"

Danni glanced at the laptop. Michelle had covered her mouth with one hand, clearly trying not to laugh, while Samantha watched with an enormous grin.

"Fine," he muttered. "What kind of sandwich?"

"Turkey and cheese. And don't forget the mustard."

Danni reluctantly made his way toward the bedroom door, his heels clicking across the hardwood floor. He could hear the chatroom erupting in delighted laughter behind him, followed by Michelle's enthusiastic declaration that Courtney was a natural.

"Don't encourage her!" Danni called over his shoulder.

"Keep walking, Danni," Courtney answered.

By the time he returned with the sandwich, a handful of potato chips, and a glass of iced tea, Courtney was discussing the differences between occasional feminization fantasies and full-time female-led relationships. She accepted the plate without looking away from the screen, then gestured for Danni to sit on the edge of the bed.

"Thank you, Danni."

"You're welcome."

"Now be quiet. I'm learning."

He sat down, adjusting his short skirt as Courtney continued questioning his online friends. She seemed particularly interested in the psychology behind their fantasies, asking whether they wanted to be feminized all the time or only during certain activities. Some preferred occasional dressing sessions, while others described more elaborate arrangements in which their partners selected their clothing and established expectations for their behavior.

Eventually, Courtney glanced at the clock and realized that several hours had passed.

"Well, ladies, I think I've learned enough for one afternoon."

"Oh, don't leave us hanging!" Michelle protested. "What are you going to do with Danni?"

Courtney looked over her shoulder at Danni, who sat nervously on the bed.

"I haven't decided yet."

Samantha smiled. "Whatever you decide, Courtney, just remember that he's probably more embarrassed than he's ever been in his life."

"Oh, I think that's fairly obvious."

"And for what it's worth," Michelle added, "Danni is a sweetheart. She's just been hiding a very big secret."

Courtney nodded thoughtfully. "Yes. Well, that's something we're going to have to discuss."

She thanked the group for their candor, then ended the video chat and closed the laptop. The bedroom fell silent, leaving Danni alone with his girlfriend and the uncomfortable knowledge that she now understood far more about his private interests than he had ever intended to reveal.

Courtney picked up the remains of her sandwich and took another bite, watching him as she chewed.

"Well," she finally said, "that was quite an education."

Danni rubbed his hands together nervously. "Courtney, I'm really sorry."

"I know."

"I should have told you."

"Yes, you should have."

"And I shouldn't have borrowed your clothes."

"Definitely not."

He looked down at his skirt. "So what happens now?"

Courtney finished chewing before answering. "I haven't decided. I've just spent the last few hours listening to a room full of men describe their fantasies about being feminized and controlled by dominant women. Some of it sounds ridiculous, some of it sounds interesting, and some of it is going to take me a while to understand."

Danni swallowed. "Are you going to break up with me?"

"I don't know."

The answer landed heavily between them.

Courtney set her plate aside and stood. "What I do know is that you've been lying to me for months, sneaking around behind my back, and helping yourself to my underwear without permission. I'm not going to pretend that doesn't matter just because your little online friends think this is all terribly exciting."

"I understand."

"Good. Because until I decide what I'm going to do, you're sleeping on the couch."

Danni looked up sharply. "The couch?"

"Yes, Danni. The couch."

"But—"

"No arguments."

He lowered his eyes. "Okay."

Courtney studied his outfit for a moment before continuing. "You can take off the wig, the skirt, and those ridiculous heels. But the panties stay on."

Danni stared at her. "What?"

"You heard me."

"Why?"

"Because I haven't decided what to make of your little hobby yet, and I don't want you pretending this afternoon never happened."

He hesitated.

Courtney folded her arms. "Is that going to be a problem?"

Danni glanced down at the pink silk visible beneath his skirt. "No."

"Good. And no television or internet tonight. I want you to spend some time thinking about what you actually want."

"All right."

"And give me your phone."

Danni blinked. "My phone?"

"Yes. I don't want you spending the whole night asking your online friends what to say to me tomorrow."

He reluctantly retrieved his iPhone from the dresser and handed it over. Courtney placed it beside her own, then picked up her plate.

"Look, Danni, I'm not making any permanent decisions tonight. But I need to think about whether this is something I can accept, and you need to think about whether this is really the kind of life you want."

He swallowed. "Are you sure we can't just talk about it now?"

"No. I've had enough revelations for one day."

She walked toward the bedroom door, then stopped when Danni called after her.

"Courtney?"

"What?"

"I really do love you."

Her expression softened slightly. "I know, Danni. But love doesn't make dishonesty disappear."

With that, she walked into the bedroom and closed the door.

Danni remained standing in the hallway, staring after her. He had spent months fantasizing about Courtney discovering his secret, imagining that she might become intrigued by his feminine alter ego and perhaps even enjoy taking charge of him. 

Now that something resembling that fantasy had actually happened, he was discovering that reality carried consequences he had never considered.

He had no idea whether Courtney would still be his girlfriend in the morning.

By midnight, Danni had changed into an oversized T-shirt and removed the wig, stockings, and heels. He had folded the rest of his feminine clothing and placed everything neatly beside the couch. The silky pink panties remained beneath his shirt, just as Courtney had instructed.

He lay beneath a thin blanket, staring at the ceiling. Sleep refused to come, and every embarrassing moment of the afternoon replayed through his mind. Courtney discovering him in the hallway. 

Her expression when she recognized her panties. The sound of the Sissy Sisterhood enthusiastically explaining his secret fantasies while he stood there wishing the floor would swallow him.

Worse, he couldn't stop wondering what Courtney was thinking.

Was she disgusted by him? Did she think he was ridiculous? Would she ever look at him the same way again? The possibility of losing her frightened him far more than the embarrassment of being discovered. 

They had been together for almost two years, and he had imagined building a future with her. He had never wanted his private interests to jeopardize their relationship.

Yet there was another uncomfortable truth he couldn't ignore. Part of him had been fascinated by Courtney's reaction. She had taken command of the situation so naturally, ordering him away from the computer, questioning his friends, and sending him to the kitchen without the slightest hesitation. Even now, he was sleeping on the couch because she had told him to.

It was exactly the sort of authority he had spent months imagining.

But imagining something and actually experiencing it were two very different things.

Danni rolled onto his back again. He wanted Courtney to understand him. He wanted her to accept this part of his personality. And somewhere deep inside, he wondered whether she might eventually enjoy taking charge of him.

He simply didn't know whether that possibility was worth risking everything they already had.

At some point, he drifted into an uneasy sleep.

The sound of a door opening awakened him.

"Danni?"

He blinked and looked toward the hallway. Courtney stood in the bedroom doorway wearing a loose T-shirt and pajama shorts. Her hair was slightly disheveled, and she looked as though she hadn't slept much either.

He glanced at the clock.

3:07 a.m.

"Courtney? Is everything okay?"

"Come sit at the dining room table."

Danni pushed himself upright. "Now?"

"Yes. I think we need to have a little talk."

He followed her into the dining room, his bare feet padding quietly across the floor. Courtney switched on the overhead light and sat opposite him, folding her hands on the tabletop.

For several moments, she said nothing. Then she looked directly into his eyes.

"I'm still angry with you, Danni."

He nodded. "I know."

"No, I don't think you do. I'm not angry because you like wearing women's clothes. I'm angry because you've been lying to me. You've been hiding things, sneaking around, and helping yourself to my underwear without asking."

"I'm sorry."

"And another thing. I knew something strange was happening with my panties."

Danni looked up. "What?"

"They kept getting stretched out. I thought maybe the dryer was ruining them, but now I know why."

He winced. "Oh."

"Yes. Oh."

Courtney shook her head, although a faint smile briefly crossed her face. "Of all the things I expected to discover about my boyfriend, finding out he's been borrowing my lingerie wasn't exactly high on the list."

"I understand."

"Do you?"

"Yes."

"Good. Because if we're going to move forward, there can't be any more secrets."

Danni nodded.

Courtney leaned back in her chair. "Now, I've spent the last few hours thinking about everything those people told me. And I have to admit something."

"What?"

"I'm intrigued."

Danni stared at her. "Really?"

"Don't look so surprised. I'm not saying I've suddenly decided I want a boyfriend who wears miniskirts and calls himself Danni. But the idea of a female-dominant relationship is interesting."

Danni felt a flicker of hope.

Courtney continued. "I've always been the more assertive one in our relationship. You know that. I make most of the plans, I handle the finances, and I'm usually the one who decides what we're doing on weekends."

"That's true."

"And you've never seemed particularly bothered by it."

"No."

"So maybe there is something to this whole dominant-woman arrangement."

She paused, studying him.

"But I have questions."

"Okay."

"First of all, I'm not sure I want a fully feminized boyfriend."

Danni nodded slowly.

"And frankly," Courtney continued, "I don't understand what kind of romantic or sexual relationship I'm supposed to have with a man who's wearing panties, and a chastity cage all the time."

"I wouldn't expect you to."

"Good. Because that's something we'd have to figure out."

She leaned forward. "But I'm willing to explore the idea. At least a little."

Danni's eyes widened. "You are?"

"Maybe. But first, I need you to be completely honest with me."

"I will."

"No more ridiculous Halloween costume excuses."

"Agreed."

"No pretending you don't know what I'm talking about."

"Okay."

"And no telling me what you think I want to hear. I want the truth."

Danni took a deep breath.

Courtney rested her elbows on the table. "Tell me what you actually want, Danni."

He hesitated. "About what?"

"About all of it. The clothes. The fantasies. Being controlled by a woman. Everything."

Danni looked down at his hands. "I don't know where to start."

"Start with the clothes."

He considered his answer. "I've liked feminine clothing for a long time. Ever since I was younger, really. I always wondered what it would feel like to wear skirts, stockings, pretty underwear, that sort of thing."

"And you enjoy it?"

"Yes."

"Why?"

Danni shrugged. "I like how it feels. I like looking feminine sometimes. It's different from how I normally present myself."

Courtney nodded. "And the whole sissy thing?"

He swallowed. "That's more complicated."

"I have time."

Danni took another breath. "I guess I've always liked the idea of a strong woman being in charge. Someone confident and demanding. Someone who decides what she wants and expects me to follow her lead."

"Like me?"

He looked up. "Yes. Actually, a lot like you."

Courtney raised an eyebrow. "Interesting."

He continued, encouraged by her reaction. "And I guess I like the idea of being feminized by someone like that. Not just dressing up on my own, but having a woman choose my clothes and teach me how she wants me to behave."

"Even if she made you wear something embarrassing?"

Danni hesitated. "Yes."

"Even if she expected you to do chores and follow rules?"

"Yes."

Courtney studied him thoughtfully. "So you really do want a dominant girlfriend."

Danni nodded. "I think so."

"Think so?"

"I do."

"That's better."

She sat back and crossed her arms. "All right. Let's talk about some of the other things your friends mentioned."

Danni felt his cheeks warm. "Such as?"

"Chastity."

He shifted in his chair. "What about it?"

"Would you actually want to try that?"

Danni considered the question carefully. "I think I'd be willing to try it. I'm curious, but I wouldn't want it to be permanent."

Courtney nodded. "Fair enough. What about discipline? Spankings, standing in the corner, that sort of thing?"

He lowered his eyes. "Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, I'd want to try that."

"You're sure?"

Danni nodded more firmly. "Yes."

Courtney regarded him with an expression somewhere between amusement and disbelief. "Unbelievable. My boyfriend has apparently been dreaming about getting sent to the corner like a naughty schoolgirl."

Danni covered his face. "Please don't say it like that."

"Why? Is it embarrassing?"

"Extremely."

Courtney smiled. "I gathered that."

She let the silence linger before asking her next question.

"And what about the strap-on play they mentioned?"

Danni looked up sharply. "Courtney!"

"What? You said you wanted to be honest."

"I know, but—"

"But nothing. I'm asking whether it's something you've thought about."

He stared at the tabletop for several seconds. "Yes," he finally admitted.

Courtney nodded slowly. "And?"

"I've been curious about it for a long time."

Courtney remained silent for a lingering moment, thinking through everything he had said. Finally, she pushed her chair back slightly and looked at him. "All right, Danni. Here's what I've decided. I'm willing to give this a go."

Danni stared at her in disbelief. "Really?"

"Yes. But I want you to understand something. I'm not agreeing to indulge in everything your little online friends were talking about. However, I am curious about what a so-called female-led relationship might look like for us." She leaned forward, studying his reaction. "And if we're going to explore it, we're going to do it my way."

"What does that mean?" Danni asked.

"It means that when we agree I'm in charge of something, I expect you to follow my instructions. I don't want arguments, excuses, or games. Do you understand?"

"Yes," Danni answered, nodding eagerly.

Courtney leaned closer, her expression turning serious. "Are you absolutely sure this is what you want? Because once we start down this road, I don't think there will be any going back."

Danni considered the question. He thought about the months he had spent hiding his feminine clothing, the secret video chats, and the fantasies he had never dared share with Courtney. 

Now, the woman he loved was offering him the opportunity to explore those desires with her, and despite his lingering embarrassment, he knew exactly what he wanted. He looked directly into her eyes. "Yes. I want this."

Courtney studied him for several seconds before a small, mischievous smile appeared on her face. "All right, then. Tomorrow morning, we'll figure out what kind of sissy boyfriend I've got."

"I'll be ready to obey," Danni replied, then hesitated, gathering the courage to say the word he had fantasized about using for so long. He swallowed nervously. "Mistress."

Courtney regarded him for a long moment, apparently considering how she felt about being addressed that way. Then her smile widened ever so slightly. She stood and pushed her chair beneath the table. "Now go back to sleep on the couch. It's almost four in the morning, and I'm exhausted."

Danni rose from his chair. "Okay."

"And Danni?" Courtney called before he could leave. He stopped and turned toward her, waiting expectantly as her gaze dropped to the hem of his oversized T-shirt. "Those pink panties stay on until I tell you otherwise."

Danni glanced down at himself, then nodded obediently. "Yes, Courtney."

Courtney raised an eyebrow. "What was that?"

Danni immediately understood his mistake. "I mean, yes, Mistress."

"Good, Danni." Courtney seemed particularly pleased with herself as she walked toward the bedroom, although she stopped at the doorway and turned back toward him. "Oh, and one more thing. Be up at dawn and clean the kitchen from top to bottom. I expect the countertops scrubbed, the dishes washed, and the floor spotless. And I want breakfast served to me in bed. Let's say nine o'clock sharp."

Danni was surprised by the stern authority in her voice. He had never heard Courtney speak to him quite like this before, issuing orders with such confidence and expecting nothing less than his complete obedience. 

It was exactly the kind of commanding behavior he had fantasized about and hearing it from his own girlfriend made the experience all the more exhilarating. He straightened his posture and nodded. "Whatever you say, Mistress."

"That's what I like to hear." Courtney gave him one final, satisfied smile before disappearing into the bedroom and closing the door.

Danni remained in the dining room for several moments, trying to comprehend everything that had happened. Only hours earlier, he had been terrified that Courtney would break up with him after discovering his secret.

Instead, she had agreed to explore his fantasies, accepted being called Mistress, and already begun giving him orders. He wasn't entirely sure whether he should feel relieved or apprehensive, but he couldn't deny the excitement stirring beneath his lingering embarrassment.

He returned to the couch, pulled the blanket over himself, and settled into the cushions with a smile he couldn't suppress. His girlfriend knew everything now, and against all expectations, she was willing to take charge of the feminine alter ego he had kept hidden for so long. He had no idea what Courtney might have planned for him beyond tomorrow morning's chores and breakfast service, but one thing was becoming increasingly clear.

His days of secretly dressing up as Danni were about to change.


Chapter 3

By eight forty-five the following morning, Danni had already scrubbed the kitchen counters, washed the dishes, mopped the floor, and prepared Courtney's breakfast. He had slept barely three hours, but the anticipation of his first morning under her authority had made it impossible to stay in bed.

After completing his chores, he had retrieved the feminine clothing he'd worn the previous afternoon and dressed himself in the same pink crop top, short, pleated skirt, stockings, and heels. The blond wig came last, followed by several nervous adjustments in the hallway mirror.

Courtney had specifically ordered him to keep wearing her pink panties, and he hoped that presenting himself as Danni might demonstrate how seriously he was taking their new arrangement.

At precisely nine o'clock, Danni stood outside the bedroom carrying a serving tray loaded with scrambled eggs, buttered toast, fresh fruit, and a steaming cup of coffee. He balanced the tray carefully against his hip and knocked on the door, suddenly wondering whether Courtney would remember everything she had said during their conversation at three in the morning.

Perhaps she had reconsidered. Perhaps she would laugh at the sight of him dressed like this and announce that the whole thing had been a ridiculous mistake.

"Come in," Courtney called from inside.

Danni opened the door and entered, taking small, careful steps to avoid spilling the coffee. Courtney was sitting against the pillows with her phone in one hand, wearing the same oversized T-shirt she'd slept in. She barely glanced up until he approached the bed, and when she finally noticed his outfit, she burst into delighted laughter.

"Oh my God! You're wearing my clothes again!"

Danni felt his cheeks grow warm. "I thought you'd like me to dress up for breakfast, Mistress."

Courtney looked him over, giggling at the sight of her boyfriend standing beside the bed in her miniskirt and blond wig. 

"Well, aren't you a pretty little sight this morning? I suppose I should give you credit for enthusiasm." She returned her attention to her phone, scrolling through something while Danni waited with the tray. "Put that down on the nightstand. And be careful with the coffee."

He obeyed, arranging the tray within her reach before stepping back with his hands clasped in front of his skirt. Courtney inspected the breakfast, nodded her approval, and picked up a piece of toast. 

She continued scrolling through her phone as she ate, apparently finding whatever she was reading considerably more interesting than the embarrassed young man waiting beside her bed.

"We're going to have to get you your own clothes," she remarked after a few moments. "Because you're certainly not going to keep wearing mine. I don't care how pretty you think you look in them."

Danni brightened. "Actually, I've already got a whole shopping cart of things I've been wanting to order from Amazon. Skirts, blouses, lingerie, even some really cute shoes. I could show you."

"No," Courtney answered without looking up. "That won't do at all."

Danni blinked. "Why not?"

"Because if I'm going to be in charge of your wardrobe, then I'm going to choose what goes into it. Isn't that what you told me you wanted last night?" She took another bite of toast and continued scrolling. "Besides, I have no intention of letting you order a bunch of ridiculous outfits without seeing how they fit."

"I suppose that makes sense," Danni admitted.

"Of course it makes sense. Now, I would like to enjoy my breakfast in peace, so you can go. And take off my clothes before you do anything else. I want everything washed, dried, and ironed properly." Courtney paused long enough to glance over the top of her phone. "Except the panties. Those stay on."

Danni hesitated near the doorway. "What should I wear while I'm doing the laundry?"

Courtney looked at him as though the answer should have been obvious. "The panties will do for now."

"You mean only the panties?"

"Would walking around the apartment wearing nothing but a pair of pink panties be embarrassing for you, Danni?"

He glanced down at his skirt, reluctant to admit how uncomfortable the prospect made him. "A little."

"Well, from what your online sissy friends told me yesterday, sissies rather enjoy being embarrassed. So what do you think you should wear?"

Danni considered the question, recognizing the mischievous challenge in her voice. "Just the panties, Mistress."

"Correct. Now go do my laundry and clean the bathroom while you're at it. I expect the sink, the toilet, the bathtub, and the floor to be spotless. I'll be inspecting everything when I'm finished in here."

Danni shook his head with a disbelieving smile. "You're taking to this rather quickly, aren't you?"

Courtney finally lowered her phone and regarded him with an amused expression. "You've been practicing this sissy business for months, Danni. I've got a lot of catching up to do." Her smile disappeared as she pointed toward the door. "Now get out and close the door behind you."

"Yes, Mistress," Danni replied, gathering the courage to give her a small curtsy before leaving the room.

Courtney laughed as he closed the door, and the sound followed him down the hallway.

Over the next two hours, Danni discovered that being a submissive boyfriend involved considerably more work than he had imagined. After carefully removing the wig, stockings, skirt, and crop top, he gathered Courtney's laundry and carried it to the washing machine wearing nothing but the silky pink panties she had ordered him to keep on.

He had never felt so conspicuous in his own apartment, despite knowing that nobody else was there to see him. Every time he passed a mirror, he became acutely aware of his unusual appearance and the fact that Courtney had deliberately chosen to leave him dressed this way.

The laundry proved straightforward enough, although Danni was considerably more careful with Courtney's delicate clothing than he had ever been with his own. He checked the care labels, separated the garments, and made certain he used the proper wash settings.

Once the first load was underway, he collected the bathroom cleaning supplies and began scrubbing the sink, bathtub, and toilet. Courtney had demanded a spotless bathroom, and he had no intention of giving her an excuse to criticize his work on their very first morning.

As he worked, Danni found himself thinking about how dramatically his life had changed in less than twenty-four hours. Yesterday he had been sneaking around the apartment, terrified that Courtney might discover his feminine wardrobe and secret video chats.

Today he was cleaning her bathroom in pink panties because she had ordered him to do so. The circumstances were so absurd that he occasionally found himself smiling, although the embarrassment never entirely disappeared. There was something strangely satisfying about carrying out her instructions, particularly when he imagined Courtney inspecting his work and deciding whether he had met her expectations.

By the time he finished scrubbing the bathroom floor, his knees ached, and his shoulders were sore. He inspected the sink for water spots, polished the mirror, and rearranged the toiletries before stepping back to admire his work. The room looked better than it had in months, and he felt a small measure of pride in the accomplishment. He was putting away the cleaning supplies when he heard the bedroom door open.

"Danni!"

Danni hurried into the hallway. "Yes, Mistress?"

Courtney stood outside the bedroom, and the sight of her brought him to an abrupt halt. She had exchanged her sleeping clothes for a fitted black dress that accentuated her figure, sheer stockings, and a pair of elegant heels. Her hair was carefully styled, and her makeup gave her an air of confidence that Danni had never quite noticed before. She looked as though she were preparing for an expensive evening out rather than spending a Saturday morning at home.

"Wow," Danni said. "You look amazing."

"Thank you." Courtney gave him a pleased smile before looking him over. "And you're still wearing exactly what I told you to wear. Very good."

Danni glanced at her dress again. "Are we going somewhere?"

"Eventually. But first, I want to inspect your work." She pointed toward the corner of the living room. "Go stand over there and face the wall."

Danni hesitated. "Seriously?"

Courtney raised an eyebrow. "Was there something unclear about my instructions?"

"No, Mistress."

"Then do as you're told."

He walked to the indicated corner and turned toward the wall, feeling ridiculous as he stood there in nothing but the pink panties. He heard Courtney's heels clicking across the kitchen floor as she began her inspection, opening cabinets, checking the counters, and examining the sink. 

Every few moments she made a small sound of approval or disapproval, although she offered no explanation. Danni resisted the temptation to turn around and see what she was doing.

Courtney eventually moved into the bathroom, where she spent several minutes examining the sink, bathtub, mirror, and floor. Danni listened anxiously to the sounds of her inspection, wondering whether she was deliberately taking her time to make him nervous. When she finally returned to the living room, she stopped behind him and allowed the silence to linger.

"All right, Danni. You can turn around."

Danni obeyed, looking at her expectantly. "Well?"

Courtney folded her arms. "It's satisfactory. The kitchen looks much better, and the bathroom is certainly cleaner than it was yesterday. However, I noticed a little dust behind the bathroom door, and you missed a spot along the edge of the bathtub."

Danni frowned. "I spent almost two hours cleaning everything. I thought I did a pretty good job."

Courtney's expression hardened slightly. "What was that, sissy?"

He immediately recognized the warning in her voice. "I mean, yes, Mistress. I'll do better next time."

"That's what I expect." Courtney smiled, apparently satisfied with his correction. "You know, I rather enjoyed having breakfast served to me in bed and discovering that the apartment had been cleaned without my lifting a finger. I could get used to this."

Danni looked at her with a mixture of amusement and disbelief. "You've really done your homework, haven't you?"

"Of course I have. While you were sleeping last night, I spent several hours reading about female-led relationships, sissy training, and all sorts of fascinating things your friends mentioned." She tilted her head and examined him thoughtfully. "I still haven't decided how much of it interests me, but I'm beginning to understand the appeal."

Danni glanced at her dress. "So why are you all dressed up?"

"Because we're going shopping."

"Shopping?"

"Yes, Danni. Shopping. You need a wardrobe of your own, and I intend to make sure you get one."

Danni stared at her. "You mean shopping for women's clothes? For me?"

"That's generally what a feminine wardrobe consists of."

"But where?"

"The mall, of course." Courtney smiled at his bewildered expression. "All girls like shopping at the mall, don't they?"

Danni's stomach tightened at the thought of walking into a women's clothing store and trying on skirts and dresses while Courtney watched. He had fantasized about shopping for feminine clothing countless times, but those fantasies had usually involved discreet online purchases and packages delivered when nobody was home. The idea of Courtney accompanying him into a busy shopping mall was an entirely different proposition.

"Courtney, I don't know if I'm ready for that."

"Well, we'll find out, won't we?" she replied. "Besides, I haven't said anything about what you're going to wear to the mall. Don't start inventing problems before we get there."

Danni nodded reluctantly, although his curiosity was beginning to outweigh his apprehension. He glanced at her elegant black dress again, wondering whether she had deliberately chosen such an imposing outfit for their first shopping expedition. 

Courtney seemed to enjoy his uncertainty, and she allowed him to speculate for a moment before turning toward the bedroom dresser.

"But before we leave," she said, "there's something else we need to discuss."

Courtney opened the drawer and removed a wooden-backed hairbrush. Danni recognized it immediately, although the purposeful way she held it made him regard the familiar object rather differently. 

She turned it over in her hand, examining the broad wooden back before looking directly at him. "Put your hands on the kitchen table, Danni."

Danni glanced between Courtney and the brush. "What are you going to do with that?"

"What do you think I'm going to do with it?" Courtney asked. "You've been wearing my panties and helping yourself to my clothes for months without my knowledge or permission. According to your little online sissy friends, that's a punishable offense." She pointed toward the table with the hairbrush. "Now bend over, sissy."

Danni approached the table reluctantly; his attention fixed on the brush in her hand. He had spent months imagining Courtney taking charge of him, but the reality of standing before her in nothing but her pink panties was considerably more intimidating than his fantasies. 

He bent forward and placed both palms flat against the tabletop, then glanced over his shoulder. "How many am I going to get?"

"As many as it takes for you to understand why I'm upset," Courtney answered. She stepped behind him and tapped the table with the brush. "Keep your hands where I told you."

Danni gripped the edge of the table. Courtney delivered the first sharp swat with the wooden back of the hairbrush, and he jerked in surprise at the sting.

"Count, Danni."

"One!" Danni exclaimed.

"Much better." Courtney waited until he had settled before delivering another swat. "And don't forget why you're here."

"Two!" Danni counted, drawing a quick breath. "Mistress, that actually hurts."

"It’s supposed to," Courtney replied. "Now tell me something. Are you a sissy?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Are you sure? Because yesterday you were telling me all sorts of ridiculous stories about Halloween costumes and practical jokes." She gave him another swat, and Danni counted three. "Now suddenly you're calling yourself Danni and asking me to be your Mistress. Which story am I supposed to believe?"

"The truth!" Danni answered. "I'm a sissy, Mistress. I really am."

Courtney continued questioning him between swats, making him count each one aloud. By the time he reached nine, his earlier eagerness had given way to a much more sober appreciation of her determination. At ten, he glanced back at her, but she pointed firmly toward the table and instructed him to keep his position.

“Now, Danni, are you sorry for stealing my panties and clothes?”

“I am sorry, Mistress.”

She whacked him again.

"Eleven!"

“You don’t sound sorry.”

“I am Mistress, now please stop.”

She whacked him again.

"Twelve!"

Courtney lowered the brush and regarded him thoughtfully. "Are you really sorry, or are you just telling me you're sorry because you think that's what I want to hear?"

Danni hesitated. He could have repeated the apology he'd already given her, but Courtney's question demanded something more honest. He looked down at his hands, considering how much of his secret he had concealed and how much he still wanted her to understand.

"I'm sorry I upset you, Mistress," he admitted. "I'm sorry I took your clothes without asking, and I'm sorry I lied about it. But I loved wearing them. I loved wearing your skirts and stockings and panties, and I can't pretend I didn't."

Courtney considered his answer, then placed the hairbrush on the table. “That's considerably more honest than anything you told me yesterday." She waited until he looked back at her. "And now I know something new. Danni can tell the truth when properly motivated."

Danni managed a nervous smile. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good. Stand up straight, then. We're not finished with your lessons today, and I still have a shopping trip planned for my new sissy boyfriend."


Chapter 4

Danni had never been so grateful to wear a pair of jeans in his life. After the morning's humiliating lessons, Courtney had finally allowed him to put on his ordinary clothes for their trip to the mall. 

             He wore a plain T-shirt, sneakers, and his favorite jeans, although the silky pink panties beneath them were a constant reminder that he was no longer making all his own wardrobe decisions.

Courtney, meanwhile, had retained her fitted black dress, sheer stockings, and high heels. Walking beside her through the crowded shopping mall, Danni couldn't help noticing how confidently she carried herself, as though she had already decided exactly how the afternoon would unfold.

Courtney had been in an unusually cheerful mood since they left the apartment. She held his hand as they walked past department stores and crowded cafés, occasionally stopping to examine a window display or comment on an outfit.

Danni tried to behave normally, but his attention kept wandering toward the people around them. He recognized the mall from countless previous visits, and that familiarity made him particularly nervous.

This was where he bought birthday presents, met friends for lunch, and occasionally encountered coworkers on their days off. The possibility of running into someone he knew while Courtney was shopping for women's clothing on his behalf made his stomach tighten.

"Courtney, what if somebody from work sees me?" he asked as they approached the second floor.

She glanced at him. "Sees you doing what? Walking through a shopping mall with your girlfriend?"

"You know what I mean."

"Actually, Danni, I think you're going to have to be more specific." Courtney gave his hand a little tug, encouraging him to keep pace. "Are you worried they'll see you buying skirts? Trying on dresses? Or perhaps discovering that you've got much better taste in panties than they ever suspected?"

"Would you please keep your voice down?" Danni whispered, glancing toward a couple walking past them.

Courtney laughed softly. "Oh, this is going to be fun."

They stopped outside a brightly illuminated storefront called Hott Focus. The windows displayed an assortment of alternative fashions, including plaid miniskirts, fitted crop tops, punk-inspired dresses, fishnet stockings, and platform boots. 

Inside, racks of colorful clothing stood beneath posters advertising gothic accessories and rebellious streetwear. Most of the customers appeared to be teenage girls browsing in small groups, comparing outfits and laughing over their latest discoveries.

Danni looked at the store, then at Courtney. "You've got to be kidding me."

"What's wrong?" she asked.

"This is a store for teenage girls!"

"And?"

"And I'm not a teenage girl, Courtney."

"No, you're a grown man who apparently enjoys dressing like one." She smiled at his expression. "Besides, most of the clothes you've been borrowing from me came from here. That little pink skirt you were wearing yesterday. Bought it right inside this store."

Danni stared at her. "Seriously?"

"Seriously. Now, are we going in, or are we finished with this little experiment?"

He glanced through the entrance again. Several girls were examining a display of short skirts near the front counter, while another group was browsing a rack of dresses. The thought of walking inside with Courtney and admitting that they were shopping for him made his face grow warm.

"Courtney, I really don't know about this."

She stopped smiling and turned toward him. "Then we can go home, Danni. Right now. We can forget this whole thing ever happened."

He looked at her hopefully. "Really?"

"Absolutely. But I want to make something very clear." Courtney stepped closer, lowering her voice so that only he could hear. "If you decide this isn't what you want, that's the end of our little arrangement. Not for the afternoon. Not until next weekend. The end.

Danni studied her expression and realized she was serious. Courtney wasn't angry, and she wasn't trying to persuade him to enter the store. She had simply presented him with a choice and was waiting for his answer. For months he had imagined what it might be like to surrender control to a confident woman, but now that Courtney was offering him precisely that experience, he was discovering how difficult it could be to follow through.

He looked once more at the brightly colored storefront. "All right," he said quietly. "Let's go inside."

Courtney's smile returned immediately. "That's my Sissy."

She took his hand and led him through the entrance.

The store was considerably busier than Danni had hoped. A group of girls stood near a display of graphic T-shirts, while two others were holding skirts against themselves in front of a full-length mirror. 

Music played from overhead speakers, and the air carried the familiar scent of perfume and new clothing. Danni instinctively moved toward a rack of oversized hoodies, hoping to look like an ordinary boyfriend accompanying his girlfriend on a shopping trip.

A young sales associate with short black hair, purple highlights, heavy eyeliner, and several silver earrings approached them. She wore a black band T-shirt, a plaid skirt, striped tights, and heavy platform boots. Her name tag identified her as Raven.

"Hey, welcome to Hott Focus," she said brightly. "Can I help you find anything?"

"Just browsing," Danni answered quickly.

Courtney turned toward him. "Danni, don't be rude. The young lady asked if we needed help."

Danni glanced at her. "I said we're browsing."

"And I think we can do better than that." Courtney smiled at Raven. "We're actually here to put together a new wardrobe."

"Cool," Raven replied. "Anything particular you're looking for?"

Courtney looked directly at Danni. "Why don't you tell her who we're shopping for?"

Danni's face reddened. He looked toward the nearby customers, then back at Raven, who was waiting patiently for an answer. "Um. Me, actually."

Raven nodded. "Okay. What kind of stuff are you into?"

Danni swallowed. "Women's clothes."

For a moment Raven looked surprised, although she recovered quickly. "Oh, that's cool. We get plenty of trans kids and gender-nonconforming customers in here. Nothing unusual about that."

"I'm not trans," Danni answered hastily.

"Okay, whatever works for you." Raven shrugged good-naturedly. "Clothes are clothes. Let me know if you need help finding anything."

"Oh, we'll absolutely need help," Courtney interrupted. "Especially with the fitting rooms. My boyfriend is going to be trying on quite a few outfits today."

Raven grinned. "No problem. Just bring whatever you want to the back."

Danni wished he could disappear behind the nearest clothing rack. Courtney, however, appeared thoroughly delighted by the exchange. She thanked Raven, then took Danni by the wrist and led him toward a display of skirts. Within moments she was examining fabrics, comparing sizes, and holding various garments against his waist.

"Now, let's see what we're working with," Courtney said, selecting a short black pleated skirt. "This is cute. And this pink one would look adorable with a fitted white blouse."

Danni glanced around nervously. "Could you stop holding them against me?"

"How else am I supposed to know whether they'll fit?" She picked up another skirt, this one decorated with silver chains. "Oh, I like this. Very naughty schoolgirl. What do you think?"

"I think you're enjoying this way too much."

Courtney smiled. "You have absolutely no idea."

By the time they reached the fitting rooms, Courtney had accumulated an impressive collection of clothing. There were plaid miniskirts, fitted blouses, cropped sweaters, a black dress with lace sleeves, several pairs of stockings, and a pair of platform boots she insisted he try. 

Danni carried the growing pile while Courtney continued browsing, occasionally adding another item without bothering to ask his opinion.

Raven met them near the fitting rooms and looked at the clothes in Danni's arms. "Wow. Somebody's getting a whole new look."

"That's the idea," Courtney replied. "Could you get us a fitting room?"

"Sure thing." Raven opened one of the changing rooms and gestured for Danni to enter. "Take your time. If you need another size, just let me know."

Danni stepped inside and closed the door, grateful for a few moments of privacy. The fitting room contained a narrow bench, several hooks, and a full-length mirror that seemed designed to reveal every possible imperfection. 

He hung the clothing on the hooks and stared at the first outfit Courtney had selected: a short pink pleated skirt and a fitted white blouse. It was precisely the sort of combination he had admired online for months, although he had never imagined trying it on in a public shopping mall.

"Danni?" Courtney called from outside.

"Yes?"

"Let's start with the pink skirt and white blouse. And don't take all afternoon."

Danni changed reluctantly, folding his jeans and T-shirt on the bench before pulling on the skirt. The waistband fit surprisingly well, although the hem ended considerably higher on his thighs than he expected. 

He buttoned the blouse, adjusted the collar, and examined himself in the mirror. Without his blond wig or makeup, the combination looked somewhat peculiar, but he couldn't deny that he liked the clothes.

"All right," he called. "I've got it on."

"Then come out and let me see."

Danni stared at the fitting room door. "Can't you just come in here?"

"No. I want to see how it looks on you."

"But there are people out there."

"Yes, Danni. It's a shopping mall. There tend to be people."

He took a breath, opened the door, and stepped into the fitting area.

Courtney was standing several feet away with her arms folded, waiting expectantly. Her face brightened when she saw him, and she immediately began examining the outfit. "Oh, that's actually rather cute! Turn around for me."

Danni glanced toward the store entrance. "Courtney, please."

"Turn around, Danni."

He reluctantly rotated in place, allowing her to inspect the skirt from every angle. Courtney adjusted the waistband, smoothed the blouse across his shoulders, and stepped back to consider the overall effect. 

A pair of teenage girls browsing a nearby rack noticed him and began whispering to each other. One pointed discreetly toward his skirt, and both giggled.

Danni noticed immediately. "They're laughing at me," he whispered.

Courtney glanced toward the girls, then returned her attention to him. "Well, perhaps you should give them something worth looking at. Stand up straight and stop slouching."

"Courtney!"

"What was that?"

Danni lowered his voice. "Yes, Mistress."

Courtney's expression brightened. She had heard him use the title several times at home but hearing him whisper it in a crowded clothing store was an entirely new experience. She seemed to savor the moment before reaching for another outfit.

"Very good. Now let's try the black dress."

Over the next forty minutes, Danni endured what felt like the longest fashion show of his life. Courtney selected one outfit after another, sending him into the fitting room to change and then ordering him back into the store so she could inspect the results. 

Some garments were immediately rejected, while others earned enthusiastic approval. She particularly liked a fitted black dress with lace sleeves, a short red plaid skirt, and a cropped sweater that exposed a narrow strip of his midriff.

Danni gradually became aware that Raven was watching their progress with growing amusement. Whenever Courtney requested another size, the sales associate would return with the garment and offer a cheerful opinion.

She complimented the black dress, suggested a different blouse for the plaid skirt, and recommended a pair of boots that would complement several of the outfits. 

Her casual professionalism made the experience slightly easier, although Danni still wanted to disappear whenever another customer wandered into the fitting area.

At one point Courtney handed him a particularly short black skirt and a fitted top decorated with silver buckles. Danni examined the outfit with growing apprehension. "You're not seriously expecting me to wear this."

"Of course I am. That's why I picked it out."

"But it's so short."

Courtney looked at him with exaggerated disbelief. "Danni, you were wearing a miniskirt when I caught you yesterday. Don't suddenly pretend you're a stranger to short skirts."

Danni reluctantly returned to the fitting room. When he emerged several minutes later, Courtney was speaking with Raven about accessories. Both women turned toward him, and Courtney's face immediately broke into a delighted smile.

"Oh, now that's a keeper."

Danni looked down at himself. "You think?"

"I know." Courtney stepped closer and adjusted the neckline of his top. "And I think we should get those boots Raven recommended. They'll go perfectly with this."

Danni glanced toward the growing collection of clothes Courtney had already approved. "You're going to burn a hole in my credit card."

Courtney laughed. "Oh, sweetheart, wait until you see what you're buying for me."

"For you?"

"Of course. You didn't think we were going to spend the entire afternoon shopping for Danni, did you?" Courtney took his hand and led him toward another display. "A Mistress needs a proper wardrobe, too."

She selected several items for herself, including a fitted black top, a leather-look skirt, and a sleek dress with a plunging neckline. Danni watched as she held the garments against herself, imagining how striking she would look wearing them. 

Courtney seemed particularly interested in clothing that emphasized her confident, commanding appearance, and she occasionally asked his opinion before making her selection.

"Well?" she asked, holding up the leather-look skirt. "What do you think?"

Danni smiled. "I think you'd look incredible in that."

"Good answer." She added it to the pile. "And since you're being such a helpful little shopping companion, you can carry everything to the register."

By the time they reached the checkout counter, Danni was carrying enough clothing to outfit an entirely new person. Raven began scanning the garments, occasionally commenting on the combinations Courtney had selected. 

Danni stood beside the counter, trying not to think about the total appearing on the register. Several customers passed behind him, and he found himself wondering whether any of them recognized him from the fitting room.

"Looks like you're all set," Raven said when she finished scanning the last item. "That comes to quite a bit."

Danni glanced at the total and nearly choked. "Are you serious?"

Courtney gave him an innocent smile. "You did say you wanted a new wardrobe."

"I didn't realize I was buying half the store."

"Well, now you know."

Danni reluctantly produced his credit card and completed the purchase. Raven packed the clothing into several large shopping bags, thanked them for visiting, and wished Danni luck with his new outfits. Courtney accepted the bags with a pleased smile before handing most of them to him.

"Come along, Danni. We've got more shopping to do."

Danni followed her out of the store, relieved to be back among the ordinary crowds of the mall. He had survived the fitting rooms, the curious looks, and the giggling customers without encountering anyone he knew. Better still, he now owned several outfits he had secretly dreamed of wearing for months. Despite the embarrassment, he felt a growing sense of accomplishment.

"Well," he said as they approached the escalator, "I'm glad that's over."

Courtney stopped walking and looked at him with an expression of genuine amusement. "Over? Oh, Danni, we're not even close to finished."

Danni stared at her. "What do you mean?"

"We've bought you some skirts, dresses, and tops, but we haven't even started on the important things." She took his arm and guided him toward the opposite side of the mall. "A Sissy needs proper lingerie, doesn't she?"

Danni followed her gaze toward a brightly illuminated storefront displaying bras, panties, stockings, and delicate sleepwear. His heart began beating faster as he realized exactly where she intended to take him.

"Courtney, you cannot be serious."

"Oh, I'm very serious." She smiled at his expression, clearly enjoying every second of his discomfort. "And this time, Danni, I think we're going to need considerably more assistance from the sales staff."

Danni looked at the lingerie store, then at the shopping bags hanging from his arms. Only yesterday, he had been hiding his feminine wardrobe in the bedroom and praying Courtney would never discover his secret. 

Now he was standing in a crowded mall while his girlfriend openly planned to buy him women's underwear, apparently delighted by the prospect of making him explain himself to another sales associate.

He should have been horrified. Part of him certainly was. Yet beneath the embarrassment, he felt an unmistakable excitement that had been building throughout the afternoon. He had dreamed about this sort of experience for months, imagining what it would be like to have a confident woman choose his clothes and insist that he wear them. 

The reality was far more intimidating than anything he had pictured, but he couldn't deny that he wanted to see what Courtney would do next.

Courtney noticed his hesitation and gave his arm a gentle tug. "Come along, Danni. Your Mistress has shopping to do."

Danni glanced once more at the lingerie store, then followed her inside.


Chapter 5

Danni had never felt so conspicuous in his life, and that was saying something considering what Courtney had put him through at Hott Focus. 

           He stood just inside the lingerie store, carrying four enormous shopping bags filled with skirts, dresses, blouses, and stockings, while his girlfriend surveyed the merchandise with the enthusiasm of a woman who had discovered an expensive new hobby.

Everywhere he looked, there were displays of bras, panties, garter belts, corsets, and delicate nightgowns. Mannequins dressed in elaborate lingerie occupied the front windows, while enormous photographs of glamorous models decorated the walls. There wasn't a single corner of the store where Danni could pretend he belonged.

Courtney, meanwhile, looked entirely at home. Her fitted black dress, sheer stockings, and high heels made her appear as though she'd stepped out of one of the advertisements. She moved confidently between the displays, examining garments and occasionally glancing back at Danni with a mischievous smile.

He had noticed that smile becoming more frequent throughout the afternoon. It was the expression she wore whenever she realized she could make him do something embarrassing simply by telling him to do it.

"Well, don't just stand there looking like a lost puppy," Courtney said. "Come along, Danni. We have shopping to do."

Danni hurried after her, struggling to keep the shopping bags from bumping into the displays. "Courtney, seriously, couldn't we just order this stuff online? I mean, nobody would have to know."

"Nobody would have to know what?" Courtney asked, picking up a pair of pink satin panties. "That my boyfriend likes wearing pretty underwear? I think we've established that already."

"Would you please keep your voice down?"

Courtney looked at him with exaggerated curiosity. "Why? Are you embarrassed?"

"You know I am."

"Good. At least you're learning to admit it." She held the panties against his waist, considering the size. "Now stand still. I want to see whether these will fit."

Danni glanced toward the sales counter, where two women were arranging merchandise. "Do you have to do that out here?"

Courtney lowered the panties and regarded him with amusement. "Danni, you've spent months secretly wearing my underwear. Now I'm standing in a lingerie store buying you some of your own, and suddenly you're acting as though I've dragged you into a criminal investigation."

"That's not what I mean."

"I know exactly what you mean." Courtney selected another pair, this one decorated with black lace. "You liked wearing my panties when nobody knew about it. Now that your girlfriend knows, you're discovering that having a Mistress means you don't get to hide behind a locked bedroom door anymore."

Danni looked down at the shopping bags. He couldn't deny that she had identified the very thing making him nervous. For months he had browsed lingerie websites in secret, studying the photographs and imagining what it might be like to own some of the beautiful garments. 

Now Courtney was selecting those same items for him in public, without the slightest embarrassment of her own. The contrast between their attitudes was becoming increasingly obvious, and Courtney seemed to find it delightful.

"Here," she said, handing him several pairs of panties. "Hold these. And stop looking at the floor. You're shopping for lingerie, not attending a funeral."

Danni accepted the garments, his face growing warm as a woman browsing nearby glanced in their direction. Courtney noticed the look and smiled even more broadly. She had begun to understand something about Danni that she found unexpectedly entertaining. 

His embarrassment didn't come from disliking the clothes. Quite the opposite. He clearly admired the garments she selected, but he hated the possibility that strangers might discover how much he wanted them.

A sales associate approached them carrying a small shopping basket. She appeared to be in her thirties, with neatly styled brown hair and a pleasant, professional expression. Her name tag identified her as Melissa.

"Good afternoon. Can I help you find anything today?"

Danni immediately opened his mouth. "We're just—"

"Yes, actually," Courtney interrupted. "We're putting together a new lingerie wardrobe, and I think we're going to need quite a bit of help."

"Of course," Melissa replied. "Are you shopping for yourself?"

Courtney smiled. "Some of it. Most of today's purchases are for my sissy boyfriend."

Melissa looked toward Danni, who was holding several pairs of feminine panties along with his enormous shopping bags. Her eyebrows lifted slightly, and an amused smile crossed her face as she took in the situation.

"Oh, I see. Well, you might be surprised how often we get gentlemen shopping for feminine lingerie these days. Male sissification is becoming quite popular." She glanced between Danni and Courtney with a knowing smile. "Am I safe in assuming that's what we're doing here?"

"We certainly are," Courtney answered, sounding rather pleased with herself. "My boyfriend has recently revealed his secret desire to become my obedient little sissy, and I've decided to indulge him."

"Lovely!" Melissa replied enthusiastically. "Well, then, let's get started. We'll have your sissy looking absolutely adorable in no time."

Danni wanted to melt into the floor. He could hardly believe the two women were discussing his most embarrassing secret as casually as though they were shopping for a new pair of shoes. Worse, several women browsing nearby had overheard the conversation. 

One glanced toward him with an unmistakable smile, while another leaned toward her companion and whispered something that made them both giggle. Danni lowered his eyes toward the shopping bags, wishing he could hide behind them.

Courtney noticed the attention immediately, and the delighted expression spreading across her face told Danni that she was enjoying his predicament far more than she intended to admit.

"Stand up straight, Danni," she instructed. "It's terribly rude to hide your face when someone is helping you."

"Yes, Mistress," Danni mumbled.

Melissa's smile widened. "Oh, he's already calling you Mistress. How delightful!"

Courtney laughed. "Yes, but he’s terribly shy about being a sissy in public."

"Well, we'll soon have to do something about that," Melissa replied, picking up a shopping basket. "Now, Danni, what exactly are you looking for."

Courtney turned toward Danni. "Go on, Danni. Tell the nice lady what you're looking for."

Danni glanced between the two women. "Um. Some underwear, I guess."

Courtney gave him a disapproving look. "What kind of underwear?"

He swallowed. "Women's underwear."

"More specifically?"

Danni stared at her. He could see from the amusement in her eyes that she was enjoying every second of this exchange. "Panties, I’m looking to buy some panties for me" he finally admitted.

Courtney smiled approvingly. "There. Was that so difficult?"

Melissa glanced at the garments in his hands. "Well, you've already picked out some lovely styles. Are you looking for everyday pieces or something more decorative?"

Danni hesitated, uncertain how to answer. Courtney allowed the silence to stretch just long enough to make him uncomfortable before speaking.

"I think we'll need both. Danni has been borrowing my lingerie for months, and I've decided it's time he had a proper collection of his own."

Danni closed his eyes briefly. "Courtney."

She turned toward him. "Yes, Danni?"

"Did you really have to tell her that?"

" It's the truth." Courtney looked back at Melissa. "And I'm tired of discovering my favorite panties have been stretched out because somebody couldn't resist helping himself to them."

Melissa gave a small, surprised laugh before recovering her professional composure. "Well, we'll certainly see what we can find for you."

Danni wanted to vanish into the floor. He could hardly believe Courtney had just told a complete stranger about his secret habit of borrowing her underwear. Worse, she appeared thoroughly pleased with herself. 

He had always known Courtney possessed a mischievous streak, but until today he'd never realized how effectively she could use it against him.

"Now," Courtney continued, "we're going to need some matching bras, too."

Danni looked at her sharply. "Bras?"

"Yes, bras. You were wearing one of mine yesterday, weren't you?"

"Could we not discuss that here?"

Courtney raised an eyebrow. "Danni, we're standing in a lingerie store. Where exactly would you prefer to discuss bras?"

Melissa stepped toward a nearby display. "We have several bralette styles that might work well. They're comfortable, and the sizing is fairly flexible."

"Wonderful," Courtney replied. "Show us."

The two women began examining a selection of bras while Danni followed behind them, carrying the shopping bags and wishing he could become invisible. Courtney selected a pale pink bralette, a black lace design, and a white satin bra with removable padding. She held each one against Danni's chest to estimate the fit, occasionally stepping back to examine the proportions.

"Stand up straight," she instructed when he began slouching. "Honestly, Danni, you have the posture of a frightened turtle."

“Do you know his size?” Melissa asked.

“We don’t. He will need to be properly measure.”

“Certainly,” Melissa said and pulled out a cloth tape measure.

Danni reluctantly straightened his shoulders.

Melissa measured his chest over his T-shirt and recommended several sizes, while Courtney watched with evident satisfaction. There was something particularly embarrassing about having a sales associate take his measurements while his girlfriend discussed which feminine garments would suit him best.

"I think the pink one is adorable," Courtney announced. "But the black lace would look wonderful with that dress we bought earlier."

Melissa nodded. "We have matching panties for both styles."

"Oh, we'll take a look at those," Courtney replied. "We will also need garters and lacy stockings."

"Certainly. They're just over here."

Danni looked at Courtney in disbelief. "Garters and stockings?"

She turned toward him. "You were wearing stockings yesterday, weren't you?"

"Yes, but—"

"Then you'll need your own." Courtney sneered. "You don’t intend to keep stealing mine, do you."

Danni shook his head. "No, Mistress."

Melissa glanced at him when he used the title, then returned her attention to the display without comment. Courtney, however, noticed the brief reaction immediately. She looked at Danni with unmistakable pleasure, apparently delighted that he'd addressed her as Mistress within earshot of a stranger.

"Very good, Danni," she said. "You're learning."

By the time they reached the fitting rooms, Courtney had assembled an impressive collection of lingerie. There were matching bra-and-panty sets in pink, black, lavender, and white, several pairs of stockings, two garter belts, and a delicate satin nightgown. 

Danni examined the growing pile with disbelief. He had imagined buying a few pretty things for himself, but Courtney seemed determined to replace his entire underwear drawer.

Melissa opened a fitting room and arranged the selected garments on the hooks. "You can try these in here. If you need another size, just let me know."

"Thank you," Courtney replied. "I'm sure we'll need your help."

Danni stepped into the fitting room and placed the shopping bags on the bench. He was grateful to have a door between himself and the rest of the store, although that relief lasted only until Courtney handed him the first matching set.

"Start with these," she instructed. "And don't take forever."

Danni examined the pale pink bralette and matching panties. They were delicate, feminine, and considerably prettier than anything he had previously owned. He changed carefully, adjusting the straps and examining himself in the mirror. 

Without his blond wig or the skirts he'd tried on earlier, the lingerie looked somewhat unusual against his masculine appearance, but he couldn't deny that he liked it.

"Danni?" Courtney called from outside. "How does it fit?"

"I think it's okay."

"Then let me see."

Danni opened the fitting room door a few inches. Courtney stood outside with Melissa, who was holding several additional sizes.

"Well?" Courtney asked.

Danni glanced toward the main shopping area. "Could you come in here?"

Courtney considered him for a moment, then stepped inside while Melissa waited outside. She examined the bralette, checked the straps, and adjusted one shoulder.

"Not bad," she said. "A little loose around the chest, perhaps. What do you think?"

"It feels comfortable."

"Good. Then we'll keep it on the list." Courtney stepped back and studied him. "You know, Danni, I think you have considerably more potential than I expected."

Danni looked at her reflection in the mirror. "Is that supposed to be a compliment?"

"From your Mistress? Absolutely." Courtney smiled. "Now try the black set. I want to see whether that one fits better."

Over the next twenty minutes, Danni tried several different bras and matching panties while Courtney evaluated each combination. Some were rejected because the straps were too loose, or the cups didn't sit properly. Others earned her enthusiastic approval. 

Melissa occasionally provided alternate sizes or suggestions from outside the fitting room, while Courtney continued making decisions with growing confidence.

What surprised Danni most was how quickly Courtney had become comfortable with the entire experience. Yesterday she had been shocked to discover him wearing her clothes. 

Today she was discussing bra sizes with a sales associate, selecting lingerie for him, and treating his embarrassment as an amusing inconvenience. Every time he hesitated or complained, she simply gave him another instruction and expected him to follow it.

At one point Courtney selected a delicate lavender set decorated with lace trim and held it up for his inspection.

"Oh, this is lovely," she announced. "Very pretty. Very feminine. Just the sort of thing I imagine your little online sissy friends would approve of."

Danni examined the garments. "It's a little elaborate, don't you think?"

Courtney smiled. "For someone who spent months secretly borrowing his girlfriend's panties, you suddenly have an awful lot of opinions about underwear."

He couldn't help smiling. "I suppose I do."

"Well, you can save those opinions for when I ask for them." She handed him the lavender set. "Try these next."

Danni changed once more, then examined himself in the mirror. The lavender lingerie was undeniably feminine, and he found himself studying the details with an appreciation he would never have admitted in public. Courtney watched him for several moments before speaking.

"You like those, don't you?"

Danni glanced toward her. "They're nice."

Courtney shook her head. "There you go again. Nice. Everything is nice. You've spent months secretly dressing up in women's clothing, and now you're standing here pretending you barely care what you're wearing."

Danni looked down at the garments. "I do like them."

"How much?"

He hesitated. "A lot."

Courtney smiled. "There. That's better." She stepped closer and examined the fit. "You know what I think, Danni? I think you've spent so long hiding this part of yourself that you're embarrassed to admit how much you enjoy it, even when I'm standing right here helping you."

Danni considered her words. There was truth in them, although he wasn't particularly eager to admit it. He had spent months dreaming about having a dominant girlfriend who would choose his feminine wardrobe and take charge of his transformation. Now Courtney was doing precisely that, and he kept finding excuses to complain about the attention.

"You're right," he admitted quietly.

Courtney's expression softened into a satisfied smile. "Of course I am. Now finish getting dressed. We've still got some shopping to do."

By the time they emerged from the fitting rooms, Courtney had selected several coordinating lingerie sets, additional panties, stockings, and a few delicate accessories. Melissa gathered their purchases and led them toward the register, where Courtney added several more items from a nearby display.

Danni examined the growing pile with disbelief. "Courtney, do you have any idea how much all this is going to cost?"

"Of course. That's why I brought you."

He stared at her. "You mean I'm paying for everything?"

Courtney gave him a mischievous smile. "Well, Danni, I certainly don't think I should have to pay for your new lingerie collection. Especially after discovering how much of mine you've been wearing without permission."

Danni sighed and reached for his wallet. "I'm beginning to think this whole arrangement is going to bankrupt me."

"Don't be dramatic," Courtney replied. "We're building you a proper wardrobe. Consider it an investment."

Melissa completed the purchase and packed their selections into several shopping bags. She thanked them for visiting and wished Danni luck with his new wardrobe. Courtney accepted the bags, then handed them to him with a satisfied smile.

"Very good, Danni. Now you've got some lovely underwear of your own."

Danni looked at the collection of shopping bags hanging from his arms. He had spent more money on feminine clothing in one afternoon than he had spent on his ordinary wardrobe in the previous year. Yet despite the embarrassment and the growing credit card balance, he couldn't deny that he was pleased with their purchases.

As they left the store, Courtney slipped her arm through his and guided him back into the main shopping corridor. She looked unusually happy, and Danni noticed that her confidence seemed to have grown with every new instruction she'd given him throughout the afternoon. 

Only yesterday she had been bewildered by his secret wardrobe. Now she was confidently selecting his lingerie, discussing his feminine alter ego with strangers, and treating his obedience as the most natural thing in the world.

"Well," Danni said as they approached the escalator, "I think we've bought enough clothes for one day."

Courtney glanced at him. "Do you?"

He nodded. "Definitely."

She smiled thoughtfully. "Perhaps. Although I think we've forgotten something rather important."

Danni regarded her suspiciously. "What?"

"Shoes, Danni. A Sissy can't wear sneakers with all those pretty dresses."

He looked down at the shopping bags, then back at Courtney. "You're kidding."

Courtney laughed and gave his arm a playful squeeze. "Oh, sweetheart. Your education is only just beginning."

Danni followed her toward the escalator, wondering how many more surprises Courtney had planned for him. He had imagined having a dominant girlfriend for months, but he was beginning to understand that Courtney's version of the arrangement might be considerably more demanding than anything he had anticipated.

And judging by the delighted expression on her face, she was enjoying every minute of it.


Chapter 6

By the time Danni loaded the last of the shopping bags into the trunk, he was convinced their afternoon was finally over. They had spent hours buying skirts, dresses, blouses, bras, stockings, and more pretty panties than he could have imagined owning. His credit card had taken a beating, and his dignity hadn't fared much better.

Between Raven at Hott Focus and Melissa at the lingerie boutique, he'd endured enough public embarrassment to last a lifetime. All he wanted was to drive home, put everything away, and spend the evening recovering from Courtney's enthusiastic introduction to sissy shopping.

Unfortunately, Courtney had other plans.

"One more stop before we head home, Danni," she announced, opening the rear passenger door instead of climbing into her usual seat beside him. She settled into the backseat, crossed her legs, and retrieved her phone. "And don't worry about the shopping bags. You can carry everything upstairs when we're finished."

Danni watched her through the open driver's door. "Why are you sitting back there?"

"Because I feel like being chauffeured around for a change." Courtney glanced at him over the top of her phone. "Besides, I rather like the idea of having my own personal driver. Now get in, Danni. We haven't got all evening."

Danni climbed behind the wheel and started the engine. He waited for Courtney to provide an address, but she was already typing a message, apparently unconcerned that he had no idea where they were going. 

When he asked for directions, she instructed him to take the freeway east and promised to tell him when to turn. For the next twenty minutes, she remained in the backseat, exchanging messages and occasionally smiling at something on her screen while Danni tried unsuccessfully to engage her in conversation.

"Who are you texting?" Danni asked as they exited the freeway.

"That's none of your business at the moment."

"Are you texting my sissy friends?"

Courtney looked up. "Eyes on the road, Danni. Turn right at the next intersection."

They continued through an unfamiliar commercial district where the fashionable storefronts of the mall had given way to warehouses, tattoo parlors, and aging brick buildings. Danni grew increasingly suspicious as Courtney directed him down a narrow side street. 

Finally, she pointed toward a small parking lot beside a black-painted storefront with darkened windows and a discreet red sign reading The Velvet Dungeon — Adult Boutique & Fetish Emporium.

Danni stared at the building. "Oh, you've got to be kidding me."

"Park over there," Courtney instructed, pointing toward an empty space near the entrance.

"Courtney, this is a sex shop."

"Very observant. Now park the car."

He pulled into the space and switched off the engine. Courtney remained seated in the back, scrolling through her phone while Danni stared at the storefront. He had occasionally visited adult websites during his secret explorations, but walking into a specialized fetish boutique with his girlfriend was an entirely different proposition. 

He glanced at the surrounding buildings, wondering what sort of establishment required darkened windows and a heavy steel entrance door.

"Well?" Courtney asked from the backseat.

Danni turned toward her. "Well, what?"

"I'm waiting."

"For what?"

Courtney slowly lowered her phone. "For you to open the door for your Mistress, of course. Honestly, Danni, we're going to have to work on your manners."

Danni sighed, climbed out, and walked around the car. He opened Courtney's door and stood aside while she stepped onto the pavement, smoothing her black dress before retrieving her handbag. She looked him over with a satisfied smile, then started toward the entrance without waiting for him.

"Come along, sissy."

Danni hurried after her. "Courtney, are you sure about this place? We're in a pretty shady part of town."

"Stop whining, Danni. You're the one who told me you wanted a dominant girlfriend. Well, your dominant girlfriend has decided to do a little shopping." She stopped beside the entrance and pointed toward the door. "Now get in there."

Danni reluctantly opened the door, and Courtney swept past him into the store.

The Velvet Dungeon bore little resemblance to the brightly illuminated boutiques they had visited earlier. The interior was decorated in deep burgundy and black, with subdued lighting, polished wooden cabinets, and heavy velvet curtains separating several sections of the showroom.

Leather harnesses hung from wall displays, while glass cases contained collars, cuffs, restraints, and other specialized accessories. Farther inside, shelves displayed dildos, strap-on harnesses, chastity devices, and an assortment of equipment Danni recognized from the websites he had been visiting for months.

Courtney stopped just inside the entrance and surveyed the merchandise with obvious interest. "Well, this is certainly different from the mall."

Danni remained close behind her, hoping the dim lighting might make him less noticeable. There were only a handful of customers browsing the displays, but everyone appeared considerably more comfortable with the surroundings than he did. A woman in a fitted leather jacket examined a selection of collars near the rear wall, while a couple discussed a display of restraints with another employee.

Courtney approached a glass cabinet containing several chastity devices. She leaned closer to examine the different designs, then glanced back at Danni with an expression he had learned to recognize.

"Oh, Danni. I think we've found something interesting."

Danni looked into the cabinet and immediately understood what had caught her attention. "Courtney, please tell me we're not buying one of those."

She turned toward him. "You were the one who told me you were curious about chastity, weren't you?"

"Yes, but I didn't think you meant today."

"Well, I did." Courtney examined another display. "And I think it's time we found out what all the fuss is about."

A woman emerged from behind the sales counter and approached them with an assured stride. She was tall, with dark hair pulled into a severe ponytail, and wore a tailored black leather jacket over a fitted dress. 

A narrow collar encircled her neck, and polished boots completed an appearance that suggested she understood the store's merchandise from personal experience. Her name tag identified her as Veronica.

"Good afternoon," she said, smiling at Courtney. "Welcome to the Velvet Dungeon. Is there something particular you're looking for?"

"Quite a few things, actually," Courtney replied. "My boyfriend has recently revealed that he wants to become my obedient sissy, and I've decided to take his education seriously."

Veronica glanced toward Danni, who was standing a few feet behind Courtney with his hands awkwardly clasped in front of him. Her smile widened slightly.

"I see. And is this the aspiring sissy?"

"Unfortunately, yes," Courtney answered with a laugh. "Although we're still working on his confidence. We've already spent the afternoon buying him skirts, dresses, bras, stockings, and enough pretty panties to fill an entire dresser drawer."

"How delightful," Veronica replied. "Then I imagine you're looking to expand beyond the wardrobe."

"Exactly. I've been reading about female-led relationships, and there are several things I'd like to explore. Chastity devices, for one. And perhaps some restraints and other accessories."

Veronica nodded. "Certainly. We have an extensive selection. Chastity is particularly popular with couples exploring structured power exchange."

Danni shifted uncomfortably as the two women began discussing the merchandise. Courtney seemed entirely at ease explaining his interests to a stranger, while Veronica responded with the calm confidence of someone accustomed to helping customers navigate unfamiliar territory. 

Neither woman appeared particularly concerned by Danni's embarrassment, although Veronica occasionally glanced toward him with an amused expression.

"Now, the first thing you'll want to consider is fit," Veronica explained, gesturing toward the cabinet. "There are several styles, materials, and locking mechanisms. A properly fitted device is essential."

Courtney examined the display thoughtfully. "How do we determine the right size?"

"We can explain the measurements and help you choose a suitable model. We also have private consultation rooms if you'd prefer more individualized assistance."

Courtney glanced toward Danni. "Well, Danni, it seems we're going to have to get you measured."

Danni looked at her in alarm. "Here?"

"Where else would you suggest?"

"I don't know. At home, maybe?"

Courtney folded her arms. "Danni, we've come all this way to speak with people who actually know what they're doing. I think we should take advantage of their expertise."

Veronica smiled politely. "We can certainly walk you through the process. There are also important considerations regarding comfort, circulation, hygiene, and how to remove the device safely."

Courtney nodded. "Excellent. I want to make sure we choose something suitable."

Veronica summoned an assistant from the rear of the store. A young man named Adrian appeared wearing an elaborate black submissive uniform consisting of fitted trousers, a sleeveless shirt, a leather collar, and polished boots. He greeted Veronica respectfully before turning toward Courtney and Danni.

"Adrian assists with our specialty fittings and product demonstrations," Veronica explained. "He can help us review the available sizes."

Courtney examined his attire with evident curiosity. "Well, aren't you properly dressed for the occasion?"

"Thank you, Mistress," Adrian replied, inclining his head.

Danni looked at Adrian, then at Courtney. "You're really enjoying this, aren't you?"

Courtney smiled. "Immensely. Now pay attention, Danni. I don't intend to spend good money on something that doesn't fit."

Veronica led them toward a consultation area separated from the main showroom by heavy curtains. Inside were several chairs, a counter, and displays of specialty equipment. Adrian arranged a selection of sample devices while Veronica explained the differences between various models. 

Courtney listened attentively, asking questions about locking mechanisms, cleaning requirements, and the practical responsibilities of a keyholder.

When Veronica explained that a fitting would require measurements, Courtney immediately volunteered Danni.

"Well, let's get him measured, then."

Danni looked toward the curtain separating them from the showroom. "Could we do that somewhere private?"

Veronica gestured toward a smaller fitting room. "Certainly. We have a room available."

Courtney glanced toward Danni with an amused expression. "My goodness, Danni. You've been hiding your sissy fantasies for months, and now you're embarrassed to have someone help you choose the proper equipment?"

"Of course I'm embarrassed," Danni replied. "We're in a sex shop, Courtney. This isn't exactly something I do every day."

"Clearly," she answered. "Although I suspect that will change."

Adrian prepared the fitting materials while Veronica explained the process. Danni reluctantly followed him into the adjoining room, leaving Courtney outside with the display of chastity devices. She watched the curtain close, then turned toward Veronica with a thoughtful smile.

"He's been dreaming about this sort of thing for months," Courtney said. "But now that we're actually doing it, he's acting as though I've dragged him into a courtroom."

Veronica laughed. "That's not unusual. People sometimes discover that their fantasies feel rather different when they're no longer hypothetical."

"Tell me about it. Yesterday I thought I had an ordinary boyfriend. Today I've bought him a wardrobe of panties and brought him to a fetish boutique."

"And how are you enjoying your new role?"

Courtney considered the question for a moment. "Rather more than I expected, actually."

When Danni emerged from the fitting room, he looked thoroughly uncomfortable. Adrian handed Veronica the measurements, and she reviewed them before selecting several devices from the cabinet.

"Hmm," Adrian remarked, studying the measurements. "Slightly below average for this particular range."

Danni gave an indignant grumble. "Did you really have to say that out loud?"

Courtney laughed before she could stop herself. "Oh, Danni! He didn’t reveal something I didn’t already know.”

"I am not below average," Danni muttered.

“It’s not going to matter much anyway, Sissy. Now I suggest you stop arguing with your Mistress in front of the staff or I might just have to administer your fist public spanking," Courtney replied,

“First?”

Courtney turned her attention back toward the cabinet. "Now, Veronica, let's see which chastity cage would be most suitable for my little sissy."

"We have a few suitable options," Veronica announced. "We'll want to make sure the fit is comfortable and that you understand the removal process."

Courtney examined the models while Danni stood beside her, hoping the ordeal was nearly finished. She eventually selected a compact black device with a small padlock, turning it over in her hands before examining the accompanying keys.

"I think this one will do nicely."

Danni looked at the device. "You're really buying that?"

"Of course I am, Danni. We've come this far, haven't we?"

Veronica placed the selected device on the counter. "We can show you how the locking mechanism works before you leave."

"Wonderful," Courtney replied. "And I don't think we'll need a bag."

Danni looked at her sharply. "What do you mean?"

Courtney smiled. "I mean that I intend to keep the keys."

"You're kidding."

"Do I look like I'm kidding?"

Veronica demonstrated the lock using a display model while Adrian explained how the components fitted together. Courtney watched carefully, testing the mechanism several times before slipping the keys into her handbag. Danni regarded the little black device with growing apprehension, beginning to understand that Courtney considered the purchase considerably more than an amusing souvenir of their afternoon.

When the demonstration was finished, Courtney turned toward him. Her expression remained playful, but her voice became more serious.

"Now, Danni, I want to ask you something, and I expect an honest answer. Are you sure this is what you want?"

Danni hesitated. 

He thought about the months he had spent fantasizing about surrendering control to a dominant woman, the conversations he'd had with his online friends, and the astonishing speed with which Courtney had embraced the role of Mistress. 

He had wanted her to take charge, but he hadn't anticipated how confidently she would pursue the arrangement once she decided it interested her.

Finally, he nodded. "Yes, Mistress. I want to try it."

Courtney studied him for another moment before smiling. "Good. Because I think we're going to learn quite a bit from this."

Veronica returned the device to its packaging and set it aside for checkout. "Is there anything else we can help you find today?"

Courtney looked around the consultation room, her attention settling on another display. She approached a shelf containing strap-on harnesses and several accompanying accessories, examining the selection with renewed interest.

"Oh, yes," she replied. "There's something else I've been meaning to ask about."

Danni followed her gaze and immediately recognized the merchandise. He remembered the conversation they'd had at three in the morning, when Courtney had questioned him about the fantasies he had confessed to his online friends. At the time, he'd hoped she might eventually forget some of the more embarrassing details.

Apparently, she hadn't forgotten anything.

Courtney selected a boxed strap-on harness from the display and turned toward Veronica with an inquisitive smile.

"Now," she said, "tell me what I should know about these."

Danni stared at the box, then at his girlfriend. The afternoon had begun with skirts and panties, and somehow it had led them to a fetish boutique where Courtney was calmly discussing equipment he'd never imagined her purchasing.

Courtney caught his expression and smiled.

"What's the matter, Danni? You look as though you've seen a ghost."

Danni glanced toward Veronica and Adrian, both of whom were waiting for Courtney's next question.

"Nothing, Mistress," he answered quietly.

"Good." Courtney returned her attention to the display. "Because we're not finished shopping."


Chapter 7

Driving home required considerably more concentration than Danni had anticipated. 

             The silky pink panties beneath his jeans were a constant reminder of the humiliating afternoon he'd endured, and he was still painfully conscious of the chastity cage Courtney had purchased at the fetish boutique. The device was tucked away in one of the shopping bags, waiting for whatever plans she had in mind.

His pride had taken a thorough beating during their shopping expedition, particularly when Courtney had insisted on discussing his most embarrassing secrets with complete strangers. 

Now, with the trunk packed full of women's clothing and his girlfriend sitting beside him wearing an expression of unmistakable satisfaction, he wondered whether he had any idea what he'd gotten himself into.

Courtney, meanwhile, seemed to be enjoying herself immensely. She spent much of the drive examining the receipts from their purchases, occasionally commenting on a particular dress or pair of shoes she couldn't wait to see him wearing.

She had also developed the habit of addressing him as Danni whenever she wanted his attention, which seemed to be every few minutes. Danni had attempted to remind her that he still had a perfectly good male name, but she had merely smiled and informed him that Danni was much prettier.

By the time they reached their apartment, Danni was exhausted. He parked the car, retrieved the shopping bags from the trunk, and discovered that carrying everything upstairs would require two trips. 

Courtney made no effort to assist him, instead strolling ahead with her handbag while he struggled to balance the collection of packages against his chest.

"Careful with those bags, Danni," she called over her shoulder. "Some of those things were rather expensive."

"I know exactly how expensive they were," Danni grumbled. "I'm the one who paid for them."

"Watch that attitude, Sissy. Your Mistress is not amused."

When Danni finally deposited the last of the bags inside the apartment, he leaned against the door and exhaled. His arms ached, his feet were tired, and he wanted nothing more than to change into something comfortable and collapse onto the couch. Courtney, however, had already removed her shoes and settled into her favorite armchair.

"All right, Danni. First things first. I want you out of those dreadful male clothes."

Danni looked down at his jeans and T-shirt. "Can't I sit down for five minutes?"

"You've been sitting down in the car for the past half hour. Now do as you're told or go to the drawer, retrieve my hairbrush and bring it to me."

Danni thought back to the previous hairbrush encounter and thought it best to stop arguing. Reluctantly, he removed his sneakers, socks, jeans, and T-shirt, folding everything into a pile beside the shopping bags. Within moments, he stood before her wearing nothing but his silky pink panties.

Courtney surveyed him with an approving smile. "Much better. I think we're going to make that a household rule. No more men's clothes for you will inside these walls."

"Seriously? Like always."

"Always. Now, your Mistress would like a glass of wine and something to eat. Cheese and crackers will do nicely."

Danni looked toward the kitchen. "You want me to make you a snack now?"

"That's generally what it means when someone asks you to make them a snack, darling."

He shook his head and went into the kitchen, where he assembled a small plate of cheese, crackers, and sliced fruit. He poured Courtney a generous glass of red wine and carried everything into the living room on a serving tray. She accepted the refreshments with a pleased smile, then gestured for him to stand beside her chair.

"Thank you, Danni. You're becoming quite useful."

Danni folded his arms. "Courtney, we need to talk."

She selected a cracker. "About what?"

"About today. About everything, actually. You dragged me through half the stores in the mall, told complete strangers about my private life, spent a fortune on clothes, and then took me to that sex shop."

"You mean the adult boutique," Courtney corrected. " I didn't drag you anywhere. You came along quite willingly."

"Because you kept ordering me around!"

"That's rather the point, isn't it?"

Danni opened his mouth to argue, but Courtney raised a finger.

"Before you launch into another complaint, I have something I'd like to say." She took a sip of wine and settled comfortably into her chair. "Today has been one of the most enjoyable days I've had in ages. In fact, I think I should probably be thanking you."

Danni stared at her. "Thanking me?"

"Absolutely. You've introduced me to a version of domestic life I never seriously considered before. I always thought relationships were supposed to be these perfectly balanced little partnerships where everyone negotiates everything and nobody gets to make a decision without holding a committee meeting." She smiled thoughtfully. "But after today, I'm beginning to appreciate the advantages of being the Mistress in charge."

"You're taking to it pretty quickly."

"Much more quickly than I expected," Courtney admitted. "And do you know something else? I think we needed this."

Danni looked at her curiously. "What do you mean?"

Courtney regarded him over the rim of her wineglass. " I was honestly getting bored with us. us. Our relationship had become predictable. We went to work, came home, watched television, ordered takeout, and went to bed. Even our sex life had become rather routine."

"It wasn't that bad."

"Perhaps not for you." Courtney set down her glass. " I wanted something more exciting, and I hadn't quite figured out what that was. Then I came home yesterday and discovered my boyfriend dressed like a naughty little party Sissy, chatting with a roomful of other sissies about his secret fantasies."

Danni lowered his eyes. "You make it sound so ridiculous."

"It was ridiculous. It was also the most interesting thing that's happened in our relationship in months." Courtney leaned forward. "And after our visit to that place you insist on calling the sex shop, I suspect things are going to become considerably more interesting."

Danni glanced toward the shopping bags. "You really think we're going to use all that stuff?"

"Oh, darling. We've barely scratched the surface." Courtney laughed softly at his expression. "Now, before you start worrying yourself into a state, I want you to go upstairs and take a shower. You've been running around all afternoon, and I want my sissy looking and smelling lovely."

Danni hesitated. "What are you going to do?"

"Prepare a few things for this evening."

"What things?"

Courtney gave him a patient look. "There you go again, asking questions when your Mistress has already given you instructions. Upstairs, Danni. Shower. And remember, sissies sit down when they use the toilet."

Danni rolled his eyes. "I know."

"And no touching yourself in the shower. In fact, leave the bathroom door open so I can make sure you're behaving."

"Courtney!"

"Mistress."

Danni sighed. "Yes, Mistress."

"Much better. Off you go."

Danni trudged upstairs, still trying to process everything Courtney had said. Her admission that she'd been growing bored with their relationship troubled him more than he wanted to acknowledge. 

He'd believed they were happy together, even if their lives had settled into a comfortable routine. Apparently, Courtney had been longing for something different, and his secret had given her an opportunity to pursue it.

He took his shower with the bathroom door open as instructed. The warm water helped ease some of the tension in his shoulders, although he remained preoccupied with the purchases waiting downstairs. 

The chastity cage in particular had occupied his thoughts throughout the drive home. Whatever fantasies he'd entertained online, he was discovering that the practical realities required considerably more consideration than he'd expected.

When he finished, he wrapped a towel around his waist and stepped into the bedroom. Courtney was waiting beside the bed, where she'd arranged several shopping bags and a selection of their purchases. 

She had changed into a fitted black dress with a narrow belt and matching heels, an outfit that made her look considerably more commanding than the woman who had shared his apartment for the past two years.

"Ah, there you are," she said. "Take off the towel, Danni."

Danni glanced toward the open bedroom door. "Can't I at least get dressed first?"

"That's precisely what we're going to do. But first, we have some unfinished business."

She picked up the small black box from the Velvet Dungeon and placed it on the dresser. Beside it lay the instruction booklet and a silver chain she'd selected from her jewelry collection.

Danni recognized the box immediately. "You mean right now?"

Courtney nodded. "The sooner we get started, the sooner you can begin adjusting your behavior and that attitude of yours."

"What attitude?"

"The one you've been displaying all afternoon. The questioning, the grumbling, the constant attempts to undermine every instruction I give you." Courtney folded her arms. "You told me you wanted a Mistress, Danni. Well, now you have one."

Danni looked at the box, then back at her. "I know. It's just happening a lot faster than I expected."

"Then perhaps we should make certain we're both clear about what we're doing."

Courtney approached him and took his hands. " Danni, I want you to answer me seriously. Is this really what you want? Because I'm enjoying myself, and I intend to keep exploring this new arrangement. But I need to know you're choosing it too."

Danni hesitated. He had spent so long imagining a girlfriend who would discover his secret and embrace it that he hadn't seriously considered how overwhelming the experience might become. 

Courtney had taken control with astonishing confidence, and he was still struggling to reconcile the woman he'd known for years with the demanding Mistress standing before him.

Finally, he nodded. "Yes. It is what I want."

" I'm going to expect you to follow my commands?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"And even though you might find some of those commands embarrassing?"

Danni gave a reluctant smile. "I think we've already established that."

"Indeed we have. Courtney giggled. "Now I want you to ask me properly."

Danni hesitated. "Ask you what?"

"To become your chastity keyholder."

He swallowed, suddenly finding it much harder to speak than he'd anticipated. Courtney waited without prompting him again, her expression calm and expectant.

"Please, Mistress," he said quietly. "I want you to be my chastity keyholder."

"A little more confidence, darling."

"Please, Mistress. I want you to take charge of my chastity."

Courtney smiled. "Again."

Danni looked at her, embarrassed by the ceremony she was making of something he'd once discussed so casually with his online friends. Yet he had to admit that hearing Courtney demand the words made the situation feel startlingly real.

"Please, Mistress." Danni's voice cracked, breath coming shallow and fast. "Lock me in chastity."

Courtney's eyes narrowed. She stepped closer, close enough that Danni could smell her perfume, feel the heat radiating from her skin. "Once more, Danni. And this time, I want you to mean it."

Danni's throat clicked dryly. She swallowed, tasting coppery fear and arousal mingled together. "Please, Mistress. I want you to put me in chastity. I want you to be my keyholder."

Courtney studied him for a long moment, her gaze stripping him bare. Then she nodded, slow and satisfied. "Very good, Sissy."

She opened the box. The device they'd selected earlier that afternoon gleamed under the lamplight-hot pink and obscene, a four-inch plastic tube for his penis, a ring for his balls, and the small, cruel locking mechanism where the two pieces met. Danni stared at it, his pulse hammering in his throat.

Danni's thighs trembled as Courtney knelt before him. Her fingers were cool as she gripped his semi-hard length, pulling it through the plastic ring. The ring bit into his flesh, unyielding. Then she tugged his balls through, one by one, and Danni sucked in a sharp hiss through his teeth, his whole body jerking at the pinching pain.

"Stay still," Courtney ordered.

She slid the tube over his penis. It was a tight fit. Suffocatingly tight. There wouldn't be a millimeter of room for him to grow, to swell, to find any relief. Already he could feel blood trying to rush in, the first helpless throb of arousal, and the plastic punished him for it, squeezing back.

"Someone is getting quite excited about being locked away," Courtney teased.

"Maybe we could have one last-one last time in bed before you lock me away," Danni stammered, a pathetic twinge of hope cracking his voice.

"No."

The word fell like a stone. Final. Absolute. Danni flinched at the sternness of it, something cold settling in his stomach.

He was still trembling when Courtney pushed the tube upward toward the connector rod that would lock it to the base ring. The metal clicked into alignment. She slid the key into the lock, and then she paused, looking up at him, holding his gaze. The moment stretched, agonizingly long, Danni's breath suspended in his lungs, his heart thundering against his ribs.

She turned the key.

CLICK!

The sound exploded in Danni's ears like a thunderstorm. He gasped, his body jolting, knees buckling. He'd fantasized about this moment for so long, but nothing-nothing-had prepared him for the reality of it, the sudden, crushing permanence of that single mechanical sound.

"Much better," Courtney said, grinning now, almost diabolical. She inspected the cage, turning it this way and that, watching him squirm. 

She tapped it with her fingernail-tink-and Danni whimpered at the strange vibration traveling through plastic into flesh. She gave it a couple of playful strokes, and when Danni gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily, she leaned in and opened her lips wide.

She took the cage into her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down, mimicking the rhythm of a blowjob, and Danni’s vision whited at the edges. He began to twitch, to gasp, his fingers clawing at the bedsheets.

"Could you-please-not do that," Danni pled, voice breaking.

Courtney pulled back with a wet pop. "Why? You never complained about me taking you in my mouth before."

"This is different, and you know it."

"You've watched dozens of videos of this." Her smile was sharp as broken glass. "So don't start pretending you don't want this."

Danni was twitching too hard, too overwhelmed to argue. He could feel himself trying to get erect, his traitorous body straining against the cage, but the plastic held him mercilessly, squeezing, constricting, denying. The pressure built and built with nowhere to go, a maddening, excruciating ache that made his eyes water.

Courtney picked up a silver chain from the dresser. She threaded the little key through it, the metal whispering against metal, then fastened the chain around her neck. She adjusted it until the key rested against the black fabric of her dress, a glint of silver against dark silk. Then she turned toward the mirror and admired the effect.

"Oh, I rather like this." She touched the key, letting it settle between her collarbones. "Don't you think it suits me?"

Danni stared at the key. His key. His only way out, resting against her skin. "You're really going to wear that around your neck?"

"Of course. It's a lovely little symbol of our new arrangement." Courtney turned toward him with a satisfied smile. "From now on, Danni, your chastity is entirely under my control. I'm the keyholder, and you're going to have to get used to asking rather than assuming."

Danni glanced at the key again. "And what if I want you to unlock me?"

"Oh, I imagine you're going to ask me many, many times. And do you know what I'm going to say?" Courtney's smile widened. "No. Again and again. Of course, if you reach the point where you absolutely insist, I'll unlock you. But that will be the end of our arrangement. No more Mistress for you."

She paused, allowing that possibility to sink in before continuing. "And judging by all those eager little sissies in your chat group, I don't imagine it would take much effort for me to find another sissy willing to serve me. The real question is, how easily do you think you could find another Mistress like me?"

"That's not fair," Danni protested.

"I don't particularly care what you think is fair or unfair, darling. You wanted a Mistress who would take charge, and now you've got one." Courtney lightly touched the silver key resting against her chest. "So, do we have an understanding, Danni?"

Danni considered arguing, but only for a moment. Courtney had discovered just how much he wanted this arrangement, and she clearly understood the power that gave her. 

Worse, he knew she was right about one thing: finding another woman who would embrace his secret fantasies so enthusiastically wouldn't be easy. He had spent months wishing Courtney would become his Mistress, and now that she had, the thought of losing her newfound authority over him was almost unbearable.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered reluctantly.

"Now, there's another matter we need to address." Courtney opened one of the shopping bags and retrieved a small black box. "That naughty little mouth of yours has been giving me trouble all day."

Danni eyed the box suspiciously. "What is that?"


Chapter 8

Courtney opened the box. Nestled in tissue paper sat the ball gag they'd purchased at the fetish boutique-a glossy red sphere attached to black leather straps, the rubber still smelling faintly of the factory, sharp and synthetic.

"Oh, come on," Danni protested. "You can't be serious."

"See? There you go again." Courtney lifted the gag from its packaging, letting the straps dangle from her fingers. "I thought we might try this while I get you dressed. It might make the entire process considerably more peaceful."

Danni stared at it. The rubber ball looked larger now than it had in the shop, too large, impossibly large. "You want me to wear that?"

"I expect you to stop talking and do as you are told," she said. "Now open wide."

He considered the device, then looked at Courtney's expectant expression. After a moment, he nodded reluctantly.

Courtney stepped in close. Her fingers gripped his chin, tilting his head back. The rubber ball pressed against his lips-slick and unyielding-and then she was pushing, insistently, forcing his jaw to stretch wider than it wanted to.

The ball filled his mouth, pressing his tongue flat, flooding his senses with the taste of bitter rubber. His jaw ached immediately, a deep burn in the hinges. Courtney pulled the straps around his head, and the leather cinched tight against his cheeks with a series of sharp clicks as she buckled it at the nape of his neck.

She stepped back and examined him with a delighted smile.

"Oh, Danni." She tapped the protruding ball with one fingernail, and the vibration traveled through the rubber into his teeth. "I must say, you're becoming quite the interesting little project."

Danni tried to glare at her, but his eyes watered slightly from the jaw strain, and Courtney merely laughed at the effect.

"Now, let's get you dressed. We've spent a small fortune on your new wardrobe, and I intend to see some results."

She led him toward the bed, where several shopping bags were waiting. Danni had assumed Courtney would let him choose something comfortable for the evening, perhaps one of the simple skirts or blouses they'd purchased at Hott Focus. 

Instead, she reached into the lingerie boutique's largest bag and produced an elaborate pink outfit decorated with lace, ribbons, and delicate frills.

Danni recognized it immediately. It was the particularly feminine ensemble Courtney had admired while they were shopping, the one he'd privately hoped she might forget about. His stomach dropped.

"Oh, don't look so worried," Courtney said, noticing his expression. "I think this is going to look absolutely adorable on you."

She began laying out the outfit piece by piece. 

First came a pair of frilly pink panties-so small they looked like they'd barely cover him, the lace scratching against her palms as she unfolded them. 

Then a matching bra with stiff, padded cups that would press and shape. A garter belt with dangling clips that clicked metallically as she moved.

Sheer stockings that whispered against each other as she drew them out. 

Next, she unfolded the pink dress, and the fabric sighed-a rustle of synthetic satin and crinoline, the fitted bodice promising constriction, the puffed sleeves and short, full skirt trimmed with white lace that looked sharp enough to itch. 

Finally, she retrieved a pair of matching shoes from another bag-plastic heels with ankle straps-and placed them neatly beside the bed.

Danni stared at the collection, his jaw throbbing in time with his pulse. He had worn feminine clothing many times in secret, but there was something profoundly different about standing in his own bedroom gagged and mute while Courtney selected every item for him.

He had always controlled his transformations, deciding what to wear, how long to wear it, and when to return to his ordinary appearance. Now Courtney was making those decisions, and the realization left his skin hot and too tight, his breath coming faster through his nose.

"Now let's get you Sissified," she said.

She began with the lingerie, directing him through the garments with the efficiency of someone who had already decided exactly how the finished outfit should look.

"Panties first."

Danni followed her instructions, the gag forcing him to breathe through his nose in shallow, audible pulls. He stepped into the panties, and Courtney dragged them up his legs. The lace scratched against his thighs, the satin panel pressing snug and inescapable against his groin. She adjusted the fit with two sharp tugs that made him gasp through his nose.

"Bra next. Arms through."

The straps bit into his shoulders. Courtney fastened the hooks at his back with a series of snaps, then reached into the cups and adjusted them, her fingers pressing and smoothing until the padding molded to his chest in a way that felt both ridiculous and alarmingly secure.

"Sit on the bed. Stockings."

He sat. Courtney rolled the sheer nylon up his leg, her palms warm against his calf, his knee, his thigh. The material clung to his skin like a second membrane. She attached the garters with metallic snaps that jumped against his flesh-snaps that stung slightly, anchoring him into the architecture of the outfit.

"Stand up straight, Danni. Honestly, how do you expect to look pretty if you keep slouching?"

Danni straightened his shoulders. The bra straps dug in, the panties gripped, the garter clips pulled with every movement.

"Much better. Now turn around."

He obeyed. Courtney inspected him from behind, her hands smoothing the garter belt, straightening the stocking seams with her thumbs. She gave the panties a final adjustment, her palm pressing flat against the lace for one deliberate moment, then reached for the dress.

She dropped it over his head. 

The satin lining slid cool and slick against his arms and torso, settling around him with weight. The bodice cinched his waist, the puffed sleeves gripped his upper arms, and the skirt bloomed around his thighs-a cloud of soft fabric and lace that brushed against his stockinged legs with every shift of his weight. 

Courtney spent several moments behind him, yanking the ribbons tight, smoothing the bodice with the flat of her hands, her fingers trailing over the seams.

"Oh, that's lovely," she declared, her voice warm against his ear. "Absolutely lovely. I knew this would be the right choice."

Danni glanced down at himself, hardly recognizing the elaborate pink ensemble. He had worn skirts and dresses before, but nothing quite this extravagantly feminine. The layers gripped and encased him, each piece locking him further into Courtney's vision. 

She seemed determined to transform him into the prettiest possible version of Danni, and she was clearly enjoying every moment of the process.

"Now, we can't have you looking like that without doing something about your hair."

She retrieved the long blonde wig from its packaging. The synthetic fibers crackled with static as she shook it out. She placed it on his head, and immediately his scalp itched beneath the mesh cap, a thousand artificial strands brushing against his neck and shoulders where his own hair had never reached. 

After adjusting the part, she brushed the strands into place, each stroke of the bristles sending a shiver across his scalp.

Then she opened the cosmetics bag.

Danni watched her approach with a collection of brushes and small containers. He had experimented with makeup before, usually following online tutorials with mixed results, but Courtney appeared to have considerably more confidence in her abilities. She directed him to sit at the vanity.

The foundation went on cool and wet, her fingers pressing it into his skin with circular motions that left his face feeling coated, sealed. She shaped his eyebrows with tiny plucks that made his eyes water. The blush brush tickled maddeningly across his cheekbones.

She finished with the lipstick-pressing the soft pink bullet against his lips, dragging it back and forth with a precision that made him intensely aware of his mouth around the gag, the contrast between the painted lips and the rubber filling them. She added a touch of shimmer around his eyes, the brush bristles feather-light, making him blink repeatedly.

Courtney stepped back, her gaze traveling over him from head to toe, and smiled.

"Perfect," she said. "Now you look like a proper little sissy."

When she was satisfied, Courtney removed the gag and placed it on the dresser.

"There. I think you've earned the privilege of speaking again."

Danni worked his jaw for a moment. "Thank goodness."

Courtney laughed. "Careful, Danni. I can always change my mind and put it back in. Or maybe you’d like to try sleeping with it in your yapping mouth."

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

She took his hand and led him toward the full-length mirror beside the wardrobe. Danni followed reluctantly, still adjusting to the unfamiliar sensation of wearing so many layers of feminine clothing. Courtney positioned him directly in front of the glass, straightened his shoulders, and stepped aside.

"Now then, Danni. Take a good look at yourself."

Danni stared at his reflection.

The transformation was astonishing. The blonde wig framed his face in soft waves, while the makeup gave his features a delicacy he'd never managed to achieve on his own. The pink dress, with its lace-trimmed skirt and fitted bodice, completed an appearance that was unmistakably feminine. He looked like an exaggerated fantasy of the Sissy he'd spent so many secret evenings pretending to be.

Courtney stood behind him, watching his expression in the mirror.

"Well?" she asked. "What do you think?"

Danni swallowed. "I hardly recognize myself."

"That's rather the idea, darling."

He examined his reflection again, turning slightly to see how the skirt moved around his legs. The outfit was more elaborate than anything he'd ever dared wear before, and the knowledge that Courtney had chosen it for him made the experience feel strangely different from his private dressing sessions.

Courtney rested her hands on his shoulders. "Tell me something, Danni. Is this what you've always dreamed of becoming?"

Danni hesitated, studying the blonde girl staring back at him from the mirror. He thought about the months he'd spent hiding his clothes, sneaking into video chats, and imagining what it might be like if Courtney discovered his secret and somehow accepted it.

"Yes," he admitted quietly. "It is."

Courtney smiled at his reflection. "And are you happy?"

Danni considered the question. The day had been exhausting, embarrassing, and unlike anything he'd experienced before. He had endured the curious glances of strangers, the teasing of sales associates, and Courtney's increasingly confident commands. 

Yet standing there in the outfit she'd chosen, with her hands resting affectionately on his shoulders, he felt something he hadn't expected.

"Yes, Mistress," he answered. "I'm happier than I've ever been."

Courtney's expression softened briefly before her familiar mischievous smile returned.

"Well, that's wonderful, Danni. Because I have a feeling we're going to have a great deal of fun together."

She gave his shoulders a final squeeze, then stepped away from the mirror and glanced toward the bedroom door.

"Now, I have a few things to prepare before we continue."

Danni turned toward her. "Continue?"

"Of course. You didn't think we were finished for the evening, did you?"

He looked at the elaborate pink dress, the stockings, and the blonde wig reflected in the mirror. "I was kind of hoping we might be."

Courtney laughed. "Oh, Danni. You're adorable when you're optimistic."

She pointed toward the far corner of the bedroom.

"Now, I want you to go stand over there and face the wall while your Mistress gets prepared."

Danni looked toward the corner, then back at her. "Seriously?"

Courtney raised an eyebrow.

He sighed. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good, Sissy. And no peeking."

Danni crossed the bedroom in his new shoes, the pink skirt swishing around his legs as he walked. He took his place in the corner and faced the wall, wondering what Courtney could possibly have planned next. Behind him, he heard the rustling of shopping bags and the occasional sound of something being placed on the dresser.

He resisted the temptation to look over his shoulder.

Whatever happened next, one thing was becoming increasingly clear. Courtney had discovered a side of herself that neither of them had known existed, and she had absolutely no intention of putting it away.


Chapter 9

"You may turn around now, sissy."

Courtney's voice came from somewhere behind him, low and honeyed, threaded with something dangerous. Danni had been staring at the wall for what felt like an eternity, his heart hammering a frantic rhythm against his ribs, the pink dress still rustling softly around his thighs with every shallow breath he took. He turned.

And gasped.

Courtney stood in the middle of the room like a fever dream made flesh. She had changed into lingerie that could only be described as weaponized sexuality-black leather and lace that cinched her waist and pushed her breasts upward, straps that crossed her torso like the architecture of a threat. 

Between her fingers, dangling from the tip of one casual digit, hung a strap-on dildo. She let it sway, pendulum-slow, the silicone catching the lamplight with each lazy arc.

"Do you know what this is?" she asked.

Danni's mouth went dry. Of course he knew. The sight of it sent a cold shock through his gut, a primal recoil that his body refused to fully commit to because beneath the fear, beneath the panic, something darker was already stirring. His caged penis gave a traitorous throb.

She had asked him once, asked him if this sissy life was truly what he wanted. He looked at the dildo for a long, lingering minute, watching it swing, imagining the weight and the girth of it, and when he finally spoke his voice came out rough, scraped raw.

"I do," he said. "But I have to admit... I'm a little afraid."

Courtney smiled. Not the warm smile he knew. Something edged and predatory. "You should be. But we'll start gently." She paused, letting the silence stretch. "And work our way up to the rougher stuff."

"Rougher?" The word escaped before he could stop it, high and thin.

She didn't answer. She simply held out the harness, letting the straps spill from her palm like the tendrils of some obscene jellyfish. "Take it. Strap it to me."

Danni's fingers trembled as he crossed the room. The leather was cool and slightly tacky in his hands, smelling of newness and something chemical. He knelt before her-the position felt devastatingly natural now-and worked the straps around her hips, buckling them tight, adjusting the fit while she stood above him like a statue of some cruel goddess.

The dildo jutted from her pelvis, obscene and undeniable. It wasn't even particularly large; he told himself desperately. Not much larger than his own penis, which was currently locked in hot pink plastic, throbbing with a dull, insistent ache.

But the symbolism dwarfed him.

He couldn't help it. As his fingers brushed the final buckle, he felt himself responding, blood trying to rush into flesh that had nowhere to go. 

The cage squeezed back, a pinching, crushing denial that made him whimper through his nose. Pain and pleasure twisted together in his gut, feeding each other in a feedback loop that left him dizzy.

"Done," he breathed. He stood up and wobbling a bit on his heels.

Courtney looked down at him, admiring the appendage that now sprouted from her body. She gave it an experimental stroke, and Danni watched, transfixed, as her fingers wrapped around the shaft.

"What happens now?" he asked.

She tilted her head, studying him with a gaze that seemed to peel back layers of skin. "What do you want to happen now?"

The question surprised him. For a dizzying moment he thought she was offering him control, offering choice, and his mind scrambled through possibilities like a rat in a maze. But then he saw the smile playing at the corner of her mouth, and he understood. There was no choice here. This was a trap dressed in velvet.

"Tell me," she purred, stepping closer. The dildo bobbed inches from his face. "Do you believe you deserve to be punished? For the way you mouthed off to me while we were out shopping?"

Danni thought back to the department store, to the sharp words he'd hissed at her in the lingerie aisle, the way he'd rolled his eyes when she'd held up the frilliest panties. Did he deserve punishment for that? He wasn't sure. But he knew what answer she wanted.

"I do," he whispered. "I deserve to be punished."

"Good sissy." She circled him slowly, the dildo passing close enough to his cheek that he could feel the displaced air, smell the faint silicone scent. "What do you think would be appropriate punishment? For a sissy with a naughty little mouth?"

Danni's eyes tracked the toy, then flickered to the dresser where the hairbrush lay. He thought of the spankings she'd already given him, the sting and heat of them, the humiliation of being bent over her knee in panties. 

Was this worse? Was the dildo worse than the hairbrush? He tried to weigh them, to compare, but his thoughts kept snagging on the image of that silicone shaft pushing into him, filling him, using him.

"More spankings," he said quickly. "From the hairbrush."

But even as the words left his lips, he saw the truth in her eyes. She had already decided. This was not a negotiation.

Courtney stopped in front of him. She gripped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. "Don't you agree," she asked softly, each word precise as a scalpel, "that a sissy who argues with his mistress should have his mouth punished?"

He wanted to say no. The word balled up in his throat, desperate and hot. But her eyes held him, pinned him, and he knew better than to disobey. The cage between his legs gave another crushing pulse, as if reminding him of his place.

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed.

"How do you believe a sissy with a naughty mouth should be properly punished?"

She was making him say it. The cruelty of it bloomed in his chest, a dark flower of humiliation. He knew exactly what she wanted him to admit, and the knowledge burned in his cheeks, in his throat, in his gut. He looked at the dildo, then back at her face, searching for mercy and finding none.

"That would be for my Mistress to decide," he managed.

The smile she gave him was radiant. "Good sissy." She released his chin and stepped back, gesturing toward the floor. "Now on your knees Sissy."

Danni lowered himself slowly, the rug rough against his stockinged knees, the dress bunching around his hips. His heart was a trapped bird, battering against his ribs. Courtney approached, and suddenly the dildo was right there, filling his vision, the silicone head glossy and slightly curved, bobbing at the level of his mouth.

"Wouldn't you agree," she murmured, her voice dropping to a register that vibrated in his bones, "that a sissy with a naughty mouth should take her mistress's training device into that mouth?"

Reluctantly, Danni nodded. The motion made his jaw ache with tension.

The pressure in his cage was becoming unbearable, a constant pinching squeeze that seemed to synchronize with his heartbeat. His thoughts were fragmenting, dissolving into static and need. 

This was the most erotic moment of his life, and he wanted to keep going more than he wanted to breathe, more than he wanted safety or dignity or anything else. The fear was still there, a cold current beneath the heat, but it only seemed to sharpen everything, to make each sensation cut deeper.

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

"Then take your mistress into your mouth."

Danni parted his lips. The silicone pressed against them, cool and smooth and impossibly firm. Courtney pushed forward, slowly, inexorably, and the head filled his mouth, stretching his jaw wide, pressing his tongue flat. The taste was chemical, artificial, nothing like skin, and the wrongness of it sent a shiver down his spine. He gagged immediately, his throat convulsing, eyes watering.

"Hold it there," Courtney commanded. "Think about all your misbehavings today. Think about who you belong to."

He stayed perfectly still, the dildo deep in his mouth, on his knees before his mistress, dressed in pink frills and lace with his penis locked in plastic chastity. 

The image of himself from outside his own body crashed over him-a pathetic, pretty thing, mouth stuffed full, utterly owned-and he felt his arousal spike so sharply that the cage punished him with a fresh wave of crushing pressure.

"Do you understand," Courtney asked, her fingers threading through his wig, gripping tight, "why you're being punished this way?"

Danni nodded, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes, saliva already pooling around the silicone invading his mouth.

"Good."

Then her hands clamped down on both sides of his head, fingers digging into his scalp, and she began to move.

She pulled back, slow, letting him suck in a desperate breath through his nose, and then she thrust forward. The dildo slid deeper, bumping the back of his throat, and his gag reflex screamed. She did it again, and again, establishing a rhythm that started slow, but built with terrifying speed. In and out, deeper each time, her hips snapping forward with mechanical precision.

Danni couldn't breathe. He couldn't think. The silicone filled his mouth, his throat, cutting off air, triggering convulsive gags that made his body shudder. Tears streamed down his cheeks, mixing with saliva that spilled from the corners of his lips, dripping onto the pink dress. He choked, heaved, tried to pull back, but her grip was iron.

"Stay in place," she ordered, her voice breathless now, threaded with arousal. She pushed harder, forcing the dildo into his throat. His gag reflex fought like a living thing, muscles spasming to expel the intrusion, but she held him fast. "Stop fighting," she gasped. "Accept your punishment."

He tried. God, he tried. He forced his throat to relax, forced himself to surrender to the invasion, and it took every shred of willpower he possessed. The silicone slid deeper, filling his throat until he could feel the base of the harness pressed against his chin, and then she began to pump in earnest.

Courtney's own breath was coming in ragged gasps now, her moans filling the room. She wasn't being touched, not physically, but Danni could see it in the flush spreading across her chest, the way her nipples strained against the lace, the desperate, animal sounds tearing from her throat.

The psychological pleasure of dominance was consuming her, using her up, and the sight of it-the knowledge that he was doing this to her, that his submission was driving her to the edge-sent a bolt of dark euphoria through his own body.

She pulled out just long enough for him to suck in a wet, desperate breath, and then forced it back in. Again. Again. The rhythm was brutal, relentless, her hips working in short, savage thrusts.

Danni stopped fighting and let it happen, let her use his mouth, his throat, let himself become nothing but a warm hole for her pleasure. The cage between his legs was a constant, crushing presence, his penis throbbing in its prison, denied and desperate and somehow-more aroused than he'd ever been.

And then Courtney made a sound he'd never heard from her before-a raw, broken cry that seemed to tear itself from the depths of her. Her whole body went rigid, her fingers white-knuckled in his wig, and she shoved the dildo deep and held it there, grinding against the harness, her hips jerking in short, helpless spasms.

She was coming. She was actually coming, untouched, un-fucked, coming from the sheer power of dominating him, and Danni felt something inside himself break open at the realization, a floodgate of submission and awe and terrible, transcendent pleasure.

She finally pulled the dildo from his mouth with a wet, obscene sound, and Danni collapsed to the floor. He lay on his side, gasping, sobbing for breath, his throat raw and burning, his face wet with tears and spit. The room spun. He couldn't feel his knees.

Courtney stood over him, chest heaving, her own breath ragged and uncontrolled. She reached down and patted his head with a tenderness that felt almost surreal after what she'd just done.

"Good sissy," she murmured. "Such a good sissy."

Before Danni could even begin to recover, before his lungs had stopped burning or his vision had cleared, she moved. She dropped to her knees beside him, grabbed his head with both hands, and in one fluid motion she straddled his face.

“I’m not done with you yet,” she hissed.

The world went dark. Soft, wet flesh pressed against his mouth, his nose, smothering him. Courtney's thighs clamped around his head like a vice, and then she was grinding, rolling her hips in desperate, seeking circles, using his face the way she'd used his mouth.

"Pleasure me," she commanded, her voice ragged. "Use your tongue. Do it."

Danni could barely keep himself together. He was drowning in her, in the taste and smell of her arousal, in the crushing pressure of her thighs against his ears. He stuck his tongue out, found her center, and licked with desperate, sloppy strokes. She ground harder, faster, her hips bucking against his face, and he could feel her building, feel the tension coiling in her body like a spring wound to breaking.

His penis throbbed in its cage, beyond control, beyond thought. Each pulse of blood that tried to fill him was met with crushing plastic denial, the pain and pleasure so intertwined he could no longer tell where one ended and the other began. 

It felt like he might actually come, might spill inside the cage without ever getting hard, a ruined, trapped orgasm that would leave him aching and unsatisfied and somehow still desperate.

Courtney's movements became erratic, savage. She rode his face with single-minded hunger, her nails digging into his scalp, her thighs trembling around his head. And then she broke, crying out in a voice that didn't sound like her own, her body convulsing as she came against his tongue, flooding his mouth with her release.

The taste of her, the sound of her, the crushing grip of her thighs-it was too much. Danni felt his own climax hit like a freight train, tearing through him without warning. He came in his cage, hard and helpless, his body jerking beneath her as the plastic prison milked him dry with cruel, constriction.

The sensation was euphoric and excruciating in equal measure-waves of pleasure that crashed against walls of pain, each peak higher because of the denial, each throb of release punished by the unyielding cage.

It was the greatest sexual experience of his life.

Courtney finally collapsed beside him on the floor, her chest heaving, her skin flushed and glowing with sweat. For a long moment they lay there in silence, two bodies gasping in the aftermath, the room thick with the smell of sex and submission.

Then she turned her head toward him, and her eyes were soft in a way that made his chest ache.

"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you, Danni. For awakening this part of me. I never knew it existed."

Danni couldn’t manage a single word. He power to speak was buried beneath the twist of euphoria and humiliation.

She reached out and stroked his cheek, her touch gentle now, almost reverent. "You and I," she said, her voice warm with promise, "are going to have so much fun together."

Then the tenderness vanished like a curtain falling. Her expression hardened back into command.

"Now leave the room," she ordered. "Close the door behind you."

Danni stared at her, completely shocked. After what they'd just shared-after the raw intimacy of what she'd done to him, what he'd done for her-she was dismissing him like a servant?

But his body moved before his mind could catch up, habit and submission overriding confusion. He rose on trembling legs, straightened the ruined pink dress with shaking hands, and walked toward the door on unsteady feet.

He closed it behind him with a soft, final click.


Chapter 10

The bedroom door had clicked shut nearly two hours ago, but Danni still hadn't moved from the hallway. He sat slumped against the wall, knees drawn up to his chest, the pink dress bunched around his waist and the blonde wig askew on his head.

His jaw ached-a deep, bone-level throb that radiated from the hinges into his temples. His throat felt raw, scraped hollow, as if Courtney had taken sandpaper to the tender flesh. And between his legs, his penis throbbed in a different register entirely, a dull, insistent soreness that pulsed in time with his heartbeat inside the unforgiving plastic cage.

He needed to clean himself. The cage required meticulous attention, especially after... after everything. But every time he touched himself down there, every time his fingers brushed the smooth pink plastic, his mind flooded with images-the weight of Courtney on his face, the taste of her, the sound of her voice cracking as she came, the brutal rhythm of the dildo in his throat.

And then he would feel himself responding, blood trying to rush to flesh that had nowhere to expand, the cage squeezing back in cruel denial. He'd had to stop three times, breathing hard, waiting for the arousal to subside before he could finish.

When he was finally done, his fingers trembling and his face flushed, he pulled the panties back into place and stood on unsteady legs. The apartment was quiet. Courtney hadn't emerged. 

Danni wandered into the kitchen, suddenly desperate to be useful, to be good, to somehow justify the chaos of the evening with a gesture of service. He would make her dinner. Something proper. Something that would please her.

He cooked mechanically, chopping vegetables with hands that still shook, burning himself twice on the stove because his mind kept drifting back to the bedroom. By the time he heard the door open, he had set the table with their best plates and was stirring a sauce that smelled of garlic and wine.

Danni turned.

Courtney stood in the doorway, and his breath caught. She hadn't changed. She hadn't shed the dominatrix persona like a costume after their scene-she was still wearing it, still in it, the black leather and lace hugging her body like a second skin.

And jutting from her pelvis, still strapped tight to her hips, was the dildo. She allowed it to lead as she walked, hips swaying with casual confidence, the silicone bobbing with each step. It was obscene and mesmerizing, and Danni felt his cage tighten with a fresh wave of arousal before he could stop himself.

She didn't look at him. Not really. She moved to the table, pulled out a chair, and sat with the easy grace of a queen taking her throne. She picked up the wine glass he'd set out, swirled it, and took a sip.

"I feel incredible," she said to no one in particular. Her voice was different-lighter, freer, as if something heavy had been lifted from her chest. "I can't remember the last time I felt this... unburdened. This powerful." She looked out the window, a small smile playing at her lips. "It's like I've been walking around in someone else's skin my whole life, and I finally found my own."

Danni stood frozen in the kitchen doorway, clutching a serving spoon. "I made dinner," he said softly. "May I... may I serve you, Mistress?"

The word slipped out naturally now, without the hesitation it had carried earlier. Courtney turned her head, and her eyes found his. She studied him for a long moment, and he saw something shift in her expression-a flicker of approval, maybe even pride.

"Yes," she said. "You may."

He served her carefully, arranging the food on her plate with trembling hands, pouring her wine, fetching her water. When he moved to sit across from her, he paused. Something in him recoiled at the idea of sitting opposite her, eye to eye, as if they were equals having a meal together. It felt wrong. It felt dangerous.

Instead, he lowered himself to the floor beside her chair, settling onto his knees on the hardwood. The position made his joints ache, but it also felt devastatingly correct. He folded his hands in his lap and waited, head bowed.

Courtney looked down at him, and he heard the smile in her voice before he saw it. "Much better," she said. "Mistress eats before sissy. That's the proper order of things."

She ate in silence for several minutes, and Danni watched from the corner of his eye, his stomach growling but his body refusing to move. When she finally spoke again, her tone had shifted, becoming more serious, more contemplative.

"Your attitude has improved significantly," she said, cutting her chicken with precise strokes. "Perhaps that mouth punishment was exactly what you needed."

Danni felt his cheeks flush, remembering the gag reflex, the tears, the helplessness. "Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

"But let me be clear." She set down her fork and turned to look at him, her gaze sharp as a blade. "If you decide to mouth off again, if you roll your eyes or argue or show me disrespect, we will repeat the entire lesson. Over and over, however many times it takes, until you learn your place as my obedient sissy. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Mistress," Danni breathed, the threat settling cold and heavy in his stomach.

She returned to her meal, apparently satisfied. But after a few more bites, she set down her utensils and leaned back in her chair, studying him with a calculating expression.

"We need to discuss how this is going to work going forward," she said. "My biggest concern is your ability to sexually please me. If you're going to be in chastity from now on..."

The words hit Danni like a physical blow. He stared up at her, his mouth going dry. "From now on?" he repeated, his voice cracking. "I hadn't... I didn't think it was... permanent."

Courtney tilted her head, considering him. "Did you think this was a game, Danni? A weekend experiment?" She shook her head slowly. "No. Chastity is necessary. It's foundational to a female-dominant relationship. It keeps you focused on my pleasure instead of your own. It reminds you, with every waking moment, who owns you."

She leaned forward, her elbows on the table, her eyes pinning him. "Tell me, sissy. For what purpose would you ever need to be out of chastity? What do you need your penis for, if you're truly committed to serving me?"

Danni opened his mouth. Closed it. He searched for an answer-an honest, legitimate reason he might need his penis free-and found nothing. Masturbation? That was selfish. Sex? He was a sissy now, wasn't he? What did he need it for?

"I..." He swallowed hard. "I don't know, Mistress."

"Exactly." She sat back, satisfied. "And another thing. I need to be honest with you about something."

Danni looked up at her, dread pooling in his gut. "What?"

Courtney's expression softened, but not in a comforting way. It was the softness of someone delivering difficult news. "I don't know if I intend to have sex with you again. Not in the traditional sense. 

I'm not sure if I can become stimulated or satisfied by a man who is willing to live as my sissy. Who is locked in chastity, who serves on his knees, who takes my strap-on in his throat."

She paused, letting the words sink in like hooks. "I don't know if I can see you as a sexual partner in that way anymore. That will be a subject we may need to revisit later. But for now... I think your purpose is different."

Danni felt something crack inside him, a sharp, splintering pain that had nothing to do with his cage. The idea that she might never touch him again, never want him as a man-it was devastating and, somehow, perversely arousing. He felt his eyes sting.

"Yes, Mistress," he managed.

Courtney finished her meal in silence, and Danni knelt beside her, his mind reeling, his body numb. When she finally pushed her plate away, she turned to him with a smile that didn't reach her eyes.

"Clear the table," she ordered. "And prepare yourself. We're not done with your punishment for the day."

Danni blinked up at her, confused. "Punishment? But I thought-we just..."

"Two years, Danni." Her voice hardened. " Two years of lying to me. Two years of wearing my panties, stretching them out, soiling them with your filth, hiding your disgusting little secret. That doesn't just go away because you took a spanking and dildo in your throat. There's going to be a lot of punishment ahead for you on that subject. A lot."

She stood, and the dildo swayed at her hip, catching the light. Danni felt his blood run cold.

"Clear the table," she repeated. "Now."

He scrambled to obey, his hands shaking as he gathered plates and silverware, his mind racing. More punishment? After everything? He had thought the scene in the bedroom was the culmination, the peak. But Courtney was treating it like an appetizer.

When the table was clear, he turned to find her standing behind him, arms crossed, the strap-on jutting from her body like an accusation.

"Bend over the table," she commanded. "Pull down your panties."

Danni's hands flew to the hem of his dress. "Mistress, I don't know if I'm ready for-"

"I don't care what you think you're ready for," she cut him off, her voice like a whip. "I'm ready. That's all that matters."

She stroked the dildo twice, her fingers wrapping around the shaft, sliding up and down in a deliberate, teasing motion. Danni stared at it, hypnotized, terror and arousal warring in his chest. It was one thing to take it in his mouth. It was another thing entirely to take it... there.

"I said bend over the table," she snapped. "Pull down your sissy panties. Present yourself for punishment."

The command in her voice brooked no disobedience. Danni's legs moved without his permission, carrying him to the table. He bent forward, his cheek pressed against the cool wood, his hands reaching back to drag the frilly pink panties down his thighs. The air hit his exposed skin, and he shivered, vulnerable and humiliated.

He heard her footsteps behind him, slow and deliberate. Then her hand was on his back, pressing him flat, and her voice was low against his ear.

"Listen to me, sissy," she whispered. "This is going to make you mine. Truly mine. Once I do this, there's no going back. You'll be my sissy in every way that matters. Do you understand?"

Danni's breath came in shallow, panicked gasps. "Yes, Mistress."

"Do you agree to this?"

"I... I agree, Mistress."

"Then ask me." Her hand slid down his spine, resting at the base. "Ask me to punish your sissy ass."

Danni squeezed his eyes shut, the humiliation burning through him like acid. But his mouth opened, and the words came out, small and broken: "Please, Mistress. Punish my sissy ass."

"Good sissy."

He felt the head of the dildo press against him, cool and slick with lubricant he hadn't seen her apply. Then she was pushing in, slow and steady, and the sensation was immediate and overwhelming. His body fought her, muscles clenching, trying to reject the intrusion, and the pain was sharp and startling, a burning stretch that made him cry out against the table.

"Stop fighting me," Courtney ordered, her hands gripping his hips. "Accept your fate."

He tried. He forced himself to relax, to breathe, to let her in. For what felt like minutes, she simply held the dildo inside him, not moving, letting him adjust to the fullness, the invasion, the profound wrongness of being filled. And slowly, agonizingly, his body began to accept it. The burning faded to a dull ache, and beneath the ache, something else stirred.

Then she began to move.

Slowly at first, almost tenderly, pulling back and pushing forward in shallow thrusts that made him gasp. But gradually, incrementally, she increased her pace. The pumping became faster, deeper, more forceful, and with each thrust something shifted inside him. 

The pain didn't disappear-it transformed, melting into a strange, intense pressure that seemed to radiate from somewhere deep in his core.

His prostate. His sissy G-spot.

Before he knew what was happening, he was gasping. Then moaning. Then begging.

"Please, Mistress," he whimpered, his voice high and broken. "Please, don't stop. Please, more. Please-"

She slammed into him, and he screamed. Not from pain, though the pain was there, but from the overwhelming, crushing pleasure of it. He sounded like a slut, he knew he sounded like a slut, high-pitched and desperate and begging, and he couldn't stop. He didn't want to stop.

"Please, Mistress! Please, keep going! Please, I'm begging you, please-"

Courtney's hands tightened on his hips, her nails digging into his flesh, and she rode him harder, faster, the sound of her hips slapping against his ass filling the room. And through it all, his penis throbbed in its cage, aching, desperate, trying to get hard and being crushed by plastic with every pulse of blood. 

It felt like his body was going to burst out of the thing, like the cage would crack from the pressure of his need, but it never did. It held him, denied him, punished him even as the pleasure built to impossible heights.

And then he felt it-the orgasm building not from his penis, but from somewhere deeper, somewhere the dildo was stroking with merciless precision. It was different from any orgasm he'd ever had, a rolling, waves-deep climax that seemed to start in his core and radiate outward, making his whole body convulse.

He knew he was having a Sissygasm.

As he came, he felt his penis softening.

It was the strangest sensation of his life-his body orgasming, waves of pleasure crashing through him, while the organ that had always been the center of his sexual identity went limp inside its prison. 

It was as if his body understood, at some primal level, that penis stimulation was no longer the path to pleasure. That part of him was obsolete now. Locked away. Forgotten.

Courtney gave a few more thrusts, milking his orgasm, and then she pulled out with a wet, obscene sound. Danni collapsed against the table, his legs giving out, his whole body shaking with aftershocks.

SMACK.

Her hand came down hard on his ass, the sound sharp and sudden in the quiet room.

"Good Sissy," she said, her voice warm with satisfaction. She leaned down and whispered against his ear, her breath hot against his skin. "Enjoy sleeping on the couch tonight."

Then she was gone. He heard her footsteps retreating, heard the bedroom door open and close, and then he was alone.

Danni lay bent over the table, naked from the waist down, his panties around his ankles, his ass throbbing and wet and open, his cage still locked tight, his breath coming in ragged, wheezing gasps. The room spun. His body felt like it belonged to someone else, someone he didn't recognize.

He stayed there for the better part of an hour, trembling, gasping, trying to comprehend what his life had become. And what, he realized with a chill that had nothing to do with the temperature, it would become going forward.


Chapter 11

The weeks settled over them like a humid summer haze, each day bleeding into the next with a ritualistic precision that should have felt strange but quickly became mundane. Morning began in the grey half-light of dawn, Danni standing in their bathroom with his suit pants around his ankles, threading his legs into whatever pair of panties

Courtney had selected the night before. Todays were lavender lace, already damp from the shower, the elastic biting into his hips as he dragged them up. Over them went the charcoal slacks, the starched white shirt, the conservative tie.

 The chastity cage sat beneath it all, a constant pink pressure against his groin, reminding him with every step, every shift in his office chair, exactly who he belonged to.

He could feel it during meetings, the cage pinching when he crossed his legs, the lace of the panties scratching against his skin when he reached for a file. He'd be listening to quarterly projections and suddenly he'd remember Courtney's face above him, the strap-on glistening.

He had to grip the edge of his desk until the arousal subsided, and the cage punished him back into submission. No one at the office knew. No one suspected that beneath the respectable exterior of Danni Whitmore, marketing associate, was Danni, locked and laced and owned.

Courtney went to her own job with a new swagger in her step. Danni noticed it in the way she moved through their apartment in the mornings, the way she checked her reflection one extra time, the secret smile that played at her lips when she caught his eye. She came home each evening with energy crackling off her like static, already reaching for the zipper of her work blouse, already stepping out of her sensible heels.

By six o'clock, the transformation was complete. Courtney emerged from the bedroom in leather and latex, her body wrapped in dominance, her eyes already scanning for him with predatory focus. 

Danni, already waiting in his panties and cage, would lower himself into the pink frills she had laid out, the dress or the maid outfit or the schoolgirl skirt, depending on her mood. The wig would go on, itching and alien. The makeup would follow, Courtney painting his face with careful strokes until he barely recognized himself in the mirror.

Then the service would begin.

He cooked for her, kneeling by the table while she ate. He massaged her feet while she watched television, her toes pressing against his cheek when he found a good spot. When she was feeling playful-or punitive-she bent him over her knee and spanked him with the hairbrush until his ass burned and his eyes watered, the cage crushing him with each impact. 

When she was feeling hungry, she strapped on the dildo and took him on the bed, on the floor, against the wall, his prostate screaming with pleasure while his penis throbbed uselessly in its prison.

But the worst-the most exquisite torture-came on Tuesday and Thursday nights, when Courtney discovered Danni's sissy chat group.

She made him set up the laptop on the coffee table while she lounged on the couch in her dominatrix attire, the strap-on still jutting from her hips, a glass of wine in her hand. Then she typed, using his account, his avatar, his carefully cultivated online persona.

She flirted with the other sissies and their mistresses, shared details about Danni's training that made his face burn with shame. She ordered the other sissies to perform for her amusement-to put on panties and dance, to spank themselves with spoons, to beg their own mistresses for permission while Courtney watched and laughed.

Danni knelt beside the couch during these sessions, gagged or ungagged depending on his behavior, forced to watch the screen as his digital self was puppeteered by his mistress. He was not allowed to speak unless spoken to. 

If he interrupted, if he whimpered a protest or tried to explain that some of those chat members were friends, coworkers he had known for years-Courtney would reach for the ball gag.

The gag was worse than silence. The rubber ball forced his jaw wide, made him drool helplessly down his chin, reduced him to grunts and whimpers while Courtney continued her conversations, occasionally reaching down to pat his head or tap the protruding ball with her fingernail, sending vibrations through his teeth. 

The other chat members thought it was part of the game. They had no idea that the sissy typing to them had a real mistress sitting beside her, controlling every word.

After several weeks of this routine, the cracks began to show.

Courtney grew restless. 

Danni saw it in the way she sighed during spankings that had once made her breathless, the way her eyes glazed over during strap-on sessions, the way she scrolled through her phone during dinner instead of watching him serve. 

One Thursday night, after the chat group had logged off and Danni was still kneeling with the gag in his mouth, Courtney set down her wine glass and stared at the ceiling.

"I need more," she said.

Danni looked up at her, his jaw aching around the rubber. He made a questioning sound.

She pulled the gag from his mouth with a wet pop, and he gasped, working his jaw. "Mistress?"

"This apartment." She gestured around them, at the walls that had become their entire world. "It's starting to feel like a cage. And not the fun kind." She stood, pacing in her heels, the dildo swaying with each step. "I want to take you out, sissy. Into the wild."

Danni felt his blood run cold. "Out?"

"Outside. Public." She stopped and looked down at him, her eyes bright with dangerous excitement. "I want people to see you. I want them to see what you are. What I own."

"T-that's not..." Danni's throat clicked dry. The idea of being seen, of being recognized, of some colleague from the office spotting him in a dress and wig and cage-it was unthinkable. It was his worst nightmare. "Mistress, please, I can't-"

"You can." Her voice hardened. "And you will. You've been trained to behave. You've been trained to do as you're told." She stepped closer, gripping his chin, tilting his face up. "I've broken your will to argue, Danni. I've broken your will to push back. Don't start rebuilding it now."

He stared up at her, trembling. She was right. When had he last refused her? When had he last even tried? The thought of resistance felt foreign, almost impossible, like a language he'd forgotten. His shoulders slumped.

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

Courtney smiled, radiant and cruel. "Good sissy. We're going to the Velvet Dungeon."

Danni's eyes widened. The Velvet-the fetish boutique where they had purchased the cage, the gag, the endless panties. "Why? We already have everything-"

"You'll see." She turned away, already reaching for her phone. "Get dressed. Something pretty. And don't ask questions."

An hour later, Danni stood outside the Velvet in a short pink dress, sheer stockings, and heels that made his ankles ache. The wig was secured tight, the makeup thick enough to obscure his features, but his heart hammered against his ribs with every passing car, every pedestrian glance. He felt naked despite the layers, exposed and terrified.

But Courtney didn't lead him to the front entrance. She walked around the building, her heels clicking on the pavement, Danni tottering behind her in the darkness. They reached a nondescript door at the back, unmarked except for a small peephole. Courtney knocked-three sharp raps.

The door opened. A woman stood there, tall and imposing, dressed in a latex catsuit that gleamed under the streetlight. She looked Courtney up and down, then her gaze slid to Danni, and a slow smile spread across her face.

"New blood," she said. Her voice was smoke and velvet. "Welcome. All subs must be leashed to their mistress. House rules." She reached behind the door and produced a leather collar attached to a thin chain leash. 

"You can borrow this one. In the future, you'll be required to have your own." She handed the leash to Courtney with a knowing look. "Your sissy should be leashed in public anyway. Keeps them better behaved."

Courtney took the leash, her eyes gleaming. "Of course."

Danni opened his mouth to protest, but one look from Courtney silenced him. She stepped close, wrapping the leather collar around his throat, buckling it tight enough that he could feel the pressure when he swallowed. She clipped the leash to the D-ring and gave it a testing tug that made him stumble forward.

"Come, sissy," she said, and pulled him through the door.

The space beyond was nothing like the boutique. They passed through a short corridor lined with red velvet curtains, and then the world opened into a nightclub-pulsing lights, thumping bass, the air thick with perfume and leather and something darker. Danni blinked, disoriented.

The room was filled with women in dominatrix attire, their subs kneeling at their feet or crawling on leashes, the entire scene a tableau of submission and control that made Danni's cage tighten with a confused rush of arousal and terror.

"Mistresses and subs night," Courtney murmured against his ear, her hand firm on the leash. "I heard about it from the chat group. Isn't it perfect?"

She led him through the crowd, the leash a constant pressure at his throat, forcing him to keep pace. Danni kept his eyes downcast, terrified of making eye contact, terrified of being seen. But Courtney walked with her head high, her shoulders back, drinking in the atmosphere like wine.

They had nearly reached the bar when a voice called out.

"Courtney? Courtney Hale?"

Courtney turned. A woman approached them, tall and blonde, wearing a corset of blood-red leather and holding a leash of her own. At the end of it, crawling on hands and knees, was a sissy in a frilly blue dress, blonde pigtails bouncing with each movement.

"Tessa!" Courtney's face lit up. "I didn't know you came here."

"Every week." Tessa's eyes swept over Courtney's outfit, then dropped to Danni, appraising him like livestock. "And who's this pretty thing?"

"This is Danni. My sissy." Courtney tugged the leash, and Danni stumbled forward another step. "Danni, say hello to Mistress Tessa."

"Hello, Mistress," Danni mumbled, his face burning.

Tessa laughed, a bright, sharp sound. "Adorable. This is Roxy." She gave her own leash a shake, and the sissy at her feet looked up, beaming. "Roxy isn't my first, you know. I've had several over the years."

"Really?" Courtney leaned in, intrigued.

"They tend to get a little boring after they're broken in." Tessa shrugged, taking a sip of something dark from a glass. "The challenge is kind of lost, you know? Once they stop fighting, once they just... obey." She smiled at Courtney. "How long have you had this one?"

"A few weeks," Courtney said.

"Still fresh, then." Tessa's eyes glittered. "Give it time. You'll get bored of him sooner than later."

Courtney turned to look at Danni, her expression thoughtful, almost distant. "I wonder if I'll ever get bored of my sissy," she said softly.

Danni felt the words like a physical blow. He looked up at her, his eyes wide. "Should I be worried?"

Courtney's gaze snapped back to him, sharp and assessing. "Not as long as you find ways to keep yourself amusing to me."

The two mistresses giggled, a shared sound of power and privilege that made Danni's stomach twist.

"You know what we should do?" Tessa said suddenly. "We should introduce our sissies properly. See how they like each other."

Courtney's eyebrows rose. "That's an amusing idea."

Tessa gave Roxy's leash a sharp tug. "Up, sissy. Stand."

Roxy scrambled to her feet, smoothing her blue dress, her face flushed with excitement. She looked at Danni with wide, eager eyes, a smile stretching her painted lips.

"Roxy, this is Danni," Tessa said. "Danni, Roxy."

The two sissies stood face-to-face.

Danni felt intensely uncomfortable, trapped in this forced intimacy with a stranger who shared his particular shame. Roxy, by contrast, seemed thrilled. She bounced on her heels, her pigtails swaying.

"Hi!" Roxy chirped. "It's so nice to meet another sissy!"

“Likewise,” Danni says, far less enthusiastic.

"Roxy is far more fun than most," Tessa said, smiling indulgently. "She gets so excited to meet others."

"We should arrange a sissy playdate," Tessa suggested, turning to Courtney. "Let them have some sissy fun together while we watch. It would be so entraining for us."

Courtney's eyes lit up. "That would be amazing," she agreed.

Danni shifted on his feet, his discomfort mounting. "I'm not so sure about-"

"Quiet," Courtney snapped.

But Danni was already grumbling, his anxiety overriding his training. "This is ridiculous. I'm not a child. I don't need a playdate-"

"Danni." Courtney's voice was ice.

"I mean, what are we going to do, have a tea party? Dress up each other's dolls? This is-"

"Stifle." Tessa's voice cut through his complaints like a blade. She stepped forward, her expression hardening. "Your sissy is behaving very poorly. Such behavior is not tolerated around here. He must be punished. Immediately."

Danni's mouth snapped shut. He looked from Tessa to Courtney, his heart hammering.

Courtney nodded without hesitation. "Agreed. What did you have in mind?"

Tessa's lips curved into a smile that made Danni's blood run cold. She looked across the room, toward a dark corner where something wooden and ominous stood. "That."

Danni followed her gaze. His stomach dropped. It was a stockade-a heavy wooden frame with holes for head and hands, the kind of medieval punishment device he'd only seen in history books and nightmares.

"No way," he breathed. "No way. I'm not-"

“Stop talking.” Tessa insisted. She turned to Danni, her smile unwavering. "We have ways of dealing with resistant subbies."

She raised her hand and snapped her fingers.

From the shadows near the bar, two figures emerged-large men, broad-shouldered and imposing, dressed in black shirts that strained over muscle. Bouncers. They moved toward Danni with deliberate, unhurried steps.

"Deal with him, boys," Tessa said softly.

Danni tried to back away, but Courtney's grip on the leash held him fast. He tried to speak, to beg, to apologize, but the words died in his throat as the bouncers reached him. Their hands were massive, warm and unyielding as they gripped his upper arms.

"Come along, sissy," one of them rumbled.

They lifted him almost effortlessly, his heels dragging on the floor, and began pulling him toward the stockade. Danni's eyes locked on the wooden frame, on the dark holes waiting to receive him, and he felt his legs go weak with terror.

“Mistress, please!” Danni begged as they continued to drag him away.

Courtney followed, her eyes bright with anticipation. And behind her, Tessa and Roxy fell into step, the four of them escorting Danni toward his punishment while the nightclub pulsed and throbbed around them, indifferent to his fate.


Chapter 12

The bouncers' grip on Danni's arms was iron. They hauled him across the nightclub floor, his heels skidding and catching on the polished concrete, the leash trailing from Courtney's hand like a lifeline he desperately wished he could cut. The music throbbed around them-heavy bass that vibrated in his chest, in his cage, in the hollow space where his dignity used to live.

Faces turned to watch. Mistresses smiled behind cocktail glasses. Other sissies looked up from their kneeling positions, eyes wide with a mixture of pity and relief that it wasn't them being dragged toward the corner.

The stockade loomed closer. It was crude carpentry, heavy dark wood bolted together with iron brackets, the semicircular cutouts for neck and wrists worn smooth by use. Danni could smell it now-old varnish and sweat and something else, something musky that made his stomach clench. A small crowd had already gathered around it, drawn by Tessa's snap or perhaps by the regular rhythm of punishment that governed this place.

"No," Danni whimpered, his voice barely audible over the music. "Please, Mistress, I'll be good, I swear-"

Courtney's eyes flicked to him, but there was no mercy in them. Only a bright, hungry anticipation that made his throat go dry. She didn't speak. She simply wound the leash tighter around her fist.

The bouncers reached the stockade. One of them kicked the lower brace, and the heavy wooden top hinged upward with a creak that sounded like a scream. Danni tried to dig his heels in, but his pumps found no purchase on the slick floor. They forced him forward, bending him at the waist, and suddenly the wood was pressing against his throat, rough and cold and smelling of fear.

"Head down," the larger bouncer commanded, his hand heavy on Danni's neck.

Danni had no choice. They pressed his face into the lower semicircle, the wood biting into his jaw, and then the top came down. The iron latch clanked shut above him, trapping his neck in the wooden embrace. His wrists were next-pulled forward, placed in the waiting holes, and secured with smaller latches that clicked with terrible finality.

He was bent at ninety degrees, his ass in the air, the pink dress riding up to expose his panties and the tops of his stockings. The position made his cage press painfully against the wood beneath him, the plastic digging into his trapped flesh.

The crowd murmured approval. Someone laughed-a high, cruel sound.

Tessa stepped into his field of vision, her red corset glowing under the pulsing lights. She crouched down, bringing her face level with his. Danni could smell her perfume, something sharp and expensive, and beneath it, the leather of her outfit.

"Resistant subbies," she said softly, almost conversationally, "need to learn that their mistresses are not suggestions. Their mistresses are law." She reached out and tapped his nose with one manicured fingernail. "You interrupted your betters. You questioned a decision. You embarrassed your Mistress in front of her peers." She stood, smoothing her corset. "That cannot go unanswered."

Courtney moved into view beside her, the leash dangling from her hand now that Danni was physically secured. She looked down at him with an expression he couldn't quite read-pride and cruelty and something warmer, something that might have been affection if it weren't so thoroughly weaponized.

"How long?" Courtney asked Tessa.

"For a first offense in public?" Tessa considered, tapping her chin. "Twenty minutes in the stockade. Then we'll see if he's ready to apologize properly."

"Twenty minutes," Danni breathed. The wood was already pressing bruises into his neck. His jaw ached from the angle. And the humiliation-the raw, crushing humiliation of being displayed like this, bent and trapped and helpless while strangers watched-was already making his eyes burn.

But worse was the arousal.

He felt it building despite everything, or perhaps because of everything. The cage between his legs, already tight, seemed to pulse with each heartbeat. The pressure of the wood against his groin, the inability to move, the eyes on him-his body was betraying him in the most public way possible. He prayed no one would notice, prayed the dress would hide the shameful evidence of his excitement.

"Oh, look," Tessa said, her voice carrying with theatrical delight. "I think someone's enjoying their punishment."

Roxy had crept closer, her pigtails bouncing, her eyes wide and fascinated. "Is she getting excited, Mistress?" she asked Tessa, pointing at the front of Danni's dress.

"She," Courtney corrected, her voice sharp. "Her name is Danni. And yes, Roxy. I believe she is."

Danni squeezed his eyes shut, tears leaking from the corners. He could feel it now-the blood trying to fill him, the cage crushing back, the exquisite torment of arousal without possibility of release. 

The wood beneath him was growing damp with his saliva where his mouth hung open, and he realized with fresh horror that he was drooling, unable to close his jaw properly in the stockade's grip.

"Let's make it interesting," Tessa said. She turned to Courtney. "May I?"

Courtney nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. "Please do."

Tessa moved behind him. Danni couldn't see her, but he could feel her presence, could hear the click of her heels circling. Then her hands were on his panties, dragging them down his thighs with slow, deliberate cruelty. The cool air of the nightclub hit his exposed skin, and he gasped, his body tensing.

"Such a pretty sissy ass," Tessa announced to the room. Several people laughed. Someone whistled. "Courtney, you really have trained her well. Look how pink she is already."

A hand came down-hard. The smack echoed, sharp and sudden, and Danni jerked against the wood, a cry tearing from his throat. Before he could recover, another blow fell, and another, Tessa spanking him with cold, methodical precision while the crowd watched and commented and sipped their drinks.

"Count them," Tessa ordered. "If you lose count, we start over."

"One," Danni gasped, his voice cracking. "Two. Three."

By 10, his ass was on fire, the skin sensitive and swollen, each new impact sending jagged sparks of pain through his body. 

By fifteen, he was sobbing openly, tears and snot mixing with the drool on the wood, his voice reduced to a broken whisper. But he didn't lose count. He clung to the numbers like a lifeline, because the alternative-starting over, more time in the stockade, more eyes on him-was unthinkable.

"Twenty," he finally whimpered.

Tessa stepped back, admiring her handiwork. Danni could feel the heat radiating from his punished flesh, could imagine the red handprints blooming across his skin. His cage was a constant, crushing ache, his arousal somehow intensified by the pain, by the exposure, by the complete loss of control.

"Now," Tessa said, moving back into his field of vision. "Are you ready to apologize to your Mistress?"

Danni nodded frantically, the wood scraping against his neck. " I'm sorry, Mistress. I'm so sorry. I'll never speak out of turn again. I'll be good, I'll be obedient, please-"

"Not to me," Tessa interrupted. She gestured to Courtney. "To your mistress. The one who owns you. The one who leashes you and cages you and cares enough to correct you."

Danni turned his head as much as the stockade allowed, finding Courtney's face. She was watching him with that same unreadable expression; the leash coiled in her hand like a sleeping snake.

"Mistress," Danni choked out, his voice raw. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I embarrassed you. I'm sorry I questioned you. I'm sorry I was bad. Please, please forgive me. I'll be your good sissy. I'll be your perfect sissy. Just please, please let me out of here."

For a long moment, Courtney didn't move. She simply stared down at him, at the tears on his face, the drool on his chin, the dress rucked up around his waist, the panties around his knees. She stared at the cage between his legs, visible now, pink and obscene and undeniable.

Then she crouched, bringing her face close to his. Her hand reached out, and she wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb. The gesture was almost tender, and it broke something inside him more thoroughly than any spanking could have.

"Do you know why I brought you here?" she asked softly.

Danni shook his head, the wood creaking.

"Not to punish you," she said. "I brought you here so you could see. So you could understand what you are now. What we are." Her thumb traced his lower lip. "You're not a man anymore, Danni. You're not my boyfriend. You're not my equal. You're my sissy. My property. And this-" she gestured around them at the nightclub, the stockade, the watching crowd, "-this is your world now. This is where you belong."

She stood, and her voice hardened. "But you still have lessons to learn. And Tessa was kind enough to offer her assistance."

Tessa had retrieved something from her corset-a small, black remote. She pointed it at Danni, and suddenly the stockade began to vibrate.

Danni screamed.

It wasn't violent, but it was insidious-a low, rumbling vibration that traveled through the wood and into his bones, into his cage, into the hypersensitive flesh that the chastity device was crushing.

The vibration seemed to find every nerve ending, every sensitive spot, amplifying his arousal to unbearable levels while simultaneously denying him any possibility of release. His cock strained against the plastic, throbbing in time with the motor, the pressure building and building with nowhere to go.

"Please," he begged, his voice a high, broken keen. "Please, Mistress, I can't-"

"Yes you can," Courtney said. She stood beside Tessa, the two of them watching him writhe in the stockade like scientists observing an experiment. "You will. And when you finally stop fighting it, when you finally accept that your pleasure belongs to me and me alone-then I'll let you out."

The minutes stretched into eternity. Danni lost track of time, lost track of everything except the vibration and the crushing cage and the eyes on him. He begged, he cried, he promised impossible things.

He offered to serve forever, to never speak again, to wear whatever she wanted, do whatever she wanted, be whatever she wanted. He degraded himself with words he would never have imagined speaking, and the crowd drank it in, murmuring and laughing and occasionally applauding.

And then, slowly, something shifted.

The fight drained out of him, drop by drop, until he hung limp in the stockade, his body moving only with the vibration, his mind floating in a strange, empty space. 

The arousal was still there, but it had transformed, becoming something he could ride rather than something that consumed him. He stopped begging. He stopped crying. He simply existed, suspended in wood and plastic and submission, owned completely and utterly.

Courtney noticed. She always noticed.

She nodded to Tessa, who clicked the remote. The vibration stopped. The silence that followed was deafening.

"Look at me," Courtney commanded.

Danni lifted his head, his eyes glazed, his face a mask of tears and drool and ruined makeup.

"Are you going to be a good sissy for me?"

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered. The words came from somewhere deep and true, unburdened by performance or fear. He meant them. He meant them more than he'd ever meant anything.

Courtney smiled-the real smile, the warm one, the one he remembered from before all this began. She stepped forward and ran her thumb along his jaw, wiping away the mess of tears and saliva with a tenderness that made his chest ache. Her fingers traced the edge of the stockade's wooden bite, feeling the heat where it had pressed into his skin.

"Then let's get you out of here," she murmured.

She nodded to the bouncers. The iron latch clanked open above Danni's neck, and the heavy wooden top groaned upward. His wrists were freed next, the smaller latches snapping back, and suddenly there was nothing holding him in place. 

Danni's legs buckled immediately, his knees hitting the hard floor with a jolt that traveled up his thighs. His arms hung useless at his sides, numb from being pinned in the stocks, pins and needles flooding back into his fingers.

Courtney didn't let him fall. She caught him under the arms, her grip surprisingly strong, and lowered him slowly until he was kneeling upright. 

The pink dress fell back into place around his waist, but his panties were still tangled around his knees, his ass exposed and burning to the cool nightclub air. 

He could feel every eye in the room on his punished skin, on the cage still locked between his legs, on the wreck of mascara and lipstick smeared across his face.

"Stay," Courtney commanded, and Danni froze, his body obeying before his mind could catch up.

She circled him slowly, her heels clicking against the concrete, the leash dangling from her hand. Then she stopped behind him, and he felt her palm press flat against his heated ass. The touch made him gasp, his body jerking, the tender skin screaming even at the gentle pressure.

"So pretty when you're marked," she said, her voice carrying just enough for the nearby crowd to hear. "So pretty when you finally stop fighting."

She gave his ass a light pat, then a harder smack that made him whimper. Then her fingers were sliding down the cleft of his cheeks, probing, testing, and Danni's breath hitched as she found the entrance Tessa's punishment had left sensitive and open.

"Wet," Courtney observed, her fingertip circling the rim. "My sissy got wet from being spanked in public. From being shown off and punished and humiliated."

Danni squeezed his eyes shut, fresh shame washing over him. He hadn't even realized, but she was right-he could feel it now, the slickness between his legs, the evidence of his body's betrayal.

Courtney withdrew her hand and stepped back in front of him. She held up her finger, glistening in the pulsing lights, and showed it to him. Then she brought it to his lips.

"Clean my fingers," she ordered.

Danni opened his mouth and took her finger inside, tasting himself on her skin, musky and intimate and wrong. He sucked obediently, his tongue swirling, his eyes locked on hers. Courtney watched him with that warm, terrible smile, her pupils blown wide with arousal.

"Good sissy," she whispered. "Such a good sissy."

She pulled her finger free with a wet sound and turned to Tessa, who had been watching the entire exchange with a predatory fascination. Roxy knelt at Tessa's feet, her face flushed, her own eyes darting between Danni and her mistress with obvious excitement.

"I think she's learned her lesson," Courtney said.

Tessa nodded, sipping her drink. "For now. They always need refreshers eventually." She nudged Roxy with her toe. "What do you think, pet? Did Danni take her punishment well?"

Roxy looked up at Danni with something like admiration. "Yes, Mistress. She's very pretty when she cries."

The words sent a fresh wave of humiliation through Danni, but he held himself still, his training holding. He was learning, he realized dimly. Learning to accept the humiliation not as something to fight, but as something to endure, to absorb, to transform.

"About that playdate," Tessa said, her eyes gleaming. "I think our sissies would get along beautifully. Roxy could show Danni some... tricks."

Courtney considered, her hand resting on Danni's head, her fingers threading through the synthetic strands of the wig. "Next weekend," she decided. "At our place. I'll send you the address."

Danni's stomach dropped at the thought-these two women in his apartment, Roxy in his space, the inevitable escalation of whatever games they played. But he said nothing. He simply knelt there, panties around his knees, ass burning, cage throbbing, and accepted.

Tessa smiled and held out her hand. Courtney shook it, two mistresses sealing an arrangement over the bowed head of a sissy.

"Come," Courtney said to Danni, giving his hair a gentle tug. "Up."

Danni rose on trembling legs, his muscles screaming from the prolonged position in the stockade. He swayed, and Courtney caught him, steadying him with an arm around his waist. She reached down and pulled his panties back into place, the lace scratching against his punished skin, and smoothed his dress with two sharp tugs.

"Walk," she commanded, clipping the leash back to his collar. "We're going home."

She led him through the nightclub, and Danni followed, his steps unsteady, his head bowed. The crowd parted for them, mistresses nodding respectfully, sissies watching with envy or pity. The music still throbbed, but it seemed distant now, muffled by the strange cocoon of submission that wrapped around him.

At the door, the woman in the latex catsuit stopped them. "First time?"

"First time out," Courtney corrected. "But not the last."

The woman smiled, her eyes sweeping over Danni's disheveled state-the ruined makeup, the tear tracks, the slight limp. "She's lovely. Broken in just enough to still have some spirit. Enjoy her while it lasts."

"Oh, I will," Courtney said, and her hand tightened on the leash.

They stepped out into the night. The cool air hit Danni's face like a slap after the humid heat of the club, and he shivered in his thin dress. Courtney's car was parked at the curb, and she guided him to the passenger side, opening the door for him with mock gallantry.

"Get in, sissy."

Danni slid into the seat, wincing as his tender ass pressed against the leather. Courtney buckled his seatbelt for him, her knuckles brushing his chest through the dress, and then she leaned in close, her lips against his ear.

"Tonight," she whispered, "when we get home, I'm going to unlock your cage. Just for a few minutes. Long enough to let you get hard. Long enough to remind you what you're giving up." Her breath was hot against his skin. "And then I'm going to lock you back up, tighter than before, and I'm going to sleep with the key around my neck while you lie on the floor at the foot of the bed, soft and denied and mine."

Danni whimpered, the promise already making him ache.

Courtney pulled back and smiled, her teeth white in the streetlight. "But first, you're going to thank Tessa properly. Message her tonight. Tell her how much you enjoyed meeting Roxy. Tell her you're looking forward to your playdate." She tapped his nose. "And if you don't sound sincere, we'll go back tomorrow night. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," Danni breathed.

"Good sissy."

She closed his door and walked around to the driver's side. As she started the engine, Danni slumped against the window, watching the city blur past in streaks of light. His ass throbbed. His jaw ached. His cage was a constant, crushing presence. And somewhere in the wreckage of his dignity, in the ruins of the man he had been, something small and frightened and impossibly alive was beginning to bloom.

He was Courtney's sissy. He was owned. He was broken.

And as she reached across the gear shift and rested her hand on his thigh, her thumb tracing circles against the lace of his panties, Danni realized with a clarity that made his eyes burn that he had never, in his entire life, felt so completely free.


Chapter 13

The apartment was dark when they arrived, the only light spilling from the streetlamps through the blinds in pale, slanted bars. Courtney didn't turn on the overhead fixture. She moved through the shadows with practiced ease, shedding her coat, her heels clicking against the hardwood with a sound that made Danni's stomach tighten.

He followed her inside on unsteady legs, the pink dress feeling absurd now in the familiar space of their home, the wig itching at his scalp, the collar still locked around his throat.

"Stay," Courtney commanded, not looking back at him.

Danni stopped in the entryway, his purse-a small pink clutch he'd carried out of necessity-clutched against his chest. He heard her moving through the bedroom, heard the closet open, the rustle of fabric. Then she emerged, and his breath caught.

She had changed. The dominatrix attire was gone, replaced by something somehow more devastating-a sheer black negligee that clung to her body like smoke, her nipples visible through the lace, the curve of her hips undeniable. A strap-on jutting from a harness beneath the negligee, the dildo bobbing with each step she took toward him.

"Kneel," she said softly.

Danni sank to the floor. The hardwood was cold against his knees, unforgiving. Courtney circled him slowly, her fingers trailing across his shoulders, his neck, the edge of the wig.

"You were a bad sissy tonight," she murmured. " Tessa was not impressed."

"I’m sorry, Mistress," Danni whispered. “I’ll do better next time.”

Courtney stopped in front of him. She reached down and gripped his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. Her eyes were dark pools in the dim light, unreadable and deep.

"Do you remember what I promised you?"

Danni's pulse spiked. "Yes, Mistress."

"Tell me."

"You promised..." He swallowed, the collar shifting against his throat. "You promised to unlock my cage. Just for a few minutes. Long enough to..." He couldn't finish the sentence, the humiliation of speaking it aloud too sharp.

"Long enough to get hard," Courtney finished for him. Her thumb traced his lower lip, pressing slightly until he opened his mouth. "Long enough to remember what you're giving up. And then lock you back up. Tighter than before."

Danni whimpered around her thumb. The mere description sent blood rushing to his groin, the cage immediately punishing him with a crushing squeeze.

Courtney smiled and withdrew her hand. "But first, your homework."

She walked to the coffee table and retrieved her phone. She held it out to him, the screen glowing with a messaging app already open to Tessa's contact.

"Type," she commanded. "Thank her. Tell her how much you enjoyed meeting Roxy. Tell her you're looking forward to your playdate. And Danni..." She crouched down, bringing her face level with his, her breath warm against his cheek. "You'd better sound sincere."

Danni's fingers trembled as he took the phone. The screen felt alien in his hands, the familiar device now an instrument of his continued humiliation. He stared at the blank message field, his mind scrambling for words that wouldn't sound forced, that wouldn't earn him another trip to the Velvet's stockade.

Mistress Tessa, he typed, his thumbs clumsy on the screen. Thank you so much for allowing me to meet Roxy tonight. She was absolutely lovely, and I can't wait for our playdate next weekend. I'm so grateful to Mistress Courtney for arranging it, and I hope I can be a good sissy for both of you.

He held the phone up to Courtney, his heart hammering.

She read it, her expression neutral, giving nothing away. Then she reached out and added three words at the end: Your obedient sissy, Danni.

"There," she said, pressing send before he could protest. The whoosh of the message leaving the phone felt like a door slamming shut. "Now she knows your name. You're real name."

Danni felt the reality of it settle over him like a shroud. Tessa-someone who had been a stranger hours ago, who had spanked him and watched him cry in a stockade-now had his sissy name in her phone. The intimacy of it was terrifying.

Courtney stood and walked toward the bedroom. "Come," she called over her shoulder.

Danni rose on shaking legs and followed her. The bedroom was lit by a single lamp on the nightstand, casting warm amber light across the bed where they had slept together for years as equals. Now Courtney stood beside it like a queen beside an altar, and Danni approached with his head bowed, his hands clasped in front of him.

"Strip," she ordered.

He removed the wig first, his own hair plastered sweat-damp to his scalp. Then the dress, the bra, the garter belt, each layer of femininity peeling away until he stood in only the lavender panties and the pink chastity cage. 

The panties were soaked through-he hadn't realized how much he had leaked during the evening's torment, the arousal and denial leaving him constantly dripping.

Courtney noticed. Her eyes dropped to the dark stain on the lace, and she smiled.

"Look at you," she murmured. "So wet. And you haven't even been touched."

She crossed to him and hooked her fingers into the waistband of the panties. She dragged them down his legs with agonizing slowness, kneeling as she did so, her face level with his cage. The device was pink and obscene against his skin, the plastic tube holding his soft penis in its grip, the lock gleaming at the base where it connected to the ring around his balls.

Courtney produced the key from somewhere-he hadn't seen where she'd hidden it-and held it up between her fingers. The small silver metal caught the lamplight.

"Ready to come out?" she asked.

Danni nodded, his breath shallow and fast.

She inserted the key into the lock. The click was soft, almost inaudible, but it thundered in Danni's ears. She removed the padlock, set it aside, and then slowly, carefully, she slid the tube off his penis.

The relief was immediate and overwhelming. His flesh, freed from its prison, seemed to sigh, to expand, to come alive. 

Blood rushed in-he felt it happening, felt himself responding to the air, to Courtney's gaze, to the memory of the evening. He grew hard with embarrassing speed, his cock springing upward, fully erect in seconds, throbbing and desperate and finally, finally free.

Courtney watched it happen with a small, cruel smile. She didn't touch him. She simply watched; her eyes fixed on his straining erection and let him suffer in the freedom she had granted.

"Look at it," she whispered. "Look how eager it is. How desperate. It thinks it's going to get something tonight, doesn't it?"

Danni whimpered. His penis bobbed in the air, aching for contact, for friction, for anything. A single bead of precum formed at the tip, glistening in the lamplight.

Courtney reached out-finally, finally-and ran one fingertip up the underside of his shaft.

Danni gasped, his body jerking, his hips bucking toward her touch. It was the first direct stimulation he'd had in weeks, and it felt like electricity, like fire, like the sweetest torture imaginable.

"Please," he begged, his voice cracking. "Please, Mistress, please touch me, please let me-"

"Shhhhh." She withdrew her finger, leaving him thrusting into empty air. "I didn't say you could speak."

She stood and walked to the dresser. She returned with something small in her hand-a new cage, he realized with a jolt of fear. This one was smaller than the first. Significantly smaller. 

Where the current device had been a four-inch tube, this one looked barely two inches long, a tiny pink prison that would hold him soft and compressed against his body, leaving no room whatsoever for growth.

Danni breathed, his eyes widening. "Mistress, please, I can't-"

"You can," she said calmly. "And you will. You agreed to this. You begged for this." She held up the new cage, turning it so the light played across its smooth plastic surface. "This is your life now, Danni. Soft. Locked. Owned. The occasional reminder of what you're missing-" she gestured to his straining erection, "-only makes the lock sweeter."

She didn't touch him again. She simply waited, the new cage in her palm, her eyes on his face.

Danni looked down at himself, at his cock standing proud and desperate and utterly doomed. He thought of the evening-the stockade, the spanking, Tessa's eyes, Roxy's smile, the vibration that had driven him mad. 

He thought of Courtney's hand on his thigh in the car, the promise she had made, the freedom he had felt in his submission.

Slowly, trembling, he reached down and gripped his own erection. He gave it one stroke, then another, his hand shaking, tears pricking his eyes at the pleasure of it, the terrible, final pleasure of self-stimulation that he knew would be his last for a very long time.

"Stop," Courtney commanded.

He stopped immediately, his hand locked around his shaft, his balls aching with denied release.

"Good sissy," she whispered. "Now put it away."

Danni released himself. His erection bobbed in the air, angry and red and weeping precum. With trembling fingers, he took the new cage from Courtney's palm. It was heavier than it looked, solid and unforgiving. He positioned the smaller ring around his balls-tighter, pinching more-and then forced his still-hard penis into the tiny tube.

It was impossible. The cage was too small, designed for a flaccid state, and he was still erect, still straining. The plastic bit into his flesh, compressing him, bending him, punishing him for his arousal. 

He gasped, tears streaming down his face, as he wrestled his own body into submission, forcing the hardness down, down, into the prison where it didn't belong.

Finally, with a wet, painful pop, he was inside. The tube held him in a cruel curve, pressed against his body, barely two inches of compressed flesh. The lock clicked shut with a sound like a thunderclap, and Danni collapsed to his knees, gasping, his forehead pressed against Courtney's thigh.

She stroked his hair, her fingers gentle, her voice warm.

"There now," she whispered. “All locked up. All mine."

She lifted his chin and kissed his forehead and then pointed to the floor at the end of the bed. "Sleep now, sissy. Tomorrow we begin again."

Courtney climbed into bed, the key around her neck gleaming against her skin, and turned off the lamp.

Danni lay down on the floor and curled up, his new cage a crushing presence between his legs, his penis already throbbing in its tighter prison. He was soft, denied, and owned, just as she had promised. 

As the ache in his groin settled into a dull, constant throb that would accompany every moment of his waking life, Danni realized that the freedom he had felt in the car hadn't been a momentary thing.

It was permanent. It was his now. It was all he had left.

And somehow, impossibly, it brought him a sensation of pure joy.


Chapter 14

The alarm shattered the darkness at 6:15, a shrill electronic scream that dragged Courtney from sleep like a hook through water. 

              She jerked upright, her hand slapping at the nightstand, her breath coming fast and shallow. The dream clung to her-sweat-slicked sheets, the phantom weight of a body pressing her into a mattress, the stretch and burn of being filled so completely she couldn't think.

Her thighs were wet. Her nipples ached against the thin fabric of her sleep shirt. She had never woken up this aroused in her life, not even as a teenager. The charge from the night before-the stockade, the nightclub, Danni's complete surrender-had rewired something in her, and now her body was demanding more.

She threw off the covers and stood, her legs trembling slightly. The key on its silver chain swung against her chest, cold and heavy. She didn't bother with a robe. She walked down the hallway in her panties and tank top, her skin flushed, her mind still half-immersed in the dream.

Derick.

His name surfaced like a bubble through deep water. Her college boyfriend, the linebacker with the cock that had ruined her for lesser men for years. In the dream, he had been behind her, gripping her hips, driving into her with a force that made her scream into the pillow. She could still feel it-the realness of it, the animal urgency. She needed that now. She needed to be fucked.

She pushed open the living room door and stopped.

Danni was already awake. He stood at the stove in the frilly maid outfit they had purchased at the mall. It was black and white with lace trim, the skirt barely covering his ass, white stockings clipped to a garter belt visible beneath the hem.

He was scrambling eggs, his movements careful and precise, the picture of domestic submission. The new cage was hidden beneath the panties, but he knew it was there, knew he had slept with it crushing him, knew he had woken with the same dull ache that was now his permanent state.

"Good morning, Mistress," Danni started to say, turning with a tentative smile.

Courtney didn't let him finish.

"I had the craziest dream," she said, her voice breathless, rushed, her eyes bright with a hunger that made Danni's stomach drop. She moved toward him, close enough that he could smell her sleep-warm skin, the musk of her arousal. "About Derick. Remember I told you about him? My college boyfriend?"

Danni nodded slowly, the spatula frozen in his hand. He remembered. She had mentioned him once, years ago, in the early days of their relationship-a casual story about a college flame, nothing more. But the way she said his name now, with that breathy reverence, made something cold settle in Danni's gut.

"He was hung like a horse," Courtney continued, her hands moving restlessly, tracing patterns on her own hips as if remembering. " He’s leave me sore for days after. In my dream I could feel every inch of him. I could feel him stretching me open."

She closed her eyes for a moment, swaying slightly. "The dream was incredible. We were in his dorm room, and he bent me over the desk and fucked me until I couldn't stand anymore. And then-" her eyes snapped open, frustrated, "-the damn alarm went off. Right before I could finish. Right before I could come."

Danni set down the spatula, his mouth dry. "Mistress, I made breakfast, I thought maybe we could-"

"I want to finish my dream," Courtney interrupted. She wasn't looking at him anymore. She was looking through him, her gaze fixed on some middle distance where the dream still played. "I need to remember what it feels like to be a woman. To be fucked by a real man."

The words hit him like physical blows. A real man. The implication was unmistakable, devastating. He wasn't a real man. He was her sissy, her locked, pantied, caged servant. The breakfast on the stove sizzled and popped, forgotten.

Courtney moved to the closet where they kept their toys. She returned with the strap-on harness and dildo-the same one from the night before, the one that had been in his throat, in his ass, the one she had worn while dominating him completely. She held it out to him, the silicone gleaming in the morning light.

"Put it on," she commanded.

Danni stared at the device, then at her face. "Mistress, please. If you want to feel a real man, you could... you could let me out of my cage. Just for a little while. I could-"

Courtney giggled. It was a bright, musical sound, utterly without cruelty but devastating in its dismissal. She reached out and patted his cheek, her thumb brushing the corner of his mouth.

"Oh, sissy," she said, her voice warm and pitying. "That ship has sailed. You know that." She tapped the front of his maid skirt, right where the cage sat beneath the lace. "This is your cock now. This is what you fuck with. If you fuck at all."

She pressed the harness into his hands. "Put it on. Help me finish my dream."

Danni's fingers trembled as he stripped off the maid panties and stepped into the harness. The straps bit into his hips, the dildo jutting from his pelvis in obscene mimicry of the manhood he no longer possessed. His own penis throbbed in its tiny cage, already responding to the situation with helpless, denied arousal.

He could feel precum leaking from the tip, oozing slowly into the confined space, making the plastic slick against his compressed flesh. He pulled the panties back up over the harness, the lace doing nothing to hide the bulge of the fake cock.

Courtney dropped to the floor in front of him with a grace that took his breath away, her hands resting on her thighs, her face tilted up toward the dildo. Then she closed her eyes-tight, as if sealing out reality-and reached for him.

"Take me, Derick," she whispered, her voice dropping into a register he had never heard from her. Needy. Submissive. "Make me suck you like a naughty slut."

Danni's heart cracked open. She had called him Derick. She wasn't even pretending he was someone else in a playful way-she had fully replaced him in her mind with the memory of her college boyfriend. He was nothing but a prop, a warm body holding the toy she actually wanted.

But his hands moved anyway. He gripped the back of her head, his fingers threading through her hair, and pushed the dildo toward her lips.

Courtney opened her mouth and took it inside. She made a sound-low, guttural, desperate-and began to suck with an enthusiasm she had never shown for Danni's actual cock. Her cheeks hollowed. 

Her tongue worked the underside of the shaft. She bobbed her head, taking it deeper, and Danni watched, transfixed and destroyed, as she serviced the silicone with a passion that had never been directed at him.

"Make me throat you, Derick," she gasped, pulling back just enough to speak, her eyes still squeezed shut. "Be a real man for me, Derick. Fuck my throat."

Danni's hands tightened in her hair. He thrust forward, shallow at first, then deeper, trying to mimic the aggression she craved. The dildo slid into her throat, and she gagged around it, her hands coming up to grip his thighs, not to push him away but to pull him closer.

The sight of her-his mistress, his owner, his goddess-on her knees for a fake cock attached to his body while calling him another man's name was scrambling his brain. 

His real cock strained against the cage, the pressure building to agonizing levels, precum leaking in a slow, continuous stream that he could feel wetting the lace of his panties.

"Good Sissy," he heard himself say, his voice rough, unrecognizable. "Take it all, you little slut."

Courtney moaned around the silicone, the vibration traveling up the shaft into his pelvis. She was lost in it, completely lost, her body moving with a rhythm that had nothing to do with him and everything to do with the phantom lover in her mind.

Finally, she pulled back with a wet gasp, saliva trailing from her lips to the tip of the dildo. Her eyes remained closed, her chest heaving.

"Now fuck me," she commanded, her voice raw. "Use that cock to fuck me like a real man, Derick."

She turned around on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. The tank top was rucked up around her waist, her panties dragged down to mid-thigh. She was soaked, her arousal glistening in the morning light, her body open and begging.

Danni positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips. The dildo pressed against her entrance, and she pushed back against it, impaling herself with a cry that sounded like relief and desperation mixed together.

"Yes," she hissed. "Yes, Derick. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."

Danni began to move. He thrust into her, the harness transferring the motion to his pelvis, the base of the dildo grinding against him with each stroke. But it was nothing-no friction, no pleasure for his caged, leaking cock. 

He was fucking her with a piece of silicone while his own organ throbbed in its prison, denied and useless. The cage felt like it was shrinking, crushing him with each pulse of blood that tried and failed to make him hard.

Courtney was screaming. Not the controlled, dominant screams from their previous sessions, but wild, abandoned cries of pleasure.

"Fuck me, Derick!" she shrieked, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Fuck me like your slutty little cheerleader! Make me remember what a real cock feels like!"

Each word was a knife in Danni's chest. He thrust harder, faster, trying to lose himself in the motion, trying to pretend that the cock inside her was his, that she was screaming for him, that he was enough. 

He  could see the truth-the way her face was turned away from him, eyes still screwed shut, her mind a thousand miles and fifteen years away in a college dorm room with a man who had never worn panties or begged on his knees.

" Derick!" she wailed. "Oh god, Da Derick rick, I'm coming! I'm coming for you!"

Her body convulsed around the silicone, her back arching, her nails scratching at the hardwood floor. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure that Danni could witness but not share, could facilitate but not feel. She screamed Derick’s name one final time, a broken, ecstatic cry, and then collapsed forward, her cheek pressed against the floor, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

For a long moment, the only sound in the apartment was her gasping and the forgotten eggs burning in the pan.

Then Courtney stirred. She pushed herself up slowly, her limbs loose and languid, a satisfied smile playing across her swollen lips. She didn't look at Danni. 

She stood, pulled up her panties, and smoothed down her tank top. She walked to the kitchen counter and picked up a piece of toast from the plate Danni had prepared.

"Now cook me a real breakfast," she said, her voice casual, as if she hadn't just been screaming another man's name on the floor. "I need to get dressed and get to work."

She took a bite of toast and walked toward the bedroom, her hips swaying, the afterglow radiating off her like heat.

Danni remained where she had left him, kneeling in the middle of the living room. The strap-on still jutted from his hips, glistening with her arousal. His hands trembled at his sides. Between his legs, his caged penis throbbed with a dull, continuous ache, and he could feel the slow, humiliating ooze of precum seeping from the tip, wetting the front of his maid panties in a dark, spreading stain.

He was still there, trembling, leaking, wearing a rubber cock and nothing else, when the bedroom door clicked shut and the shower started running.


Chapter 15

The week unfolded like a slow-motion descent into something Danni could no longer name.

Courtney woke each morning with a new appetite, a new scenario, a new name to whisper while Danni thrust into her with the strap-on harnessed around his hips. By Tuesday, she had purchased a second dildo-larger, thicker, veined in lurid detail-and made him wear it instead, complaining that the first one didn't fill her enough. 

She made him practice positions from a video she found online, correcting the angle of his hips, the grip of his hands on her waist, the depth of his thrusts, all while reminding him that a real man wouldn't need instructions.

"Harder," she would gasp, face-down in the pillows, her fingers clawing the sheets. "Deeper. Make me feel empty afterward. Make me remember you."

But she never opened her eyes. Not once. And when she came, shuddering and biting the pillowcase, the names that tore from her throat were never his.

Danni's cage remained locked. The new, smaller device never came off-not for cleaning, not for inspection, not for mercy. Courtney had established a ritual: she would unlock him only while he stood in the shower, the cold water sluicing over his skin, her watching from the doorway with the key dangling from her fingers. 

He had thirty seconds to soap and rinse before she clicked the lock back into place, his penis soft and shriveled from the chill, denied even the warmth of arousal. The rest of the time, the pink plastic compressed him in a constant, crushing reminder of his status.

By Thursday, she had begun calling him "Sissy" even in neutral moments. Not "Danni" or "Danni" or even "pet." Just Sissy, dropped into ordinary conversation like a pronoun.

"Sissy, bring me my phone."

"Sissy, did you fold my blouses?"

"Sissy, stop fidgeting with your cage. It's not going anywhere."

And yet, somehow, through it all, Danni had never felt more content. It was as if he had been born for this-to serve, to submit, to exist as the feminized creature Courtney was shaping from the raw material of his former self. The clothes began to feel like skin. The lingerie stopped being costume and became necessity. Even the chastity cage felt right, a tight embrace that kept him focused on her pleasure instead of his own.

He began to notice that he didn't strain against the plastic as often now. His arousal had shifted inward, becoming a warm, liquid heat that pooled in his belly and behind his caged shaft rather than manifesting as a full erection. 

The man he had believed himself to be was shrinking, collapsing inward like a dying star, until he wasn't sure where the man ended and the sissy began.

He went to the office in his man-slacks with panties and chastity cage hidden beneath, sat through meetings, answered emails, nodded at coworkers, all the while eagerly wondering what the evening's humiliations would bring. 

He was becoming two people-Danni, office guy, and Danni, locked and leaking-and the seam between them was fraying. Danni was fading. Danni was becoming the dominant reality.

Friday evening, Courtney emerged from the bedroom with a garment bag draped over her arm and a smile that made Danni's stomach flip.

"For tomorrow," she said, hanging the bag on the closet door. She unzipped it with a flourish, revealing a dress that made Danni's breath catch.

It was worse than anything she had made him wear before. Not pink, not frilly, but deliberate and adult-a latex French maid dress, black and gleaming, with a white lace apron and a hem that would barely skim his upper thighs. 

The neckline plunged. The waist cinched with a built-in corset. The stockings included were fishnet, not sheer, and the heels-he glimpsed the shoebox beneath the bag-were five inches, patent leather, with ankle straps and tiny padlocks.

"That's what you'll wear for Tessa and Roxy," Courtney said, her eyes bright with a hunger that made Danni's knees weak. "I want them to see exactly what kind of sissy you are. Not a girl. Not a boy. Something in between. Something owned."

Danni reached out and touched the latex. It was cold, slick, alien against his fingertips. "Mistress, the locks on the shoes..."

"So you can't take them off the entire weekend," Courtney said simply, as if commenting on the weather. "Roxy will be in something similar. Tessa texted me a picture. Blue latex. Matching collar." She stepped close, her hand resting on Danni's chest, her thumb brushing over his nipple through his shirt. "We're going to match. Mistresses in black, sissies in color. Isn't that perfect?"

Danni looked at her face, searching for some trace of the woman he had fallen in love with years ago-the woman who had blushed when he held her hand on their first date, who had insisted on the lights being off during sex. 

She was gone. In her place stood someone radiant and powerful, someone who planned his degradation with the same enthusiasm she once reserved for vacation itineraries.

"Yes, Mistress," he whispered.

She kissed him. Not on the mouth-never on the mouth anymore-but on the forehead, a benediction that felt like a brand. "Good Sissy. Now try on your outfit. I want to make sure it fits."

The latex squeaked as he stepped into it, skin-tight and unforgiving. The corset built into the waist squeezed his ribs, forcing his posture into a permanent arch that thrust his ass outward and his chest forward. 

The apron barely covered the front of the cage, the pink plastic visible if he moved wrong, an obscene peekaboo of his denial. Courtney laced the corset tighter, her knee in his back, pulling until he gasped, until his vision sparkled at the edges. Then she knelt and locked the heels onto his feet, the tiny padlocks clicking with terrible finality.

She stood back to admire her work, her head tilted, her expression assessing. "Turn around."

Danni turned. The latex creaked. The heels made him sway. He caught his reflection in the bedroom mirror-a gleaming black figure with wide eyes and a cinched waist and a cage barely hidden beneath lace, tottering on locked heels-and he barely recognized himself.

"Beautiful," Courtney breathed. She wasn't looking at his face. She was looking at the whole picture, the object she had created. "Tessa is going to love you."

She made him keep it on for the rest of the evening. He cooked dinner in the latex, the heat building under the synthetic skin until he was sweating, the fishnet stockings itching against his thighs. He served her at the table, his movements restricted by the corset, his balance precarious on the locked heels.

Courtney ate slowly, savoring the food and the view, occasionally reaching out to run her hand over the slick curve of his ass, or to trail a finger along the crease where latex met skin.

After dinner, she made him practice serving drinks while she watched a movie. She made him curtsey when he brought her wine, holding the tray steady while she ignored him, her eyes fixed on the screen. 

She made him kneel at her feet, the latex squeaking against the hardwood, while she texted Tessa plans and confirmations and promises he couldn't read, her free hand occasionally stroking his hair or tugging the leash she had clipped to his collar.

At ten o'clock, she finally let him change. But the heels stayed locked. She made him sleep in them, the padlocks gleaming in the darkness, his feet arched and aching. She said it was training. She said Roxy slept in hers every night. She said he needed to be ready.

Danni lay on his side on the floor at the foot of the bed, the cage throbbing with a dull, insistent ache, the heels digging into the mattress, listening to Courtney's breathing slow into sleep. He thought about tomorrow-about Tessa's cold eyes and Roxy's eager smile and the stockade waiting in some corner of his mind.

He thought about Courtney's whispered confession, her desire for Tessa's mouth, her hunger for another woman's touch. That was coming. Not tomorrow-she had promised to pace it, to let the tension build-but soon. The playdate was just the beginning. The opening act.

His penis gave a throb in its prison, leaking a slow, humiliating bead that he could feel wetting the latex. He didn't touch it. He didn't dare. He simply lay there, locked and sweating and waiting, while his mistress dreamed of other women and his future dissolved into the darkness.

The next day started as it always did now. Serve Mistress breakfast on his knees. Strap on the dildo and fuck her while she closed her eyes and imagined him as someone else-someone real, someone worthy. 

Do his cleaning chores and bend over for the strap when he didn't meet her impossible standards. And though it was demeaning and humiliating, Danni loved every second of his descent into sissyhood. The pain and the praise had become indistinguishable, both winding him tighter, making him more hers.

In the evening, the preparations began. Opening the wine. Preparing the cheese and crackers tray. And, of course, getting dressed for his first sissy playdate.

Courtney helped him into the latex maid dress again, her fingers lingering as she adjusted the corset, the fishnets, the locked heels. She applied makeup to his face-heavy, dramatic, nothing like the subtle looks she had started with. 

His lips were painted a glossy crimson. His eyes were lined in black, made to look bigger, more doll-like. She spritzed him with her perfume, something floral and expensive, so he would smell like her property.

"Perfect," she murmured, stepping back. "Now remember, Sissy. You represent me. You serve me. You obey Tessa as you would obey me. And you be good for Roxy. I want them to see how well-trained you are."

The doorbell rang.

Tessa arrived like a storm front, wearing a short, devastatingly sexy Domme dress that clung to every curve, thigh-high boots that added four inches to her already imposing height, and a confidence that filled the room. 

Roxy trailed behind her on a leash, wearing a pink sissy outfit with pigtails and platform heels, a collar around his neck that Tessa used to guide him with casual tugs. Roxy's eyes were bright with excitement, his own cage visible beneath the frills of his skirt.

Courtney and Tessa greeted each other with a kiss that made Danni's breath hitch-not a polite peck, but a slow, sensual meeting of mouths that spoke of intimacy and appetite. Tessa's hand slid down Courtney's back to cup her ass, and Courtney melted into it, a soft sound escaping her throat.

"Your sissy looks delicious," Tessa murmured against Courtney's lips.

"Yours is adorable," Courtney replied. "But I think our pets should get acquainted too, don't you?"

Tessa's smile was sharp. "Absolutely. Roxy, baby, go say hello to Danni."

Roxy practically skipped forward, his leash going slack. Danni stood frozen, his heart hammering against the corset. Roxy stopped before him, close enough that Danni could smell his perfume-something sweeter, younger than Courtney's.

"Kiss him," Courtney ordered softly. "Both of you. You're going to be very close tonight."

Roxy didn't hesitate. He pressed forward, his lips finding Danni's with an eagerness that startled him. The kiss was soft at first, exploratory, then grew more sensual as Roxy parted his lips and flicked his tongue against Danni's mouth. 

Danni made a small, surprised noise in his throat, but he didn't pull away. Roxy's lips were warm, insistent, and there was something undeniably erotic about the collision of their feminized bodies-latex against frills, corset against petticoat, two caged cocks straining beneath lace and satin.

When they finally broke apart, Danni was breathless, his face flushed, his cage throbbing.

"Weirdly right," Roxy whispered, giggling. "Isn't it?"

Danni could only nod.

"Good pets," Tessa purred. "Now, let's see what they can do."

For the first part of the evening, Courtney and Tessa had their sissies demonstrate their training. Foot massages. Back rubs. Fetching drinks and curtseying with perfect form. Danni moved through the tasks in a daze, hyper-aware of Roxy beside him, of the way their mistresses watched them with predatory appreciation.

"Since this is Danni's first playdate," Tessa said, her hand resting on Courtney's thigh, "I think we should give them a little show. Let them see what good behavior earns."

Courtney's eyes darkened. "I think that's a wonderful idea."

The two women moved to the couch. Tessa pulled Courtney down beside her, and then their mouths were on each other again, hungrier now, more desperate. Courtney's hands roamed over Tessa's body, exploring curves she had only imagined before. 

Tessa slipped Courtney's dress down, exposing her breasts, and lowered her head to suck a nipple into her mouth. Courtney gasped, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in Tessa's hair.

"Watch," Courtney breathed, her eyes finding Danni's. "Watch and learn, Sissy."

Tessa's hand slid between Courtney's legs, and Courtney spread them wider, offering herself. Tessa knelt on the floor before the couch, her dress riding up to expose her own lace panties and pulled Courtney to the edge of the cushion. 

She buried her face between Courtney's thighs, and the sound Courtney made was unlike anything Danni had ever heard-a raw, guttural cry of pleasure that echoed through the room.

Courtney had never been with a woman before, but her curiosity had become obsession. Now, watching Tessa's tongue work her, seeing another woman's head between her legs, Danni understood that he was witnessing something profound-his mistress discovering a new dimension of her power, her sexuality, her appetite.

"Your turn," Tessa said, looking up with a wicked smile, her chin glistening. "I want to feel that pretty mouth, Courtney."

Courtney didn't hesitate. She slid to the floor, her latex maid dress rustling, and pushed Tessa back against the couch. She hesitated only a moment, looking at the other woman's exposed pussy, then leaned in and licked. Tessa moaned, her hips bucking, and Courtney grew bolder, lapping and sucking with increasing confidence.

"That's it," Tessa encouraged, her hand guiding Courtney's head. "Just like that. Fuck, you're a fast learner."

They shifted into a sixty-nine position on the couch, Tessa on top, Courtney beneath, both women feasting on each other with abandon. The room filled with the sounds of their pleasure-wet licks, gasping moans, the creak of leather and latex. Danni and Roxy knelt side by side, watching, their cages straining, their breathing ragged.

Danni could hardly keep himself together. The sight of Courtney lost in another woman's body, the sounds she was making, the sheer eroticism of the moment-it was overwhelming. 

He felt a familiar pressure building inside him, a prostate orgasm threatening to crest without any touch to his cage. He squeezed his thighs together, whimpering, and felt a warm, wet spot spread across the front of his apron as he leaked helplessly.

Roxy noticed and leaned close, his breath hot against Danni's ear. "You're dripping, Danni. Mistress is going to make you clean that up later."

When Tessa and Courtney finally came to their senses, flushed and trembling, their hair disheveled, their makeup smeared, they looked at their sissies with renewed hunger.

"I think," Tessa said, her voice thick and lazy, "it's time for our pets to put on a show of their own."

Courtney sat up, her eyes gleaming. "Yes. I want to see what my Sissy has learned."

Danni's stomach flipped. He was completely stunned, frozen in place. But Roxy was already moving, already eager, reaching for Danni's hand with a smile that promised all manner of wicked things.

"Playtime for sissies," Roxy whispered.

And Danni, trembling, locked, and leaking, let himself be led toward whatever came next.


Chapter 16

The two mistresses rose from the couch, straightening their dresses with the languid satisfaction of women who had been thoroughly pleasured.

"On your knees, pets," Tessa commanded. "Face each other."

Roxy dropped instantly, his platform heels squeaking against the hardwood. Danni hesitated only a moment before sinking down across from him, the latex of his maid dress creaking as it pulled tight across his thighs. 

They were close now, knees nearly touching, and Danni could see every detail of Roxy's face-the soft makeup, the fluttering lashes, the gloss on his lips, the eager hunger in his eyes.

Courtney stepped behind Danni. Tessa moved behind Roxy. The mistresses reached down and grasped their sissies' cages through the fabric of their outfits-Courtney's fingers wrapping around Danni's pink plastic prison, Tessa's hand cupping Roxy's.

"Look at each other," Courtney murmured. "Don't break eye contact. Not for a second."

"Hold each other's Sissy clitty cages," Tessa added, her free hand resting possessively on Roxy's shoulder. "Feel what your mistresses have locked away. Feel what belongs to us."

Sissy clitty.

Danni had heard the term plenty of times in his online sissy community but never spoken aloud. It was what some sissies called their penis, preferring to think of it as a little clitoris rather than a male sex organ. 

For them, it was just another part of feeling feminine, right down to how they thought about their own bodies. He thought that maybe he needed to start thinking of his own caged penis as a sissy clitty.

Danni's hands trembled as he reached out. Roxy was already there, his slender fingers finding Danni's cage through the lace apron, while Danni's fingertips brushed the smooth metal of Roxy's device beneath his frills. 

The contact sent a jolt through him. Roxy's cage was warm from his body heat, and Danni could feel the faint throb of Roxy's arousal pulsing against the confinement, mirroring his own desperate ache.

He looked into Roxy's eyes. Up close, they were a soft hazel, lined with kohl, framed by lashes that fluttered with every blink. Roxy was so feminine. So pretty. So free in ways Danni hadn't yet reached. 

There was no hesitation in Roxy's gaze, no lingering shadow of the man he might have once been-only a sissy, fully formed, fully accepting, radiant in his submission.

As the seconds stretched into a minute, Danni felt himself getting stimulated despite the cage, or perhaps because of it. The intimacy of the moment-their mistresses' hands on their shoulders, the shared vulnerability of their locked cocks, the sheer femininity of Roxy's face so close to his-was overwhelming. He felt another bead of precum leak from him, wetting the inside of his apron.

"They're adorable," Tessa purred to Courtney. "Don't you think?"

"Very," Courtney agreed. "But I think they're ready for more, don't you?"

Tessa's smile was wicked. "Should we let our sissies out of their cages and let them properly meet?"

Roxy squealed, a high, girlish sound of pure excitement. "Oh, please, Mistress! Please!"

Courtney laughed, a rich, warm sound that made Danni's heart clench. "That would be so generous of us, wouldn't it? To let them actually touch each other. To let them be real little sissy sluts together." She squeezed Danni's cage, making him gasp. "Isn't that generous of us, Sissy?"

Danni's throat went dry. The reality of what was being offered crashed over him like cold water. Release. Touch. Intimacy with another man-another sissy, yes, but still someone with a cock, with male anatomy, with everything he had never imagined wanting. He looked from Courtney to Roxy, panic rising in his chest, the weight of the moment suddenly too much.

He let go of Roxy's cage and scrambled to his feet, nearly tripping on his locked heels. Without a word, he dashed from the living room, his latex dress squeaking, his heart hammering against his corset. He heard Courtney call his name, but he kept moving, desperate for air, for space, for a moment to think.

He ended up in the kitchen, gripping the counter, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps. The makeup on his face felt heavy, the corset too tight, the heels agonizing. What was he doing? What was he becoming?

Footsteps behind him. Courtney's perfume, floral and commanding, filled the space.

"Danni," she said softly.

Courtney stood in the doorway, her dress slightly askew, her own makeup smeared from Tessa's attentions, and she looked more beautiful than he had ever seen her-powerful, concerned, and utterly in control.

"What is it?" she asked, stepping closer. "Talk to me."

"I... I don't know," he whispered, tears pricking his eyes. "It's too much. It's all too much."

Courtney reached out and took his hands in hers. Her touch was warm, grounding. "What is it you really want out of this? Was it just a sex game to you?"

He shook his head immediately. "No. No, it was never just a game."

"Was it a dress-up game, then? Just something kinky to spice things up?"

"No," he said, then hesitated. "Not entirely. I do enjoy the feminine clothes. I love how they make me feel. But it's... it's more than that."

Courtney's eyes searched his face. "Do you still believe, as a sissy, that you can be a real sexual partner for me? A real lover? The way we used to be?"

Danni opened his mouth, then closed it. He had never truly thought it through, not in those terms. But standing there in his locked heels and latex dress, with another woman's lipstick still smeared across his mistress's mouth, the truth crystallized with painful clarity.

"No," he said quietly. "I think... I think my role in our relationship, as a sissy, doesn't include being a sexual mate to you. Not anymore. Not like that."

"So then what is it really about for you, Danni?" she pressed, her voice gentle but unyielding. "What is it you're going to become?"

"I never imagined having sexual relations with another man," he admitted, the words tasting strange and true. "I never thought I would want that."

"Do you really perceive Roxy as a man?" Courtney asked. "Or yourself, anymore?"

Danni thought about it. He thought about Roxy's pretty face, his pigtails, his eager smile, his cage barely hidden beneath pink frills. He thought about himself, standing in a kitchen in a latex maid dress, locked in heels, wearing another woman's perfume.

"I don't really know," he whispered. "It's all happening so fast. But... what is happening to me feels right. It feels like I'm becoming who I was supposed to be."

Courtney's expression softened. She reached up and wiped a tear from his cheek with her thumb. "I know exactly what you mean," she said. "The same thing is happening to me. I'm becoming a powerful mistress, and I'm willingly embracing it. I'm experimenting with what that means for myself-with Tessa, with you, with all of it. And it's terrifying and exhilarating and it feels right."

She paused, her hand resting against his jaw. "Maybe it's time for you to do the same. To stop fighting it. To stop clinging to who you were and just... become."

Danni looked at her, this radiant woman who had once been his equal, his girlfriend, his vanilla partner in a vanilla life. She was gone, replaced by something magnificent. And he realized, with a sudden, piercing clarity, that he wanted to be magnificent too. Not as a man. But as her sissy.

"Maybe you should get back out there," Courtney suggested softly, "and give this sissy playdate a real, open-minded chance. See where it takes you. No expectations. Just... surrender."

Danni considered this. He thought about Roxy waiting in the other room, about the keys in the mistresses' hands, about the strange, warm pull he had felt when he looked into Roxy's eyes.

Finally, he nodded. "Okay," he whispered. "I’m ready, Mistress."

He straightened up. He wiped away his tears with the back of his hand, smearing his eyeliner, and took a deep breath that pressed his corset tight against his ribs. Then he turned and walked back toward the living room, his locked heels clicking against the tile with a new, deliberate rhythm.

When he entered the room, Tessa and Roxy looked up. Roxy's face was etched with concern, but his eyes lit up when he saw Danni.

Danni didn't hesitate. He walked straight up to Roxy, stopping only when they were inches apart. He looked down at the pretty sissy kneeling before him, and something inside him shifted, clicked into place like a lock turning.

"I'm Courtney's sissy, Danni," he said. His voice was steady, clear, and sure.

Roxy's smile bloomed like a flower. "I'm Tessa's sissy, Roxy."

Danni leaned down and kissed him. There was no resistance this time, no hesitation, no lingering ghost of the man he had been. Only softness. Only surrender. Roxy's lips parted beneath his, warm and sweet, and Danni felt himself melting into it, into the femininity of the moment, into the rightness of two sissies meeting as they were meant to meet.

When they broke apart, Courtney and Tessa were watching with predatory delight.

"Good Sissy," Courtney murmured.

"Very good," Tessa agreed. "I think our sissies have earned their release."

Courtney took Danni's chastity key. Tessa held Roxy's. The mistresses stepped forward and, with deliberate ceremony, handed the keys to the opposite sissy. Courtney pressed Danni's key into Roxy's eager palm. Tessa placed Roxy's key into Danni's trembling hand.

"Do as you will, pets," Courtney said, stepping back to the couch. She picked up her wine glass and settled in, her eyes gleaming.

Tessa joined her, sipping her own wine, her legs crossing with languid grace. "Entertain us."

Roxy didn't need to be told twice. He turned to Danni, his eyes wide and worshipful, and knelt before him. Danni knelt as well, facing Roxy, their knees touching. Roxy's fingers found the small lock on the front of Danni's pink cage. Danni's hands found Roxy's lock.

The clicks were simultaneous, soft and final in the quiet room.

Roxy gently pulled the cage away from Danni's body. Danni removed Roxy's device. And then they both sat back on their heels, looking at each other.

Danni's sissy clitty sprang free, or rather, unfolded. It had been locked away for over a week, denied erection, denied touch, denied warmth. Now, released from the plastic prison, it looked smaller than he remembered.

Not the cock of a man. Something diminished, softened, shrunken from disuse and denial. It was pale where the rest of him was flushed, and it hung there, half-hard, leaking a thin strand of precum that connected him to the inside of the cage Roxy still held.

He then looked at Roxy's. It was even smaller. Hardly a penis at all. A nub, really, nestled in a neatly trimmed patch of hair, barely longer than Danni's thumb. Much more like a clitty. A sissy clitty.

"Now hold each other's sissy clitties," Tessa instructed from the couch.

Danni looked at his own sissy clitty. It did seem smaller, as if it had shrunken inside the cage, as if his body had accepted the new reality and begun to reshape itself. It was becoming a sissy clitty. The thought should have horrified him. Instead, it made him throb.

Danni finally reached out. His fingers wrapped around Roxy's little sissy clitty, feeling the warmth, the softness, the delicate pulse of arousal. It was so small in his hand, so vulnerable. Roxy's fingers found his own clitty, wrapping around it with a gentle, reverent touch.

They stood-or rather, rose to their knees before each other, looking at one another. Roxy's was so pretty, so perfectly sissy. And his own... his own was the same. Two sissy clitties, released from their cages, held in each other's hands.

They looked into each other's eyes.

And smiled, adoringly.


Chapter 17

Roxy's fingers lingered on Danni's clitty for a moment longer, his thumb brushing over the slick, swollen head with a tenderness that made him gasp. Then, slowly, he sank back onto his heels, the latex of his pink skirt rustling around his thighs and looked up at him with an expression of pure, worshipful hunger.

"You're so pretty," Roxy whispered. His voice was soft, breathy, utterly feminine. "Can I?"

Danni's heart hammered against his corset. He looked down at him-at this creature who was technically another male, another sissy, someone with the same anatomy he had once possessed in a life that felt increasingly distant. 

Roxy's lips were parted, glossy and inviting, his eyes wide and eager beneath the fringe of his lashes. He was waiting for permission, waiting for his to consent to something he had never imagined wanting.

He had never done this. Not with a man, not with a sissy, not with anyone who wasn't Courtney. The thought of it should have repelled him, should have sent his scrambling backward in denial. 

But his clitty throbbed in Roxy's absence, weeping a thin strand of precum that glistened in the lamplight, and he realized with a dizzying rush that he did want it. He wanted to feel those pretty lips on his. He wanted to know what it meant to be serviced by another sissy.

"I..." Danni's voice came out as a squeak. He glanced toward the couch, where Courtney and Tessa sat with their wine glasses, watching with predatory calm. Courtney gave the faintest nod-permission, encouragement, command. "Yes," Danni whispered, looking back down at Roxy. "Please."

Roxy didn't hesitate. He leaned forward, his pigtails swaying, and pressed his lips to the base of Danni's clitty. The contact was electric. Danni gasped, his knees buckling slightly, his locked heels squeaking against the hardwood as he fought to stay upright. 

Roxy's mouth was warm, impossibly soft, and he used it with the practiced delicacy of someone who understood exactly what a caged sissy needed.

He licked upward, his tongue flat and wet, dragging from the root to the tip with a slow, teasing stroke that made Danni's vision blur. Then he parted his lips and took his inside.

"Oh god," Danni whimpered. He looked down, unable to tear his eyes away from the sight of it-Roxy's crimson lips stretched around his shaft, his cheeks hollowing as he sucked, his eyes fluttering shut in apparent rapture. 

It was obscene and beautiful, the most intimate thing he had ever witnessed. Another sissy was worshipping his clitty, treating it like something precious and deserving of adoration, and the femininity of the act consumed his whole.

Roxy found a rhythm, bobbing his head with gentle, insistent strokes. His tongue swirled around the sensitive underside, flicking against the spot just beneath the head that made Danni's thighs tremble. He took his deeper, until his nose pressed against the sparse, neatly trimmed hair at his base, and then he pulled back with a soft, wet sound only to dive down again.

Danni's fingers found Roxy's pigtails, not to guide but to anchor himself. He was floating, dissolving, his entire existence narrowing to the wet heat of Roxy's mouth and the building pressure deep in his core. 

It was different from anything Courtney had ever done to his-softer, more submissive, yet somehow more intense because of what it represented. Two sissies, lost in each other, their mistresses watching them become something new.

"Roxy," he gasped, his hips bucking forward involuntarily. "I-I'm getting close. I'm going to-"

Roxy pulled back abruptly. His clitty slipped from his lips with a lewd, wet pop, glistening in the air, throbbing and angry and desperate for completion. Danni cried out-a high, keening sound of frustration-and tried to press forward, to find that warmth again, but Roxy held his hips with gentle hands, keeping his at bay.

"No," Roxy panted, his own clitty twitching visibly between his thighs, dripping onto the floor beneath him. His lips were swollen, his makeup smeared, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "We can't, Danni. The Mistresses haven't given us permission to have release yet."

Danni trembled, his hands still tangled in Roxy's hair, his body coiled tight as a spring. He was right there, hovering on the precipice, his orgasm a heartbeat away. The denial was exquisite torture, a crushing reminder of their status. They were sissies. They didn't come unless their mistresses decided.

Roxy sank back onto his heels, Danni's sissy clitty still glistening on his lips, and looked up at his with an expression of pure, worshipful delight. The sight of him-lipstick smeared, eyes bright, so eager and feminine-sent another throb through Danni's core. He was leaking steadily now, a thin thread of precum connecting his swollen clitty to the cool air, his arousal so acute it bordered on pain.

"Your turn," Roxy whispered. He rose gracefully, his platform heels giving him a delicate advantage in height and gestured to the floor.

From the couch, Tessa's voice cut through the haze like silk over steel. "He's right, pet. No one comes without permission. But that doesn't mean you can't show Roxy what a good Sissy you've become."

Courtney swirled her wine, her eyes dark with amusement and arousal. "On your knees, Sissy. Worship your sissy sister the way she worshipped you."

Danni looked down at Roxy's own little clitty, pink and erect and glistening, waiting for his. He had come this far. There was no going back.

Danni's legs folded beneath his. The hardwood pressed against his knees, the locked heels digging into his calves, his corset forcing his posture into a permanent arch. He was level with Roxy's clitty now, close enough to smell his sweetness, to see the delicate pulse of his arousal.

He looked up at Roxy one last time. He smiled down at his-encouraging, eager, beautiful-and threaded his fingers through his hair.

"Just kiss it first," Roxy whispered. "You'll see. It feels right."

Danni closed his eyes, leaned forward, and pressed his lips to another sissy's clitty for the first time.

Danni's heart hammered in his chest. He had come so far, accepted so much, but this-kneeling before another sissy, taking that soft little clitty into his mouth-felt like the final threshold.

He hesitated, his eyes flicking to Courtney, who watched from the couch with predatory calm, her legs crossed, wine glass dangling from her fingers.

"Go on, Sissy," Courtney murmured. "Show Roxy what a good Sissy you are."

The words anchored his. Roxy's sissy clitty was even prettier than it had looked in his hand-small and soft and pink, nestled above smooth, hairless balls, twitching slightly with his heartbeat. It didn't look like a man's cock. It looked like a toy. Something cute and helpless and meant to be adored.

He leaned in. The scent was intimate-sweet perfume, a hint of sweat, the musk of arousal. He parted his lips and took him inside.

Roxy gasped, his fingers threading into Danni's hair, not forcing, just holding. "Oh, god, Danni... yes..."

He found a rhythm, his tongue swirling around the tiny shaft, his lips creating suction. It was easier than he had feared, more natural. The femininity of the act consumed his-on his knees, serving another sissy, his own clitty dripping untouched between his thighs. He felt Roxy's hips begin to rock, heard his breath hitch into high, girlish moans.

"Stop," Roxy whimpered. "I'm so close-"

Roxy pulled back abruptly, his clitty slipping from Danni's mouth with a soft, wet sound. He was trembling, his thighs shaking, his face flushed a deep crimson beneath his makeup.

"I can't," he panted, looking down at his with apologetic eyes. "Sissies don't come like this. Not without permission. And I want to wait... I want to wait for the real thing."

He turned his gaze to the couch, to Courtney and Tessa, who had been watching the entire exchange with the relaxed entitlement of royalty at a private show. Tessa's hand had drifted between Courtney's legs, and Courtney's head rested on Tessa's shoulder, but their eyes were fixed on their pets.

"Mistresses," Roxy said, his voice breathy and reverent. "We haven't been given permission to orgasm. We haven't earned release. Please... please tell us what to do next."

Courtney sat up slowly, her eyes darkening. Tessa's smile sharpened like a blade.

"You're absolutely right," Tessa purred. "Good sissies don't come from a little mouth play. They come when their mistresses decide. And I think it's time we took a more... hands-on approach."

Courtney rose, setting down her wine. "Stand up, both of you. And strip."

Danni and Roxy scrambled to obey, shedding latex and frills until they stood naked before their mistresses, save for their locked heels, their stockings, and the lingering smears of makeup that made them look like used, beautiful dolls. Their clitties jutted out, small and desperate, weeping onto the hardwood.

Tessa retrieved a bag from beside the couch and produced two strap-on harnesses-one black, one red-and two impressive dildos, veined and thick. The mistresses stepped into them with practiced ease, securing the buckles, adjusting the fit until the cocks jutted from their hips like declarations of power.

"On all fours," Courtney commanded. "Face each other. Close enough to hold hands. Close enough to look into each other's eyes while you take what we give you."

Danni dropped to his hands and knees. Roxy did the same. They shuffled forward until their foreheads nearly touched, until they could reach out and lace their fingers together. Danni looked into Roxy's eyes-those soft hazel pools, wide with anticipation and trust-and felt a profound connection, a sisterhood of submission.

"Switching partners," Tessa announced, circling behind Danni. "I want to feel this new little sissy break for me. Courtney, you take Roxy."

"Gladly," Courtney murmured, moving behind Roxy. She ran a hand over his ass, squeezing, preparing. "He's been such a good sissy tonight."

Danni felt Tessa's presence behind his-the heat of his thighs, the brush of the dildo against his ass. He tensed, her grip tightening on Roxy's hands.

"Relax, pet," Tessa whispered, leaning down to bite Danni's earlobe. "Let me in. Let me show you what you really are."

At the same moment, both mistresses pushed forward.

The penetration was sudden, overwhelming, a perfect stretch that made Danni's vision white out. He cried out, his fingers crushing Roxy's, and heard Roxy make an identical sound across from his. They were being filled, claimed, fucked by their mistresses while they stared into each other's souls.

"Look at him," Courtney ordered Roxy, his hips snapping forward. "Look at Danni. Look at what a pretty little Sissy slut he is."

"Eyes on each other," Tessa growled, her hands gripping Danni's corseted waist, pulling his back onto the shaft. "Don't you dare look away."

Danni locked eyes with Roxy. The connection was electric. With every thrust from Tessa, his clitty swelled, leaking onto the floor beneath his. Roxy was being pounded just as hard, Courtney's hips slapping against his ass.

They didn't need to speak. Their squeezed hands said everything.

I'm here, I feel you, we're the same.

The rhythm built, Tessa and Courtney finding a synchronized pace, driving into their sissies with relentless force. Danni felt the orgasm building from deep inside, not from his clitty but from his core, a prostate-driven wave that gathered like a tsunami. He could see the same ecstasy contorting Roxy's face, his mouth open, his eyes rolling back.

"Come for me, Sissy," Courtney gasped. "Come now."

"Now," Tessa commanded. "Together."

The orgasms crashed through them simultaneously. Danni screamed, his body convulsing, his clitty twitching and spurting thin, watery ropes onto the hardwood between his knees. Across from his, Roxy cried out, his own release painting the floor, their fluids mixing as their bodies shook in perfect harmony.

The pleasure was a complete unraveling of everything Danni had once believed about himself. He came and came, Tessa's dildo milking his prostate with every thrust, until he was sobbing, gasping, utterly undone.

When it was over, the mistresses pulled out slowly, leaving them empty and trembling. Danni collapsed onto his elbows, his chest heaving, his makeup running in black rivers down his cheeks.

"Up," Courtney said softly but firmly. "On your knees. Face each other."

Danni and Roxy rose to their knees, shaky and spent, their clitties still dribbling, their bodies slick with sweat. They looked at each other-truly looked-and saw two sissies, transformed, completed.

"One last kiss," Tessa ordered. "Make it a good one."

Danni and Roxy leaned in. The kiss was slow, deep, and achingly tender. Their tongues met, sharing the taste of their submission, their shared release. It was a vow, a promise, a goodbye to who they had been.

Courtney held out Danni's chastity cage. Tessa held out Roxy's.

"Lock each other up," Courtney said. "Put your sissy sister back where he belongs."

Danni took Roxy's cage with trembling hands. Roxy took his. They knelt before each other once more, and with gentle, reverent care, they clicked the locks shut. Danni felt the familiar, crushing embrace of the pink plastic, and this time, there was no despair in it-only peace. Only rightness.

Roxy locked Danni's cage and kissed the pink plastic. Danni did the same for him.

"Good Sissies," Tessa purred.

Courtney and Tessa stepped out of their harnesses, adjusting their dresses, exchanging a look of deep satisfaction.

"We're going to the bedroom," Courtney announced, taking Tessa's hand. "Mistresses need some special alone time. You two..." She gestured around the living room-the discarded latex, the wine glasses, the puddles of sissy release on the hardwood. "...better have this place cleaned up by the time we get back. Especially the messes you made on my floors. Understood?"

"Yes, Mistress," Danni and Roxy chorused, their voices soft and synchronized.

The mistresses disappeared down the hall, their laughter trailing behind them like smoke. The bedroom door clicked shut.

For several minutes, Danni remained on his knees, staring at the spot where Roxy's release had pooled beside his own. His body ached beautifully-his ass tender, his clitty compressed, his heart hammering a slow, stunned rhythm. He tried to absorb it, to process the magnitude of what had happened.

This had been the greatest, most fulfilling sexual encounter of his life. No-not just sexual. The greatest moment of his entire existence. He had been filled, claimed, and completed. He had surrendered everything-his masculinity, his hesitation, his old name-and in return, he had found himself.

The male version of Danni was no more. He had faded like a ghost at dawn, leaving only Sissy Danni behind.

And Danni, kneeling naked in locked heels, his cage gleaming, his mistress's orders ringing in his ears, knew with a crystalline, unshakable certainty that he was truly, finally, irrevocably…

A sissy.


Chapter 18

A week had passed since the playdate when Danni stepped through the front door of their apartment. He wanted nothing more than to immediately peel the male office attire from his body.

The suit felt like a costume now-an absurd, ill-fitting disguise that had nothing to do with who he had become. The tie strangled him. The slacks chafed. Every step in his loafers reminded him of what waited beneath: the lace bra cupping his chest, the satin panties hugging his caged clitty, the pink plastic prison that had become the true center of his existence.

He had sat through eight hours of meetings and spreadsheets and small talk by the coffee machine, nodding and smiling while his chastity cage reminded him with every shift of his hips that he was not a man. Not anymore.

"Courtney?" he called out, his voice still pitched higher than it used to be, even when he was in "man mode."

Silence.

He moved into the living room and stopped. Hanging from the closet door was an outfit he recognized-a pink dress he had worn only once before, frilled and short and obscenely feminine. Beneath it, arranged on the floor in a neat display, were the matching pink panties, the sheer pink stockings, the pink garter belt, the pink platform shoes with their cruel ankle straps.

A pink wig sat on a Styrofoam head on the coffee table, styled in soft curls that framed where a face should be. And pinned to the dress was a note in Courtney's elegant handwriting:

Get pretty Sissy.

Meet me in the bedroom.

I have a special surprise.

Danni’s insides flipped. A special surprise. His mind raced through possibilities-another playdate with Roxy and Tessa, perhaps. A new toy. A new rule. A new depth of submission for him to sink into. The anticipation was more than he could bear; he was already leaking into his panties, the familiar warm bead spreading against the satin as his caged clitty throbbed in its prison.

He didn't hesitate. He stripped out of the hateful man-clothes with desperate speed, kicking the slacks across the room, tearing off the tie, flinging the dress shirt into a corner like something diseased. He showered quickly, shaving his legs and chest and underarms with practiced efficiency, then returned to the living room and began the transformation.

The panties first-pink satin, cut high on the hips, barely containing his cage. The stockings next, rolling them up his smooth legs with trembling hands, clipping them to the garter belt. The dress, frilled and flared, zipping up the back with a sound that made his breath hitch.

The platform shoes, buckling the straps, adding five inches to his height and forcing his posture into a permanent arch. The wig, settling the pink curls over his shoulders, transforming his reflection into someone unrecognizable. And finally, the makeup-foundation, blush, heavy eyeshadow, liner, and glossy pink lips that matched the dress.

When he was done, he stood before the hallway mirror and barely knew himself. The creature looking back was all sissy. All submission. All soft edges and caged denial and eager, trembling need.

He walked to the bedroom door, the platforms making him sway, the petticoats rustling. He raised a hand and knocked softly.

"Mistress?" he called, his voice pitched high and sweet. "May I enter?"

A pause. Then Courtney's voice, warm and amused and somehow different-thicker, lazier, satisfied in a way that made Danni gasp.

"You may, Sissy."

Danni turned the handle and stepped inside.

The smell hit him first-sex, thick and unmistakable, the musk of arousal and sweat and spent desire hanging heavy in the air. Then he saw the bed, and his world tilted.

Courtney sat against the headboard, wearing lingerie he had never seen before-black lace cups pushing up her breasts, a sheer teddy that left nothing to the imagination, her hair mussed and her makeup smeared in the precise, beautiful way of someone who had been thoroughly fucked. Beside her sat a man.

He was shirtless, his torso broad and muscular, defined abs catching the lamplight. A sheet covered his lower half, but it was tented and disarranged, and it was perfectly obvious he wore nothing beneath it. 

His skin gleamed with sweat. His hair was dark and tousled. He was looking at a phone in his hand, thumbs moving in a lazy text, utterly unconcerned by Danni’s entrance.

They had been fucking. The evidence was everywhere-in the smell, in Courtney's flushed skin, in the disheveled sheets, in the lazy, catlike satisfaction radiating from both of them.

"Close the door, Sissy," Courtney said. She didn't move from the headboard. "And get on your knees."

Danni’s legs folded beneath him automatically, the platform shoes digging into the carpet. His heart hammered against the lace bra. His mouth went dry.

"Courtney," he whispered. "Who-"

"This is Derick," Courtney said, her hand resting casually on the man's bare thigh. "My college boyfriend. I'm sure I've mentioned him."

Danni had heard the name. 

Years ago, in the early days of their relationship, Courtney had spoken of him with a mixture of nostalgia and bitterness-a big man on campus, a star athlete, someone who had treated her badly and whom she had left for good reason. Now here he was, in their bed, in their bedroom, and the look on Courtney's face was not bitter at all.

"Derick," Courtney continued, her fingers stroking his muscled arm, "this is my sissy. Daniella."

Derick looked up from his phone for the first time. His eyes swept over Danni’s pink dress, his wig, his made-up face, his kneeling posture. A slow smirk spread across his face. He chuckled-a low, masculine sound of pure amusement-and returned his attention to his phone.

"Derick has been staying with us this afternoon," Courtney said, her voice soft but carrying an edge of steel. "And he's going to be staying with us a lot more from now on. I need you to understand something, Sissy. I need you to really hear me."

Danni nodded, unable to speak. His cage felt suddenly tighter, crushing, as if his body understood before his mind did.

"I need a real male sexual partner," Courtney said. "Someone who can complete me. Someone who can fill me and satisfy me in ways that... well, in ways that you simply can't. Not with your little clitty locked away. Not with you being what you are."

She shifted on the bed, the lingerie riding up her thigh, revealing a dark mark-a hickey, a bruise from rough handling-that made Danni’s vision blur.

"What does this mean for us?" Danni managed, his voice trembling. "Are you... are you breaking up with me?"

Courtney laughed-not cruelly, but with genuine warmth. "Of course not, silly sissy. Don't be ridiculous. I love you. I adore you. You're my perfect little pet." 

She leaned forward, her breasts shifting in the lace cups, her eyes locking onto his with fierce intensity. "But there's going to be a big change in the dynamic of our relationship. Derick is going to be around a lot more. And you need to learn to regard him as the man of this house."

Derick, still texting, glanced up again and smirked. He said nothing.

"You will be the house sissy maid," Courtney continued. "You will cook, clean, serve, and obey. Derick will be my sexual partner. My boyfriend. The man who sleeps in this bed and fucks me in it while you sleep on the floor where you belong."

Danni was completely stunned. This was something he absolutely hadn't seen coming. The logical extension of everything they had built, yes-the chastity, the feminization, the submission-but the reality of it, the flesh-and-blood man sitting on their bed, was overwhelming.

Courtney slid off the bed and walked toward him, her hips swaying, her lingerie gleaming. She stopped before him and cupped his chin, lifting his face to hers.

"Are you going to be okay living this way?" she asked softly. "Because if you're not... if this is too much... you are free to leave. I'll unlock you and you can walk out that door and be whoever you want to be."

Danni looked up at her-this radiant, powerful woman who had transformed him, claimed him, and now was offering him the ultimate test of his submission. He thought about leaving. He thought about going back to being the suit and tie office guy, mediocre lover, lost man in ill-fitting clothes.

The thought made him sick.

He had entirely accepted his place as Courtney's sissy. And apparently, that meant he was now her cuckold too.

"I accept," he whispered. His voice cracked, but the words were clear. "I accept the arrangement, Mistress."

Courtney's smile was blinding. She stroked his cheek with her thumb. "Good Sissy. There's just one last thing we need to do. So that you truly understand your place as the sub in this house. So that Derick understands it too."

She turned and walked back to the bed. Derick finally set down his phone, swung his legs over the side, and stood up. The sheet fell away.

He was completely naked. And his cock---

Danni’s breath stopped.

It was huge. Thick and heavy and half-hard, hanging between his muscular thighs like a weapon. It was everything Danni’s caged clitty was not-masculine, powerful, dominant, free. It was a real man's cock.

Derick walked toward him with slow, deliberate steps, his bare feet silent on the carpet. Courtney moved beside him, her hand finding that massive shaft, stroking it casually as they stopped before Danni’s kneeling form.

"If you're going to be the sissy of this house," Courtney said, her voice dropping to a whisper that vibrated with command, "and Derick is going to be the man of this house... then you have to prove to him that you are beneath him. That you accept his superiority. And the most effective way for you to do that..."

She guided Derick's cock closer, until the heavy head was inches from Danni’s glossy pink lips. "...is to take his cock in your mouth. Suck him off. And be sure to swallow every single drop, Sissy."

Derick took his own cock from Courtney's hand and slapped Danni across the face with it-once, twice, heavy and wet and humiliating. The weight of it struck Danni’s cheek, leaving a smear of precum on his makeup. Derick looked down at him with a masculine grin, confident and casual, as if Danni were nothing more than a toy.

Danni trembled. He looked up at Derick's face-strong jaw, dark eyes, the easy arrogance of a man who had never questioned his place in the world. Then he looked at Courtney, who watched with fierce pride and hunger.

Something inside him broke. Something else clicked into place.

"Please, sir," Danni whispered. His voice was steady now, sure, freed by total surrender. "May I pleasure your superior cock?"

Derick laughed-a short, rough bark of amusement. He threaded his fingers into Danni’s pink wig and pulled him forward.

"Open wide, sissy."

Danni opened his Sissy mouth. He leaned forward. And he took Derick's cock onto his tongue, tasting the salt and musk of a real man, feeling the weight and heat fill his mouth, and began to suck.




THE END
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