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I’m a Goth Sissy?

Axel changed everything.







Instead of lounging on the beach reading paperbacks and failing to seduce waitresses, I was in a dorm room with my cock  throbbing uselessly beneath the soft, black satin. 

I reached to cover myself instinctively, but Axel caught my wrists in both hands.

“No hiding, Princess” she said, kissing my fingertips gently.

She rose and reached for a box on the nightstand. From it she pulled a delicate choker, made of dark purple velvet and clasped with a heart-shaped lock. At the center was a dangling moon charm, identical to the image on the panties.

“This is yours now,” she said. “It marks you as my property, so I expect you to wear it at all times.”

She clasped it gently around my neck, then stood back, admiring her work. Her round, supple breasts heaving in her cinched corset.

“You look perfect.”

I whimpered.

“Now be a good girl. Sit up straight,” she said, firmer now. “Put your legs together with your hands on your thighs. Don’t forget to arch your slender little back.”

I obeyed.

“You’re going to be my little titty goth girlfriend,” she whispered. “You’re going to spend this week in panties and makeup and whatever else I decide. And you’re going to love it. Aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, helpless.

Axel kissed me—slow, deep, her hand cupping the back of my head—and when she pulled back, her lips brushed my ear.

“And if you’re very, very good,” she whispered, “I’ll let you fall asleep in my arms, with your cage locked and my legs around your waist.”

I shivered. “Cage?”

“Don’t worry about that just yet. Just know that I’ll take care of you,” she said. “You’re safe here. But you’re not going to be comfortable. Love is never comfortable.”

She took my chin in her hand, tilting it up and took me with a deep passionate kiss.

If I had to be a girl to stay with this Goth Goddess, then I would commit to being the best sissy girlfriend I could be. Anything, if it meant staying together.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.


Chapter 1: The Goth Goddess

The Caribbean sun was doing its best to fry my patience. 







I leaned against the rail of the resort's dockside bar, one arm draped lazily over a sweating plastic cup of mango slushie, the other clinging to the last threads of my sanity. Behind me, my frat brothers were hollering over ping pong rules and bikini straps, already four drinks in and somehow still getting louder. I didn’t hate them—I just didn’t want to be with them anymore. This trip had cemented that for me.

The resort was gorgeous, sure. The water was the kind of blue that only existed in desktop wallpapers, the air was thick with salt and sugar, and the drinks were bottomless if you smiled at the bartender just right. But it all felt wasted on me. I didn’t come on this trip to get laid or rowdy. I came because I’d been too shy to say no. Because I hadn’t touched another person in months. I was lonely, but I was terrified to make the first move. It's hard being a guy sometimes.

I’d just decided to go back to the room and pretend to nap when I saw her.

She stepped onto the dock like she owned the water. Tall and athletic, with legs that didn’t walk so much as glide, a bubble-goth angel dipped in sex and smudged eyeliner. Her black hair was streaked with violet and shimmered like oil when the sun hit it. She wore fishnets that clung to thighs too perfect to be real, a mesh crop top over some kind of strappy black bra that defied physics, and a pleated skirt so short I could see the curve of her hips from where I stood. Chunky boots with silver buckles clunked softly on the boards. There was a curious look in her eyes that made it look as though she was out shopping for a new outfit.

She saw me before I had the sense to look away.

“Hey,” she said, and her voice was low, friendly, and dangerous. “You look like you wanna be anywhere else.”

I blinked. “I—uh—yeah. That obvious?”

She smiled and stepped closer. Her lips were glossed and dark. “A little. I’m Axel.”

“Hi.” I paused. “I’m—”

“Doesn’t matter yet,” she said with a wink. “I can tell you’re sweet. And shy. And way too cute to be wasting time with guys who think cologne is personality.”

I laughed nervously. “I didn’t really want to come. They’re not really my… vibe.”

Axel tilted her head, appraising me with eyes that looked violet in the sun. “So what is your vibe, cutie?”

I looked down at my plain sneakers, my wrinkled tank top, the faint outline of my half-hard dick pushing against the mesh lining of my swim trunks. “Honestly? I don’t even know.”

She stepped even closer, so close I could smell her perfume—vanilla and ash and something like melted sugar. “Then maybe it’s time to try something new.”

I swallowed. “Like what?”

She grinned. “Like getting on my boat.”

I should have asked more questions. I should have thought it true. But when she held out her hand, I took it without hesitation. She was beautiful, and I was happy not to be the one making the first move for once.

The boat was a sleek little private thing with plush white seats and a cooler full of hard iced teas. She cast off like she’d done it a thousand times, steering us out into the deeper water with the practiced ease of a rich girl with secrets.

“You ever been to Femtopia University?” she asked over her shoulder as the wind picked up.

I shook my head, clutching the rail. “No. I’ve heard of it though, obviously. That’s that all-girls place, right?”

Axel laughed, throaty and slow. “Something like that. But they make exceptions. Sometimes. For the right girl.”

I looked around. “But I’m not—”

She held up a hand. “Shhh. Not yet.”

We drifted for a while, music low, sun warm. She talked about music—metal, mostly—and old horror movies and how much she hated boring boys. As a self-professed movie buff and metal head, it was basically heaven.

Eventually, she looked at me like I was something to unwrap.

“You ever worn fishnets?” Axel asked suddenly.

I blinked. “What? No.”

Axel reached into the seat beside her and pulled out a pair—black, soft, patterned with spiderwebs. “Try these. Humor me.”

I laughed. “Are you serious?”

“Deadly,” she purred, leaning closer. “They’d look so good on you. All that pale skin and those long legs. Just pull them on under your shorts. I wanna see.”

It felt like a joke. But I was lonely. And she was beautiful. And when I slipped into the cabin and slid them up my legs, a part of me burned with forbidden arousal. As I emerged, her eyes lit up like a fuse had been lit.

“God,” she whispered. “You’re hot.”

She kissed me before I could say anything. Just leaned over the seats, cupped the back of my neck, and kissed me like I was hers already. I gasped, and she deepened it, tongue teasing mine, lip gloss sticky against my mouth.

Her hand slid down. Into my lap. Past the waistband of my trunks.

“You’re hard,” she murmured, her palm pressing gently against me, cage still a distant threat. “You really like being pretty for me, huh?”

I whimpered.

She kissed my neck, my ear, her breath hot. “I bet you’ve never had your dick sucked in fishnets.”

I shook my head.

She smiled, pulled my shorts down just enough to free my aching cock, and slid her mouth over it with slow, devastating grace.

The boat rocked gently. The world blurred. The fishnets clung to my thighs. Her tongue was a miracle. Her lips were hungry and warm. She sucked me slow and sweet, moaning around me, one hand gently massaging my balls while her other stayed wrapped around my wrist.

I tried to hold out, I did. But I’d never felt anything like it.

When I came, it was with a sharp cry and a shudder that left me boneless. She caught it all, licked her lips, and squeezed my cheeks with a satisfied smirk.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

I was still panting when she leaned in and kissed me again, slow and filthy, my own cum swimming into my wanting mouth. It felt so wrong, so right. Even though I had just cum, I don’t think I had ever been harder.”

“Now,” she said, stroking my cheek, “how do you feel about spending the next week with me?”

I blinked, unable to believe my good fortune. “What? Really?”

Axel tilted her head. “Of course. I’m inviting you, aren’t I. I want a cute little partner to keep me company during reading week. Just one week. We sneak you in, and I promise to treat you like a princess.”

I hesitated. My heart was thudding. I could still taste her lip gloss.

“I—I-yeah,” I whispered. “I think I want that.”

Axel grinned like she’d just won a prize.

“Perfect,” she said, pulling me into her lap, her hand sliding under my fishnet-clad thigh. “But as you know, Femtopia University is an all-girls college. If you’re going to stay, we’re going to need to make some changes. Big ones. Okay, sweetie?”

“Whatever I need to do to stay with you,” I smiled. “I’ll do it happily.”

Axel bit her plump black lip. “Oh, princess, we’re going to make you so pretty.”

And just like that, I wasn’t on frat vacation anymore.

I was on hers.


Chapter 2: The Rules of Femtopia

The island shimmered in the late afternoon light, all silver palms and soft pink sky, the air heavy with the scent of frangipani and sea salt. 




Axel didn’t rush as she led me inland along a narrow stone path, winding past low, dark dorm buildings cloaked in vines and the occasional statue of a stern-looking domme carved in black granite, standing with her heel on a kneeling figure whose face was smooth and blank and beautiful. I didn’t know what I was walking into. But I knew I didn’t want to turn back.

She walked with a quiet sort of certainty—boots scuffing the stone, violet-black hair bouncing softly at her shoulders, one hand loosely holding mine, the other spinning a little silver key on a chain around her fingers like a toy. There was no one else around, but the stillness wasn’t empty. It felt watched. Held. Like the whole island was listening.

“We’re not going through the main gate,” Axel murmured. “That’s for real students. But I have my ways. And you—” she turned her head, smiling softly at me—“you’re mine for the week, which means the rules bend for us.”

I swallowed. “And the rules are…?”

She stopped in front of a side door, half-covered by creeping ivy, and turned to face me fully. Her expression was sweet and calm and devastating.

“Rule one,” she said, her thumb stroking gently across my palm, “is no boys.”

I blinked.

“You are not a boy on Femtopia grounds. Not even a little bit. I cannot overstate this, Princess, but there are no boys here. Only girls, and sissies. That’s it! If you want to stay—and I want you to stay—you agree to that.”

My cheeks burned. I looked down, then nodded.

“Rule two,” she said, voice still gentle, “is that you wear what I give you. No debate. If I say it’s time for lipstick, you ask which shade. If I say open, you spread. If I hand you panties, you thank me. It’s all to stop you from getting caught.”

“O-okay,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Good girl.”

Then she pushed open the door.

Her dorm room was dim and dreamlike, lit by strings of purple lights that hung from the ceiling like spiderwebs. The windows were wide, but heavy blackout curtains had been pulled across them, casting the whole room in a violet haze. There was a small desk, cluttered with makeup and candles and spiked collars. A tall wardrobe with fishnets hanging out the edge. And the bed—wide, low, draped in crushed velvet sheets the color of a bruise. It smelled like roses and cloves and something warm and skin-sweet.

“Sit,” she said softly, motioning to the edge of the bed. “Shoes off.”

I obeyed. I kicked off my sneakers, heart thudding in my chest.

“Shirt too,” she added.

I hesitated, then pulled my shirt off over my head. The air inside her room felt cool on my skin, but it was nothing compared to the warmth rising from somewhere deep inside me.

Axel opened her wardrobe and sorted through a drawer with practiced fingers. She took her time. Hummed to herself. And then pulled something out with the reverence of someone unsheathing a holy object.

The panties were black satin—but not just black. A shimmering, dark-oil sheen ran through the fabric, catching the light like ink in water. They were cut low, with a wide lacy waistband dyed a deep plum, so soft it seemed to float in her hand. The lace was embroidered with tiny silver bats, barely visible unless you were close enough to whisper. Across the back, in delicate violet script, it read: Property of a Goth Mommy.

But the real centerpiece was the front.

There, stitched into the satin was a silver moon, the same image as was tattooed on Axel’s wrist. A smooth bulge with a satin seam that curved down like a smile, built to cradle something small and useless. It wasn’t boyish in the least, totally divorced from anything I’ve ever worn. I should have had no interest in them. But when Axel held them out, I got instantly and completely rock hard.

“These,” Axel said, kneeling in front of me, “were made for pretty pets with shy little clitties. They don’t cover much. But that’s the point.”

She held them open.

“Step in.”

I did.

She slid them up slowly—over my calves, over my knees, smoothing them up my thighs, the fabric warm from her hands. She adjusted the pouch with impossible delicacy, cupping me through the satin, arranging me until my cock was held snugly in place, outlined, defined, and utterly mocked.

“There,” she said. “Look at you.”

I glanced down.

My cock was throbbing—uselessly—beneath the soft, black satin. I reached to cover myself, instinctively, but Axel caught my wrists in both hands.

“No hiding,” she said, kissing my fingertips.

She rose and reached for something else—a box on the nightstand. From it she pulled a delicate choker, made of dark purple velvet and clasped with a heart-shaped lock. At the center was a dangling moon charm, identical to the image on the panties.

“This is yours now,” she said. “It marks you as my property, so I expect you to wear it at all times.”

She clasped it gently around my neck, then stood back, admiring her work.

“You look perfect.”

I whimpered.

“Sit up straight,” she said, firmer now. “Legs together. Hands on your thighs. Back arched.”

I obeyed.

“You’re going to be my little titty goth girlfriend,” she whispered. “You’re going to spend this week in panties and makeup and whatever else I decide. And you’re going to love it. Aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, helpless.

Axel kissed me—slow, deep, her hand cupping the back of my head—and when she pulled back, her lips brushed my ear.

“And if you’re very, very good,” she whispered, “I’ll let you fall asleep in my arms, with your cage locked and my legs around your waist.”

I shivered. “Cage?”

“Don’t worry about that just yet. I’ll take care of you,” she said. “You’re safe here. But you’re not going to be comfortable. Love is never comfortable.”

She took my chin in her hand, tilting it up.

“You’re going to ache. You’re going to leak. You’re going to blush so hard you cry. And you’re going to thank me for every second. But if you want out at any moment just say ‘Frat Boy’ and we’ll have you home asap.”

I nodded, trembling.

“Good girl.”

She turned away, then paused.

“Oh—and rule three?”

I looked up.

“No cumming. No matter what. Not until I say. You can leak. You can whimper. You can beg. But you stay in those panties, and you stay denied.”

She smiled.

“I brought a cage for you. But I think we’ll have to wait until tomorrow. Because you’re not on any official register I’m going to have to call in a favour with my friend Nancy at the Sissy Clinic.”

“Sissy Clinic?” I gulped.

Axel giggled and sat beside me, pulled me into her lap, and ran her fingers through my hair tenderly.

“You’re doing so well already,” she whispered. “I’m proud of you.”

And for the first time in years, I felt like I belonged.

Like I was good.

Even if I had a shameful little tent in my gothy panties and a belly full of butterflies, I was hers.

And I didn’t want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 3: Nancy the Sissy Maker

It was the next morning when Axel woke me with a kiss on the collarbone and a whispered, “Time to get pretty.”

I was already hard beneath the satin panties, of course—aching and soaked from a night spent curled against her chest with my leg thrown over her hips and her fingers resting between my thighs. She hadn’t touched me, not really. Just let her breath warm the side of my neck while she whispered how good I looked, how sweet I smelled, how much she wanted to keep me like this forever.

With a borrowed black bathrobe, I followed her through Femtopia’s winding back paths, the panties clinging wetly to me with every step. We passed girls in impossibly short latex nurse uniforms, tiny pink dresses, and tight gymwear, collars flashing in the morning light, some of them dragging tiny pink suitcases or walking with plugs bulging beneath their shorts like it was just part of the dress code. I felt… wrong. I didn’t belong here. Not really.

Did I?

But Axel squeezed my hand and smiled at me without a word. And I believed her when she led me up the steps of a soft-pink brick building with gold-lettered doors that read:

Femtopia Sissy Clinic

Inside, everything was padded and perfumed. The light was gold and kind. Plush velvet benches lined the walls, and the air smelled like melted sugar and rosewater and whatever magic makes you feel like you don’t have to flinch when someone sees you in a woman’s underwear. A pair of sissies were kneeling in the corner on fluffy mats, licking each other’s cages clean while a tall domme painted her nails and occasionally flicked one of them with her crop for being “sloppy.” Jesus, this place was intense.

And then—there she was.

“Nancy!” Axel called cheerfully. “You free?”

From behind a beaded curtain drifted the floatiest, flounciest thing I’d ever seen: platinum curls pulled into bouncy pigtails, glossy pink lips pursed around a lollipop, and a white nurse’s minidress that shimmered with holographic hearts when it caught the light. She had ballet-pink platform heels, a heart-shaped name tag that said Nancy – Certified Cage Tech, and a glimmering bell on her collar that chimed with every hyper-exaggerated sway of her hips.

“Ohmigosh, hi Axel!” she squealed, hurrying forward and giving my new girlfriend a hug that mashed their chests together shamelessly. “It’s been like foreverrr.”

Then she turned to me, eyes wide, tongue flicking against her candy.

“Oh, and who’s this cutie? You didn’t tell me you’re sneaking in a vacation girlfriend!”

My face went red instantly. Nancy leaned down, placed one finger beneath my chin, and tilted my head up until our eyes met.

“You’re gonna be trouble,” she giggled. “I can already tell. You’ve got that guilty little drip-drip-drip energy.”

Axel grinned. “He’s mine for the week. She’s totally new and absolutely no training, so this has to be off the books, okay?”

Nancy bounced. “Omigod yes! I love first timers.” She looked back at me and winked. “Don’t worry, I’m like… super gentle. Mostly.”

Axel gave me a kiss on the cheek and whispered, “I’ll be right back, baby,” before slipping through a staff door labeled Mistress Elkie: Consult Only.

And I was left alone. With Nancy.

“Okay,” she said, clapping. “Off with the shorts, sweetie. Lemme see what I’m working with.”

I hesitated. She raised a sculpted brow.

“A girl doesn’t hide her shame from her nurse,” she said, voice sugary sweet but firm. “Now scoot.”

I peeled off my mesh shorts, cheeks hot. My cock was pressing visibly through the satin—pitiful and twitching. Nancy purred.

“Awwww,” she cooed. “You’ve got the tiniest tent I’ve ever seen.”

I started to cover myself, and she smacked my hand gently. “Nuh-uh. Let Nurse Nancy admire your clitty. That’s rule number one.”

She knelt down and pressed her cheek lightly to my inner thigh, inspecting me like a jeweler appraising a flawed but precious gem.

“You’re already leaking, and we haven’t even picked your lipstick yet,” she said, peeling the satin panties down in one smooth motion. “Axel’s gonna have her hands full with you.”

I whimpered as the cool air touched my cock.

Nancy set the panties aside with a little tut and opened a drawer in the mirrored station beside her. Out came a gleaming plastic tray filled with cages—black and pink, metal and silicone, some shaped like little flowers, others like abstract, humiliating art.

“Now let’s see,” she said, humming. “Do we go micro or nano?”

I choked. “There’s a nano?”

Nancy giggled. “You’d look so adorbs in a nano. But I think you’ll leak too much, and those are harder to clean.”

She finally selected one—sleek, flat black, shaped like a heart, with tiny cutouts that looked like bat wings along the sides. She held it up like a prize.

“This one’s new,” she whispered. “Just got it last week. Seals tight, doesn’t chafe, and it has these tiny spikes that remind you to be a soft, pretty girl at all times.”

She fitted me like she’d done it a thousand times, her gloved hands surprisingly clinical. She pulled me soft, placed me inside, arranged the cage, clicked the lock through, and snapped the heart-shaped charm closed.

Click.

I shuddered.

“There,” she said, standing. “All locked up and helpless.”

My cock pulsed uselessly behind the bars. I whimpered.

“Oh my god you’re blushing so hard,” she laughed. “You’re such a little perv. It’s adorable.”

She ruffled my hair and handed me a lolly from her cleavage. “Suck. It helps with the nerves.”

And just like that, I was caged.

●         

After that, it was makeover time.

Nancy led me into a padded chair in front of a huge mirror framed in soft pink lightbulbs. I stared at myself—small, shy, bare except for the cage and the necklace Axel gave me. Nancy draped a satiny cape around my shoulders and ran her fingers through my hair.

“We’re going full flat0-chested-, tiny-titty, badass, sissy goth girlfriend, huh?” she said. “Mm. Love it.”

She washed and dried and flat-ironed my hair, then teased it out with gentle waves and sprayed it with a black cherry-scented mist. Then came makeup: primer, highlighter, violet glitter shadows that shimmered when I blinked, thick mascara, dramatic winged liner, and a glossy black lipstick that made my lips look full and kissable and sinful.

She pierced my ears with little silver bats. She gave me a spider-charm anklet. She painted my fingernails matte black and added tiny white pentagrams with a stamping tool while humming along to a pop remix of Death Ship playing in the background.

And finally, the dress.

It was a black mesh babydoll with velvet trim and tiny straps that crossed over my flat chest like ribbons on a corset. The skirt was short—so short it barely skimmed the tops of my thighs—and when Nancy pulled it down over me, she gasped.

“Oh no,” she said with mock horror.

I looked down.

There was a trail of precum dripping down my thighs. A tiny, ridiculous spurt of humiliation that wouldn’t stop leaking from my silly little cage.

“I—I'm sorry,” I said, mortified.

Nancy clapped both hands over her mouth and squealed. “You’re such a slut already!”

I covered myself. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Honey,” she said, “you’re wearing a goth babydoll dress with no panties and a cage. You don’t get to mean or not mean to leak. You just leak. It’s what sissies do.”

She handed me a pair of white thigh-high stockings and some boots with coffin-shaped buckles.

“Put those on, and then I’ll call your girlfriend. I think she’s gonna be so proud of her spooky little tramp.”

●         

Axel entered the room five minutes later and didn’t say a word. She just looked at me—standing there in my dress, cage pushing out, cheeks burning—and walked over to take my hand.

“Spin,” she said softly.

I turned slowly.

She ran a hand up my thigh, stopping just short of my cage, and whispered, “You’re perfect.”

I felt my heart shudder.

Nancy giggled and blew me a kiss. “Take good care of her, Axel. That cage is gonna sing tomorrow.”

Axel grinned. “Oh, I know. Thanks for all the help, Nance! I owe you a caged orgasm.”

And then she led me out the door, her hand wrapped around my waist, whispering promises into my ear.

“Wait,” I gasped, squeezing Axel’s hand. “Nancy’s a sissy too?”

Axel laughed. “Of course she is! Why? Do you want to ask her for pointers on how to leak less in your cute whittle cage?”

I blushed. Thought as the pressure intensified, I began to think that wouldn’t have been such a bad idea.


Chapter 4: The Buzzing Girl in the Lingerie Shop
 

After a wonderful evening of teasing, being shaved from head to toe, eating popcorn, and watching classic movies, I awoke to find Axel already dressed.

“We’re going to get you some more close, Princess,” Axel chirped, fixing her black eyeliner. “My girlfriend deserves the very best and the very sluttiest money can buy. Quick, get dressed!”

I just nodded and slipped into the velvet black micro skirt she laid out for me on her bed, the hem so short I could feel the breeze brush the backs of my thighs every time I moved. Beneath it: a black thong covered in tiny little skulls with a string that barely covered my asshole. Beneath that, there was only smooth skin and the heart-shaped cage she’d locked me in the day before, still snug, still dripping every time she looked at me too long.

“Today’s about attitude,” Axel said, looping a silver chain around her neck and slipping into a pair of crushed velvet platforms with silver coffin charms dangling from the ankles. “I want to see my little goth girlfriend pout and preen and try things on like she knows she’s the cutest slut in the store.”

She handed me a lollipop and kissed my forehead.

“Be sweet. Or I buzz you.”

I didn’t even know what that meant, forgetting all about it when we were in the car, halfway down the winding tree-lined road into the Femtopia shopping district. Axel parked in front of a sleek black boutique with window displays of spike collars, corsets strung with velvet ribbon, and mannequins in mesh cutouts that didn’t even pretend to cover anything.

Inside, the air was dark and warm and smelled like leather polish and rose lotion. The lights were dim, the floors velvet-padded. Soft music pulsed low through the walls—something industrial and sensual, like the sound of a whip softened by perfume.

She led me past the chokers and pasties and harnesses straight to the changing stalls. No mirrors. No privacy. Just black curtains with silver tassels and a circular dais beneath a warm spotlight.

“Strip,” she said, sweet as syrup. “And bend over.”

I obeyed, trembling. She dropped to her knees behind me, her fingers cool as they spread my ass. I gasped. Her breath was soft against my skin.

“New rule,” she whispered. “This week, I want to know where you are at all times. And when you’re trying things on, I want you to know how good you look. So…”

There was a slick sound. Cold lube. Something round pressing against my entrance.

“This plug buzzes when I want you to move.”

It slid in slowly, stretching me open, then popping into place. I moaned, gripping the curtain for balance. The stem pressed perfectly against the inside of my cage. I could feel the pressure.

“And shocks when you don’t.”

Click. A soft hum. A vibration like a whisper passed through me, gentle but impossible to ignore. It buzzed once. I yelped.

“Now stand up straight,” Axel said, looping the remote onto her belt and tossing me a dress. “And show me how pretty you can be.”

●         

The first outfit was a blood-red mesh slip that hung off one shoulder and clung to my hips like it was hungry. My cage made a tiny little bump beneath the fabric, clearly visible. I stepped out from behind the curtain and posed, one leg forward, hips tilted.

Shock.

I jolted, moaned, and adjusted my stance.

“Arch your back,” Axel called sweetly. “A good girlfriend would stick her ass out.”

I scrambled to obey, pathetically sticking my ass out like a complete whore and smiling like a dumb bimbo. Anything to make my new girlfriend happy.

“Better,” Axel said, tapping the remote, sending a wave of pleasure coursing through my crushed clit.

Next came a black velvet teddy with cutouts that framed my flat chest and split open just above the cage. Trying to please her, I spun slowly, looked over my shoulder, gave her a pouty little whimper.

Shock.

“A little more attitude,” she said.

So I giggled. Blew her a kiss. Bent forward slightly, hands on my knees.

The kind buzzing began to fill my tiny cage and I moaned as precum trilled from my imprisoned clit.

“See? Good girls get praised.”

She handed me jewelry—silver moon rings, a spiderweb waist chain that jingled across my hips, a bat-shaped harness that pushed my tiny chest together like I had something to show off.

Each time I changed, I had to perform. Step onto the platform. Pose like I loved the humiliation. Like I was proud to be hers. If I hesitated, the shocks came sharp and electric through my ass, never cruel, never angry—but relentless.

“I’m not doing this to punish you,” Axel whispered as she straightened the straps of a deep-v lace chemise that ended just above my cage. “I’m doing it to help you become the girl I know you are. I want you to look in the mirror and believe you deserve every pair of panties in this store.”

I nodded, blinking through tears.

She cupped my cage, thumb rubbing the slickness at the tip.

“You’re doing so good,” she whispered. “So, so good.”

Long story short, we bought everything. Axel had the staff pack up five bags of outfits, each one more humiliating than the last. She kissed my cheek as I tried not to squirm under the weight of the buzzing plug still seated firmly inside me.

Then she drove us to the green.

Femtopia Green wasn’t a park, not really. It was a wide circular stretch of manicured lawn where girls lounged on picnic blankets and strutted in heels and latex under the sun. Speakers hung from every lamppost, and you could stream your own music if you had access. Axel did.

She chose a mix of darkwave, synthpop, and heavy metal. She played it loud.

“Down,” she said softly, sitting on a stone bench beneath a copper statue of a domme with a boot on a man’s neck. “Knees. Now.”

I knelt in front of her, the hem of my skirt blowing in the breeze, cage damp and twitching, plug buzzing every few seconds in lazy pulses. Axel crossed one leg over the other and adjusted her boots—thigh-high black leather, matte and clean, with steel buckles and heels that could kill.

“Worship,” she said simply.

And I did.

I bent forward and kissed the top of her boot, lips trembling. Then again, lower. Then again, slower. She watched me, one hand resting casually on her thigh, the other holding the remote.

“Don’t hesitate. Show me what a good girlfriend does for her Mistress.”

I moaned softly and licked. The leather was warm from the sun. Tasted like polish and dust and her. I kissed the zipper. Sucked the tip of the toe. Ran my tongue along the edge where boot met skin.

Axel uncrossed her legs and set both feet flat on the grass.

Then she leaned back.

“Shoes off.”

I didn’t question it. I unlaced her boots, pulled them off with reverent care, and set them neatly beside me.

She wore black fishnets and tiny toe rings. Her feet were flawless—arched, pale, and perfect, with black-polished toenails that glinted in the light. She flexed them slowly, spreading her toes.

“Good girls kiss feet.”

So I did.

I kissed the top of her foot, then the arch, then lower. I licked between her toes. She moaned softly, grinding her free heel against my chest.

“Now the other.”

I obeyed.

When I hesitated again—just a second—the buzz came sharp and immediate, and I cried out softly into the arch of her foot.

“Don’t whine,” she said. “Just try harder.”

I kissed harder. Licked deeper. Let the humiliation soak into me as her sweat coated my tongue.

By the time I looked up, a few girls were watching. A domme in heels sipping iced tea. A blonde sissy in a corset, her own cage visibly twitching beneath her ruffled skirt.

I didn’t care.

Axel brushed her toes against my lips, then cupped my chin with one hand and made me look her in the eye.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “My wet little girlfriend, everyone watching with your buttplug buzzing as you worship a superior woman. Are you happy?”

“So happy,” I moaned, still on my knees, my ass and cage exposed to the gathering crowd of jeering goddesses and blushing sissies.

“You’re leaking for me, aren’t you?”

I nodded, panting. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

She tapped the cage with a toe. It felt like magic.

“Good Girl.”


Chapter 5: The Belle of the Ball

The night was alive before we even reached the theatre building.

Axel tugged me through Femtopia’s moonlit campus like it belonged to her—like she belonged to the night itself. Her black corset dress shimmered with threads of violet, and the heavy platform boots she wore clicked authoritatively on the cobblestones. The leash she clipped to my collar swayed lightly between us, and the plug deep in my ass pulsed with each step, as if counting down to something I wasn’t ready for but couldn’t escape.

Every girl we passed seemed to know her. Some waved lazily, others stared openly, possessively, with amusement or envy or quiet recognition. But none of them looked at me. Not properly. For that I was grateful.

Axel stopped in front of the doors. They pulsed with bass from within, stained glass glowing in shades of plum and rose.

“Ready?” she asked, her voice soft, but unrelenting.

I nodded, barely.

Axel kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

Inside, the air hit me like steam. The space had once been a grand theatre, but now every surface was drenched in sensuality. Chandeliers made from melted stilettos and tangled lingerie swayed above the dancefloor, where girls in corsets, capes, and sheer skirts danced atop cages or rode sissies like ponies. Velvet curtains framed the stage, drawn back to reveal an enormous, heart-shaped bed surrounded by ropes, swings, and benches—each occupied. Some moaned. Some whimpered. Some just knelt, eyes wide, waiting.

A girl I recognized—Nancy, the bubbly nurse sissy from the clinic—bounced up and down with a tray of pastel shots, wearing nothing but a leather harness and a nurse’s cap, her flat chastity cage leaking down her thighs. She caught sight of Axel and beamed.

“I told them to save a spot up front for you,” Nancy said, then turned and winked at me. “Cute plug.”

I flushed crimson. Axel laughed and pulled me toward the stage.

It was already beginning.

Axel explained what I was watching.

Liza stood at the edge of the chaise lounge, holding a crop and glancing down at her trembling pet, Lollissia, who was already bent forward over the cushioned arm, panties pooled around her ankles. Her cage shimmered in the light, pink and tight and glistening. The strap-on Aliza wore looked thick and mean and deliciously black.

I couldn’t look away.

“I want you to watch,” Axel whispered, pressing herself against my back, arms around my waist, hands stroking the lace where my panties used to be. “I want you to feel it in your cage. Feel what happens when you witness sissies who know how to beg.”

Aliza didn’t warm her up. She lined herself up and shoved in with brutal elegance. Allissia cried out, a high-pitched gasp that dissolved into a moan that filled the whole room. Applause broke out like it was a performance, and I suppose that’s exactly what it was. The crop cracked. Liza’s hips snapped forward again.

And my plug buzzed with pleasure.

I nearly buckled. Axel caught me, grinning, and reached under my dress to flick the base of the plug, sending another jolt through my core.

“You want that, don’t you?” she murmured. “You want to be taken like that. In front of everyone. In a pretty dress and heels and your cage dripping.”

“I—I don’t know,” I stammered.

Axel sucked in a breath like it physically hurt her how cute I was when I squirmed. “I think you do.”

She tugged me toward the stage, walking me past the crowd. Every step made the plug thrum in time with the music, every heartbeat synced with embarrassment, arousal, dread, delight. A spotlight found us. I flinched.

“Up,” she said.

I hesitated.

Her voice didn’t rise, but it hardened. “Now.”

I stepped onto the stage.

Gasps. Laughter. A few whistles.

Axel stepped beside me and whispered, “Strip for me.”

I obeyed.

The dress slid down my shoulders. The mesh top peeled from my chest. I stood in just my fishnets, collar, boots, and cage. My whole body trembled. The plug buzzed again, longer now, constant. A soft moan escaped before I could stop it.

“Pose,” Axel said.

I tried. One hand on my hip. Head tilted. One boot popped forward. I felt like I was on fire.

“Smile, baby,” Axel purred. “Be proud of that little cage. Let them see what a good girl looks like.”

I smiled. Or something like it. My lips trembled too much to tell.

“Good girl.”

She kissed me then, full and slow, claiming my mouth in front of everyone. My knees nearly gave. When she broke it, she turned to the crowd.

“This one’s mine,” she said into the mic. “You can look. But don’t you dare touch.”

She sat on the throne behind me. Snapped her fingers. I dropped to my knees.

“Worship.”

I crawled forward and began kissing her boots, one slow, reverent press at a time. The rubber was still warm from her walk. The scent of her leather mingled with sweat and perfume. The crowd faded. The music blurred. There was only her and the heat and the buzzing between my legs.

She reached down and stroked my hair.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispered. “That’s all I want. A sweet, obedient goth sissy at my feet.”

I kissed higher. Her ankle. Her shin. The top of her boot. She lifted her boot, offering me the dirty underside of her heels.

“Be a good lil titty goth girlfriend.”

I hesitated for half a breath, then leaned in and licked a slow line up and down her dirty shoes, savouring the eyes of the audience and the pride in my new Mistress’s eyes.

And I kept licking.

I felt the trickle down my thigh before I even realized I was leaking. The cage trembled. My whole body ached.

Axel looked down at me, eyes glowing with mischief and pride. “You’re dripping, baby.”

“I’m sorry—”

“Don’t be,” she said, threading her fingers through my hair. “That’s what good girls do when they know who owns them.”

The music surged and Axel laughed and kissed me with her entire being.

And I wasn’t even close to cumming.


Chapter 6: On Display

I don’t know how long we stayed at the party.

At some point, the spotlight drifted away. The music slowed. Allissia was carried offstage in Aliza’s arms, her cheeks tear-streaked, her cage still glistening. Girls danced in loops, sissies were massaged or milked or simply curled up asleep with their heads in a domme’s lap. Nancy winked at me again before vanishing into a velvet-curtained side room with a pair of giddy redheads and a tray of glimmering pastel strapons.

And I was still kneeling at Axel’s feet.

She stroked my hair lazily as I kissed her boots, slower now, not from instruction but from need. My lips ached. My thighs were soaked. The plug inside me had stopped buzzing, but its ghost lingered in every nerve. And when she finally stood and pulled me up with a soft tug of the leash, I stumbled forward like a fawn just learning how to walk.

She smiled. Her voice was low, secretive, like the air between lovers under blankets. “Come. I want you somewhere quiet.”

I followed without question.

Out into the cool night, through twisting garden paths slick with dew, past silent fountains and glowing dorm windows where silhouettes danced on walls. She led me by leash and hand and the heat of her presence, and I followed her through the edge of the campus and into the woods beyond—past the shimmer of the last fairy lights and into wild, tangled dark.

The trees were tall and close, their branches bowing in soft arcs overhead. Moss lined the trunks. Ferns brushed against my calves. I could still feel the beat of the music in my bones, but here it was muffled, distant, like a memory already being claimed by the forest.

And then I saw it—orange flicker through the trees.

A bonfire.

It crackled in a small clearing, the flames high and hungry. No one else was there. Just logs arranged in a circle. A blanket folded on the moss. A bottle of something dark. Axel turned to me, eyes wide and soft, her goth lip gloss smeared from earlier kisses, her cheeks pink from wine and smoke.

“You’ve done so well for me, baby,” she murmured. “You’ve earned something.”

“What—what is it?” I asked, voice barely audible over the fire.

She stepped closer. Her hands found my hips. She kissed me slowly, then pulled me down by the collar until I was kneeling again, this time on damp moss, the fire warming one side of my face, the earth cold beneath my knees.

“I want you to worship me properly now,” she said. “Not boots. Not heels. Me.”

My breath caught.

She hiked up her dress—layer after layer of mesh and satin, until her thighs were bare and her panties were gone and the sweet, dizzying scent of her filled the air between us like incense.

“Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed.

She stepped one leg over my shoulder, straddling me with her thighs pressed to my ears. The fire lit her skin like gold. She was soaked. I could see it. I could smell it. My cage pulsed so hard it hurt.

She rested one boot behind my head and pushed me forward. “Now. Use your mouth, sweetheart. Show me how much you love being mine.”

I whimpered.

And I began.

Her folds were slick and warm, already glistening for me. I kissed them first, slow, reverent kisses like prayer. Then licked gently, experimentally, until she gasped and tightened her thighs around my face. Her taste was sweet and sharp, like wine and metal and the wild tang of desire. My tongue moved in slow figure-eights, circling her clit, teasing it, then pressing flat against it, until she moaned and rolled her hips forward.

“Just like that,” she breathed. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

The fire roared beside us, casting shadows across her body as she ground against my mouth. My arms trembled from holding still, but I wouldn’t dare move. Her thighs squeezed my head like a vice. I could barely breathe. My nose was buried in her, my mouth open wide, tongue flicking and lapping and learning her body with desperate reverence.

“Good girl,” she groaned, fingers in my hair, grinding now with real need. “God, you’re such a good little slut.”

I moaned into her. The vibrations made her buck.

She was close. I could feel it. Her thighs shook. Her voice broke. The fire danced behind her like a demon’s halo, and her hands clutched at my collar like she wanted to choke me and kiss me at the same time.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she gasped.

I didn’t.

When she came, it was like a storm breaking open. She cried out, head thrown back, boots digging into the moss, her entire body trembling against my face. I licked her through it. Tasted every spasm. My cage throbbed so hard I thought I might faint. I leaked onto the ground, helplessly, unable to do anything else but kneel there and drink in the moment.

When she finally pulled away, she collapsed onto the blanket beside the fire, panting, her skin glowing with sweat and triumph. I stayed where I was, still on my knees, tongue out, eyes dazed.

“Come here,” she said gently, pulling me into her lap.

She kissed me again. Slowly. Deeply. Her tongue tasted herself on mine.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “My perfect little goth girl.”

I pressed my face into her neck. She stroked my hair.

We sat like that for a long time, wrapped together in the scent of fire and sex and moss, the stars wheeling overhead. My cage ached. My thighs were wet. My plug buzzed once—just once—as if to remind me who I was now.

And I didn’t want to be anywhere else.


Chapter 7: I’m a Sissy Goth Girlfriend

We woke tangled on the blanket, the fire long since turned to embers.

Her arms were around me, her breath warm on the back of my neck, one thigh hooked casually between mine. The plug was still inside me, resting quiet but impossibly present. My cage was sticky with leaked arousal and morning dew. Her fingers traced slow circles on my stomach, and I didn’t dare move—I just lay there and let the moment hold me.

“I dreamt about you,” she whispered, her voice raspy and low.

I turned, blinking against the light.

“You were in a glass box,” she said, smiling, kissing the tip of my nose. “Pretty and trembling and all mine.”

I flushed. “Was I… happy?”

She nodded. “You were smiling. Even when I locked the box shut.”

We lay like that for a while, kissing, whispering, watching the sun filter through the trees. My whole body ached in the most perfect way. I was sore, wet, filthy, and vibrating from the inside out.

Eventually she stood and stretched, her tits pressing up under the gauzy mesh of her dress, her thighs catching the light like silk. She looked like a forest nymph dipped in sex and eyeliner, barefoot now, her boots dangling from her fingers.

“Come on,” she said. “One more surprise.”

She led me out of the woods, still naked except for the collar, the cage, the plug, and the leash. I followed, half-dazed, heart pounding.

We returned to her dorm—our dorm—sneaking in through the side entrance. The hall was empty. Early still. Girls were sleeping off last night’s parties, sprawled out across beanbags and faux-fur throws. I saw Nancy curled up on the hallway rug like a kitten in her harness, snoring softly.

Inside the room, Axel lit incense. She lit a few candles. She turned on her speaker and let music trickle in—slow, sensual metal layered with female moans. Then she turned to me, eyes glowing.

“Strip the last of it off, baby.”

I hesitated.

She stepped forward, gently resting her hand on the cage. “You trust me, don’t you?”

I nodded.

“Then take it all off.”

With shaking fingers, I reached back and slowly pulled out the plug. I gasped as it left me, trembling, hole twitching. She took it from me, kissed my forehead, and set it gently in a velvet-lined box.

Then she knelt and unlocked my cage.

The second it came off, my cock twitched, leaking again already, but not fully hard—just drippy, sensitive, aching. She didn’t let me touch it. She didn’t even let me look down.

“Lie back,” she said, voice soft but final.

I obeyed, lowering myself onto her bed, the sheets cool against my skin, my limbs splayed open and desperate.

She undressed slowly.

She peeled her dress off one shoulder at a time, revealing black mesh over bare nipples, silver chains resting between her breasts. The skirt slid to the floor. Then she reached into her drawer and pulled out the strap-on—deep black, double-ended, gleaming.

I whimpered.

“You’re going to ride it,” she said, crawling up between my legs. “You’re going to ride me until you’re a mess, and then I’m going to fuck you until you leak through the sheets.”

She lubed the toy, guiding the smaller end inside herself with a practiced shiver. Then she looped the harness and adjusted the straps until it sat perfectly, the thick end pointing at me, glistening.

“Do you want it?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Say it properly.”

“I want you to fuck my sissy hole, Axel. Please.”

She kissed me, deep and claiming, then positioned herself between my thighs and pressed the tip of the toy against my rim. My legs shook.

“Breathe,” she said.

I did.

She entered me slowly. Inch by inch. My mouth fell open. I gasped, moaned, trembled. Her cock filled me in waves, stretching me, pressing into that deep, aching place no one had ever reached before. My hands clutched the sheets. My cock twitched, soft and useless, already leaking again.

When she bottomed out, she bent low and whispered, “You’re my sissy goth girlfriend now.”

I moaned, louder this time.

“I’m your goth domme,” she said. “And you’re my soft, desperate, whimpering little sissy goth girlfriend.”

She pulled out slowly. Pushed back in. The toy ground against her clit with every thrust, and I could feel her shuddering above me.

She started fucking me in earnest, hips rolling, cock plunging deep over and over, slow at first and then faster, as my body opened for her, adjusted to her, needed her. I writhed beneath her, tears welling in my eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming rightness of it.

Axel reached for the wand.

She didn’t ask. She pressed it directly to the base of my cock.

I screamed in pleasure.

The vibrations ran through my entire lower half, shaking me from inside my ass to the tip of my leaking cage-free cock. I couldn’t even get hard. I could only leak and twitch and gasp as she fucked me harder and faster, her thighs clapping against mine, her nails clawing into my hips.

“You feel that?” she whispered, voice ragged. “You’re such a good sissy that you’re not even hard. But you’re mine. You’re gonna cum just from this. Just from me.”

I nodded frantically, sobbing with pleasure.

She turned the wand up.

My whole body arched off the bed. I clutched at the sheets. My pathetic soft cock pulsed—soft, twitching, drooling.

And then it happened.

I came.

I came without being hard, without touching myself, without even thinking. I cried out her name, shaking and sobbing, leaking onto the sheets in pathetic spurts that soaked her thighs and my stomach and the mattress beneath us. My asshole clenched around her strap. My mouth was open in a perfect, ruined moan.

Axel slowed, then stopped, holding me, her cock still buried deep inside.

When the shaking passed, she pulled me into her arms, kissed my forehead, and wiped my tears away.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “That’s what being mine feels like.”

I collapsed against her chest.

Loved.

Claimed.

Rewired.

Her fingers stroked my hair until I fell asleep in her arms.


Epilogue: My New Home

It was late afternoon when I pressed send on the email.

The acceptance was official. The credit transfer is confirmed. The old frat boy, the old major, the old life—it was over. I was transferring to Femtopia University, effective immediately. The message to my old school was short, polite, and final: I won’t be returning.

I didn’t feel fear. I didn’t even feel nervous.

I felt… right.

I turned to Axel, who was lounging on her bed in a fishnet bodysuit and black lipstick so dark it looked purple in the shadows. She was sketching me, legs spread, her bare breasts pressed tight under mesh, and her strap-on already affixed like it was part of her skin. The dildo glistened faintly with lube. She looked up when she saw me watching and smiled, lazy and wolfish.

“Did you do it?” she asked.

I nodded.

She produced a cherry vape, took a long drag, and passed it to me. “Say it out loud, baby.”

I inhaled, coughed, giggled, and said, “I’m transferring. I’m going to be with you. For real. Forever.”

She purred, setting the vape aside. “That’s my girl.”

I crawled to her without even thinking, dressed in nothing but a black mesh crop top and matching fishnets, the new custom cage she’d chosen for me snug and glittery pink, a tiny heart-shaped charm swinging from the base that read GOTH SLUT. My cheeks were painted. My lips were black. My ass was always gloriously sore. But my soul—that sissy little thing was glowing.

Axel kissed me hard.

“You have no idea how happy that makes me,” she whispered against my lips. “My own shy little goth girlfriend. Forever.”

I beamed.

She fucked me then with her perfect strapon, putting me in my place with her slow, grinding, loud humping until my cage leaked so much the sheets were damp and her thighs were slick with sweat and the song looped again and again. And when I looked at her, pupils blown with lust and lips swollen from kissing, I didn’t see just a domme.

I saw my future.


Like this then Try Lexie Locke’s: Sissy Maid of Honor

Teaser

“Eeee! I knew you’d say yes!” Julia beamed. “Okay, first things first—I need to see what I’m working with. Strip.”

My jaw dropped. “Wait... what?”

She blushed faintly at her own boldness, then straightened with mock-serious authority. “Come on! If we’re going to do this properly, I need to see my doll.”

I hesitated.

“Don’t make me take them off for you, Missy,” Julia said, crossing her arms and tapping her foot. “Chop chop.”

That name hit me like a shot of tequila at 4am.

Missy.

With trembling hands, I peeled off my boxers and stepped out of them.

Julia’s eyes swept over me and she let out a low whistle.

“Well, damn,” she said, circling me like a sculptor studying a blank statue. “You’ve got such a pretty little figure. So lithe, so slim... Barely any body hair. Hardly any muscle. This is going to be easy.”

I flushed. Her words were compliments, but they made me feel small. Soft. Like, I just a doll.

Then her gaze dropped to my groin.

“Oh my god,” she giggled, biting her lip. “Is... that it?”

I tried to speak but Julia was laughing so hard.

“You really are one of the girls!”


About The Author

Lexie Locke

Lexie Locke is a bold new voice in erotic fiction, specializing in stories where powerful women take the lead and never let go. With a focus on themes like female-led relationships, chastity, and submissive transformation, her work blends literary elegance with sensual intensity. Her stories are known for their emotional depth, provocative scenarios, and just the right touch of wicked fun.
She is the author of several bestselling series, including From Best Friend to Keyholder, a slow-burning exploration of erotic power exchange; Pride and Prejudice and Punishment, a daring reimagining of the classic novel with a dominant twist; 7 Nights of Sissy, a week-long journey into playful surrender; and the Sissy University universe, where discipline, desire, and transformation go hand in hand.
Lexie lives in California with her two cats and an ever-growing wine collection. She once spent a summer traveling through Canada—an experience that gave her plenty of "research material" and inspiration for her most tantalizing stories.



Books By This Author

Sissy Maid of Honor: Trained to Serve the Bride (sissy, femdom, chastity, humiliation) (Seven Nights of Sissy Book 1)


I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.


Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)

Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)


I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.


Sissy Nurse Training: Feminized. Locked. And Loving it!: Sissy University Universe 


Welcome to Femtopia University, where medicine meets submission.
When a promising young med student transfers to Femtopia's elite Med School, he expects cutting-edge science and progressive training. What he finds instead is a pink-and-latex paradise ruled by brilliant, dominant women—doctors, nurses, and mentors with very strict ideas about obedience, hygiene, and what it truly means to serve.
Under the cold, commanding gaze of Doctor Elkie, our shy protagonist is stripped of his past, reshaped into something softer, sweeter, and locked away into something much more....petite. With the help of mischievous nurses Trixie and Missy, he begins a journey of transformation—through beauty treatments, uniform fittings, etiquette lessons, and clinical trials that leave no part of him untouched.
Femtopia’s Sissy Clinic is a wickedly clever, deliciously teasing tale of erotic surrender and identity redefinition. Packed with glorious medical play, training humiliation, and high-gloss seduction, this is the ultimate curriculum for anyone who’s ever dreamed of being thoroughly broken down… and built back up in heels.
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