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Chapter 1: Alone

The apartment felt like a prison cell without her.

I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at my phone screen for the hundredth time that day. Still nothing. No messages. No calls. No photos of those perfect feet that had controlled my every thought for the past five months.

Victoria had been gone for thirty-two days.

Thirty-two days since she’d kissed my forehead and told me she’d be back soon. Thirty-two days since I’d last worshipped her feet. Thirty-two days since I’d felt like a person instead of a hollow shell.

My hand drifted to the pink cage between my legs—the only part of her that remained. The cool metal was familiar, comforting even. I wasn’t supposed to touch myself while she was gone. She’d made that clear. But the cage didn’t count as touching, did it? It was just… checking.

I cupped the small device through my panties. Even through the fabric, I could feel how much smaller it had become. Or rather, how much smaller I had become.

The catalyst injection was supposed to make everything permanent. That’s what the futanari nurses had promised while they came on my face and breasts, while they forced me to swallow their cum. “You’ll feminize dramatically now,” they’d said.

And I had. My breasts had swollen to B-cups, full and heavy and sensitive. My penis had shrunk to a pathetic four centimeters back then, barely visible even when strained against the cage. My face had softened, my hips had widened, and for the first time in my life, I’d looked in the mirror and seen a girl.

Alexis. Not Alex. Alexis.

But that was then. That was when Victoria’s presence kept everything in place, when her daily commands and her perfect feet gave structure to my transformation.

Now, alone, my body was betraying me.

I stood up and walked to the full-length mirror in the corner of my dorm room. What stared back at me made my chest tighten.

My breasts were smaller. Not dramatically, but enough to notice. Where once they’d filled a B-cup bra and strained against my tank tops, now they barely managed an A-cup. The flesh was softer, less firm. When I cupped them with both hands, I could feel the difference—like balloons slowly deflating.

I turned to the side, examining my profile. My hips were still wider than a boy’s should be, but they’d narrowed slightly. The feminine curve that had made me so proud was fading.

And my cage…

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my pink panties and pushed them down. The cage gleamed in the afternoon light streaming through the window. I wrapped my fingers around it and felt my stomach drop.

There was more room inside. The cage that had been painfully tight a month ago now had space. I could shift slightly, could feel the extra millimeter or two that hadn’t been there before.

My penis was growing back.

Not a little. Two centimeters at least—my clitty had grown back to six centimeters. The cage that had been painfully tight was now almost comfortable. Enough to be noticeable. Enough to terrify me.

The catalyst injection had failed. Without Victoria’s hormones, without her control, my body was reverting to male. The breasts would shrink away entirely. The penis would return to its original, shameful size. The soft skin would coarsen. Everything she’d built would crumble.

I pulled my panties back up and sank onto the bed, my face in my hands.

The worst part wasn’t the physical changes. It was the mental ones.

Without Victoria, I was lost. Every morning I woke up expecting to see a text from her telling me to come worship her feet before class. Every afternoon I’d check my phone hoping for a photo of her soles, her painted toenails, her perfect arches. Every evening I’d lie in bed remembering the taste of her skin, the softness of her feet against my tongue, the way she’d moan when I sucked her toes just right.

I was addicted to her feet. Completely, pathetically addicted.

And I was in withdrawal.

My hand moved to my phone again. I unlocked it and opened the photos app, navigating to the hidden folder I’d created. The folder was simply labeled “M”—for Mistress.

Inside were hundreds of photos. Victoria’s feet from every angle. Close-ups of her toes, the delicate pink nail polish she favored. Her soles, soft and flawless, captured in perfect lighting. Her arches, impossibly high and elegant. Some photos showed her feet on my face, taken from her perspective looking down at me. Others were artistic shots she’d sent me during the day, teasing reminders of what I’d be worshipping later.

I selected one at random—a photo of her bare feet resting on a coffee table, crossed at the ankles, perfectly pedicured toenails gleaming. I remembered the day she’d sent it. I’d been in class, trying to focus on a lecture about post-modern literature. The photo had appeared on my screen and I’d immediately felt my cage strain painfully. I’d excused myself to the bathroom and spent fifteen minutes just staring at the image, my caged clitty leaking into my panties.

Now, looking at the same photo, I felt that familiar ache.

My cage started to fill, the metal biting into sensitive flesh. I shifted on the bed, trying to relieve the pressure, but it was hopeless. Even the thought of Victoria’s feet was enough to make me hard—or as hard as the cage would allow, which was barely anything at all.

I scrolled through more photos. Victoria’s feet in heels. Victoria’s feet in strappy sandals. Victoria’s feet in my face while I looked up at her with desperate, pleading eyes.

My breathing quickened. My free hand drifted back to the cage, pressing against it through my panties. The pressure built, that familiar mix of pain and pleasure that came from being denied for so long.

How long had it been since I’d cum? Two weeks? Three? I’d lost count. Before Victoria left, she’d given me one last sissygasm—her fingers expertly working my prostate while I worshipped her feet. I’d cum so hard I’d seen stars, spurting weakly from my caged clitty while moaning around her perfect toes.

Then she’d re-locked the cage and smiled down at me. “Don’t touch yourself while I’m gone. I’ll know.”

And I hadn’t. But that didn’t stop my body from trying.

I pulled a pillow from the top of my bed and positioned it between my legs. This was pathetic. This was exactly the kind of desperate, sissy behavior that would disappoint Victoria if she knew.

But she wasn’t here. And I needed something.

I kept the phone in front of me, the photo of Victoria’s feet filling the screen. Then I began to grind against the pillow, the pressure against my cage sending jolts of sensation through my body.

It wasn’t the same as being touched. It wasn’t even close to the heaven of having her feet in my face, her toes in my mouth, her soles pressed against my tongue. But it was something.

I rocked my hips slowly at first, the cage pressing into the pillow’s softness. The pink metal bit into my flesh where my clitty tried uselessly to swell, the bars digging into sensitive skin. But underneath the pain was a thin thread of pleasure—the kind of desperate, frustrated pleasure that came from weeks of denial.

My eyes never left the screen. I imagined kneeling before her. Imagined her extending one perfect foot toward me, wiggling those delicate toes in invitation. I could almost smell the faint scent of her vanilla lotion mixed with the natural musk of her skin, could almost feel the silky softness of her soles against my eager tongue.

“Please, Mistress,” I whispered to the empty room. My hips moved faster against the pillow, grinding my caged clitty into the fabric with increasing desperation. “Please let me worship your feet. I need them. I need to taste them. Please.”

The pressure built in my cage. My clitty strained against the metal prison, trying desperately to get hard, to find release. The head pressed against the front of the cage, pre-cum oozing steadily from the small holes at the tip. I could feel it—warm and slick—pooling inside the cage and dripping down onto my balls.

I was close. Somehow, impossibly, grinding against a pillow like a pathetic sissy while staring at photos of feet, I was close to cumming.

My breathing turned to ragged pants. I clutched the phone tighter, zooming in on the photo until Victoria’s toes filled the entire screen. Those perfect, elegant toes with their soft pink polish that I’d kissed and sucked and worshipped for hours on end. I could remember exactly how each one felt in my mouth—the slightly salty taste of her skin, the smooth texture of the nail against my tongue, the way she’d curl them when I sucked just right.

“Mistress,” I moaned, my hips bucking frantically now. “Your feet… your perfect feet… I’m your foot slave… please…”

My balls tightened. My hole clenched around nothing, desperate for the plug I’d removed earlier. My nipples—still sensitive from the hormones—ached against the sheets.

The orgasm hit me like a truck.

My whole body seized as I came, my back arching off the bed. Cum spurted weakly from my caged clitty, dribbling through the small holes in pathetic little pulses. Not the powerful jets of a real orgasm—just sad, milky drips that soaked into my panties and the pillow beneath me. My clitty twitched and pulsed inside its pink prison, each contraction squeezing out another drop of sissy juice. Wave after wave of pleasure-pain rolled through me as my prostate spasmed, my hole clenching rhythmically around nothing.

I collapsed onto the bed, the phone falling from my hand. My heart pounded in my chest. My panties were soaked. And spreading through my body was a familiar sensation.

Guilt.

I’d broken her command. She’d told me not to touch myself, and while technically I hadn’t used my hands, I’d still gotten off. That wasn’t allowed. That was a violation of our agreement, of the contract I’d signed what felt like a lifetime ago.

Tears pricked at my eyes. Without Victoria here, I was falling apart. My body was reverting, I was breaking her rules, and I was so desperately, pathetically lonely that I’d just humped a pillow to pictures of feet.

I reached for my phone and typed out a message.

Mistress, I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I needed you. Please come back. Please.

I stared at the message for a long moment, my finger hovering over the send button.

Then I deleted it.

She’d said she’d be back soon. I had to trust that. I had to be patient. And I had to stop being such a needy, desperate sissy.

I peeled off my soaked panties and dropped them in the hamper, then grabbed a fresh pair from my drawer—pink, like all the others. Victoria had thrown away every piece of male underwear I’d owned months ago. Now my drawer was full of panties in various shades of pink, purple, and white. Sissy colors for a sissy girl.

After changing, I lay back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. The guilt from my unauthorized orgasm was already fading, replaced by the familiar ache of longing.

Thirty-two days without her feet. Thirty-two days without her commands. Thirty-two days without feeling like I belonged to something, someone.

How much longer could I survive like this?

My phone buzzed.

I grabbed it so fast I nearly dropped it, my heart leaping into my throat. Victoria. It had to be Victoria. She was texting to say she was coming back, that she missed me, that she wanted her sissy’s tongue on her feet again.

But when I looked at the screen, my excitement curdled into something else.

Saw you walking to class today. Looking lonely without your Mistress. Want some company? - D

Diana.

I should have ignored it. Should have deleted the message and blocked her number. Diana was Victoria’s rival, her enemy. She’d been trying to steal me away since the beginning, offering pleasure when Victoria offered denial, promising freedom when Victoria demanded submission.

But Victoria wasn’t here. And Diana was.

My finger hovered over the screen.

Before I could talk myself out of it, I typed a response.

Where?

The reply came immediately.

Library. Third floor. Now.

I looked down at myself. I was wearing a tank top that showed off my shrinking breasts and a pair of tight yoga pants that hugged my hips and made the outline of my cage barely visible. My hair was a mess, and I wasn’t wearing any makeup.

I should have said no. Should have stayed in my room and mourned Victoria’s absence in private.

Instead, I grabbed my phone and headed for the door.

The library was only a five-minute walk from my dorm. I kept my head down the whole way, avoiding eye contact with the other students. Some of them knew what I was. Some of them had seen me in the nightclub months ago, dancing in a short dress with Victoria’s chastity key gleaming between her breasts on its necklace.

But most people just saw a girl. That’s what I passed as now—or at least, what I used to pass as before the changes started reversing.

I took the stairs to the third floor, my legs trembling slightly. This was a bad idea. This was exactly what Victoria would punish me for.

But Victoria wasn’t here.

Diana was waiting in the back corner, tucked between two rows of dusty shelves that no one ever visited. She looked exactly as I remembered—long black hair, dark predatory eyes, tight pants and a leather jacket that screamed aggression.

Her feet were bare, kicked up on the table in front of her.

My eyes went to them immediately. I couldn’t help it. They were beautiful—size eight, athletic but well-maintained, toenails painted deep red. Not as perfect as Victoria’s, not as soft or delicate. But right now, with Victoria gone and my body screaming for foot worship, they were paradise.

Diana saw where my eyes went and smiled.

“There’s my favorite sissy,” she purred. “You look terrible.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, sliding into the chair across from her.

“I’m serious. You look like you haven’t slept in days.” She tilted her head, studying me. “Withdrawal, isn’t it? From her.”

I didn’t answer.

“How long has it been since you’ve worshipped feet?” Diana asked, wiggling her toes. “Since you’ve had them in your face, in your mouth?”

“Thirty-two days,” I whispered.

Diana whistled low. “Damn. That’s cruel, even for Victoria. Leaving her little foot slave all alone without any feet to lick.”

“She’s coming back.”

“Is she?” Diana lowered her feet from the table and placed them on the floor, spreading her legs slightly. “Or did she finally get bored of her sissy toy?”

“She’s coming back,” I repeated, but my voice cracked on the last word.

Diana stood and walked around the table. She moved like a predator—confident, unhurried, certain of her power. When she reached me, she placed one hand on the back of my chair and leaned down until her lips were next to my ear.

“You must be so desperate,” she whispered. “So hungry for feet. For worship. For someone to tell you what to do.”

My cage strained. I hated that she was right. I hated that just being near her, just having someone acknowledge my need, was enough to make me hard.

“I can help you,” Diana continued. Her other hand came up to stroke my hair. “I’ve always been able to help you. While Victoria denies and denies and denies, I give. Remember?”

I did remember. Remembered the sissygasms she’d given me when Victoria kept me locked and frustrated. Remembered her fingers expertly working my prostate, her feet in my face while I came harder than I ever had with just my cage.

“What do you want?” I asked.

Diana pulled back and smiled. Then she sat down in her chair, spread her legs, and placed both bare feet in my lap.

“Worship them,” she said simply.

I stared down at her feet. They were warm against my caged clitty, pressing through my yoga pants. My hands trembled as I reached for them.

“This doesn’t mean anything,” I said. “I’m still Victoria’s.”

“Of course you are,” Diana said, but her smile said she didn’t believe it. “Now lick.”

I lifted one of her feet to my face.

The scent hit me first—clean but with a faint musk underneath, the natural smell of skin and a hint of sweat from walking across campus. It wasn’t Victoria’s scent. Wasn’t the vanilla-and-lotion combination I’d become addicted to. Diana smelled earthier, more primal—leather and something darker beneath.

But it was feet. Beautiful, dominant female feet. And I was so desperately, pathetically hungry that my mouth watered instantly.

I pressed my lips to her arch and kissed softly, feeling the warmth of her skin against my mouth. Diana sighed above me, settling deeper into her chair, her legs spreading wider. Encouraged, I kissed again, letting my lips linger, then worked my way down to her heel—the skin slightly rougher there—then back up toward her toes.

“That’s it,” Diana murmured. “Good sissy.”

The praise sent a shiver down my spine, my cage immediately responding with a sharp throb. I extended my tongue and licked slowly along the sole of her foot, from heel to toe in one long, wet stroke. The taste bloomed across my tongue—slightly salty from the day, faintly sweet underneath, the unmistakable flavor of female skin. Different from Victoria, but not bad. Not bad at all.

My cage strained so hard the metal bit into my flesh. Pre-cum oozed from the tip, soaking through my yoga pants.

“You’re such a natural foot worshipper,” Diana said, her voice husky now. “Victoria trained you well.”

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, my lips sealing around it as my tongue swirled over the painted nail, traced the shape of the toe, explored the sensitive pad underneath. Diana moaned softly—a wet, genuine sound—and her other foot pressed harder against my caged clitty through my pants. The pressure made me gasp around her toe, my hips involuntarily rocking forward.

This was wrong. This was a betrayal. But I couldn’t stop. The taste of her skin, the warmth of her foot in my mouth, the weight of her other foot grinding against my cage—it was everything I’d been starving for.

I released her big toe with a wet pop and moved to the next one, sucking it between my lips, my tongue dancing around it. Then the third, the fourth, the little toe—each one received my devoted attention. My hands weren’t idle—they massaged her arch, my thumbs pressing into the muscle, kneading the tension away while my mouth worshipped.

“Fuck,” Diana breathed. “Suck them all at once.”

I opened my mouth wider and took three toes in at once, my tongue working between them, tasting the slightly salty skin in the creases. Diana’s foot flexed in my mouth, her toes curling against my tongue. I could hear the wet sounds of my worship—obscene slurping and sucking that echoed in the quiet library stacks.

My cage was leaking constantly now, a wet spot spreading through my pants. My nipples were hard, aching points beneath my tank top. Every nerve in my body was alive, focused entirely on the feet in my face.

“See?” Diana said breathlessly, her hips shifting in the chair. “I’m here. I give you what you need. Where’s Victoria?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t answer with my mouth full of her toes, my tongue lapping at the spaces between them, my lips sealed around her flesh.

But inside, a small voice whispered.

Where is Victoria?

And I hated that I was asking.


Chapter 2: Diana’s Visits

Diana came to me again three days later.

I was in the campus library, hiding in a back corner between dusty shelves of academic journals nobody ever read. Pretending to study for a literature exam I didn’t care about. Really, I was scrolling through photos of Victoria’s feet for the hundredth time, my cage straining painfully under my denim skirt.

Thirty-five days without her now. Thirty-five days and my breasts had shrunk even more. I’d had to switch to sports bras because my regular ones gaped at the cups. My nipples were still sensitive when they brushed against fabric, but the fullness was gone. The B-cups that had made me so proud were barely an A now, and shrinking fast.

A shadow fell across my table.

I looked up. Diana stood at the end of the aisle, her black leather jacket stark against the muted library lighting. She crooked one finger in a “come here” gesture.

Every rational part of my brain screamed to ignore her. To stay in the library, to text Victoria, to remember who I belonged to.

But Victoria hadn’t texted in six days.

I gathered my books and walked toward her, following as she led me deeper into the stacks, away from the few other students studying nearby.

“You look worse than last time,” Diana said once we were alone. She circled me slowly in the narrow aisle, predator examining prey between walls of forgotten books. “Let me guess. Another cup size down?”

I crossed my arms over my chest defensively. “What do you want?”

“To help.” She stopped in front of me, dark eyes boring into mine. “You’re falling apart without her, Alexis. Anyone can see it.”

The use of my name—my real name, not “sissy” or “toy” or any of the degrading terms she usually preferred—made my throat tight.

“She’s coming back,” I said for what felt like the thousandth time.

“Maybe. Maybe not.” Diana tilted her head. “But I’m here now. And I have something you need.”

“I don’t need anything from you.”

“Liar.” She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something dark and musky, nothing like Victoria’s sweet vanilla scent. “You need feet. You need worship. You need someone to tell you you’re a good girl when you lick properly.”

My cage twitched. Damn her for knowing exactly what words would make me weak.

“Come to my apartment,” Diana said. “One hour. I promise you’ll feel better.”

“I can’t betray Victoria.”

Diana laughed, sharp and mocking. “Betray her? She abandoned you. Left you here with a body that’s reverting and no way to stop it. Where’s the betrayal in taking care of yourself?”

She had a point. God help me, she had a point.

“What would I have to do?” I asked quietly.

Diana’s smile was triumphant. “Nothing you haven’t done before. Worship my feet. Maybe let me make you cum. Simple.”

Simple. Right.

“One hour,” she repeated. “Text me when you’re outside.”

She walked away before I could respond, leaving me standing there with my books clutched to my shrinking chest and my cage leaking into my panties.



I shouldn’t have gone.

I knew it was wrong as I stood outside Diana’s apartment building, my finger hovering over the send button. Knew it was a betrayal of everything Victoria and I had built together.

But I sent the text anyway.

I’m here.

The door buzzed immediately. I climbed three flights of stairs, my heart pounding, my cage already straining in anticipation. When I reached Diana’s door, it swung open before I could knock.

“Good girl,” Diana purred. “I knew you’d come.”

Her apartment was different from Victoria’s. Where Victoria’s had been soft and feminine—pink accents, plush furniture, framed photos of us together—Diana’s was all hard edges and dark colors. Black leather couch, steel-and-glass coffee table, walls painted deep burgundy.

And in the center of the living room, positioned prominently, was a leather recliner.

Diana walked to it and sat down, spreading her legs in a casual display of dominance. She was barefoot, wearing only a tight black tank top and leather pants that hugged her athletic curves.

“Take off your shoes,” she commanded.

I slipped off my flats, my painted toes—pink, always pink—curling against the cool hardwood floor.

“Now come here.”

I walked to her slowly, my cage rubbing against my soaked panties with each step. When I stood before her, she gestured to the floor.

“Kneel.”

I knelt.

“Good sissy.” Diana reached out and stroked my hair. The touch was gentle but possessive, claiming. “Now, I’m going to do something Victoria would never do. Something that will blow your mind.”

“What?” I whispered.

Diana smiled. Then she slid off the recliner and knelt on the floor in front of me.

My brain short-circuited.

“Give me your foot,” Diana said.

“What?”

“Your foot. Left one. Now.”

Confused and aroused beyond belief, I extended my left leg. Diana took my foot in both hands, her fingers warm against my skin. She examined it like a precious object—my painted toenails, my delicate arch, my soft sole.

“Victoria has you so well trained to worship,” Diana murmured. “But has she ever worshipped you?”

“I… no. She’s the Mistress. I’m the—”

“Sissy. Slave. Property. I know.” Diana lifted my foot to her face. “But what if someone treated these pretty feet the way you treat hers?”

Before I could process what was happening, Diana’s tongue touched my sole.

I gasped, my whole body jerking like I’d been shocked.

The sensation was electric. Foreign. Wrong in the best possible way. I’d spent months—months—worshipping Victoria’s feet, learning every technique to make her moan and cum. But no one had ever done it to me. No one had ever made me the object of worship instead of the worshipper.

Diana licked slowly from my heel to my toes, her tongue warm and wet and impossibly soft against my sensitive skin. I felt every millimeter of the stroke—the slight roughness of her tongue’s surface, the warm saliva she left behind, the way my nerve endings lit up like fireworks.

My cage strained so hard the metal bit into my flesh. My clitty throbbed uselessly inside its pink prison.

“Oh god,” I whimpered, my voice cracking.

“You like that?” Diana sucked my big toe into her mouth, her lips sealing around it as her tongue swirled exactly the way I’d been trained to do for Victoria. The wet heat engulfed my toe, her tongue tracing the nail, the pad, the sensitive skin underneath. “Mmm. You taste good, sissy.”

This was insane. This was a complete role reversal. I was supposed to be the one doing the worshipping, not receiving it. My mind couldn’t process the sensation—the warm suction, the teasing tongue, the soft lips working my toe like it was precious.

But it felt incredible. My entire body trembled.

Diana worked each of my toes methodically, sucking and licking while her hands massaged my arch, her thumbs pressing into the muscle. When she took my second toe, she moaned around it—a vibration that shot straight to my caged clitty. By the time she reached my pinky toe, I was panting, my hips shifting restlessly, pre-cum oozing steadily from my cage and soaking through my panties. A dark wet spot was definitely forming on my skirt.

“Does Victoria ever make you feel powerful?” Diana asked between licks. “Does she ever put herself beneath you?”

“N-no. That’s not… that’s not how it works.”

“It could be.” Diana kissed my arch, then the ball of my foot. “With me, you could switch. Be worshipped when you need it. Worship when you crave it. Freedom instead of ownership.”

The words should have repulsed me. Should have made me pull away and run back to my dorm to wait faithfully for Victoria’s return.

Instead, they made my cage throb harder.

Diana must have seen something in my face because she smiled and released my foot. “But that’s not what you really need right now, is it?”

“No,” I admitted.

“You need to worship. Need to submit. Need feet in your face and commands in your ears.” She stood and returned to the recliner, settling back with her legs spread. “So worship mine, sissy.”

The relief of returning to familiar territory was palpable. I crawled forward eagerly, my hands reaching for her feet before she’d even finished speaking.

Diana’s feet were different from Victoria’s. Larger, more athletic, with stronger arches and slightly calloused soles from whatever sports she played. The toenails were painted deep red instead of pink—blood red, predatory—and she wore a delicate silver anklet on her right foot that glinted in the light.

But they were feet. Beautiful, dominant female feet. And I was so desperately hungry that drool pooled in my mouth at the sight of them.

I lifted her right foot to my face and inhaled deeply, my eyes fluttering closed. The scent flooded my senses—clean but musky, the natural smell of warm skin mixed with a hint of leather from her boots and something darker underneath, something uniquely Diana. My cock lurched in its cage, straining uselessly against the pink metal.

My tongue extended before I could stop it, licking along her sole in one long, worshipful stroke. I tasted salt and skin, felt the texture change from the slightly rougher heel to the silky arch to the soft pads beneath her toes.

Diana sighed above me, a low, satisfied sound. “That’s it. Good girl. Show me what Victoria taught you.”

I kissed her heel, letting my lips linger against the warm skin, then worked my way up her foot with tiny, reverent kisses. Her skin was soft despite the calluses, heated against my lips. I could feel her pulse beneath the thin skin of her arch. When I reached her toes, I sucked her big toe into my mouth and moaned around it—the sound muffled and desperate.

The taste of her filled my mouth. Slightly salty, faintly sweet, the unmistakable flavor of female flesh. I swirled my tongue around her toe, tracing the curve of the nail, lapping at the sensitive pad underneath.

This was wrong. This was cheating. But it felt so right to have feet in my face again, to taste skin and feel toes against my tongue. My whole body buzzed with the rightness of it.

I worked each toe individually, my training from Victoria coming back automatically like muscle memory. Suck until the toe was slick with saliva, swirl the tongue around the nail, gentle nibble on the sensitive pad, then release with a wet pop and move to the next. Diana’s breathing grew heavier above me, her chest rising and falling faster.

“Fuck,” she muttered, her thighs shifting. “Victoria really did train you well. Your tongue is incredible.”

The praise made me work harder, my worship more fervent. I switched to her other foot, giving it the same devoted attention. My hands massaged her arches, thumbs pressing deep into the muscle, while my mouth worshipped her toes. I licked between them, tasting the slightly saltier skin in the creases, my tongue probing every crevice.

My cage leaked constantly now, pre-cum oozing through the holes and soaking my panties. A dark wet spot spread across my skirt where my caged clitty pressed against the fabric. But I didn’t care. Couldn’t care.

For the first time in thirty-five days, I felt like I had purpose. Like I was doing what I was meant to do. The world narrowed to nothing but these feet—the taste, the smell, the warmth, the texture. Everything else faded away.

After ten minutes of worship, Diana pulled her feet away. I whimpered at the loss, reaching for them desperately.

“Shh,” she soothed. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She stood and walked behind the recliner, retrieving something I couldn’t see. When she returned, she was holding a bottle of lube.

“Lift your skirt,” Diana commanded.

I obeyed, pulling the denim up around my waist. My pink panties were soaked through, the outline of my cage clearly visible.

“Panties off.”

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out of them. My caged clitty bobbed slightly, pre-cum dripping from the tip.

Diana knelt in front of me and examined the cage. “Still pink. Still locked. How long since you’ve cum?”

“Three weeks,” I whispered.

“And the last time?”

“Victoria gave me a sissygasm. With her fingers and… and her feet in my face.”

Diana nodded slowly. “And you haven’t had one since?”

“I came once. Humping a pillow. But it wasn’t… it didn’t count. It wasn’t allowed.”

“Poor thing.” Diana’s hand cupped my cage, making me gasp. “Victoria is cruel. Effective, but cruel.”

She released the cage and spun one finger in a “turn around” gesture. I turned, presenting my ass to her. I was still plugged—had been wearing the small plug constantly since Victoria left, some desperate attempt to maintain her control even in her absence.

Diana gripped the plug’s base and tugged gently. “Good sissy. Keeping yourself ready.”

She pulled the plug out slowly. The sensation of emptiness that followed was almost painful. I’d gotten so used to being filled.

The sound of the lube bottle opening made me tremble. But before her fingers touched me, Diana repositioned herself.

“On your knees,” she commanded. “Face me.”

I turned and knelt, confused but obedient. Diana sat back in the recliner, her legs spreading wide, and lifted her right foot.

“Open your mouth.”

I obeyed automatically, my jaw dropping, tongue extended in invitation. Diana slid her foot into my mouth—slowly, deliberately—her toes pressing against my tongue, filling me, claiming my mouth. I could taste her skin, feel the smooth texture of her toenails, smell the musky scent of her sole inches from my nose.

Then her slick fingers were pressing against my hole from behind, two at once, probing for entrance.

I whimpered around her foot as she pushed inside. My hole stretched around her fingers—still loose from the plug I wore constantly—and she slid in easily, her knuckles pressing against my rim.

She found my prostate on the first try.

“Oh fuck!” I tried to cry out, but her foot muffled the sound into a desperate, garbled moan around her toes. My whole body jerked, my caged clitty twitching uselessly.

“There it is.” Diana’s fingers rubbed the swollen gland in slow, deliberate circles while her foot pressed deeper into my mouth, her toes reaching toward the back of my throat. “That spot that makes you Victoria’s perfect sissy. That makes you cum without your pathetic little clitty even mattering.”

The dual sensation was overwhelming—her foot filling my mouth, toes pressing against my tongue, her fingers buried in my ass, massaging that electric spot inside me. I was being claimed from both ends, used completely, every hole stuffed.

My cage throbbed. Pre-cum dripped steadily from the tip, forming a small puddle on the hardwood floor between my knees.

“You know what the difference is between Victoria and me?” Diana whispered, her foot flexing against my tongue, toes curling. “Victoria makes you beg and suffer and wait for weeks. I give you what you need.”

Her fingers moved faster, thrusting now instead of circling, hitting my prostate with every stroke. The wet sounds of her fingers fucking my hole filled the room—obscene squelching that made my face burn with shame even as my body trembled with pleasure.

Her toes curled harder in my mouth. My legs shook uncontrollably. My breathing turned to desperate pants through my nose, drool leaking from the corners of my lips around her foot.

“That’s it,” Diana encouraged, pressing her foot harder against my face until I gagged slightly on her toes. “Cum for me, sissy. Cum with my foot in your mouth and my fingers in your ass. Show me how well trained you are.”

“I… I can’t…” I tried to speak around her toes, the words nothing but garbled moans. My clitty pulsed in its cage, straining uselessly against the metal.

“Victoria isn’t here.” Diana’s fingers curled hard against my prostate, rubbing in tight, fast circles while her foot pushed deeper, gagging me, making my eyes water. “I am. Now cum.”

The orgasm ripped through me without warning.

My whole body convulsed, every muscle seizing at once. I cried out around her foot—a muffled, animalistic sound—as cum erupted from my caged clitty. Not the weak dribble of a ruined orgasm but actual spurts, shooting through the holes in the cage and splattering across the hardwood floor.

Wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me, centered on my prostate where her fingers still worked, radiating outward through my belly, my balls, my thighs. My hole clenched rhythmically around her fingers. My toes curled so hard they cramped. Tears streamed down my face.

Diana didn’t stop. She kept fingering me through the entire orgasm, her fingers relentless on my prostate, prolonging it, intensifying it. Every time I thought it was over, another wave would crash through me, another spurt would dribble from my cage.

“That’s it,” she cooed, her foot still filling my mouth. “Good sissy. Keep cumming. Give me all of it.”

Finally—after what felt like hours but was probably only a minute—the orgasm faded. Diana pulled her fingers out slowly, and I whimpered at the sudden emptiness. My hole gaped slightly, clenching around nothing.

I collapsed forward onto my hands and knees, gasping for breath, drool and tears dripping from my face. Cum pooled on the floor beneath me, more than I’d produced in weeks. My whole body trembled with aftershocks.

“Good girl,” Diana murmured, stroking my back. “Such a good girl.”

The praise combined with the post-orgasm endorphins made my eyes water. When had Victoria last called me a good girl? When had she last let me cum without making me suffer for hours first?

Diana walked around to face me, wiping her fingers on a towel. “See? I take care of you. I give you pleasure instead of endless denial.”

I looked up at her, still trembling from the orgasm. “This doesn’t change anything. I’m still Victoria’s.”

“Of course you are.” Diana knelt and cupped my face, her thumb stroking my cheek. “But I’m here. And she’s not. Remember that.”

She stood and retrieved my panties, handing them to me. “Clean up. Get dressed. And Alexis?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t tell Victoria about this. It would only hurt her. And we wouldn’t want that, would we?”

The guilt that had been temporarily banished by orgasmic bliss came crashing back.

I’d betrayed Victoria. Worshipped another woman’s feet. Let another woman make me cum.

But as I pulled my soaked panties back on and smoothed down my skirt, I couldn’t deny the truth.

Diana was right. She gave me what I needed. And Victoria was nowhere to be found.



That night, lying in my dorm bed, I stared at my phone.

Still no messages from Victoria. No photos of her feet. No commands. No acknowledgment that I existed.

But there was a message from Diana.

Same time next week? - D

I should have said no. Should have blocked her number and committed myself fully to waiting for Victoria, no matter how long it took.

Instead, I typed a single word.

Yes.

And hated myself for how good it felt to have someone want me.


Chapter 3: Return to Male Life

Two months.

Sixty days since Victoria had kissed my forehead and promised she’d be back soon.

I stood in front of my dorm room mirror and barely recognized the person staring back.

My breasts were almost completely flat. What little remained was soft and shapeless, barely enough to create a curve under my shirt. I could wear a sports bra and pass as a flat-chested girl, or I could go without and pass as a feminine boy.

The choice terrified me because I didn’t know which one I was anymore.

My penis had grown back too. Not to its original size—the hormones and catalyst injection had done some permanent damage—but it was bigger than it had been. Seven centimeters now instead of four. The cage that had once been painfully tight now had room. I could shift inside it, could feel the extra space.

Claire—Victoria’s nurse friend who’d administered my hormones—had warned me this might happen if I stopped the treatment. “The catalyst injection was incomplete,” she’d said months ago. “Without continued hormones, you might revert partially.”

She’d been right.

I turned to the side, examining my profile. My hips were still wider than a biological male’s, but they’d narrowed. The dramatic hourglass curve was gone, replaced by something more androgynous. My face had sharpened slightly, the soft feminine features becoming more angular.

And my voice… my voice was still masculine. That had never changed, creating a jarring contrast whenever I spoke. Victoria had planned to address it eventually, but that was when she’d been here. When there’d been a future to plan for.

Now, looking at my partially reverted body, I realized I had a choice to make.

I could present as male again. Could go back to the boy I’d been before all this started. Wear male clothes, cut my hair short, try to reclaim some piece of my old identity.

Or I could fight to maintain what little feminization remained. Keep wearing dresses and makeup and panties, keep pretending I was still the sissy girl Victoria had created.

The problem was, I didn’t know which version of me was real anymore.



I pulled a box from under my bed. It was dusty, untouched since the day Victoria had thrown away all my male underwear and commanded me to dress as a girl.

Inside were the last remnants of Alex. A pair of men’s jeans. Some t-shirts with band logos. Boxers that still smelled faintly of cheap detergent. A hoodie I’d worn constantly in high school.

I pulled out the jeans and held them up. They looked wrong. Foreign. Like artifacts from someone else’s life.

But I put them on anyway.

The denim felt stiff and uncomfortable against my smooth, hairless legs. The zipper rubbed against my cage in an unfamiliar way. When I fastened the button, they hung loose on my narrowed hips.

I pulled on a plain gray t-shirt next. It was too big, swimming on my frame. Without breasts to fill it out, I looked like a kid wearing his older brother’s clothes.

Finally, I looked in the mirror.

A boy stared back. Sort of.

The face was too soft, the hips too wide, the skin too smooth and hairless. But with my flat chest and masculine voice, I could probably pass as male if I tried.

I should have felt relief. Should have felt like I was reclaiming myself, taking back control from Victoria’s transformation.

Instead, I felt nauseous.

This wasn’t me. This awkward, in-between creature wasn’t who I was supposed to be.

I tore off the jeans and t-shirt like they were burning my skin, throwing them back in the box. My hands shook as I pulled on my familiar clothes—a pink skirt, a fitted tank top, panties with lace trim.

The skirt hung looser than it had two months ago. The tank top showed off my flat chest in an unflattering way. But they felt right. They felt like me.

I sank onto my bed, burying my face in my hands.

The truth was undeniable: even if my body was partially reverting, my mind wasn’t. I didn’t want to be Alex anymore. Couldn’t be Alex anymore.

I was Alexis. For better or worse, Victoria’s training had made me Alexis.

And without her here to maintain the transformation, Alexis was falling apart.



My phone buzzed. I grabbed it desperately, hoping for Victoria.

It was Diana.

Lunch? Student center. 1pm. - D

I should have said no. Should have stopped seeing her, stopped letting her give me what I needed.

But Victoria still hadn’t texted. And I was so desperately lonely.

Okay.



The student center was crowded when I arrived. I found Diana at a corner table, two salads already waiting. She looked up when I approached and frowned.

“You look terrible.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, sliding into the seat across from her.

“I’m serious. Are you eating?” She pushed one of the salads toward me. “Sleeping?”

“Not really.”

Diana studied me with those dark, predatory eyes. For a moment, I saw something that looked almost like concern.

“You tried going back, didn’t you?” she said quietly.

“What?”

“Male clothes. Male presentation.” She leaned back in her chair. “I can tell. You had that look Sophie gets sometimes. That ‘maybe I can undo this’ panic.”

Sophie. Another sissy from the university program Victoria had mentioned before she left. I’d never met her, but apparently Diana knew her.

“How did you know?” I asked.

“Because I’ve seen it before. Sissies who think they can reverse the process if their Mistress abandons them.” Diana picked at her salad. “Spoiler alert: you can’t. Once you’ve been this far, once your mind has accepted what you are, the body doesn’t matter. You could grow a full beard and you’d still be a sissy inside.”

The words hit like a punch to the gut because they were true.

“I don’t want to go back,” I admitted. “I can’t.”

“Then don’t.” Diana reached across the table and took my hand. The gesture was surprisingly gentle for her. “Accept what you are. Accept that Victoria’s transformation worked. You’re a sissy, Alexis. With or without the breasts, with or without the micro-cage. That’s your identity now.”

Tears pricked at my eyes. “But I’m falling apart. My body is reverting. Soon there won’t be anything left of what she made me.”

“Your body doesn’t define you.” Diana squeezed my hand. “Your submission does. Your need to worship feet. Your addiction to being controlled. Those aren’t going away just because your tits shrunk.”

I pulled my hand back, wiping my eyes. “Why are you being nice to me?”

“Because Victoria isn’t here. And someone needs to tell you the truth.” Diana leaned forward. “You have two choices, Alexis. You can wait for Victoria to maybe come back and restart your hormones. Or you can come to the university with me.”

“The university?”

“Sissy University. The one Victoria was supposed to enroll you in.” Diana’s smile turned sharp. “It’s real. It’s running. And they have hormones, training, structure. Everything you need to stop reverting and complete your transformation.”

My heart pounded. “Victoria mentioned it once. Before she left.”

“She was going to be a teacher there. I’m an assistant.” Diana pulled out her phone and showed me a photo—a modern building with the words “Brooke Academy” on the front. “Mrs. Brooke runs it. Strict as hell, but effective. We have about thirty sissies enrolled right now.”

“I… I can’t. Victoria would—”

“Victoria abandoned you.” Diana’s voice turned hard. “Two months without a word. Face it, Alexis. She’s not coming back. But the university is still accepting applications. You could start next week.”

The thought of having structure again, hormones again, purpose again… it was tempting. Desperately tempting.

But it would also mean giving up on Victoria completely.

“I need to think about it,” I said.

“Don’t think too long. Your body won’t wait forever.” Diana stood and grabbed her bag. “Same time tomorrow? My apartment?”

“Diana, I don’t think—”

“I’ll have something for you. Something that will help with the reverting.” She walked away before I could ask what she meant.



That night, I did something I hadn’t done in weeks.

I opened my laptop and searched for Victoria’s social media.

Her Instagram was still active, but she hadn’t posted in over a month. The last photo was from the day before she’d left—a selfie of her feet in sandals, captioned simply “Missing someone?”

I scrolled back through her feed. Photos of her feet in various settings. Photos of us together, though my face was always cropped out or blurred. Photos of the chastity key hanging on its necklace between her breasts.

Each image made my cage strain and my heart ache.

I clicked on her tagged photos and my stomach dropped.

Someone had tagged her in a post from three days ago. The photo showed Victoria at what looked like a party—smiling, laughing, surrounded by people I didn’t recognize. She looked happy. Carefree.

Not like someone who was desperately missing her sissy slave.

I read the comments.

“So glad you’re back in town!”

“Best party ever. When’s the next one?”

“Victoria you look amazing! Love the new hair!”

Back in town. She was back in town.

And she hadn’t texted me.

The phone slipped from my hands as the realization hit.

Victoria hadn’t been away on exams or family business or any of the vague explanations she’d given. She’d just… left. Left me behind like I was a toy she’d gotten bored with.

And now she was back, and she still hadn’t contacted me.

I curled up on my bed, hugging my knees to my chest, and let myself sob.

Diana had been right. Victoria wasn’t coming back.

Which meant I had to decide: wait for something that would never happen, or move forward without her.



The next morning, I woke up with a clarity I hadn’t felt in weeks.

I couldn’t go back to being Alex. That person was dead, or at least so buried under Victoria’s training that he might as well be.

But I couldn’t keep being this half-reverted ghost either, waiting for a Mistress who’d abandoned me.

I needed to move forward. As Alexis.

I pulled out my phone and typed a message to Diana.

Tell me more about the university.

The response came immediately.

Come over tonight. I’ll explain everything. And Alexis?

Yes?

Wear something pretty. Time to stop mourning and start living.

I looked at my closet—full of dresses and skirts and feminine clothes that didn’t quite fit my changing body anymore.

Then I looked at the box under my bed, full of male clothes that felt like a costume.

The choice was obvious.

I was Alexis. And it was time to accept that fully, with or without Victoria.

Even if it meant my heart broke in the process.


Chapter 4: Victoria Returns

I was on my way to Diana’s apartment when my phone buzzed.

I pulled it out, expecting another message from Diana with her address or instructions.

Instead, I saw a name I’d been desperately waiting to see for two months.

Victoria.

My heart stopped. Actually stopped beating for a moment before slamming back to life at double speed.

The message was simple. Just two words.

I’m back.

I stared at the screen, my hands trembling so badly I nearly dropped the phone. Then another message appeared.

Your dorm. 20 minutes. Be there.

Not a request. A command.

I stood frozen on the sidewalk, torn between two directions. Diana’s apartment was three blocks away. My dorm was in the opposite direction.

Another message buzzed through.

Don’t make me wait, sissy.

The familiar term of ownership—sissy—made my cage twitch. My fingers moved before my brain could catch up, typing a message to Diana.

Can’t make it tonight. Something came up.

Her response was immediate.

Victoria?

Yes.

Good luck. You’ll need it.

I didn’t have time to process what that meant. I was already running toward my dorm, my skirt flapping around my thighs, my heart pounding in my ears.

Victoria was back. After ninety days of silence, she was back.

And I had no idea whether to be relieved or terrified.



I made it to my dorm in fifteen minutes, breathless and sweating. I fumbled with my keys, dropped them twice, finally managed to unlock my door and stumble inside.

Victoria was already there.

She sat on my bed like she owned it—which, in a way, she did. She owned the bed, the room, and definitely me. Her long brown hair fell over one shoulder, and she wore a simple sundress that showed off her legs and, most importantly, her bare feet.

Those perfect, beautiful feet that I’d dreamed about every night for two months.

My eyes went to them immediately. I couldn’t help it. Size 7.5, delicate arches, toenails painted a soft pink. Exactly as I remembered. Exactly as I’d worshipped in my fantasies while humping pillows and crying into my phone.

“Close the door,” Victoria said calmly.

I obeyed, my hands shaking.

“Lock it.”

Click.

“Come here.”

I walked to her slowly, my legs trembling. When I stood before her, she looked up at me with those amber eyes that had haunted my dreams.

“You look terrible,” she said.

The words hurt more than they should have. “I… I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“How much have you reverted?” Her eyes traveled over my body, cataloging the changes. “Show me.”

With shaking hands, I pulled off my tank top. My nearly flat chest was exposed, the small amount of breast tissue that remained soft and shapeless.

Victoria frowned. “What were you at when I left?”

“B-cup, Mistress.”

“And now?”

“Barely… barely an A.”

She nodded slowly. “Skirt off.”

I unzipped my skirt and let it fall. Stood before her in just my pink panties and cage.

“Panties too.”

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down, stepping out of them. My caged clitty bobbed slightly, and I saw Victoria’s eyes narrow.

“The cage is looser,” she observed.

“Yes, Mistress. I… my penis grew back. A little.”

“How much?”

“Seven centimeters now. It was four when you left.”

Victoria stood and walked around me slowly, examining me from every angle. Her fingers trailed over my skin—my nearly flat chest, my narrowed hips, the cage that was no longer painfully tight.

“The catalyst failed,” she said quietly. “Without continued hormones, you partially reverted.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn’t know what to do. I tried to—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “It’s not your fault. It’s mine. I should have made arrangements for your hormones before I left.”

The admission of fault shocked me into silence.

Victoria walked back around to face me. “The good news is that most of this is reversible. We can restart your hormones, shrink your penis again, grow your breasts back.”

Hope bloomed in my chest. “Really?”

“Yes. But first…” She sat back down on the bed and patted her lap. “Come here.”

I went to her immediately, sinking to my knees beside the bed. It was automatic, instinctive. The position I’d taken countless times before.

Victoria spread her legs slightly and lifted one perfect foot. “I think you owe me something. Don’t you?”

My mouth watered instantly. Ninety days. Ninety days without these feet. Without this worship. Without feeling like I had purpose.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. “May I… may I worship your feet?”

“You may.”

I lifted her foot to my face with reverent, trembling hands. The scent hit me first—that familiar combination of vanilla lotion and natural skin, sweet and clean and utterly intoxicating. After ninety days of withdrawal, after ninety days of desperately sniffing my phone screen as if I could smell those photos, the real thing was overwhelming.

I inhaled deeply, my eyes fluttering closed, pulling her scent into my lungs. My cage strained so hard against my flesh that I whimpered.

God, I’d missed this. God, I’d needed this.

I pressed my lips to her arch and kissed softly—just a gentle press of lips against warm, soft skin. Victoria sighed above me, settling back on the bed. That sound—that simple acknowledgment of my worship—sent electricity crackling through my entire body.

I kissed again, and again, working my way from her silky arch to the slightly rougher skin of her heel and back up toward her toes. My lips memorized every inch, relearning the topology of her perfect feet like a blind man reading braille. Her skin was so soft, so warm, so impossibly perfect.

When I reached her toes—those perfect, elegant toes with their soft pink polish—I extended my tongue and licked along the pad of her big toe. The taste exploded across my tongue and I moaned out loud. Slightly salty from the day, faintly sweet underneath, the unmistakable flavor of Victoria’s skin. Exactly as I remembered but somehow better after being denied for so long. Better because I’d thought I’d never taste it again.

“That’s it,” Victoria murmured, her voice husky. “Show me how much you missed my feet.”

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning around it like I was tasting heaven. Because I was. My lips sealed around the base, my tongue swirled over the painted nail—I could taste the faint chemical of the polish—traced the shape of her toe, explored every crease and curve. I sucked gently, then harder, hollowing my cheeks around her flesh.

Pre-cum poured from my cage, not just leaking but actually dripping onto my thigh in a steady stream.

“Good girl,” Victoria whispered.

The praise shattered something inside me. Actual tears slid down my cheeks as I worshipped, overwhelmed by relief and joy and desperate need. Ninety days. Ninety days without hearing those words. Ninety days without her feet in my mouth where they belonged.

I released her big toe with a wet pop and switched to her second toe, sucking it between my lips, my tongue dancing around it. Then her third, her fourth, her pinky toe—each one received my desperate, devoted attention.

My hands weren’t idle. They massaged her foot with all the skill she’d taught me—my thumbs pressing deep into her arch, working the tension from the muscle, my fingers rubbing her heel in slow circles, caressing her delicate ankle. All the techniques from months of training came flooding back like muscle memory.

Victoria’s breathing grew heavier, faster. I looked up and saw her eyes were half-closed, glazed with pleasure, her lips parted and wet. One hand had drifted up to her breast, cupping it through her sundress, her thumb rubbing over her nipple.

“I missed this too,” she admitted quietly, her voice thick. “Missed your tongue on my feet. Missed watching you worship like it’s your religion.”

“It is,” I mumbled around her toes, the words garbled by the flesh filling my mouth. “You are.”

She smiled—a real, genuine smile that lit up her amber eyes—and my heart soared so high I thought it might burst.

I released her toes and licked along her sole, from heel to toe in one long, worshipful stroke, my tongue flat and wet against her skin. Victoria moaned softly—a real moan, not performance—and I felt her foot flex in my grip. I did it again, and again, my tongue covering every inch of her perfect sole, tasting salt and sweetness and Victoria.

“Other foot,” she commanded breathlessly.

I switched immediately, lifting her left foot to my face, pressing my nose against her sole and inhaling before I began. Then I gave it the same devoted attention—kissing, licking, sucking each toe until they were slick with my saliva. I licked between her toes, tasting the slightly saltier skin in the creases, my tongue probing every space.

My face was wet with saliva and tears. My cage throbbed so hard it hurt, my clitty straining uselessly against the metal. My balls ached with weeks of denial. But none of that mattered.

I was home. I was exactly where I belonged—on my knees, Victoria’s feet in my face, my tongue worshipping the woman who owned me. The world felt right again.

After twenty minutes of continuous worship, Victoria pulled her feet away. I whimpered at the loss, reaching for them desperately.

“Shh,” she soothed. “I’m not done with you. Not even close.”

She stood and walked to my dresser, opening the top drawer. I watched in confusion as she rummaged through it, pushing aside panties and bras until she found what she was looking for.

A small key.

My spare cage key.

I’d forgotten I even kept it there. Victoria had the main one, but I’d hidden a backup in case of emergencies.

“You didn’t use this,” Victoria observed, holding up the key. “Not once? In ninety days?”

“No, Mistress. I… I stayed locked. For you.”

Something shifted in her expression. Softness, pride, maybe even love.

“Good girl,” she said. “Such a good, loyal girl.”

Victoria retrieved the new pink cage from her purse. She used my spare key to unlock my old, loose cage, letting it fall away. My clitty—larger than it should be, seven centimeters of unwanted growth—bobbed free for just a moment before Victoria slid the new cage over it and clicked it shut. The fit was snug, proper, exactly how a cage should feel.

“There,” she said, examining her work. “That’s better. Mine again.”

She walked back to me and knelt down, bringing us face to face. “I’m sorry I left without explanation. I’m sorry I didn’t text. I’m sorry I let you suffer alone.”

The apology shocked me. Victoria never apologized. Mistresses didn’t apologize.

“I… Mistress, you don’t have to—”

“I do.” She cupped my face with both hands. “You were loyal. You stayed locked, stayed dressed as a girl, stayed waiting for me even when your body was reverting. You earned an explanation.”

Tears welled in my eyes again. “Why did you leave?”

“Family emergency. My mother got sick. I had to go home, had to be there for her.” Victoria’s thumbs stroked my cheeks. “I should have told you. Should have made arrangements for your care. But I was scared that if I told you I might not come back for months, you’d… move on.”

“Never,” I whispered. “I could never.”

“I know that now.” She smiled sadly. “I saw the photos.”

My stomach dropped. “Photos?”

“Diana sent them. You worshipping her feet. Her fingers inside you.” Victoria’s grip on my face tightened slightly. “Were you trying to replace me?”

“No! God, no, Mistress. I was just… I was falling apart. I needed—”

“Feet. Control. Structure.” Victoria nodded. “I understand. And I’m not angry.”

“You’re not?”

“No. If anything, I’m impressed you lasted two months before going to her.” She released my face and stood. “But now I’m back. And I’m going to reclaim what’s mine.”

She walked to her purse and pulled out several items. A new pink cage—the same style as my current one but properly sized for my current state. “Your old cage is too loose now,” Victoria explained. “Your body grew back without hormones. This one will fit properly until we shrink you down again.” She also produced a bottle of familiar blue pills—hormones. And something I didn’t recognize at first.

A strap-on harness. With a realistic-looking dildo attached.

But this wasn’t a regular strap-on. The dildo was somehow… different. I looked closer and realized why.

It screwed onto the harness. Like it was actually attached to Victoria’s body.

“This is a screw-on dildo,” Victoria explained, seeing my confusion. “It threads into the harness, becomes part of me. When I wear this, that cock is mine. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my mouth dry.

“I’m going to do something tonight that I’ve been planning since the day I caged you.” Victoria began unbuttoning her sundress. “I’m going to take your virginity.”

My brain short-circuited. “My… but Diana already—”

“Diana finger-fucked you. That’s not the same thing.” Victoria’s dress fell to the floor, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her body was exactly as I remembered—perfect curves, soft skin, breasts that made my cage ache.

She stepped into the harness and pulled it up, adjusting the straps until it fit snugly. Then she took the dildo—it was about seven inches long and proportionately thick—and began screwing it into the attachment point.

The sight of Victoria with a cock was surreal and arousing in equal measure. She stroked it once, twice, like she was testing it.

“On the bed,” she commanded. “On your back.”

I scrambled onto the bed, my heart pounding. Victoria retrieved the bottle of lube from her purse and climbed onto the bed beside me.

“Spread your legs.”

I obeyed, my caged clitty bobbing between my thighs.

Victoria positioned herself between my legs, the dildo bobbing slightly. She squeezed lube onto her fingers and reached for my hole.

“You’re still plugged,” she observed.

“I… yes, Mistress. I wear it all the time now.”

“Good.” She gripped the plug’s base and pulled it out slowly. I gasped at the sudden emptiness.

Victoria tossed the plug aside—it landed on the carpet with a soft thud—and pressed two lubed fingers against my hole. I was loose from wearing the plug constantly, my entrance already slightly open, and her fingers slid in easily with a wet sound.

“That’s it,” she murmured, working her fingers in and out, the lube squelching obscenely. “I’m going to open you up a little more. This is going to be intense.”

She added a third finger, stretching my rim wider. I whimpered, my hands fisting the sheets, my hole burning slightly as it accommodated the extra width.

“Have you fantasized about this?” Victoria asked, her fingers curling upward to press against my prostate. Lightning shot through my pelvis and my back arched off the bed. “About me fucking you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, my caged clitty twitching. “Every night. I touched myself thinking about it. I humped pillows imagining your cock inside me.”

“Good.” She removed her fingers slowly—my hole clenching around nothing, empty and desperate—and squeezed lube onto the dildo, coating the entire length until it glistened. “Because I’m going to make you mine completely. Not just your feet worship, not just your cage. Your hole. Your virginity. Everything.”

She positioned the tip of the dildo at my entrance. I felt the pressure—the blunt head pressing against my loosened hole—the promise of penetration.

“Breathe,” Victoria instructed, her amber eyes locked on mine. “Relax.”

I took a deep breath and tried to relax my muscles, tried to open myself for her.

Victoria pushed forward slowly.

The dildo breached my entrance and I cried out—a sharp, desperate sound. The head popped past my ring and I felt my hole stretch wide around it. It was bigger than the plug, bigger than her fingers, bigger than Diana’s fingers. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, a burning fullness that made my eyes water.

“Shh,” Victoria soothed, pausing, one hand stroking my hip. “Breathe through it. Let your body adjust.”

I panted, my chest heaving, my hole spasming around the intrusion. After a moment, the pain faded to a dull ache, then to pressure, then to something approaching fullness.

Victoria pushed deeper.

Inch by inch, she filled me. The dildo slid in slowly, inexorably, Victoria watching my face the whole time, reading every micro-expression. I felt every ridge and vein of the realistic cock as it pushed into my virgin hole. When she was halfway in, she paused again.

“How does it feel?” she asked softly.

“Full,” I gasped, my hole clenching around the shaft. “So full. So… god, it’s so deep.”

“Good.” She pushed the rest of the way in until her hips pressed against my ass, the dildo buried completely inside me, seven inches of cock stretching my walls.

I felt so impossibly full. So utterly claimed. Victoria’s cock—and it was hers, in every way that mattered—was inside me, filling me, owning me from the inside out. I could feel it pressing against my prostate, a constant pressure that made my caged clitty leak and twitch.

“You’re mine now,” Victoria whispered, her face inches from mine, her breath warm on my lips. “Completely mine. This ass belongs to me. Your virginity belongs to me. Every part of you—inside and out—belongs to me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sobbed, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. “All of me. Always. Forever.”

She pulled back slowly—I felt every inch sliding out, my hole clinging to the shaft—until just the tip remained inside. Then she thrust back in.

I moaned loudly, the sensation overwhelming. The dildo hit my prostate on the thrust, a direct hit that sent sparks of electric pleasure shooting through my pelvis, up my spine, into my brain. My caged clitty spurted a ribbon of pre-cum onto my stomach.

Victoria established a rhythm—slow, deep strokes that filled me completely before withdrawing. Each thrust hit my prostate perfectly, making my whole body jerk, making my caged clitty leak and twitch uselessly.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, her voice thick with arousal. “Take my cock. Take all of it. You were made for this.”

Her hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, holding me in place as she fucked me. The bed rocked with each thrust, the headboard tapping against the wall. The wet sounds of the dildo sliding in and out of my lubed hole filled the room along with my moans and her heavy breathing.

Victoria’s pace increased. Slow became steady, steady became hard. She pounded into me, the dildo slamming against my prostate with every stroke, her hips slapping against my ass with meaty sounds.

“Oh god,” I cried, my back arching, my hands clawing at the sheets. “Mistress, I’m going to—”

“Cum,” she commanded, her eyes fierce and possessive. “Cum on my cock. Show me I own you. Show me your hole belongs to me.”

The orgasm exploded through me like a bomb going off.

My whole body convulsed, every muscle seizing at once. My hole clenched tight around the dildo, spasming rhythmically. Cum erupted from my caged clitty—not weak spurts but actual jets, shooting through the cage holes and splattering across my stomach, my chest, even my chin.

Victoria didn’t stop fucking me. She pounded through my orgasm, hitting my prostate over and over, prolonging it, intensifying it until I was sobbing and begging.

“Please, Mistress, too much, I can’t—” My voice was ragged, broken.

“You can.” She thrust harder, deeper, filling me completely. “You will.”

The overstimulation was incredible, unbearable, transcendent. My prostate was so sensitive that every thrust sent shockwaves through my entire body. My caged clitty kept twitching, kept dribbling cum even though I’d already emptied myself. Tears streamed down my face. I couldn’t tell where one orgasm ended and another began—it was all one continuous wave of pleasure-pain that seemed to last forever.

Finally—finally—Victoria slowed. She pulled out carefully, inch by inch, and I whimpered at the loss, my hole gaping slightly, clenching around nothing, empty and stretched and used.

“Good girl,” she murmured, collapsing beside me. “Such a good girl. You took my cock so well.”

I couldn’t speak. Could only lie there trembling, cum cooling on my skin, my hole stretched and empty.

Victoria stroked my hair gently. “You’re mine, Alexis. Your hole is mine. Your clitty is mine. Your foot worship is mine. All of you—mine.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered. “Forever.”

She kissed my forehead—exactly like she had before leaving—and smiled.

“I’m never leaving you again. I promise.”

And lying there, fucked and claimed and completely owned, I believed her.

Even if a small part of me wondered if promises could be broken twice.


Chapter 5: University Announcement

Victoria stayed the night.

I woke up to find her feet inches from my face, her body curled beside me on my narrow dorm bed. For a moment I thought I was dreaming—that the past two months had been the reality and this was the fantasy.

Then she wiggled her toes and I realized it was real.

“Good morning,” she murmured, not opening her eyes. “Worship.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I shuffled down the bed and took her right foot in my hands, pressing kisses to her arch. Her skin was slightly warmer from sleep, and the scent was more natural, less perfumed. Somehow that made it even more intimate.

I licked along her sole, savoring the taste of her skin. Victoria sighed contentedly, still not opening her eyes.

“I could wake up to this every day,” she said. “Your tongue on my feet before breakfast.”

“I’d do it every day, Mistress,” I mumbled against her skin. “Every morning. Forever.”

“Mmm. We’ll see about that.” She finally opened her eyes and looked down at me. “But first, we need to discuss your future.”

I paused mid-lick. “My future?”

“Sit up. We need to talk.”

Reluctantly, I released her foot and sat cross-legged on the bed, still naked except for my cage. Victoria sat up as well, pulling the sheet around her shoulders.

“You’re aware of Sissy University,” she began. “I mentioned it before I left.”

“You said it was a place where… where people like me could train. Learn.”

“Correct. It’s officially called Brooke Academy, run by Mrs. Brooke. It’s a fully accredited institution that specializes in…” she paused, choosing her words carefully, “gender transformation and lifestyle education.”

My heart started pounding. “You want me to go there.”

“I don’t want you to go there. I’m telling you that you will.” Victoria’s voice took on that commanding edge that made my cage twitch. “Starting next week, you’ll be a full-time student. You’ll live in the dorms, attend classes, and complete the curriculum.”

“But what about my regular university? My degree?”

“You’ll withdraw. This is more important.” She reached over and cupped my caged clitty. “Your education as a sissy girl matters more than any degree in literature or business. Do you understand?”

I should have protested. Should have argued that I needed a real education, a real future.

Instead, I heard myself say, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” She released my cage. “I’ll be one of your teachers. I’m assigned to Gender Studies—the psychology of submission and dominance, identity transformation, that sort of thing.”

“You’ll be my teacher?”

“Yes. Which means in class, you’ll address me as Ms. Victoria. You’ll follow all the same rules as the other students. No special treatment.” Her eyes gleamed. “In fact, I might be harder on you than the others. Can’t show favoritism.”

The thought of Victoria being my teacher, commanding me in front of other students, made my cage strain.

“There are other teachers too,” she continued. “Ms. Wright teaches Anal Technologies—plug training, capacity building, prostate stimulation. Ms. Turner handles Orgasm Science—denial techniques, edging, ruined orgasms. And Ms. Quinn teaches Oral Technologies.”

“What’s that?”

Victoria smiled. “Cunnilingus practice. How to properly worship pussy, how to use your tongue, stamina training. Ms. Quinn is futanari, so there’s also fellatio instruction.”

My mouth went dry. A whole class on pussy licking and cock sucking?

“You’ll have about thirty fellow students,” Victoria added. “All sissies at various stages of transformation. Some are further along than you, some are just beginning. You’ll make friends, have roommates, build a community.”

“Roommates?”

“Two others. Sophie and Haley. Both sweet girls, both caged and denied like you.” Victoria stroked my face. “You won’t be alone anymore, Alexis. You’ll be part of something bigger.”

The idea was overwhelming. An entire university of sissies? A community of people like me?

“What about… about hormones?” I asked. “My body is reverting.”

“Claire is the university medical director. She’ll restart your hormones immediately, plus some new treatments to accelerate your re-feminization. Within a month, you’ll be back to B-cups. Within two months, C-cups.”

“C-cups?” I gasped.

“You’re going to be my perfect sissy girl,” Victoria said. “Big tits, tiny clitty, and an ass that can take anything I give it. By the time you graduate, you’ll be passing completely. Voice, body, mannerisms—everything feminine.”

“My voice is still masculine,” I pointed out.

“For now. Claire has treatments for that too. You’ll see.” She stood and stretched, the sheet falling away to reveal her naked body. “Now, I believe you have some more worshipping to do before I explain the rest of the rules.”

She sat back down and extended both feet toward me.

I took them eagerly, pressing my face between her soles, inhaling deeply. The scent hit me like a drug—vanilla lotion and warm skin, the unmistakable fragrance of Victoria’s feet. My cage strained instantly, my clitty throbbing uselessly against the metal.

This was real. Victoria was back, I was going to a school designed for people like me, and I would spend every day worshipping these perfect feet.

“Rule one,” Victoria said as I began licking, my tongue tracing along her right sole in slow, worshipful strokes. “In university, your chastity is managed institutionally. I still hold your key, but the university tracks your denial periods and orgasm allowances. If you break a rule, your sentence gets extended.”

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning around the flesh as acknowledgment. The taste of her skin flooded my senses—slightly salty, faintly sweet, perfectly Victoria.

“Rule two: you wear female clothing at all times. Dresses, skirts, heels. No pants unless specifically instructed. The heels are mandatory—six inches minimum during class hours.”

Six inches? I’d barely worn four-inch heels before. But I didn’t care about that right now. All I cared about was the toe in my mouth, the soft sole pressing against my cheek, the way my tongue found every crease and curve.

“Rule three: you address all teachers and staff as Ms. or Mistress, depending on their preference. Mrs. Brooke is always Headmistress Brooke.”

I switched to her other foot, my tongue working methodically, licking between each toe, sucking them one by one, leaving them glistening with my saliva. My hands massaged her arch, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh while my mouth worshipped.

“Rule four: punishment is swift and public. If you disobey, you’ll be disciplined in front of other students. Could be spanking, could be extended denial, could be glory hole duty.”

Glory hole duty?

“Rule five—and this is important, Alexis—you obey everyone above you in the hierarchy. Teachers, staff, upperclassmen. If a senior sissy tells you to worship her feet, you do it. If a teacher tells you to bend over, you do it. Absolute obedience.”

My cage was leaking steadily now, pre-cum dripping onto the sheets as I worshipped her feet and listened to her describe my new life.

“Rule six: no unauthorized orgasms. Ever. If you cum without permission, you’ll spend a full day at the glory hole. Trust me, you don’t want that.”

I pulled back from her feet. “What is the glory hole?”

Victoria smiled wickedly. “A booth where your head goes through a hole in the wall. On the other side, women line up to use your mouth. You lick pussy after pussy after pussy until your tongue goes numb. It’s… educational.”

The image made me shudder and leak more.

“But that’s only if you disobey,” Victoria continued. “Be a good girl, follow the rules, and you’ll have a wonderful time. You’ll learn, you’ll transform, and you’ll become everything you’re meant to be.”

She pulled her feet back and stood again, walking to where her sundress lay crumpled on the floor.

“Classes start Monday,” she said, pulling the dress over her head. “You have three days to withdraw from your current university, pack your things, and prepare mentally. Mrs. Brooke will send you the admission packet this afternoon.”

“That fast?”

“I told her about you months ago. She’s been waiting for you.” Victoria slipped on her sandals and grabbed her purse. “Oh, and Alexis?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Diana is an assistant at the university too. You’ll see her regularly.”

My stomach dropped. “But I thought—”

“I know about your sessions with her while I was gone. Like I said, I’m not angry.” Victoria walked to the door. “But the rivalry between Diana and me is going to get very interesting with you caught in the middle.”

She opened the door, then paused.

“One more thing. Prove you’re ready for this. I want you to worship my feet for the next hour. Right now. Without stopping.”

“But don’t you have to—”

“I’ll be late. My sissy’s devotion is more important.” She kicked off her sandals and returned to the bed, lying back with her feet extended toward me. “Now worship. And don’t you dare stop until I say so.”

I dove for her feet eagerly, my tongue extending before I even reached them.

This was my future. Worshipping Victoria’s feet, attending Sissy University, transforming into her perfect girl.

And as I licked and sucked and kissed every inch of her perfect soles, I realized I’d never wanted anything more in my life.

Even if it meant giving up everything else.



Victoria finally left ninety minutes later, after I’d worshipped her feet until my jaw ached and my tongue felt swollen. She’d cum three times, grinding her pussy against my face between foot worship sessions, and I’d been denied the entire time.

“Two weeks,” she’d said, re-locking my cage with the spare key. “No cumming until university starts. I want you desperate when you arrive.”

Now I sat alone in my dorm room, staring at my laptop screen.

The withdrawal form from my current university was open. All I had to do was fill it out, submit it, and my normal education would be over.

I’d lose my credits, my potential degree, any chance at a conventional career.

But I’d gain something else. Something I’d been craving since the moment Victoria first locked me in chastity.

Purpose. Structure. A place where being a sissy wasn’t shameful—it was celebrated.

My phone buzzed. An email from an address I didn’t recognize: admissions@brookeacademy.edu

I opened it.

Dear Alexis,

Welcome to Brooke Academy. Attached you’ll find your admission packet, dorm assignment, and class schedule. We’re excited to have you join our community.

Please arrive Monday at 9 AM for orientation. Bring only essentials—clothing, toiletries, personal items. Your cage key should be surrendered to Ms. Victoria upon arrival.

We look forward to your transformation.

Sincerely,

Headmistress Brooke

I opened the attachments with trembling hands.

Dorm assignment: Building C, Room 347. Roommates: Sophie Chen, Haley Morrison.

Class schedule: - Monday/Wednesday: Gender Studies (Ms. Victoria) - Tuesday/Thursday: Anal Technologies (Ms. Wright) - Tuesday/Thursday: Orgasm Science (Ms. Turner) - Wednesday/Friday: Oral Technologies (Ms. Quinn) - Daily: Physical Training and Deportment (Coach Sanders)

There were other classes too. Makeup application, voice feminization, wardrobe management, domestic service.

This was real. This was actually happening.

I clicked back to the withdrawal form for my current university.

My finger hovered over the submit button.

This was it. The point of no return. Once I submitted this form, there was no going back to normal life. No pretending I was just a regular college student exploring a kink.

I’d be a full-time sissy. A student at a school designed to transform people like me into perfect feminized servants.

I thought about Victoria’s feet. About the way I’d felt worshipping them this morning—complete, purposeful, home.

I thought about spending two more months reverting, alone, trying to maintain an identity I couldn’t even access anymore.

And I thought about a community of people like me. Other sissies who understood what it meant to be caged and denied and desperate for feet and control.

I clicked submit.

The confirmation message appeared almost instantly.

Your withdrawal has been processed. We’re sorry to see you go.

But I wasn’t sorry.

For the first time in two months, I felt like I was exactly where I was supposed to be.

Even if the path forward terrified me.


Chapter 6: Voice Change

Sunday morning. One day before university orientation.

I woke up with my throat feeling strange. Tight, almost like I’d been screaming in my sleep. I swallowed and felt an unfamiliar sensation—not painful, but different.

I sat up in bed, rubbing my neck. Maybe I was getting sick? That would be just my luck—first day at Sissy University and I’d be coughing and wheezing through orientation.

I cleared my throat experimentally.

The sound that came out made me freeze.

It was higher. Noticeably higher.

I tried again. “Hello?”

The word came out in a voice I didn’t recognize. Still my inflection, still my speech patterns, but the pitch was completely different. Feminine. Unmistakably feminine.

My hands flew to my throat. “What the fuck?”

The curse came out in a breathy, feminine alto. Like a woman’s voice. Like a girl’s voice.

Not mine.

I scrambled out of bed and ran to the bathroom, flipping on the light. My reflection stared back—same face, same shrinking breasts, same everything.

But when I opened my mouth, the voice that emerged didn’t match.

“This can’t be real,” I whispered. The whisper was high and soft, unmistakably female.

I tried to speak in my normal, masculine register. Pushed my voice down low, tried to access the deeper tones I’d had my entire life.

Nothing. I couldn’t do it. My voice simply wouldn’t go that low anymore.

“No, no, no.” The panic in my voice sounded even more dramatic in the higher pitch. “What’s happening to me?”

I tried different words, different volumes. Everything came out in that same feminine alto. Breathy and soft, like every stereotypical girl-next-door voice in movies.

My phone. I needed to call Victoria.

I ran back to my bedroom and grabbed it, my hands shaking so badly I almost dropped it twice before I managed to dial.

She answered on the third ring, her voice heavy with sleep. “Alexis? It’s seven AM on a Sunday.”

“Mistress, something’s wrong with my voice.”

“Say that again?”

“My voice! It changed! I woke up and it’s—it’s feminine! I can’t make it go back!”

There was a pause. Then I heard something that made my blood run cold.

Victoria was laughing.

“Mistress, this isn’t funny! I don’t understand what’s—”

“Oh, sweetie,” Victoria said, her amusement clear. “That was supposed to happen.”

“What?”

“Your voice. The feminization. Claire mentioned it might happen around now.” I heard rustling as she sat up in bed. “The hormones you were on before—they were building toward a threshold. Once you crossed it, the changes to your vocal cords would be permanent and sudden.”

“But I’ve been off hormones for two months!”

“Doesn’t matter. You crossed the threshold before I left. Your body just needed time to finish the transformation.” Victoria sounded entirely too pleased. “Congratulations, Alexis. You officially sound like the girl you are.”

I sank onto my bed, my heart racing. “I can’t change it back?”

“Nope. That voice is yours now. Permanently.” She paused. “Say something for me. Something you’d normally say in your old voice.”

I thought for a moment, then spoke in the most casual tone I could manage. “I don’t know what to get for lunch.”

The sentence came out in that same breathy, feminine alto. Like a girl wondering what to eat, not a guy.

Victoria made a satisfied sound. “Perfect. You sound adorable.”

“Mistress, I sound like a phone sex operator!”

“You sound like a sissy girl, which is exactly what you are.” Her tone turned commanding. “And you’ll get used to it. In fact, I want you to practice. Spend today talking out loud. Read books aloud, have conversations with yourself, get comfortable with your new voice.”

“But people will hear—”

“Let them. You’re moving to the university tomorrow anyway. Your old life is over, remember?”

She had a point.

“Now,” Victoria continued, “since you’re already awake, I want you to do something for me.”

“What, Mistress?”

“Call me back. Video call. I want to see your face when you speak in your new voice.”

The video call request popped up immediately. I hesitated for just a moment before accepting.

Victoria’s face filled the screen. She was in bed, her hair messy, wearing a tank top that showed off her cleavage. Behind her I could see morning light streaming through curtains.

“Good morning,” she purred.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I replied, and hearing the feminine voice come from my own mouth while watching myself on the screen was surreal.

I looked the same. But I sounded completely different.

“Say something else,” Victoria commanded. “Tell me what you’re wearing.”

I looked down at myself. “I’m wearing pink panties and my cage, Mistress. Nothing else.”

The contrast between my nearly flat chest and my feminine voice was jarring. I looked like a very feminine boy but sounded like a girl.

“Tell me what you want to do today,” Victoria said.

“I want to worship your feet, Mistress. Want to lick your soles and suck your toes and make you cum with my tongue.”

Hearing those filthy words in my new, breathy voice made them sound even more obscene.

Victoria’s hand drifted off-screen, clearly moving between her legs. “Keep talking. Tell me about my feet.”

“Your feet are perfect, Mistress. Size 7.5, with those beautiful high arches and soft soles. Your toenails are always painted perfectly—pink or red or sometimes purple. The scent of your feet makes my cage strain. The taste makes me moan. I’d worship them for hours if you’d let me.”

“What else?” Victoria’s breathing was getting heavier.

“I love when you put your feet on my face while you read or watch TV. Love when you ignore me while I lick, like my tongue is just a foot rest. Love when you cum from my worship and then deny me, make me ache and leak and beg.”

Victoria moaned softly. Her hand was definitely between her legs now.

“I’m a foot slave, Mistress. Your foot slave. I exist to worship your feet in my new sissy girl voice and—”

“Fuck,” Victoria gasped, her body tensing. I watched her orgasm on screen, her face flushing, her eyes squeezing shut.

When she recovered, she smiled at me lazily. “Your new voice is perfect for worshipping. So breathy and desperate. I’m going to love hearing you beg in it.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now practice. I want you completely comfortable with it by tomorrow.” She blew me a kiss. “And Alexis? No touching your cage. Two weeks, remember?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She ended the call.

I sat alone in my room, my new voice echoing in my head.

This was permanent. My voice had feminized overnight, and there was no going back.

I stood and walked to my mirror, looking at my reflection.

“I’m Alexis,” I said aloud. The feminine voice matched my shrinking breasts, my smooth skin, my painted toenails. “I’m a sissy girl. I worship Victoria’s feet. I’m going to Sissy University.”

Each sentence sounded natural in the new voice. Like this was who I’d always been meant to be.

I spent the next hour reading aloud from books, practicing different tones and inflections. My voice was versatile in its femininity—I could sound sweet and innocent, or breathy and seductive, or soft and submissive.

But I couldn’t sound masculine. That register was completely gone.

Around noon, my phone buzzed with a message from Diana.

Heard about your voice. Congrats, you sound like a proper girl now. Want to practice on me? - D

Before I could respond, Victoria texted.

Do NOT go to Diana today. Save yourself for tomorrow. That’s an order.

I texted back: Yes, Mistress.

Then I sent Diana a different message: Can’t today. University prep.

Her response was immediate: See you tomorrow then. We’re going to have fun ;)

I put the phone down and returned to the mirror.

Tomorrow, I’d start at Sissy University. With my new feminine voice, my shrinking body, and my desperate need for structure and feet and control.

The old Alex was completely gone now. The voice had been the last masculine piece of me, and now even that was transformed.

I was Alexis. Fully, completely, permanently.

And as I spoke aloud to my reflection, hearing that breathy feminine voice echo in my empty dorm room, I realized I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“I’m ready,” I told my reflection. “I’m ready to be who I’m meant to be.”

And for the first time in months, I actually believed it.


Chapter 7: University Arrival

Monday morning arrived too quickly.

I stood outside Brooke Academy at 8:45 AM, my single suitcase at my feet, wearing a pink dress and four-inch heels that Victoria had insisted I practice walking in all weekend.

The building was impressive—modern glass and steel architecture, three stories tall, with manicured gardens and a discreet sign that read simply “Brooke Academy: Specialized Gender Education.”

Nothing about it screamed “Sissy University,” but I knew what went on inside.

Other students were arriving too. I watched as a girl in a tight skirt and platform heels walked past, her painted nails clutching a small bag. She looked nervous. Another student—this one with long black hair and a leather choker—strode past confidently, her hips swaying.

All sissies. All like me.

“First day?”

I turned to find a petite girl with light brown hair standing beside me. She was shorter than me, maybe 5’6”, with a soft face and nervous blue-grey eyes. She wore a pastel yellow sundress and white sneakers.

“Yeah,” I said, my new feminine voice still feeling foreign. “I’m Alexis.”

“Sophie.” She smiled shyly. “Are you in Building C?”

“Room 347.”

Her eyes lit up. “Me too! We’re roommates!”

The relief was immediate. Sophie seemed nice, non-threatening. If I had to live with someone, at least she appeared friendly.

“Have you been here before?” I asked.

“No, this is my first day too. I’m so nervous.” She tugged at the hem of her dress. “I’ve been on hormones for about six months, but I still feel like everyone’s going to know I’m… you know.”

“A sissy?”

She flinched at the word, then nodded.

“I think that’s the point,” I said gently. “We’re all sissies here.”

“I know, but…” She trailed off, looking at the building. “It’s just hard to believe this is real. That there’s a whole school for people like us.”

A whole school. A whole community.

The thought still seemed surreal.

“Should we go in?” Sophie asked.

I grabbed my suitcase. “Let’s do this.”



The lobby was bustling with activity. Sissies in various stages of feminization crowded around registration tables, chatting nervously or studying orientation packets. Some were clearly veterans—comfortable in their heels, moving with practiced feminine grace. Others looked as terrified as I felt.

“New students!” A sharp voice cut through the noise. “Line up at Table A!”

I turned to see a tall woman in a severe pencil skirt and white blouse. She had dark hair pulled back in a professional bun and held a clipboard like a weapon.

Sophie grabbed my arm. “That’s Mrs. Brooke. The headmistress.”

We joined the line of new students—about fifteen of us total. Mrs. Brooke walked down the line, examining each student with a critical eye.

When she reached me, she stopped.

“Name?”

“Alexis.” My feminine voice came out shakier than I’d intended.

“Alexis what?”

“Alexis… um…” I realized I didn’t know if I was supposed to use my last name or not.

“Ms. Victoria’s special project,” Mrs. Brooke said, making a note on her clipboard. “I’ve heard about you. B-cup before reversion, correct?”

“Yes, Headmistress.”

“And now?”

I swallowed hard. “Almost flat, Headmistress.”

“We’ll fix that.” She moved to Sophie. “And you?”

“Sophie Chen, Headmistress.”

“Hormone duration?”

“Six months, Headmistress.”

Mrs. Brooke nodded and continued down the line. When she reached the end, she turned to address all of us.

“Welcome to Brooke Academy. You are here because you have chosen—or had chosen for you—a path of feminization and submission. Over the next year, you will be transformed physically, mentally, and emotionally into perfect sissy girls.”

She paused, letting that sink in.

“The rules are simple. Obey your teachers. Obey the staff. Obey the upperclassmen. Dress appropriately at all times—female clothing only, heels mandatory during class hours. Chastity is non-negotiable. Your keys will be held by your assigned Mistress or by the university. Punishments for disobedience are swift and public.”

A murmur went through the line.

“You will attend classes daily. Physical training, academic courses on submission and service, practical applications of oral and anal skills. You will learn makeup, deportment, voice control, and domestic service. By the time you graduate, you will pass completely as female in all aspects.”

Mrs. Brooke’s eyes swept across us.

“Some of you will love it here. Some of you will struggle. But all of you will be transformed. There is no going back once you’ve started.” She snapped her clipboard shut. “Now, collect your orientation packets and report to your dormitories. Unpack, meet your roommates, and be in the auditorium at 2 PM for the formal welcome ceremony. Dismissed.”

The line broke apart. Sophie and I grabbed our packets from Table A and headed toward Building C.



Our dorm room was on the third floor, at the end of a long hallway decorated in soft pinks and whites. The door had a small nameplate: 347 - Alexis, Sophie, Haley.

I unlocked it with the key from my packet.

The room was larger than I expected—three beds, three desks, three wardrobes. One bed was already occupied by someone’s belongings.

“Haley must be here already,” Sophie said.

“Looks like it.” I chose the bed by the window and started unpacking my suitcase. Dresses, skirts, panties, heels. All the feminine clothing Victoria had bought me over the months.

Sophie unpacked next to me, pulling out similar items. We worked in comfortable silence until the door burst open.

A girl with medium-length blonde hair stumbled in, her arms full of shopping bags. She was taller than both of us, maybe 5’9”, with a curvy figure that suggested longer hormone use.

“Oh thank god, you’re here!” she said, dumping the bags on her bed. “I was worried I’d be alone all day. I’m Haley.”

“Alexis.”

“Sophie.”

Haley’s eyes immediately went to my chest. “Oh wow, you’re flat. Fresh reversion?”

I nodded, feeling self-conscious.

“Don’t worry, Claire will fix you up fast. I went from nothing to B-cups in three months here.” She gestured to her own chest, which was clearly impressive. “Now I’m at C-cups and still growing.”

“C-cups?” Sophie breathed. “I’m barely an A.”

“Give it time.” Haley flopped onto her bed. “So, what are your stories? Who owns you?”

“I’m Victoria’s,” I said. “She’s a teacher here.”

Haley’s eyes widened. “Ms. Victoria? Oh shit, you’re her special project. Everyone’s been talking about you.”

“They have?”

“Yeah, she’s been telling everyone about her sissy who worships feet like it’s a religion.” Haley grinned. “That true?”

My cage twitched. “Yes.”

“Hot. I’m more into humiliation myself. Love being degraded, called names, treated like property.” She sighed happily. “My ex-girlfriend Courtney used to make me watch her fuck alpha males. Best orgasms of my life.”

Sophie looked shocked. I was just impressed by Haley’s openness.

“What about you, Sophie?” Haley asked.

“I… I don’t really have a Mistress yet,” Sophie admitted. “I’ve been transitioning on my own. Hormones from online. But I wanted structure, wanted to be around people who understood.”

“Well, you’ll get a Mistress here,” Haley said confidently. “Teachers love claiming new sissies. Give it a week and you’ll be worshipping someone’s feet or licking their pussy every night.”

A knock at the door interrupted us.

“Come in,” Haley called.

The door opened to reveal Victoria.

My cage immediately strained at the sight of her. She wore a professional outfit—pencil skirt, blazer, heels. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her makeup was flawless.

But what caught my attention were her feet in those strappy heels. I could see her painted toenails through the open front. Pink. Always pink.

“Alexis,” Victoria said formally. “I need to see you in my office. Now.”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria,” I replied, remembering to use her title.

I followed her out, very aware of Sophie and Haley watching us go.



Victoria’s office was on the second floor—a small but well-appointed space with a desk, filing cabinets, and a comfortable-looking couch.

She closed the door behind us and locked it.

“Sit,” she commanded, gesturing to the couch.

I sat, my hands folded in my lap.

Victoria walked to her desk and retrieved something from the drawer. When she turned back, I saw she was holding a small plastic bag.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

I obeyed. She placed a small blue pill on my tongue.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed without water, the pill scraping down my throat.

“That’s your first hormone dose since I’ve been back,” Victoria explained. “You’ll take one every morning with breakfast. In two weeks, you’ll start seeing changes. In a month, you’ll be back to B-cups.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” The word slipped out—I was supposed to call her Ms. Victoria in the university.

“In here, with the door locked, I’m still your Mistress,” Victoria corrected. “But in public, I’m Ms. Victoria. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She sat beside me on the couch, close enough that I could smell her perfume.

“How are you feeling? Nervous?”

“Very.”

“Good. You should be.” Her hand rested on my thigh. “This place is going to push you further than you’ve ever been pushed. Physically, mentally, sexually. By the time you graduate, you won’t recognize yourself.”

“I’m not sure I recognize myself now.”

Victoria’s hand moved higher, brushing against my caged clitty through my dress. “You’re my perfect sissy in training. And you’re going to thrive here.”

She stood and walked to her desk again, retrieving a small box.

“This is for you. Put it on.”

I opened the box. Inside was a delicate collar—pink leather with a small silver tag. I lifted the tag to read it.

Property of Mistress Victoria.

“You’re the only student who gets to wear an ownership collar on day one,” Victoria said. “Because you’re mine. Completely mine.”

I fastened the collar around my neck with trembling hands. It fit perfectly, snug but not tight.

Victoria walked over and adjusted it, her fingers lingering on the tag.

“Perfect. Now everyone will know you belong to me.”

She checked her watch. “You should get back to your room. Unpack, rest, meet your roommates properly. I’ll see you at the ceremony at 2 PM.”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria.”

As I walked to the door, she called out, “Oh, and Alexis?”

“Yes?”

“I expect you in my classroom tomorrow morning at 8 AM sharp. And I expect you to worship my feet under my desk while I prepare for the day.”

My cage strained harder. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

I left her office and walked back to my dorm, my hand absently touching the collar around my neck.

I was home. Finally, actually home.

And my real transformation was just beginning.


Chapter 8: Initiation Ceremony

The auditorium was packed when Sophie, Haley, and I arrived at 1:55 PM.

About fifty students filled the seats—a mix of new arrivals like us and returning students who looked far more comfortable in their heels and feminine clothes. I spotted some students who passed completely as female, their transformations so advanced I’d never have known they weren’t born women. Others, like me, were clearly still in progress.

“New students in the front three rows,” a staff member directed us.

We found seats near the center. I sat between Sophie and Haley, my hand unconsciously touching the collar around my neck. Several students had noticed it, whispering to each other and glancing my way.

At exactly 2 PM, Mrs. Brooke walked onto the stage.

The room fell silent instantly.

“Welcome,” she began, her voice carrying easily through the space. “To those returning, welcome back. To our new students, welcome to your transformation.”

She clicked a remote and a presentation appeared on the screen behind her.

“Brooke Academy has a singular purpose: to create perfect sissy girls. You will learn submission, service, and femininity in all its forms. Your body will be transformed through hormones, training, and discipline. Your mind will be reshaped to embrace your true nature. And your sexuality will be refined to serve the women who own you.”

The screen showed before and after photos of students. Boys transformed into beautiful, feminine creatures. The changes were dramatic—flat chests became breasts, masculine faces softened, bodies curved.

“Some of you are here voluntarily. Some were enrolled by your Mistresses. But all of you will complete the program. There is no dropping out, no changing your mind. Once you begin, you finish.”

A hand raised in the back row. Mrs. Brooke ignored it.

“Your daily routine is structured. Classes from 8 AM to 4 PM. Physical training from 4 to 6 PM. Study and service hours from 6 to 10 PM. Lights out at 10:30 PM.” She paused. “Your chastity is maintained at all times. Orgasms are earned through good behavior and obedience. The average student cums once every two weeks. Some go months.”

I heard Sophie whimper quietly beside me.

“Punishments are administered for rule violations. Public spankings, extended denial, humiliation tasks, or glory hole duty. The glory hole is our most effective punishment—twelve hours of continuous service will teach you the value of obedience.”

The screen changed to show the various facilities. Classrooms, medical wing, training rooms, and something labeled “Service Stations.”

“But enough talking,” Mrs. Brooke said, her lips curving into a smile that made my stomach drop. “It’s time for your initiation.”



We were led down to the basement level—all fifteen new students plus several staff members. The hallway was clinical, with white walls and fluorescent lighting. We stopped at a heavy metal door marked “Training Room 1.”

Mrs. Brooke unlocked it and gestured us inside.

The room was large and mostly empty except for a row of fifteen strange-looking devices lined up against the walls. They looked like mechanical chairs with various attachments—straps, suction cups, probes.

Milking machines.

“These are automatic edging devices,” Mrs. Brooke explained, walking along the row. “They’re designed to bring you to the edge of orgasm repeatedly while preventing release. They’re perfect for teaching control, building desperation, and breaking down resistance.”

She stopped at the first machine and patted it affectionately.

“Each of you will be strapped in for one hour. The machine will edge you constantly. Some of you may be allowed a ruined orgasm at the end. Most won’t.” Her smile widened. “Consider it your welcome to Brooke Academy.”

“Strip,” commanded one of the staff members—a muscular woman with short grey hair. “Everything except your cage.”

We hesitated for just a moment before obeying. Around me, sissies began removing dresses, skirts, heels, panties. Soon we all stood naked except for our cages—a line of feminized bodies in various stages of development.

I noticed Sophie’s cage was pink like mine, but smaller. Haley’s was black and had a curved design. Each cage was different, customized to our individual anatomy.

“Line up at the machines,” Mrs. Brooke ordered.

I walked to the nearest machine, my legs shaking. The seat was padded leather, cool against my skin as I sat. Immediately, staff members began strapping me in.

Wrist restraints locked my hands to the armrests. Ankle restraints spread my legs. A strap across my chest prevented me from leaning forward. I was completely immobilized.

One of the staff members—a woman with long red hair—knelt between my legs and examined my cage.

“Pink CB-6000,” she noted. “Standard size. Good.”

She attached a suction cup device to the cage, the rubber seal gripping the pink metal snugly. A clear tube connected it to the machine, already glistening with lubricant. Then she produced a sleek vibrator wand—brushed silver, about six inches long—and positioned it against the underside of my caged clitty, right where the sensitive bundle of nerves sat beneath the metal.

“This will stimulate through the cage,” she explained, her voice clinical. “Combined with the prostate probe, it’s incredibly effective. Most sissies can’t last more than five minutes.”

“Prostate probe?” I gasped, my hole clenching involuntarily.

She smiled and held up a curved silicone toy, about four inches long with a bulbous head designed to press perfectly against the gland. It gleamed with lubricant. “Don’t worry, we’ll open you up first.”

I felt her fingers at my hole, slick with cool lube, pressing inside. One finger first, circling, spreading the lubricant. Then two, scissoring to stretch me. My cage twitched as her fingertips brushed past my prostate.

Then the probe slid in—cold at first, unyielding—the bulbous head popping past my ring before the curve settled into place. I felt it press against my prostate immediately, a constant pressure that made my caged clitty strain and leak.

All around me, the other new students were being similarly prepared. I heard whimpers and gasps as probes were inserted and devices attached. Sophie made a small, desperate sound two machines over.

“Everyone ready?” Mrs. Brooke called from the front of the room.

The staff members stepped back, nodding.

“Begin.”

The machines hummed to life.

Immediately, I felt the vibrator buzz against my cage—a deep, insistent vibration that traveled through the metal and directly into the sensitive flesh of my caged clitty. The probe inside me started to pulse, the bulbous head pressing rhythmically against my prostate in waves.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, my body tensing, my back arching against the restraints.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. My cage vibrated from the outside, making my clitty swell uselessly against the metal, while my prostate was massaged relentlessly from within. I could feel my hole clenching around the probe with each pulse, milking it like I was trying to draw it deeper.

The machine had settings—it would stimulate hard for thirty seconds, bringing me rapidly toward orgasm, then pull back to gentle teasing. Each cycle was torture. The vibrator would buzz harder, the probe would pulse faster, and I’d feel the orgasm building in my balls, in my taint, in my whole lower body. Then just as I was about to tip over the edge, it would slow. The vibrations would drop to a gentle hum. The probe would pulse lazily instead of urgently.

And I’d crash back from the edge, whimpering, desperate.

After just five minutes, I was drenched in sweat. My cage strained so hard the metal bit into my flesh. Pre-cum didn’t just leak—it poured from the tip in a steady stream, pooling on my thighs and dripping onto the leather seat beneath me.

“Please,” I whimpered as another cycle brought me close and then abandoned me. “Please let me cum.”

But the machine just continued its relentless protocol. Intense stimulation, pulling back, building again. My prostate felt swollen and aching. My clitty throbbed inside the cage. Every nerve in my body was focused on the desperate need for release.

Around me, I could hear the other students in similar states of desperation. Sophie was crying softly, her cage dripping. Haley was moaning loudly, completely shameless.

“Remember this feeling,” Mrs. Brooke said, walking among the machines. “This is what denial feels like. This is what you’ll experience regularly here. The ache, the desperation, the need for release that never comes.”

She stopped at my machine and watched as I writhed in the restraints.

“You’re Ms. Victoria’s, aren’t you?”

“Y-yes, Headmistress,” I gasped.

“She’s told me about your foot fetish. How you’d worship for hours without complaint.” Mrs. Brooke tilted her head. “Would you trade an orgasm right now for an hour with her feet?”

The question was cruel because the answer was obvious.

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Yes, please, her feet, I need her feet.”

“Interesting. You’d rather worship than cum.” She made a note on her clipboard. “True devotion. Or complete addiction. Perhaps both.”

She moved to the next machine, leaving me trembling and desperate.

The hour felt like an eternity. The machine edged me at least twenty times, bringing me to the brink before pulling back. My mind became nothing but sensation—the vibrations on my cage, the pressure on my prostate, the denial of release.

Finally, mercifully, Mrs. Brooke’s voice cut through the haze.

“Time’s up. Staff, administer final protocol.”

Final protocol?

The staff members returned to our machines. The woman with red hair looked at me sympathetically.

“You’ve been selected for a ruined orgasm,” she said, her voice sympathetic but also somehow amused. “Try to enjoy it.”

She turned a dial on the machine. The intensity increased dramatically—the vibrator buzzed harder against my cage, sending shockwaves through my swollen clitty, while the probe hammered against my prostate in rapid-fire pulses. The dual assault was overwhelming.

I felt the orgasm building in my balls, climbing up through my pelvis, becoming unstoppable.

“Oh god, oh god, I’m going to—”

She pressed a button. The machine shut off completely.

Silence. Stillness. The vibrator went dead. The probe stopped pulsing.

The orgasm hit me anyway.

But without stimulation, it was hollow. My balls clenched, my hole spasmed around the now-motionless probe, and cum dribbled weakly from my caged clitty. Not spurts—just sad, pathetic drips that oozed through the cage holes and slid down the metal. My body convulsed, muscles seizing, but instead of the wave of pleasure I was expecting, I felt… nothing. An empty release. My clitty pulsed inside the cage, squeezing out more thin, watery cum, but there were no endorphins, no bliss, no satisfaction.

A ruined orgasm.

I understood the term viscerally now. The build-up, the physical release, but none of the reward. Just the sensation of cumming without any of the pleasure—like sneezing and having it stop halfway through. My body had gone through the motions, emptied itself, but left me feeling worse than before. More frustrated. More desperate. The edge I’d been riding for an hour was still there, unsatisfied despite the cum cooling on my thighs.

“Welcome to Brooke Academy,” Mrs. Brooke said as the machines powered down and staff began releasing us from the restraints.

I slumped in the chair, cum cooling on my thighs, my hole empty as the probe was removed. My body felt used and unsatisfied.

Around me, other students were in similar states. Some had been allowed to cum properly—they looked dazed and happy. Others, like me, had experienced ruined orgasms and looked disappointed.

A few hadn’t been allowed to cum at all.

Sophie was one of them. She stumbled when the staff released her restraints, her legs shaking, her cage dripping steadily.

“No orgasm for you,” the staff member told her. “Maybe next time.”

Sophie whimpered but didn’t protest.

We were given towels to clean up and told to dress. My hands shook as I pulled my panties back on, feeling the sticky mess of my ruined orgasm.

“You will report to Medical tomorrow morning at 7 AM for hormone administration and physical evaluation,” Mrs. Brooke announced. “Dismissed.”

We filed out of the training room in silence, a line of feminized bodies still trembling from the experience.

In the elevator back up to the dorms, Haley finally spoke.

“That was fucking intense.”

“Did you cum?” Sophie asked quietly.

“Yeah. Properly. It was amazing.” Haley grinned. “Did you?”

“No. Nothing.”

“I got a ruined one,” I said. “It was… awful.”

“Better than nothing,” Sophie said sadly.

Back in our room, we all collapsed onto our beds. My cage still ached, my hole felt empty, and my mind was reeling.

“Welcome to university,” Haley said with a laugh. “This is going to be a wild year.”

She wasn’t wrong.

As I lay there, my hand touching the collar around my neck, I thought about Victoria. About her feet. About how I’d trade a thousand orgasms for one hour worshipping them.

Mrs. Brooke had called it addiction.

But it felt like love.

Or maybe they were the same thing.


Chapter 9: Daily Routine

The alarm went off at 6:30 AM.

I groaned and rolled over, my cage pressing uncomfortably against the mattress. My first full day as a university student.

Across the room, Haley was already up, standing in front of her wardrobe in just her cage and a pink sports bra.

“Morning,” she said cheerfully. “Sleep well?”

“Not really.” I sat up, rubbing my eyes. My body still ached from yesterday’s milking machine session.

Sophie stirred in her bed, making a small whimpering sound before pulling her pillow over her face.

“We have to be at Medical at 7,” Haley reminded me. “Twenty minutes to shower and dress.”

I stumbled to the shared bathroom and turned on the shower. The hot water helped wake me up, washing away the sticky remnants of last night’s ruined orgasm that had seeped through my cage while I slept.

When I returned to the room wrapped in a towel, both Sophie and Haley were dressed. Haley wore a tight black skirt with a pink crop top. Sophie had chosen a modest blue dress that fell to her knees.

I opened my wardrobe and selected a pink skirt and white blouse—something feminine but not too revealing. Victoria’s collar sat on my neck, a constant reminder of who I belonged to.

“Shoes,” Haley said, pointing to her feet. She wore platforms that had to be at least five inches. “Heels are mandatory during class hours. Minimum six inches.”

“Six inches?!” Sophie squeaked.

“Yep. It’s in the handbook.” Haley shrugged. “Don’t worry, you get used to walking in them. Eventually.”

I dug through my suitcase and found the highest heels I owned—pink stilettos that Victoria had bought me months ago. Five inches, not quite the required six, but close enough for my first day.

By 6:55, we were walking across campus toward the medical building. My ankles wobbled in the heels, and I had to concentrate on every step.

“This is ridiculous,” Sophie muttered, nearly twisting her ankle. “How are we supposed to walk to class in these?”

“Practice,” Haley said. “By the end of the semester, you’ll be able to run in six-inch platforms.”

Somehow, I doubted that.



The medical wing was sterile white and smelled like antiseptic. A nurse—not Claire, someone else—directed us to separate examination rooms.

Mine was small, with an examination table, a scale, and various medical equipment. I waited nervously for five minutes before Claire walked in.

“Alexis!” She smiled warmly, carrying a clipboard and a small bag. “Good to see you again. How was orientation?”

“Intense.”

“Mmm, the milking machines.” She made a note. “Did you cum?”

“Ruined orgasm.”

“Interesting. And how did it feel?”

“Awful. Like cumming but with none of the pleasure.”

Claire nodded, still writing. “That’s intentional. Ruined orgasms teach your body that release isn’t the goal—service is. Eventually, you’ll associate orgasm with disappointment rather than satisfaction.”

The thought was disturbing. And arousing.

“Strip down to your cage,” Claire instructed. “Let’s see what we’re working with.”

I removed my clothes and stood naked except for the pink cage between my legs.

Claire walked around me slowly, examining my body from every angle. Her hands measured my shrinking breasts, tested the loose skin where fuller curves had been.

“You’ve reverted significantly,” she observed. “Almost flat-chested now. Hip-to-waist ratio has narrowed. Penis has grown back to…” she cupped my cage, making me gasp, “approximately seven centimeters.”

“Can you fix it?” I asked quietly.

“Of course.” Claire opened her bag and produced a familiar blue pill. “This is your daily hormone. You’ll take it every morning with breakfast. In two weeks, you’ll start seeing changes. One month, you’ll be back to B-cups. Two months, we’ll push you to C-cups.”

“C-cups?” I breathed.

“Ms. Victoria wants you to have impressive breasts. I’m happy to oblige.” She handed me the pill and a small cup of water. “Swallow.”

I took the pill obediently.

Claire made more notes. “Your penis will shrink again too. Seven centimeters now, but with consistent hormones, we’ll get you back down to four, then eventually to two or three. A proper clitty, not a penis.”

The clinical way she discussed my body should have been humiliating. Instead, it was comforting. Claire was an expert. She knew how to make me into what I needed to be.

“Any questions?” she asked.

“When… when will my voice stabilize?” I asked. “It changed suddenly, and it still feels weird.”

“Your voice is permanent now. The feminine alto you have is your voice. It won’t change further unless you undergo additional training to make it more breathy or high-pitched.”

“Is that an option?”

Claire smiled. “Everything is an option here. If Ms. Victoria wants you to sound like a phone sex operator, we can make that happen. But for now, let’s focus on getting your body back to where it was.”

She walked to a cabinet and retrieved several items—more pills, a small bottle, and a new cage.

“This is your new cage,” she said, holding up a pink device that looked even smaller than my current one. “Once your penis shrinks back down, we’ll fit you with this. It’s a micro cage—holds up to four centimeters comfortably.”

Four centimeters. The size I’d been before reverting.

“For now, keep wearing your current cage. Come back in two weeks for a fitting.” Claire made a final note. “You’re dismissed. Classes start at 8 AM. Don’t be late.”



Gender Studies with Ms. Victoria was my first class.

Sophie, Haley, and I arrived at 7:55 to find the classroom already half-full. It looked like a regular university classroom—rows of desks, a whiteboard, a podium at the front. But there were subtle differences.

Each desk had a cushion on the floor beside it. For kneeling, I realized.

And at the front of the room, Ms. Victoria sat behind her desk, reading through papers. She wore a professional pencil skirt and blouse, her legs crossed, her heeled feet dangling.

My eyes went immediately to those feet. Pink toenails, high arches, perfect skin.

My cage twitched.

“Alexis.”

I snapped my attention up to Victoria’s face.

“Stay after class,” she said simply, then returned to her reading.

I found a seat in the second row. Sophie sat beside me, Haley behind us. Other students filled in around us—some I recognized from orientation, others who must be upperclassmen.

At exactly 8 AM, Victoria stood.

“Good morning, sissies.”

“Good morning, Ms. Victoria,” we chorused.

“Welcome to Gender Studies. This class will explore the psychology of submission, the nature of dominance, and your role within the power dynamic.” She walked to the whiteboard and wrote: POWER EXCHANGE.

“Power exchange is at the core of who you are. You have given up power—over your body, your sexuality, your choices—to dominant women. Some of you did this willingly. Some had it taken. But all of you are here now, and that means accepting your place.”

She turned to face us.

“Who can tell me why sissies exist?”

Silence.

“Anyone?”

Finally, a student in the front row raised their hand. “To serve, Ms. Victoria?”

“Close, but not quite.” Victoria smiled. “Sissies exist because dominant women need them. We have needs—sexual, emotional, practical—that traditional submissives can’t always fulfill. We want someone who understands femininity because they’ve experienced it. Someone who worships our bodies because they aspire to have bodies like ours. Someone who serves not out of duty, but out of desperate need.”

She let that sink in.

“You’re not just servants. You’re mirrors. You reflect back to us our own femininity, our own power. And in return, we give you structure, purpose, and the transformation you crave.”

Victoria’s eyes found mine.

“Some of you are addicts. Addicted to feet, to denial, to humiliation. Your addiction serves our pleasure. We become the drug you can’t quit.”

My cage strained harder. She was talking about me. About my foot addiction. About how I’d do anything for her feet.

“Your homework,” Victoria announced, “is to write a 500-word essay on why you need to be dominated. Due Friday. Dismissed.”

Students began gathering their things. I stayed seated.

“Everyone except Alexis,” Victoria added.

The room emptied quickly. Sophie gave me a curious look as she left, but I just shrugged.

When we were alone, Victoria locked the classroom door.

“Under the desk,” she commanded. “Now.”

I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees and crawled under her desk, my cage already leaking in anticipation.

Victoria sat down, her chair rolling forward until her legs were on either side of me. She kicked off her heels.

“I have to prepare for my next class,” she said, her voice returning to the softer tone she used when we were alone. “You have twenty minutes to worship my feet while I work. Don’t make a sound.”

Her bare feet appeared in front of my face.

I lifted the right one reverently and pressed my lips to her arch. The familiar scent filled my nose—lotion and skin and perfection. My tongue extended automatically, licking along her sole in one long stroke.

Above me, I heard Victoria shuffling papers, typing on her laptop. She was working, completely casual, while I worshipped beneath her desk like furniture.

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning silently around it. My hands massaged her foot while my tongue explored every inch. This was where I belonged. Not in the classroom as a student, but here—under her desk, my tongue on her feet, serving her while she went about her day.

I switched to her left foot, giving it the same devoted attention. Kissing, licking, sucking each toe. My jaw already ached but I didn’t care.

This was home.

Twenty minutes later, Victoria pulled her feet back.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Same time tomorrow. Don’t be late.”

I crawled out from under the desk, my knees sore, my cage dripping, my face flushed.

“You’re dismissed,” Victoria said, not looking up from her laptop.

I gathered my things and left, walking quickly toward my next class.

My face still tingled where her feet had touched it. My tongue tasted like her skin.

And I couldn’t wait until tomorrow morning when I could worship her again.

This was going to be the best education of my life.


Chapter 10: Sophie’s Friendship

By the end of my first week at Brooke Academy, I’d settled into a routine.

Morning worship of Victoria’s feet under her desk. Classes throughout the day—Gender Studies, Anal Technologies, Orgasm Science. Physical training in the afternoon where we practiced walking in increasingly high heels. Evening study sessions where I worked on assignments while my cage ached and leaked.

It was exhausting. It was overwhelming.

It was perfect.

Friday night, I returned to the dorm room to find Sophie sitting on her bed, crying quietly.

Haley was out—something about extra credit with one of the teachers—so it was just the two of us.

“Sophie?” I set my books down and sat beside her. “What’s wrong?”

She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “It’s stupid.”

“Tell me anyway.”

She took a shaky breath. “I haven’t cum in three weeks. Not since before I got here. And today in Orgasm Science, Ms. Turner demonstrated edging techniques on me in front of the whole class. She brought me to the edge twelve times and then just… stopped. Sent me back to my seat leaking and desperate.”

I rubbed her back sympathetically. “That sounds awful.”

“Everyone else in class has cum at least once this week. Haley’s had three orgasms. Three!” Sophie’s voice cracked. “I don’t know what I’m doing wrong. Why won’t anyone let me cum?”

“Maybe you haven’t earned it yet?” I suggested gently.

“But how do I earn it? I follow all the rules. I wear the right clothes, I attend every class, I don’t talk back. What more do they want?”

I didn’t have an answer. My own denial had been shorter—just the two weeks before university started, and even that felt like torture. I couldn’t imagine three weeks.

“Maybe we should do something to take your mind off it,” I suggested. “Want to compare cages?”

Sophie laughed through her tears. “That’s your solution? Compare our cages?”

“Hey, it’s what sissies do.” I stood and hiked up my skirt, showing off my pink CB-6000. “See? Standard size. Still too big for me since I’m reverting, but Claire says I’ll get a micro cage in a week or two.”

Sophie hesitated, then lifted her dress. Her cage was smaller than mine, a delicate pink device that barely contained her.

“Yours is tiny,” I observed.

“I was never very big to begin with. Four centimeters when I started hormones, three now.” She looked down at herself sadly. “It’s basically useless.”

“That’s the point, isn’t it?” I sat back down beside her. “We’re not supposed to use them like real cocks. They’re decorative.”

“I know, but…” She trailed off, then laughed bitterly. “God, listen to me. Crying because my clitty is too small and I can’t cum. A year ago I was a regular guy with a regular life. Now I’m this.”

“Do you regret it?” I asked quietly.

Sophie was silent for a long moment. “No. I don’t. Even with the denial and the humiliation and the classes where they parade us around like dolls. This feels more real than anything in my old life ever did.”

“I know what you mean.”

She looked at me curiously. “Do you have a Mistress? I mean, besides Ms. Victoria?”

“No, just her. She’s been my Mistress since before all this started. Since before my transformation even really began.”

“What’s that like? Being owned by someone?”

I thought about Victoria’s feet, about the collar around my neck, about the way I’d worship her for hours without complaint.

“It’s… everything,” I said. “She’s everything. The denial is torture, but it’s her torture. The worship is exhausting, but it’s for her. Every part of my transformation is because she wants it. And that makes it meaningful.”

“That sounds beautiful,” Sophie whispered. “I want that. Someone who sees me as more than just a sissy in training. Someone who actually wants me.”

An idea formed. “Do you want to practice?”

“Practice what?”

“Submission. Service.” I gestured to my feet, still in their pink stilettos. “You could worship my feet. Just to practice. So when you do get a Mistress, you’ll know what you’re doing.”

Sophie’s eyes widened. “You want me to worship your feet?”

“If you want to. No pressure.” I kicked off my heels and wiggled my toes. They were painted pink to match my nails—Victoria’s preferred color. “I’m not a Mistress, obviously. But I’ve been on the receiving end enough to know what feels good.”

Sophie stared at my feet for a long moment. Then, slowly, she slid off the bed and knelt on the floor.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Teach me.”

I positioned myself on the bed, my feet extended toward her. “Start with kissing. Light, reverent. Show respect before you get intimate.”

Sophie leaned forward and pressed her lips to my arch. The sensation was strange—I was used to being the one doing the worshipping, not receiving it. But there was something oddly arousing about having another sissy at my feet.

“Good,” I encouraged. “Now lick. Long strokes, heel to toe.”

Her tongue extended and she licked along my sole. The wetness, the warmth, the gentle pressure—I understood now why Victoria loved this so much.

“How does that feel?” Sophie asked.

“Good. Really good.” My cage twitched. “Now the toes. Suck them individually. That’s the part Mistresses love most.”

Sophie took my big toe into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around it, exactly the way I’d been trained to do for Victoria.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed.

She pulled back, worried. “Too much?”

“No, perfect. Keep going.”

She returned to my toes, sucking each one while her hands massaged my feet. My cage strained against its confines, leaking steadily. This was nothing like having Victoria’s feet in my face, but it still felt incredible.

After several minutes, I pulled my feet back.

“Your turn,” I said.

We switched positions. Sophie sat on the bed, and I knelt before her. Her feet were smaller than mine, delicate and pretty with light blue nail polish.

I lifted her right foot and began the worship I knew so well. Kissing her arch, licking her sole, sucking her toes. Sophie moaned above me, her cage visible under her hitched-up dress, straining just like mine.

This was different from worshipping Victoria. There was no power dynamic, no Mistress and slave. Just two sissies exploring submission together, practicing for the Mistresses we’d eventually serve.

“This is nice,” Sophie whispered. “Having someone who understands.”

I hummed agreement around her toes.

We continued like this for twenty minutes, taking turns worshipping each other’s feet. No orgasms—we were both too well-trained to even try. Just the act of worship itself, the comfort of service, the bonding through shared experience.

When we finally stopped, both our cages were leaking, our faces flushed, but neither of us had cum.

“Thank you,” Sophie said, pulling me into a hug. “I needed that. Not the foot worship, exactly, but… connection. Friendship. Feeling like I’m not alone here.”

“You’re not alone,” I assured her. “We’re in this together. You, me, Haley. We’re a team.”

She smiled, the first real smile I’d seen from her all week. “A team of pathetic sissies who can’t cum and worship feet.”

“The best kind of team.”

We both laughed, the tension breaking.

The door burst open and Haley stumbled in, her makeup smudged, her hair messy, wearing only a robe.

“You will not believe what just happened,” she announced. “Ms. Wright used me as a demonstration model for Advanced Anal Capacity. In front of twenty students. I took a ten-inch dildo and came twice.”

Sophie and I exchanged glances.

“Some of us haven’t cum in three weeks,” Sophie said pointedly.

“Oh. Right.” Haley had the decency to look sheepish. “Sorry. That was tactless.”

“A little,” I agreed.

Haley flopped onto her bed. “But seriously, best class ever. I’m going to sleep for twelve hours.”

Within minutes, she was snoring softly.

Sophie and I returned to our own beds. As I lay there, my cage still aching from our mutual worship session, I felt something I hadn’t felt in months.

Friendship.

Not ownership, not submission, not the desperate need to please a Mistress.

Just simple, genuine friendship with someone who understood what I was going through.

Sophie caught my eye across the room and smiled.

“Same time next week?” she whispered.

“Definitely.”

And as I drifted off to sleep, I realized that Brooke Academy wasn’t just about transformation and service.

It was about community.

About finding people who understood that being a sissy wasn’t shameful or wrong.

It was just who we were.

And that was okay.


Chapter 11: Diana’s Access

I was walking to Anal Technologies on Tuesday morning when I heard a familiar voice behind me.

“Well, well. If it isn’t Victoria’s favorite foot slave.”

I turned to find Diana leaning against a wall, dressed in her usual black—leather jacket, tight pants, boots. But now she wore a lanyard around her neck with an ID badge: DIANA ROSS - TEACHING ASSISTANT.

My stomach dropped.

“You work here?” I asked, though the answer was obvious.

“Surprise.” Diana pushed off the wall and fell into step beside me. “Mrs. Brooke hired me as an assistant. I help with demonstrations, grade assignments, supervise study halls. All very official.”

“Does Victoria know?”

“Of course. We both got hired at the same time.” Diana’s hand brushed against mine. “The difference is, Victoria is your teacher. I’m your assistant. Which means I have more… flexibility in how I interact with students.”

“What does that mean?”

We stopped outside the classroom door. Diana leaned in close, her lips nearly touching my ear.

“It means if I want to pull you aside for extra instruction, I can. If I want to use you as a demonstration model, I can. If I want you on your knees in my office worshipping my feet, I absolutely can.”

My cage twitched traitorously.

“Victoria won’t like that,” I said.

“Victoria doesn’t control everything here. The university has rules. One of them is that students obey all staff members.” Diana pulled back and smiled wickedly. “See you around, Alexis.”

She walked away, her hips swaying, leaving me standing outside the classroom with my heart pounding.



I couldn’t focus during Anal Technologies. Ms. Wright was demonstrating proper plug insertion technique on a willing volunteer, but my mind kept drifting to Diana.

She had access to me now. Official access. And while Victoria was my Mistress, Diana was still my temptation.

After class, I hurried back toward the dorms, hoping to avoid any encounters. No such luck.

“Alexis.”

I turned to find Diana standing outside a door marked “STAFF OFFICE 3.”

“Come here.”

It wasn’t a request.

I walked to her slowly, my heels clicking on the tile floor. She unlocked the office and gestured me inside.

The office was small—a desk, a filing cabinet, a couch. Diana locked the door behind us.

“Sit,” she commanded, pointing to the couch.

I sat, my hands folded in my lap, trying to ignore the way my cage strained.

Diana walked around her desk and retrieved something from the drawer. When she turned back, I saw she was holding a small black device.

A cage. Smaller than mine, curved and restrictive.

“This is what you’ll be wearing in a month,” she said, setting it on the desk. “Once your penis shrinks back down to three or four centimeters. It’s called a micro cage. Very effective for keeping sissy clitties under control.”

“Victoria already showed me—”

“I’m not Victoria.” Diana sat on the edge of the desk, her legs spread slightly. “And I think it’s time we established some boundaries. Or rather, a lack thereof.”

“What do you want?” I asked quietly.

“The same thing I’ve always wanted.” She kicked off her boots. “You.”

Her bare feet appeared, and my eyes went to them immediately. I couldn’t help it. They were beautiful—athletic, strong, toenails painted deep red.

“I know Victoria has you well-trained,” Diana continued. “Morning worship under her desk, after-class sessions, weekend visits to her apartment. You’re her perfect little foot slave.”

She extended one foot toward me.

“But she doesn’t own you here. Not completely. The university owns you. And I’m part of the university staff.” Her toes wiggled. “So get on your knees and worship my feet, sissy. That’s an order.”

I should have refused. Should have stood up and walked out, consequences be damned.

Instead, I slid off the couch and knelt before her.

Diana’s smile was triumphant. “Good girl. I knew you couldn’t resist.”

I lifted her right foot to my face with trembling hands. The scent hit me immediately—different from Victoria’s. Less perfumed, more natural, earthier. A hint of leather from her boots mixed with the musk of warm skin. But still intoxicating. Still enough to make my mouth water and my cage strain.

I pressed my lips to her arch and kissed softly, feeling the warmth of her skin, the slight give of flesh beneath the surface. My eyes fluttered closed as I inhaled her scent.

“That’s it,” Diana murmured, her voice thick. “Show me what Victoria taught you.”

I licked along her sole in one long stroke, from the slightly rougher skin of her heel up through the silky arch to the soft pads beneath her toes. The taste bloomed across my tongue—salty, faintly sweet, the unmistakable flavor of female skin. Diana sighed above me, settling back on the desk, her legs spreading wider.

My tongue worked methodically, covering every inch of her foot. Long licks up the sole, swirling around her ankle, kisses along the ridge where her toes met her foot.

This was wrong. This was cheating on Victoria.

But Diana was right—she had authority here. And I’d been trained to obey authority. My cage throbbed with every stroke of my tongue, pre-cum already starting to leak.

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning around the flesh as my lips sealed around it. The taste was slightly salty, the texture of her toenail smooth against my tongue as I traced its shape. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked, my tongue swirling. My hands massaged her foot with practiced skill—thumbs pressing into her arch, fingers working the tension from her heel.

“You’re so good at this,” Diana said breathlessly. “Even better than I remembered. Victoria really has you completely addicted to feet, doesn’t she?”

I hummed acknowledgment, switching to her second toe.

“Here’s the thing, Alexis.” Diana’s other foot pressed against my caged clitty through my skirt. “Victoria can make you wait weeks or months for an orgasm. But I can make you cum right now.”

Her toes rubbed my cage, the pressure making me gasp around her toes.

“All you have to do is ask. Beg me to make you cum. I’ll finger your ass right here, hit that spot Victoria loves, and you’ll explode within minutes.”

The temptation was overwhelming. I hadn’t cum properly since before university—nearly three weeks of constant denial. Diana could end that torture right now.

But Victoria would know. Somehow, she always knew.

I pulled back from Diana’s toes. “I can’t. I belong to Victoria.”

“You belong to whoever holds your cage key,” Diana countered. “And Victoria gave institutional permission for orgasm control to be administered by any staff member. Check your student handbook, page seventeen.”

Could that be true?

“I don’t believe you.”

Diana pulled out her phone and pulled up a PDF. Sure enough, page seventeen clearly stated: Students under chastity management may be granted orgasm privileges by any authorized staff member, at their discretion.

“See?” Diana wiggled her toes in my face. “I could uncage you right now, make you cum, and it would be completely within the rules.”

“But Victoria—”

“Victoria doesn’t own you here. She teaches you. Guides you. But she doesn’t control everything.” Diana’s foot returned to my cage, rubbing slowly. “Now keep worshipping. And think about whether you want to stay denied for another month, or whether you want the release I’m offering.”

I returned to her feet, my mind racing.

Diana was offering me something Victoria never did—easy pleasure. Quick release. An end to the constant aching need.

But Victoria was offering me something more important—purpose, meaning, love through service.

I worshipped Diana’s feet for twenty minutes, my tongue working tirelessly, my cage leaking steadily. She moaned and shifted, clearly aroused by my service.

“You’re good at this,” Diana purred. “Almost as good as you are with Victoria.” She pressed her foot harder against my face. “But I’m going to show you something she never does.”

Before I could respond, Diana stood and positioned herself above me like a predator claiming territory. Her left foot planted firmly on my caged clitty through my skirt, the ball of her foot pressing down on the metal cage. The pressure was intense, almost painful, my swollen clitty crushed against the unforgiving plastic.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded.

Her right foot lifted to my face. Her toes pushed past my lips, filling my mouth completely—three, then four toes crammed between my lips, stretching my jaw. I tasted her skin, salty and warm, felt the texture of her sole against my tongue, the smooth polish of her toenails against my teeth.

“This is how a real Mistress uses a sissy,” Diana said, grinding her left foot against my cage with slow, deliberate pressure. Her right foot pushed deeper, her toes reaching toward the back of my throat, making me gag slightly. “Victoria is too gentle with you. Too romantic. But this—being stood on, being used as a footstool—this is what you really need.”

I couldn’t speak with her toes filling my mouth. I could barely breathe, my air coming in desperate pants through my nose. My cage strained against her grinding foot, the metal biting into my flesh, pre-cum oozing through the holes and soaking my panties.

Then I felt Diana’s hand reach under my skirt. Her fingers found the base of my plug and gripped it, began moving it—pulling it out until my hole stretched around the widest part, then shoving it back in. Fucking me slowly with the plug while she stood on my cage and gagged me with her foot.

“That’s it,” Diana murmured, her voice husky with arousal. “Take it all. Foot in your mouth, foot on your pathetic clitty, plug in your ass. This is where you belong. Every hole filled, every part of you used.”

The sensations overwhelmed me completely. Her toes pressing against my tongue, filling my mouth with her taste. Her other foot grinding my cage, crushing my swollen clitty. Her fingers working the plug in and out, the bulbous head dragging against my prostate with every thrust.

I moaned around her foot, the sound muffled and desperate, my body trembling uncontrollably. My cage leaked a steady stream now, the pre-cum dripping onto her foot.

“You’re going to cum for me,” Diana said. It wasn’t a question—it was a statement of fact. “You’re going to have a sissygasm right here in my office, with my foot stuffed in your mouth and my fingers fucking your ass. And then you’re going to keep this our little secret.”

She increased the pace, fucking my plugged hole harder, faster. Each thrust drove the plug against my prostate with brutal precision. Her foot ground down on my cage, the pressure on my crushed clitty sending waves of pain-pleasure through my pelvis. Her toes curled in my mouth, pressing against my tongue.

The pressure on my prostate was relentless, building and building. My cage strained so hard I thought it might break. My balls tightened. My hole clenched around the plug.

“Cum,” Diana commanded, her voice sharp. “Cum for me, sissy.”

The orgasm hit me like an explosion.

My whole body convulsed, every muscle seizing at once. My ass clenched rhythmically around the plug and her thrusting fingers, spasming uncontrollably. My caged clitty erupted—thin, watery cum spurting through the holes in the cage, splattering onto her grinding foot in pathetic little jets.

I screamed around her toes, the sound muffled into a desperate moan, tears streaming down my face as the pleasure radiated from my prostate outward, consuming my entire body. My hole milked the plug greedily, clenching with each wave of the orgasm.

Diana didn’t stop. She kept fucking me through the entire orgasm, her fingers relentless, driving the plug against my prostate over and over. She kept grinding her foot on my still-twitching cage, kept her toes pressed deep in my mouth.

Each thrust prolonged the orgasm, pulled another weak spurt from my cage, another spasm from my hole. It went on and on until I was sobbing around her foot, overwhelmed, broken.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed beneath her, my body going limp. I gasped for air around her toes, tears and drool streaming down my face. My cage dripped cum onto the office floor. My hole gaped around the plug, stretched and sensitive.

Diana removed her foot from my mouth and stepped back. She looked down at me with a satisfied smirk.

“That,” she said, “is what Victoria denies you. Remember that feeling. Remember who gave it to you.”

I lay there, trembling, my cage still twitching.

Diana wiped her foot on my skirt. “Clean yourself up. And don’t tell Victoria about this. This is our secret. If you’re loyal, there’s more where that came from.”

She returned to her desk as if nothing had happened.

I struggled to my feet, my legs shaking. My mind was foggy from the sissygasm, my body still humming with aftershocks.

“Same time next week,” Diana said without looking up. “You’re dismissed.”

I stumbled out of her office, confused and ashamed and still aroused.



That evening, I knelt under Victoria’s desk in her apartment, worshipping her feet while she graded papers.

The guilt gnawed at me. Diana had made me cum. I’d had a sissygasm in her office, her foot in my mouth, her fingers in my ass.

I should tell Victoria. I should confess.

But Diana’s words echoed: Don’t tell Victoria. This is our secret.

“You’re distracted tonight,” Victoria said above me. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, Mistress.” I licked her sole, trying to lose myself in her feet. “Just tired from classes.”

“Hmm.” Victoria’s toes pressed against my lips. “You saw Diana today.”

It wasn’t a question. My heart stopped.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And?”

“She… she tried to tempt me. Offered pleasure.” I kept my eyes down, focused on her foot. “I resisted.”

It wasn’t a complete lie. I had resisted—at first.

“Good girl.” Victoria’s hand reached down and stroked my hair. “Diana plays games. She offers easy pleasure to try to steal you away from me. But what she doesn’t understand is that you don’t want easy pleasure. You want my feet. You want my control.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, shame burning in my chest.

“Now worship. You have thirty more minutes before I send you back to the dorms.”

I dove back into her feet, trying to bury my guilt in devotion.

But the memory of Diana’s foot in my mouth, her fingers inside me, the sissygasm she’d given me—it wouldn’t fade.

I had a secret now. A secret that felt like a betrayal.

And I didn’t know how long I could keep it.



Back in the dorm room that night, I lay in bed thinking about what had happened.

Diana had made me cum. Against my will—or was it? I hadn’t fought very hard. I’d let her stand on me, gag me with her foot, finger-fuck me to orgasm.

Did that make me disloyal? Or just weak?

My phone buzzed.

A message from Diana.

Same time next week. Don’t be late. And remember—our secret. - D

I stared at the message for a long moment.

I should delete it. Tell Victoria everything. Accept whatever punishment she deemed appropriate.

But instead, I saved it.

Because despite the guilt, despite the shame, I couldn’t forget how good it had felt.

Diana’s foot in my mouth.

Her fingers inside me.

The sissygasm that had torn through my body.

Victoria was my Mistress. My love. My everything.

But Diana had given me something Victoria never did.

And I wasn’t sure I could resist going back for more.


Chapter 12: Breast Growth Continues

Three weeks into university, I noticed the first changes.

I was getting dressed one morning when Sophie gasped from across the room.

“Alexis! Your chest!”

I looked down. Where before there had been almost nothing, now there were small swells. Not quite A-cups yet, but visible. Real.

I cupped them with both hands, feeling the soft tissue, the sensitivity. My breasts were coming back.

“The hormones are working,” Haley observed from her bed. “You’ll be at B-cups in another week or two at this rate.”

I turned to the mirror. The small mounds looked foreign on my chest after weeks of being flat. But they also looked right. Like pieces of myself returning.

My phone buzzed. Victoria.

Medical appointment, 9 AM. Don’t be late.



Claire examined my chest with clinical precision, measuring with a soft tape measure, making notes on her clipboard.

“Excellent progress,” she said. “You’re developing nicely. How do they feel?”

“Sensitive. Tingly, almost.”

“That’s normal. The hormone therapy is stimulating breast tissue growth.” She made another note. “You’re currently at the small end of an A-cup. By next week, you’ll fill an A-cup properly. Two weeks after that, B-cup.”

“And my penis?” I asked.

Claire moved to my cage, examining it critically. “Still too big for this cage. You’re at about six and a half centimeters now, down from seven. The shrinkage is slower than the breast growth, but it’s happening.”

She retrieved a measuring tape and had me stand still while she measured my hips, waist, and chest.

“Hip-to-waist ratio is improving too. You’re developing a more feminine silhouette.” Claire stepped back. “All told, the re-feminization is progressing well. Any side effects? Mood swings, fatigue, changes in libido?”

“I’m constantly horny,” I admitted.

“That’s the hormones combined with chastity. Perfectly normal.” She made a final note. “Anything else?”

I hesitated. “My nipples are really sensitive. Like, painfully sensitive sometimes.”

Claire smiled. “Good. That means they’re developing properly.” She reached out and pinched my left nipple through my shirt.

I gasped, my cage immediately straining. The sensation was intense—part pleasure, part pain, completely overwhelming.

“See?” Claire released my nipple. “Hormones have made them into erogenous zones. Most Mistresses love to play with sensitive sissy nipples. Builds arousal without requiring any genital contact.”

The thought of Victoria playing with my nipples while I worshipped her feet made my cage leak.

“You’re dismissed,” Claire said. “Same time next week for follow-up measurements.”



That afternoon in Gender Studies, Victoria kept me after class again.

“Under the desk,” she commanded once the room was empty.

I crawled beneath her desk eagerly. Victoria’s bare feet appeared, and I immediately began my worship. Kissing her arches, licking her soles, sucking her perfect toes.

But today, Victoria didn’t ignore me like usual. Her hand reached down and found my chest, cupping my developing breast through my blouse.

“These are coming along nicely,” she murmured.

Her fingers found my nipple and pinched.

I moaned around her toes, the dual sensations overwhelming. Her feet in my mouth, her fingers on my sensitive nipples, my cage straining desperately.

“I want to try something,” Victoria said. She rolled her chair back and stood. “Stay on your knees.”

I obeyed, looking up at her from the floor.

Victoria unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lace bra that barely contained her breasts. She unclasped it and let it fall, exposing her perfect chest.

“Come here.”

I crawled to her. She guided my face to her breast, pressing my mouth against her nipple.

“Suck,” she commanded.

I sucked her nipple into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it. Victoria moaned softly, her hand holding my head in place.

After several minutes of this, she pushed me back.

“Good girl. Now back to my feet.”

She sat back down and extended her feet toward me. I resumed my worship, but now with the taste of her nipple still on my tongue.

This was new. Intimate in a different way than foot worship. More equal, almost.

I worked her feet for another twenty minutes before she pulled them away.

“I have something for you,” Victoria said, reaching into her desk drawer. She pulled out a small bottle and a towel. “Lie on your back.”

Confused, I lay down on the classroom floor. Victoria stood and walked around the desk, then knelt beside me.

“Lift your skirt.”

I obeyed, exposing my caged clitty.

Victoria opened the bottle—massage oil that smelled faintly of vanilla—and poured some into her hands. She rubbed them together, making the oil warm, then placed her slick, glistening feet on either side of my caged clitty.

“I’m going to give you a footjob,” she announced, her voice calm and measured. “But you’re not allowed to cum. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” My voice shook with anticipation and terror.

Her oiled feet began to stroke my cage.

The sensation was like nothing I’d ever felt. Her soft, warm soles sliding against the hard pink plastic, the oil making everything impossibly slippery. I could feel her toes gripping the cage, her high arches pressing against the sides, her heels brushing my balls. Victoria’s perfect feet—the feet I’d worshipped for months, dreamed about every night—were finally on my cage.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my back arching off the floor, my hands clawing at the carpet.

“Feel good?” Victoria’s feet moved faster, stroking up and down along the length of my cage. Her soles sandwiched the pink plastic, sliding in opposite directions, creating friction I could feel even through the metal bars.

“Too good, Mistress. I’m going to—”

“You’re not going to cum.” Her voice was steel. “You’re going to be edged and denied like always.” Her feet continued their relentless stroking, her toes curling around the tip of my cage, her soles gliding along the shaft. “This is just a preview. A taste of what you could have if you earned it.”

The pleasure built rapidly, an unstoppable wave rising from my caged clitty. Having Victoria’s feet on my cage—my two greatest obsessions combined, the feet I worshipped and the denial I craved—was almost too much. My hips bucked involuntarily, trying to thrust into her feet.

“Please, Mistress,” I begged, my voice cracking. “Please let me cum. I’ll do anything. Worship your feet for hours. Days. Forever. Just please—”

“You already do anything. That’s not leverage.” Her feet pressed harder, her soles squeezing my cage, her oiled arches sliding faster. “Now hold still. Don’t you dare cum.”

I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, trying to hold back the orgasm building in my balls. My cage strained, my clitty swelling uselessly against the bars, pre-cum oozing steadily from the tip and mixing with the oil on her feet.

The stimulation continued for five more agonizing minutes. Every stroke of her feet brought me closer to the edge—I could feel the orgasm building, feel my balls tightening, feel my hole clenching around the plug inside me. Then Victoria would slow down, her strokes becoming languid, almost lazy, and I’d crash back from the edge, whimpering with frustration.

Over and over. Edge and deny. Her feet bringing me to the brink of heaven, then pulling me back.

Finally, mercifully, she removed her feet.

I lay there panting, my cage dripping with oil and pre-cum, my whole body trembling with unfulfilled need. My clitty throbbed inside its prison, aching for release that wouldn’t come.

“Good girl,” Victoria said, wiping the oil off her feet with the towel. “You held out. That’s progress.”

She helped me stand on shaking legs.

“How long has it been since you came?” she asked.

“Three weeks, Mistress.”

“Mmm. Let’s make it four.” She smiled at my desperate whimper. “You can handle it. And when I do finally let you cum, it’ll be from my feet. Wouldn’t you like that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

“Good. Now clean yourself up and get to your next class.”



That night, I lay in bed unable to sleep. My cage ached, my nipples tingled, and all I could think about was Victoria’s feet stroking my cage.

Four weeks without cumming. Twenty-eight days of constant denial.

But if it meant eventually getting to cum from her feet, I’d wait forever.

Across the room, I heard soft crying. Sophie.

“Hey,” I whispered. “You okay?”

“Four weeks for me too,” she sobbed quietly. “Four weeks and nobody will even touch me. At least you get foot worship and edging. I get nothing.”

My heart broke for her. “Come here.”

Sophie climbed out of her bed and crawled into mine. I wrapped my arms around her, feeling her small developing breasts press against my own.

“We’ll get through this together,” I promised. “Both of us.”

“How much longer?” she asked.

“I don’t know. But we’ll survive. We have to.”

She fell asleep in my arms, both of us caged and desperate and aching.

But at least we weren’t alone.

And somehow, that made the denial a little more bearable.

Just a little.


Chapter 13: Glory Hole Punishment

I knew I was in trouble the moment Ms. Wright found the vibrating bullet in my bag.

It was Friday morning, week four of university. I’d been doing so well—following all the rules, attending every class, worshipping Victoria’s feet dutifully. But Claire had given me the small vibrator “for personal experimentation” and I’d made the mistake of bringing it to Anal Technologies class.

Ms. Wright held up the small pink device between two fingers.

“Alexis,” she said coldly. “What is this?”

The entire class turned to stare at me.

“I… it’s a vibrator, Ms. Wright.”

“And why do you have it in class?”

“Claire gave it to me. I forgot it was in my bag.”

Ms. Wright’s expression didn’t change. “Unauthorized sex toys are forbidden during class hours. You know this.”

“Yes, Ms. Wright. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry isn’t enough.” She walked to her desk and picked up a phone. “Headmistress Brooke? I have a student who brought a vibrator to class. Yes, Alexis. Mm-hmm. Understood.”

She hung up and turned back to me.

“You’re to report to the Service Stations immediately. Full day assignment.”

My stomach dropped. The Service Stations. The glory holes.

“All day?” I whispered.

“Eight hours. Maybe that will teach you to follow the rules.” Ms. Wright gestured to the door. “Dismissed.”

I gathered my things with shaking hands and left the classroom. Behind me, I heard whispers and giggles from the other students.



The Service Stations were in the basement, down a long hallway marked “Staff and Disciplinary Use Only.”

A stern-looking woman in her forties met me at the entrance. Her nametag read “Supervisor Chen.”

“Alexis?” she confirmed.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Follow me.”

She led me through a door into a preparation room. The walls were lined with lockers, makeup stations, and racks of wigs and costumes.

“Strip to your cage,” Supervisor Chen commanded. “Everything else in locker seven.”

I obeyed, removing my clothes and heels until I stood naked except for my pink cage.

Supervisor Chen examined me critically. “Breasts are developing nicely. A-cup?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Sit.”

She gestured to a makeup chair. I sat, and she went to work on my face. Heavy foundation, dramatic eye makeup, glossy pink lips. When she finished, I looked like a pornstar—exaggerated femininity, designed to appeal to male fantasy.

Next came a long blonde wig, styled in loose curls. Then she handed me a tiny pink crop top that barely covered my small breasts and a micro-skirt that showed the bottom curve of my ass.

“Put these on.”

I dressed quickly. The outfit was obscene—clearly designed to be degrading.

“Now listen carefully,” Supervisor Chen said. “You’ll be in booth three. Your head goes through the hole. Women will line up on the other side to use your mouth. You lick, suck, and serve until they cum. Then the next woman. Then the next. For eight hours.”

My throat went dry. “Eight hours straight?”

“You get a five-minute water break every two hours. Other than that, you don’t stop.” She handed me a small bottle. “Throat spray. Numbs slightly. You’ll need it.”

I took the bottle with trembling hands.

“Any questions?”

“What if I can’t… what if I need to stop?”

“There’s a panic button on the wall beside the booth. Press it and we’ll pull you out immediately.” Her expression softened slightly. “But that goes on your permanent record. Trust me, you don’t want that.”

She led me out of the preparation room and down another hallway. We passed several closed doors, each marked with a number. From behind some of them, I heard muffled moans and wet sounds.

Other students serving their punishments.

We stopped at door three. Supervisor Chen unlocked it and gestured me inside.

The booth was small—maybe four feet by four feet. One wall had a padded cutout at head height, the glory hole itself. Below it was a small cushion for kneeling. On the opposite wall was a red button—the panic button.

“Kneel,” Supervisor Chen instructed.

I knelt on the cushion, positioning myself so my face was at the hole. Supervisor Chen adjusted my position slightly.

“Good. Now put your head through.”

I leaned forward, pushing my head through the padded opening. On the other side was a small room with a chair positioned directly in front of the hole. The chair was currently empty.

“You’ll stay like this for the duration,” Supervisor Chen said from behind me. “Your hands stay on this side of the wall. You use only your mouth. Understand?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good luck.”

I heard the door close and lock behind me.

Then I was alone, my head sticking through a wall, waiting for my punishment to begin.



The first woman arrived five minutes later.

I couldn’t see much of her—just from the waist down as she walked into the room and sat in the chair. She wore a business skirt and heels. No underwear.

She spread her legs, revealing her pussy just inches from my face.

“You must be the new girl,” she said. Her voice was cultured, professional. “First time at the glory hole?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, my voice muffled by the wall.

“Nervous?”

“Very, ma’am.”

“Don’t be. Just do what you’ve been trained to do.” She scooted forward in the chair, bringing her pussy closer to my mouth. “Now lick.”

I extended my tongue and pressed it against her entrance. She was already wet, her arousal evident. I licked upward, finding her clit, and circled it slowly.

“Mmm, good,” the woman murmured. “Keep that pace.”

I obeyed, licking her clit in slow circles while my tongue occasionally dipped lower to taste her wetness. She was my first pussy since arriving at university—all my worship had been feet. The taste was different, more musky, more intimate.

After several minutes, her breathing quickened. Her hands gripped the armrests of the chair.

“Faster,” she commanded.

I increased my pace, my tongue working her clit rapidly. The woman moaned, her hips rocking slightly against my face.

“Oh fuck, yes, right there, don’t stop—”

She came with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around my head, her pussy pulsing against my tongue. I kept licking through her orgasm until she finally pushed my head away.

“Good girl,” she panted. “Very good girl.”

She stood and left. I heard the door close.

Then I waited for the next woman.



The second woman was rougher.

She sat down without a word, grabbed my hair through the hole, and pulled my face into her pussy.

“Lick,” she demanded.

I licked frantically, trying to breathe through my nose as she ground against my face. Her grip on my hair was painful, controlling, forcing me exactly where she wanted.

She came quickly, almost violently, then released me and left without a word.

The third woman wanted her ass eaten. She turned around in the chair, bent over, and spread her cheeks. I hesitated for just a moment before extending my tongue and licking her hole.

She moaned encouragement, and I continued, my tongue pressing into her tight entrance while she fingered her own clit.

When she came, she squirted, the liquid spraying across my face.

“Sorry,” she laughed, not sounding sorry at all. “That happens sometimes.”

The fourth woman was gentle. She talked to me while I licked her, asking about my studies, my Mistress, how I was adjusting to university. She came softly, quietly, and thanked me sincerely before leaving.

The fifth wanted me to suck on her clit like a tiny cock. Hard suction, tongue flicking while I sucked. She came three times before finally standing up satisfied.

The sixth, seventh, eighth… they all blurred together.

Some were gentle, some were rough. Some came quickly, some took twenty minutes of continuous licking. Some wanted their pussies worshipped, some wanted ass play, some wanted both.

My jaw ached. My tongue felt swollen. The throat spray had worn off and my voice was hoarse from occasional moans and affirmations.

After two hours, Supervisor Chen appeared.

“Water break.”

I pulled my head back through the hole, grateful for the reprieve. My neck was stiff from being in one position for so long.

Supervisor Chen handed me a bottle of water and some throat spray. I drank greedily and reapplied the numbing spray.

“How many so far?” I asked.

“Twelve women. You’re doing well.” She checked her watch. “Six more hours to go.”

Six more hours.

I wanted to cry.

But I put my head back through the hole and waited for the next woman.



Hour three was when Haley appeared.

I recognized her voice immediately when she sat down.

“Alexis? Is that you?”

“Haley?” I tried to look up but couldn’t see her face from this angle. “What are you doing here?”

“Extra credit. Ms. Wright said students could use the glory holes too as part of Oral Technologies practice.” She laughed. “Didn’t realize it was you in here.”

“Are you going to…?”

“Would you rather I leave?”

I thought about it. Six hours left. At least Haley was a friendly face—or friendly pussy, in this case.

“No. It’s okay.”

“Cool. Because I’m really horny and this is too good an opportunity to pass up.”

She spread her legs and I got to work.

Licking Haley’s pussy was strange. We were roommates, friends even. But here I was, my tongue buried in her cunt, licking her to orgasm like I was furniture.

Haley moaned above me, clearly enjoying herself. “Oh fuck, Alexis, your tongue is amazing. No wonder Victoria keeps you locked up.”

I redoubled my efforts, sucking her clit into my mouth.

“Holy shit, yes!” Haley’s hands gripped my hair. “Right there, don’t stop!”

She came hard, her thighs trembling, her pussy flooding my mouth with wetness.

When she finished, she patted my head affectionately through the hole.

“Thanks, roomie. You’re the best.”

Then she left, and I was alone again with my aching jaw and swollen tongue.



Hour four brought Sophie.

“Alexis?” Her voice was timid, uncertain.

“Sophie.”

“I’m so sorry. They told me I could earn orgasm credit if I used the glory hole. I didn’t know it was you.”

“It’s okay,” I said, my voice hoarse. “Really.”

“Are you sure? I can leave—”

“Sophie, I’ve licked thirty women today. One more won’t kill me. And at least you’ll finally get to cum.”

I heard her soft laugh. “Okay. If you’re sure.”

She sat down carefully, spreading her legs. Her pussy was small and neat, freshly shaved, already glistening with arousal.

I licked her gently, remembering our foot worship session. Taking care of Sophie, helping her feel good. This was the same, just different anatomy.

Sophie moaned softly. “Oh, Alexis… that feels so good.”

I worked her slowly, building her pleasure gradually. After four weeks of denial, she deserved a good orgasm.

“I’m close,” she whispered. “I’m so close, please don’t stop—”

I didn’t stop. I licked faster, harder, my tongue focusing on her clit until she finally cried out, her whole body shaking as she came.

“Thank you,” she sobbed. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

When she left, I felt a small spark of satisfaction despite my exhaustion. At least I’d been able to give Sophie some pleasure after her long denial.



Hour six was when Victoria appeared.

I didn’t recognize her at first—she was wearing different perfume, walking differently. But when she sat down and I saw the familiar pink nail polish on her toes peeking out from her heels, I knew.

“Mistress?” I whispered.

“Hello, sissy.” Her hand reached through the hole and stroked my hair. “I heard you were here. Thought I’d visit.”

“You’re going to make me lick your pussy?”

“No.” She shifted in the chair. “I’m going to let you worship my feet through the hole. Consider it mercy.”

Her feet appeared—bare, perfect, toenails painted pink. She pressed her soles against my face through the opening.

I kissed them desperately, my tongue extending to lick her soft skin. After six hours of licking pussies, having Victoria’s feet in my face was like coming home.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “Worship your Mistress’s feet like the good girl you are.”

I licked and sucked and kissed with renewed energy, despite my exhausted tongue. These were Victoria’s feet—my obsession, my religion, my everything.

After twenty minutes, Victoria pulled her feet back.

“Good girl. You’re doing so well.” Her hand stroked my hair again. “Two more hours. You can handle it.”

Then she was gone, and I was alone again.

But her visit had given me strength. I could finish this. For her.



The final two hours were a blur.

More women. More licking. More orgasms that weren’t mine.

By the time Supervisor Chen finally appeared and said, “Time’s up,” my jaw was completely numb, my tongue felt like sandpaper, and I could barely think straight.

I pulled my head back through the hole and collapsed onto the floor of the booth.

“You serviced forty-seven women,” Supervisor Chen said, helping me stand. “That’s impressive for a first-timer. Most tap out around thirty.”

Forty-seven women. Forty-seven orgasms. Eight hours of continuous service.

And I hadn’t cum once.

She led me back to the preparation room where I cleaned up, removed the makeup and wig, and changed back into my clothes.

“You’re free to go,” Supervisor Chen said. “Try not to bring unauthorized items to class again.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stumbled back to the dorms on shaking legs. My whole body ached. My tongue felt swollen. My jaw clicked when I moved it.

Sophie and Haley were waiting in the room.

“Oh my god,” Haley gasped when she saw me. “You look destroyed.”

“Feel destroyed,” I mumbled.

Sophie hugged me carefully. “I’m sorry I used you. I shouldn’t have—”

“’S okay,” I slurred. “Glad you got to cum.”

They helped me into bed, still fully dressed. I was asleep within seconds.



I woke up twelve hours later to find Victoria sitting on the edge of my bed.

“Mistress?” My voice was wrecked, barely more than a whisper.

“Shh. Don’t try to talk.” She held a glass of water with a straw to my lips. “Drink.”

I drank gratefully, the cool water soothing my raw throat.

“You did well yesterday,” Victoria said, stroking my hair. “Forty-seven women. No panic button. You endured eight hours of service without complaint.”

I managed a weak smile.

“As a reward, I’m adjusting your denial sentence.” She reached into her bag and pulled out my cage key. “You’re going to cum today. Right now.”

My eyes widened.

Victoria helped me undress, removing the cage for the first time in four weeks. My penis—smaller now, maybe five and a half centimeters—bobbed slightly, trying to get hard after being confined for so long.

“Lie back,” Victoria commanded.

I obeyed. She climbed onto the bed and positioned herself at my feet, facing me. Then she lifted my freed clitty between both of her soles, sandwiching it in the warm, soft prison of her perfect feet.

“I’m going to make you cum with my feet,” she said, her amber eyes locked on mine. “Like I promised. This is what loyalty earns.”

Her soles pressed against my shaft—soft, warm, impossibly perfect. The skin of her arches hugged my length, her toes curled around the head. Then she began to stroke.

The sensation after four weeks of denial was overwhelming. Her feet—my obsession, my religion, the object of my every waking thought—were finally on my uncaged clitty. Not through metal, not through fabric. Skin on skin. The softness of her soles sliding along my shaft, the subtle grip of her toes, the warmth radiating from her feet into my desperate flesh.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my back arching, my hands fisting the sheets. “Oh god, Mistress, your feet—”

“That’s it. Enjoy it. You earned this.” Her feet moved faster, her arches gripping my shaft in a silky vice, her toes playing with the sensitive head on every upstroke. “Feel how good my feet feel on your pathetic little clitty.”

Four weeks of denial. Eight hours of service. Forty-seven orgasms I’d given without receiving. And now this—the ultimate reward. Victoria’s perfect feet stroking my cock like it was precious, like it deserved worship in return.

I could feel every detail. The slight callus on the ball of her left foot. The smoothness of her arches. The way her toes curled around my head, the gaps between them gripping me. The scent of her vanilla lotion mixed with the musk of her natural skin.

I came within two minutes.

The orgasm exploded through me like a supernova—four weeks of built-up pressure releasing all at once. The first spurt shot from my clitty with actual force, arcing through the air and landing on Victoria’s feet with a wet splatter. Then another. And another. Rope after rope of cum erupted from me, coating her soles, dripping between her toes, pooling in her arches.

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, radiating from my clitty outward until my whole body was consumed. My hole clenched around nothing. My balls contracted with each spurt. Tears streamed down my face from the intensity.

Victoria kept stroking through the entire orgasm, her cum-slicked feet sliding faster now, the lubrication making every sensation sharper. She prolonged it, intensified it, milked every last drop from my twitching clitty until I was sobbing and shaking beneath her, my voice breaking on wordless moans.

“That’s it,” she cooed, her feet still moving. “Give me all of it. Cum for my feet. Worship them with your cum.”

Finally, mercifully, she stopped.

I lay there gasping, cum everywhere—on her feet, on the sheets, on my stomach, even on my chest where the first powerful spurts had reached. My whole body trembled with aftershocks, my clitty still twitching weakly between her slick, cum-covered soles.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured, wiping her feet on a towel. “Such a good girl.”

She re-caged me immediately—the familiar click of the lock sealing me back into denial.

“Three more weeks until your next orgasm,” she said. “Think you can handle it?”

Still floating in post-orgasm endorphins, I nodded weakly.

“Good. Because your transformation is just beginning.”

She kissed my forehead and left.

I lay in bed, caged again, still tasting forty-seven women on my tongue, Victoria’s ownership collar around my neck.

And I’d never been happier in my life.

This was who I was meant to be.

Victoria’s perfect sissy.

Forever.


Chapter 14: Three-Week Denial

Week five at university began with a text from Victoria.

Three weeks. No orgasms. No complaints. Prove your devotion.

I stared at the message, my cage already straining from just reading her words. Three weeks. Twenty-one days. After just having the best orgasm of my life from her feet, I was being thrown right back into denial.

My clitty throbbed uselessly in its pink prison.

“What’s wrong?” Sophie asked from her bed, where she was struggling to put on stockings.

“Three-week denial sentence.”

“Ouch.” She finally got the stocking right and reached for the second one. “I’m on week five with no end in sight. At least you have a timeline.”

She had a point. At least Victoria had given me parameters. Some students went months without knowing when they’d get relief.

“We’ll survive,” I said, more to myself than to her.



Monday’s Gender Studies class was torture.

Victoria lectured on the psychology of denial—how extended chastity heightened submission, increased obedience, and created deeper bonds between dominant and submissive.

All while I sat in the front row, my eyes constantly dropping to her feet.

She wore open-toed heels today. Red toenails. I could see her arches, the curve of her soles, the perfect shape of each toe.

My mouth watered.

“Alexis,” Victoria said sharply.

I jerked my eyes up to her face. “Yes, Mistress—I mean, Professor?”

Several students giggled.

“What did I just say?”

“Um…” I had no idea. I’d been staring at her feet.

“Exactly.” Victoria’s smile was cruel. “Stay after class.”

Fuck.



When the room emptied, Victoria locked the door and sat on the edge of her desk.

“Under here,” she commanded, pointing beneath the desk.

I crawled into the space eagerly, my cage already leaking. This was my favorite part of university—these stolen moments with Victoria’s feet.

Her heels came off. Her bare feet appeared, toes wiggling.

“You weren’t paying attention in class,” she said above me.

“I’m sorry, Mistress. I was distracted.”

“By what?”

“Your feet, Mistress.”

“Mmm. So you’re saying my feet are more interesting than my lecture?”

It was a trap question. But honesty was always the safer bet with Victoria.

“Yes, Mistress. Your feet are the most interesting thing in any room.”

She laughed. “Good answer. Now worship them while I explain what you missed.”

I lifted her right foot to my face and kissed her arch reverently. The scent—vanilla lotion mixed with her natural musk—made my cage strain painfully.

“Today’s lesson,” Victoria continued, as if she wasn’t having her feet worshipped, “was about the psychological effects of long-term denial. Studies show that submissives in extended chastity report higher satisfaction levels, stronger emotional bonds with their dominants, and more intense orgasms when finally permitted.”

I licked from her heel to her toes, savoring every inch.

“The key is maintaining hope while preventing expectation. You need to believe you’ll eventually cum, but never know exactly when. That uncertainty creates a beautiful desperation.”

She was describing exactly what she did to me.

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning around it.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured. “You’re learning even when you’re not paying attention.”

Her other foot pressed against my caged clitty through my skirt. The pressure made me gasp around her toe.

“Three weeks,” she said. “Twenty-one days of worshipping my feet, serving my needs, getting nothing in return except the privilege of licking my toes. Think you can handle it?”

I released her toe long enough to answer. “Yes, Mistress. For your feet, I can handle anything.”

“That’s what I want to hear.”

I returned to my worship, my tongue working between her toes, licking the sensitive skin there. Victoria’s breathing quickened slightly—the only sign she was affected.

After fifteen minutes, she pulled her feet away.

“That’s enough for today. Get to your next class.”

I crawled out from under the desk, my face wet from her feet, my cage dripping, my mind fuzzy with submission.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said automatically.

“You’re welcome, sissy. Same time tomorrow.”



That night, I lay awake thinking about Victoria’s feet.

The way her arches curved. The softness of her soles. The perfect pink of her toenails. The taste of her skin on my tongue.

I was completely addicted.

Three weeks without cumming seemed impossible. But three weeks of daily foot worship? That was heaven.

Even if it was also hell.



The days blurred together in a haze of denial and devotion.

Every morning, I knelt under Victoria’s desk before class, licking her feet while she prepared her lectures. Every afternoon, I worshipped her in her office after Gender Studies. Every evening, I came to her apartment for extended sessions.

My tongue was perpetually tired. My jaw clicked when I opened it too wide. I could taste Victoria’s feet even in my sleep.

But I didn’t complain. I couldn’t complain. This was what I’d chosen. What I craved.

By the end of week one, the denial had become a constant ache. My cage leaked constantly, soaking through my panties. Every sight of bare feet—Victoria’s, other teachers’, even other sissies’—made me strain against the pink plastic.

By the end of week two, I’d stopped thinking about orgasms. There was only worship. Only Victoria’s feet in my mouth. Only the taste and scent and texture of her perfect soles.



Day fourteen. Week two of my three-week sentence.

Victoria was watching TV in her apartment, her feet propped up on the coffee table. I knelt beside the table, my face pressed against her soles, licking slowly and methodically.

She didn’t look at me. Didn’t acknowledge my existence. Just watched her show while I worshipped.

This was the deepest form of degradation—being used as a foot warmer, a tongue for her pleasure, while she focused on something else entirely.

I licked her left sole from heel to toe. Then her right. Then back to her left. Over and over, for an hour, while Victoria laughed at whatever comedy she was watching.

My tongue ached. My jaw trembled. My cage leaked steadily onto her carpet.

But I didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. Her feet were my world.

Finally, during a commercial break, Victoria glanced down at me.

“Good girl,” she said casually. “But no orgasm yet. Another week.”

Another week. Seven more days of this exquisite torture.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered against her sole.

“Keep going. My show’s back on.”

I returned to my worship, my tongue tracing her arches while she watched TV.

This was my life now. Licking Victoria’s feet while she ignored me. Being used without acknowledgment. Worshipping without reward.

And I’d never been happier.



Back in the dorm that night, Sophie asked how I was holding up.

“It’s hard,” I admitted. “But the foot worship helps. Gives me something to focus on besides the denial.”

“I don’t know how you do it,” Sophie said. “Three weeks with no end in sight would drive me crazy.”

“Victoria’s feet make it bearable. More than bearable. They make it beautiful.”

Sophie shook her head. “You’re really far gone, aren’t you?”

I smiled. “Completely. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Day fourteen of twenty-one.

Seven days to go.

I could taste the finish line.

And it tasted like Victoria’s perfect feet.


Chapter 15: Haley’s Backstory

Week six at university. Day fourteen of my three-week denial sentence.

I was studying in the common room when Haley flopped down beside me on the couch, looking miserable.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Courtney’s coming to visit tomorrow.”

I put down my textbook. “Your ex?”

“Yeah.” Haley hugged a pillow to her chest. “She texted me last night. Said she wants to see how I’m ‘adjusting to sissy life.’ Like it’s some kind of joke.”

“You don’t have to see her if you don’t want to.”

“I know. But…” Haley’s voice dropped to a whisper. “Part of me wants to. Is that fucked up?”

“Tell me about her,” I said gently.

Haley was quiet for a long moment. Then she started talking.



“I met Courtney two years ago at community college. She was beautiful—long red hair, green eyes, this confidence that just drew everyone to her. I was a nerdy guy back then. Skinny, awkward, virgin. I couldn’t believe she wanted me.”

Haley’s eyes were distant, remembering.

“For the first month, it was amazing. She was my first everything—first kiss, first time, first real relationship. I thought I was the luckiest guy alive.”

“What changed?” I asked.

“She started talking about her fantasies. How she wanted to see me with other women. How she thought it would be hot if I watched her fuck other guys. I thought she was kidding at first.”

Haley’s hands twisted the pillow.

“But she wasn’t. Three months in, she brought a guy home. Chad—football player, huge muscles, probably eight inches. She made me sit in a chair and watch while he fucked her.”

My cage twitched despite myself. The humiliation, the helplessness—I understood the appeal even as I felt bad for Haley.

“How did that make you feel?” I asked.

“At first? Destroyed. I cried after. But Courtney comforted me, told me how much she loved me, how this didn’t change anything between us. And then she sucked my dick and it was the best head I’d ever gotten.”

“Classical conditioning,” I murmured. “Pain, then reward.”

“Exactly. It happened again the next week. Different guy. I watched, cried, got rewarded. By the third time, I was hard while watching. By the fifth time, I was begging her to do it.”

Haley laughed bitterly.

“She had me completely trained. I’d clean up after her dates. Lick cum out of her pussy. Thank the guys for fucking my girlfriend. And I got off on it. What does that say about me?”

“That you’re submissive,” I said. “There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“Maybe. But it didn’t stop there.” Haley shifted on the couch. “Six months in, Courtney started talking about feminizing me. Said I’d be prettier as a girl. That my dick was too small to really satisfy her anyway.”

“How small?”

“Three and a half inches hard. Tiny compared to the guys she was fucking.”

I thought about my own shrinking clitty. I understood that humiliation intimately.

“So she started dressing me up,” Haley continued. “Panties, bras, makeup, wigs. Made me watch her dates while dressed as a girl. Called me her ‘sissy girlfriend’ instead of boyfriend.”

“Did you like it?”

“I hated it. And I loved it. It was humiliating and degrading and I came so hard every time.” Haley looked at me. “That’s when I realized I might actually be… this. A sissy. Not just playing at it.”

“What happened after that?”

“We dated for another year. She kept feminizing me more and more. Had me go out in public dressed as a girl. Introduced me to her friends as her ‘girlfriend Haley.’ Started making me suck the guys’ dicks after they fucked her.”

My eyebrows rose. “Did you?”

“Eventually. Not at first. But she’d deny me orgasms until I agreed. And once I did it the first time…” Haley shrugged. “It got easier. By the end, I was sucking dick regularly. Sometimes while caged.”

“She caged you?”

“In the last few months, yeah. Pink cage, just like this one.” Haley gestured to her crotch. “Said my clitty didn’t deserve to be free. That real women and real men got to cum, but sissies had to stay denied.”

The story was horrifying and arousing in equal measure. Courtney sounded like a sadistic genius.

“So what happened? Why did you break up?”

Haley’s expression darkened. “She got bored. Found a new guy—Marcus—and decided she wanted to be exclusive with him. Told me I was just a phase. Gave me back my key, told me to go back to being a guy, and dumped me.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah.” Haley’s voice cracked. “And the worst part? I tried. I tried going back to being male. Threw away all the girl clothes, stopped shaving, cut my hair short. Dated a girl for a few weeks.”

“What happened?”

“I couldn’t get hard. Not with a woman who wanted me to be a man. The only way I could cum was imagining being feminized and humiliated.” Haley wiped her eyes. “That’s when I knew this wasn’t just a phase for me. Courtney had changed me permanently.”

“So you came here.”

“My therapist recommended it. Said there were places where sissies could explore their identity in a supportive environment. Mrs. Brooke accepted my application immediately.”

We sat in silence for a moment.

“And now Courtney’s coming to visit,” I said.

“Yeah. Probably wants to see how thoroughly she fucked me up.” Haley laughed without humor. “Mission accomplished, right? I’m at sissy university, permanently feminized, caged 24/7, probably going to live like this forever.”

“Do you regret it?” I asked.

Haley thought about it. “No. She was cruel, but she was also honest. She showed me who I really was. I just wish she hadn’t abandoned me after.”

I understood that feeling. The fear that Victoria might do the same someday.

“So what are you going to do when she visits?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Part of me wants to show her how much better I’m doing without her. How I’m happy here, thriving, have friends.” Haley looked at me. “But another part of me wants to crawl back to her feet and beg her to take me back.”

“Feet?” I perked up.

Haley laughed. “Yeah. Courtney has beautiful feet. She used to make me worship them while she talked on the phone with Marcus. I’d lick her toes for hours while she ignored me.”

My cage strained. The image was too familiar, too perfect.

“You have a foot fetish too?” I asked.

“Not as bad as yours. But yeah, feet turn me on. Especially when I’m being ignored or humiliated.”

We had more in common than I’d realized.

A long silence stretched between us. Then Haley looked at me with vulnerable eyes.

“Can I show you something? Something I’ve never done with another sissy?”

“Of course.”

Haley slipped off her flats, revealing her bare feet—smaller than mine, with pink polish on her toes. “I’ve always wanted to know what it feels like. From the other side. To worship and be worshipped at the same time.”

My cage twitched at the suggestion. “You mean…”

“Both of us. Together. Worshipping each other’s feet.”

It was different from worshipping Victoria or being dominated by Diana. This was peer worship—two submissives sharing something intimate.

“Okay,” I whispered.

We repositioned on the couch, sitting facing each other, our legs extended. Haley’s feet were near my face, mine near hers.

I lifted her right foot and brought it to my lips, kissing her instep gently. At the same time, I felt her soft mouth press against my toes—an unfamiliar sensation that made me gasp.

“We’re both pathetic,” Haley giggled, her breath warm against my foot. “Two foot freaks worshipping each other.”

“The most pathetic,” I agreed, then ran my tongue along her arch.

We fell into a rhythm—licking, kissing, sucking each other’s toes. It wasn’t sexual in the way worship with Victoria was. This was bonding, comfort, two sissies sharing their deepest fetish without judgment.

My cage strained but there was no urgency for release. This wasn’t about orgasms. It was about understanding.

Haley sucked my big toe into her mouth, and I returned the favor with hers. We moaned around each other’s feet, eyes meeting over the intimate scene we were creating.

After twenty minutes, we stopped, both of us breathless but not desperate. Just… connected.

“Thank you,” Haley whispered. “I’ve never… no one’s ever worshipped my feet before. It’s always been me doing the worshipping.”

“Same,” I admitted. “It felt… different. Good, but different.”

“We’re both foot freaks,” Haley laughed through her tears. “At least we have each other.”

I squeezed her hand. “Always.”

Our shared fetish had brought us closer than any conversation could. We were sissy sisters now, bonded through mutual worship.

“Want my advice?” I said.

“Please.”

“See her tomorrow. Show her who you are now. Maybe you’ll get closure. Maybe you’ll realize you don’t need her anymore. Or maybe…” I hesitated.

“Maybe what?”

“Maybe she’ll want you back. And maybe that’s okay too. As long as you’re choosing it.”

Haley nodded slowly. “Thanks, Alexis.”

“Anytime.”



The next day, I was in Gender Studies when there was a knock on the door.

Victoria answered it, and a stunning redhead walked in. She was probably five-foot-nine, curvy, with legs that went on forever. Green eyes surveyed the classroom with amused superiority.

Courtney.

“Sorry to interrupt, Professor,” she said, her voice like honey. “I’m here to observe. Mrs. Brooke gave me permission.”

“Of course,” Victoria said smoothly. “Please, have a seat.”

Courtney’s eyes scanned the room and landed on Haley. Her smile turned predatory.

She walked to the empty seat directly behind Haley and sat down.

I could see Haley tense, her shoulders going rigid.

Victoria resumed her lecture on power dynamics in dominant/submissive relationships, but I couldn’t focus. I was watching Courtney watch Haley.

Courtney’s foot—clad in an expensive heel—stretched forward under Haley’s desk. I saw Haley flinch when it made contact with her leg.

Then Courtney’s foot began moving up Haley’s calf, over her knee, between her thighs.

Haley’s breathing became visible—her shoulders rising and falling rapidly.

Courtney’s foot found Haley’s cage through her skirt and pressed.

Haley bit her lip to keep from moaning.

This continued for the entire forty-five minute lecture. Courtney’s foot torturing Haley’s cage while Haley tried desperately to focus on class.

By the time Victoria dismissed us, Haley was shaking.

“Haley,” Courtney said sweetly. “Walk with me?”

It wasn’t really a question.

Haley gathered her things and followed Courtney out.

I caught Victoria’s eye. She’d seen everything and her expression was inscrutable.



That evening, Haley didn’t return to the dorm.

Sophie and I ate dinner without her, studied without her, went to bed without her.

I was starting to worry when the door opened at eleven PM.

Haley stumbled in, looking destroyed. Her makeup was smeared, her hair was a mess, and she was walking funny.

“Oh my god,” Sophie gasped. “What happened?”

Haley just shook her head and collapsed on her bed.

I got up and sat beside her. “Haley?”

“She wants me back,” Haley whispered.

“Courtney?”

“Yeah. Said she made a mistake. That Marcus was boring. That she misses having a sissy girlfriend to play with.” Haley’s voice was hollow. “Said if I come back to her, she’ll take care of me. Let me live as a girl full-time. Keep me caged and denied and used.”

“What did you say?”

“I didn’t say anything. She didn’t give me a chance.” Haley rolled over to face me. “She took me to her car. Made me lick her pussy until she came three times. Then she fucked my ass with her strapon. Then she made me worship her feet for an hour while she talked on the phone with someone else.”

My cage twitched traitorously at the description.

“Did you cum?” Sophie asked.

“No. She wouldn’t let me. Said I need to prove I’m serious about coming back before I earn orgasms.” Haley laughed bitterly. “She gave me until the end of the month to decide. Come back to her, or stay here.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

“I don’t know.” Haley sat up slowly, wincing. “She’s cruel and selfish and she’ll probably hurt me again. But she also knows exactly what I need. How to push my buttons, how to make me desperate, how to make me feel like a proper sissy.”

“You can find that here too,” I said. “With someone who actually cares about you.”

“Can I? Victoria cares about you, sure. But who cares about me? I don’t have a Mistress. I’m just a student, going through the motions, waiting for someone to claim me.”

I didn’t have a good answer for that.

“Maybe Courtney claiming me is the best I can hope for,” Haley said quietly.

She went to the bathroom to clean up.

Sophie looked at me. “We have to help her.”

“How?”

“I don’t know. But we can’t let her go back to someone who treats her like that.”

“What if that’s what she wants?” I asked.

“Then we support her. But we make sure it’s actually her choice, not just her programming.”

Sophie was right. Haley had been conditioned to accept cruelty as love. She needed to see there were other options.

But convincing her of that would be harder than any denial sentence I’d ever faced.



The next morning, Haley was gone.

She’d left a note: Spending the weekend with Courtney. Don’t worry. -H

Sophie crumpled the note. “Fuck.”

“She’s an adult,” I said. “She can make her own choices.”

“Doesn’t mean they’re good choices.”

I couldn’t argue with that.

My phone buzzed. Victoria.

Come to my apartment. Now.

I grabbed my bag and headed out, leaving Sophie fuming in the dorm.



Victoria was waiting with her feet already bare.

“Haley left,” she said.

“You know about Courtney?”

“Of course. Mrs. Brooke told me she’d given permission for the visit.” Victoria patted the floor in front of her. “Kneel.”

I knelt and she placed her feet on my thighs.

“Start with my left foot today,” she commanded.

I lifted her left foot and kissed her sole obediently.

“What do you think about Courtney?” Victoria asked.

“She sounds terrible, Mistress. Cruel.”

“Mmm. But effective. She trained Haley thoroughly.” Victoria’s toes pressed against my lips. “Lick.”

I licked from her heel to her toes while she talked.

“The question is whether Haley goes back to her,” Victoria continued. “If she does, she leaves university. We lose a student.”

“You care about enrollment numbers?”

“I care about Haley. She has potential. But Courtney will waste it.”

I sucked Victoria’s big toe into my mouth, thinking.

“Can’t you stop her?” I mumbled around her toe.

“No. Students are free to leave whenever they want. It’s part of the university charter.” Victoria sighed. “All I can do is make sure she knows what she’s choosing.”

I released her toe. “What do you mean?”

“Courtney is coming back next weekend for Haley’s decision. Mrs. Brooke is allowing both of them to use a classroom for a demonstration. You and Sophie should attend.”

“Why?”

“Because Haley needs witnesses. She needs to see her friends’ faces when Courtney humiliates her. That might wake her up.”

It was a risky plan. But it might work.

“Okay, Mistress.”

“Good girl. Now worship my feet properly. I have twenty minutes before my next class.”

I dove into her feet with renewed focus, my tongue working overtime. These feet—Victoria’s feet—were my religion. My purpose.

Haley worshipped Courtney’s feet out of conditioning and fear.

I worshipped Victoria’s feet out of genuine devotion.

There was a difference.

I just hoped Haley would see it before it was too late.

Day sixteen of my three-week denial.

Five days to go.

And one week until Haley’s decision.

This was going to be a long week.


Chapter 16: Mall Adventures

“Field trip today,” Victoria announced in Gender Studies on Friday. “Everyone to the mall. You have assignments.”

A ripple of nervous energy went through the classroom. Public assignments meant potential humiliation.

Victoria distributed envelopes. “Don’t open these until you arrive at the mall. You’ll work in pairs. Complete all tasks and return here by four PM.”

I opened my envelope in the parking lot. Sophie was my partner.

The list of tasks made my stomach flip:

1. Purchase matching lingerie sets (dressing room curtains must remain open) 2. Get makeup touch-ups at the cosmetics counter (tell them you’re both sissies) 3. Take a photo in the women’s bathroom showing your cages 4. Flirt with at least three shop workers (preferably female) 5. Buy one item that scares you

“Fuck,” Sophie breathed, reading over my shoulder.

“Yeah.”

We walked into the mall together, both of us in short skirts and heels, passing completely as young women. Nobody gave us a second glance.

Until we did our assignments, anyway.



First stop: Victoria’s Secret.

The sales associate—a perky blonde named Ashley—greeted us immediately. “Hi! Shopping for anything special today?”

“Matching lingerie sets,” I said, my voice steady despite my nerves. “We’re… we’re both sissies and we want something cute.”

I watched Ashley’s expression carefully. Confusion, then understanding, then a professional smile.

“Oh! Well, we have some lovely options. Follow me.”

She led us to the back where the prettiest sets were displayed. Lace bras, matching panties, garters, the works.

“These would look adorable on both of you,” Ashley said, pulling out a pink set and a lavender one. “What sizes?”

“A-cup,” Sophie said quietly.

“Same,” I added.

Ashley gathered several options in our sizes. “Dressing rooms are this way.”

The moment of truth.

There were four rooms, all currently empty. Ashley gestured to two adjacent ones.

“Let me know if you need different sizes!”

Sophie and I exchanged glances. The assignment required open curtains.

I took a deep breath and walked into the left room. Instead of closing the curtain, I pulled it completely open and began undressing.

Beside me, Sophie did the same.

Within thirty seconds, we were both standing in our underwear in wide-open dressing rooms in the middle of Victoria’s Secret.

Ashley walked by, saw us, and stopped.

“Oh! Did the curtains break?”

“No,” I said, trying on the pink bra. “We’re supposed to keep them open. It’s… part of our training.”

Understanding dawned on Ashley’s face. “Ah. Sissy training?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, the bra fits nicely. Here, try the panties.”

She handed me the matching panties like this was completely normal. Like two sissies stripping in open dressing rooms was just another Friday at work.

I pulled on the panties over my cage. The pink fabric looked absurd stretched over the hard plastic, but Ashley nodded approvingly.

“Cute! And it matches your friend’s set perfectly.”

Sophie was trying on the lavender lingerie, her face burning red. A couple of other shoppers had noticed us now, whispering and pointing.

“We’ll take both sets,” I said, trying to maintain dignity while standing in my cage and bra in full view of the store.

“Excellent choice!” Ashley gathered the items. “Anything else?”

“That item that scares us,” I muttered to Sophie.

She pointed to a display of corsets—tight, restrictive, designed to create extreme hourglass figures.

“Those,” she said.

Ashley’s smile widened. “Waist training corsets. Great choice for feminization. Let me get your measurements.”

She measured our waists right there in the open dressing rooms while shoppers watched. Then she selected two corsets—pink for me, lavender for Sophie.

“These will take your waists down two to three inches,” she explained. “Wear them daily and eventually your ribs will actually reshape. Very popular with our sissy clientele.”

We changed back into our street clothes and followed Ashley to the register.

“That’ll be three hundred forty dollars,” she said cheerfully.

I handed over Victoria’s credit card—she’d given each pair one for the trip.

As Ashley rang us up, she leaned in conspiratorially. “You two are very brave. I get a lot of sissies in here but most of them keep the curtains closed.”

“Our Mistress is very strict,” Sophie said.

“Lucky Mistress.” Ashley winked and handed us our bags. “Good luck with your training!”



Task one complete. We walked through the mall carrying our Victoria’s Secret bags, the logo announcing to everyone what we’d just bought.

“I can’t believe we did that,” Sophie whispered.

“I can’t believe it turned me on,” I admitted.

We both laughed nervously.

Task two: makeup counter.

We approached the MAC counter where a beautiful Black woman with perfect makeup was organizing products.

Her nametag read “Jasmine.”

“Hi,” I said. “We need makeup touch-ups. We’re both sissies and we want to look prettier.”

I expected shock or disgust. Instead, Jasmine’s face lit up.

“Oh honey, I love working with sissies! You’re always so grateful and you actually listen to advice. Sit, sit!”

She gestured to two stools. Sophie and I sat while Jasmine examined our faces critically.

“Your foundation is good but your contouring needs work,” she said to me. Then to Sophie: “And you need better lips. That color washes you out.”

For the next twenty minutes, Jasmine worked on our faces, explaining every step, recommending products, treating us like any other customers.

“There!” She handed us mirrors. “Much better. See how the contouring makes your face more feminine? And Sophie, that berry lip color is perfect for your skin tone.”

We did look better. More polished, more feminine, more real.

“How much do we owe you?” I asked.

“Just promise you’ll come back when you need more products.” Jasmine wrote down product names on consultation cards. “And tell your Mistresses that Jasmine at MAC takes good care of sissies.”

“We will. Thank you so much.”

“Anytime, sweeties. Good luck with your journey!”



Task three: bathroom photo.

We found a women’s restroom on the third floor. Sophie checked the stalls—all empty.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s make this quick.”

We both lifted our skirts, pulled our panties down to our thighs, and stood side by side in front of the mirror. Both of our cages were visible—her pink one, my pink one, both locked tight.

Sophie held her phone up and took several photos.

A toilet flushed.

We both froze.

A middle-aged woman emerged from the end stall, saw us, and stopped.

Her eyes went from our faces to our exposed cages and back again.

“I…” she started.

“We’re very sorry,” I said quickly, pulling my panties up. “We’ll leave—”

“Are those chastity cages?” the woman asked.

“Yes, ma’am.”

She walked to the sink and washed her hands, her eyes on us in the mirror. “My son wears one. He’s transitioning too.”

“Oh,” Sophie said. “We’re not exactly transitioning. We’re sissies.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Sissies are…” I searched for words. “We’re men who feminize ourselves for sexual purposes. For our Mistresses.”

The woman dried her hands thoughtfully. “So it’s a kink thing?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Huh.” She gathered her purse. “Well, you both look very pretty. Good luck with whatever you’re doing.”

She left.

Sophie and I stared at each other, then burst out laughing.

“That could have gone so much worse,” Sophie gasped.

“I thought she was going to call security!”

We composed ourselves and checked the photos. Perfect—both cages clearly visible, both of us identifiable.

Task three complete.



Task four: flirt with shop workers.

We split up for this. I headed to a bookstore where a cute girl with purple hair was shelving books.

“Excuse me,” I said. “Can you help me find something?”

“Sure! What are you looking for?”

“Books about feminization. Or female domination. Do you have a section for that?”

The girl—her nametag said “Raven”—raised an eyebrow. “We have a sexuality section. Follow me.”

She led me to the back corner where books on various topics were shelved. She pulled out a few titles.

“These might work. Are you researching or…?”

“Personal interest,” I said, meeting her eyes. “I’m a sissy. My Mistress likes me to be educated about my place.”

Raven’s cheeks flushed slightly. “Oh. That’s… cool.”

“Do you think it’s cool?” I asked, stepping closer. “Or does it weird you out?”

“It’s definitely cool.” Her eyes dropped to my chest, where my small breasts were visible through my blouse. “Your Mistress is lucky.”

“I’m the lucky one. She has the most beautiful feet I’ve ever seen.”

“You have a foot fetish?”

“Obsessed with feet. I’d worship hers for hours if she let me.”

Raven bit her lip. “That’s really hot.”

Success. I was definitely flirting, and she was definitely receptive.

“I should buy these books,” I said, gathering the ones she’d recommended. “And maybe get your number? In case I have questions about the material?”

Raven wrote her number on a bookmark and tucked it into one of the books. “Anytime you want to discuss… feminization theory.”

“I’ll definitely call.”

I paid for the books and left, my cage straining. Flirting was fun.

Sophie found me twenty minutes later at the food court.

“I flirted with a barista, a shoe salesperson, and a woman at the jewelry counter,” she reported. “The jewelry counter lady asked if I was single. I think she wants to date me.”

“Nice! I got a bookstore girl’s number.”

We high-fived.

All tasks complete. Time to head back.



But first, Victoria had one more surprise.

My phone buzzed.

Meet me at the north entrance. -V

I showed Sophie, who’d gotten the same message.

We walked to the north entrance where Victoria was waiting, looking stunning in a business dress and heels.

“Good work on your tasks,” she said. “I’ve been watching your progress. Now for your final assignment.”

She gestured to a shoe store across the corridor. “In there. Both of you.”

We followed her into the store—an upscale place with expensive heels and boots on display.

“Sit,” Victoria commanded, pointing to the fitting bench.

Sophie and I sat. Victoria sat between us and extended her feet.

“Take off my heels.”

I reached down and carefully unbuckled her right heel while Sophie took her left. We removed both shoes, revealing Victoria’s bare feet—pink toenails gleaming under the store lights, perfect arches curved like art, soft soles warm from her heels.

My mouth watered immediately. The scent hit me even from this distance—vanilla lotion and the faint musk of her skin. My cage strained against my panties.

“Now,” Victoria said, loud enough for the sales associates to hear, “worship my feet. Both of you. Right here.”

Sophie and I looked at each other. This was the most public thing we’d done yet. A shoe store in a busy mall, surrounded by strangers.

But we’d learned to obey. And I wanted her feet so badly my hands trembled.

I lifted Victoria’s right foot to my face and kissed her arch reverently, pressing my lips against the warm, soft skin. Beside me, Sophie did the same with her left foot.

“Don’t be shy,” Victoria said. “Use your tongues.”

I extended my tongue and licked the length of Victoria’s sole in one long, wet stroke, from the slightly rougher heel up through her silky arch to the soft pads beneath her toes. She tasted like the vanilla lotion she always used, with a hint of salt from walking around the mall—sweat that only made her more intoxicating.

I glanced around, my tongue still pressed against her foot. The store had three sales associates and two other customers, all of whom had stopped what they were doing to stare at us. One woman had her phone out, possibly recording.

My face burned with humiliation. My cage leaked with arousal, pre-cum soaking through my panties. The dual sensations—shame and desperate need—made my head spin.

I sucked Victoria’s big toe into my mouth, moaning softly around it as I traced the shape with my tongue. The taste of her toe, the weight of it on my tongue, the knowledge that everyone was watching me worship like a desperate slut—it was almost too much.

“That’s it,” Victoria encouraged, her voice carrying. “Show everyone how much you love my feet. Show them what a good little foot slave you are.”

Sophie was licking between Victoria’s toes on the other foot, her tongue probing the sensitive spaces, her face flushed crimson with embarrassment. I could see her cage bulging through her skirt too.

One of the sales associates—a young guy who looked barely twenty—approached hesitantly.

“Um, ma’am? We have a policy against—”

“Against what?” Victoria interrupted. “Against customers trying on shoes? I might want to buy these heels. My assistants are helping me decide by evaluating how my feet smell after wearing them.”

The guy’s brain clearly short-circuited trying to process that logic.

“I… I guess that’s okay?” he said uncertainly.

“Thank you.” Victoria’s hand stroked my hair while I worshipped. “We’ll only be a few more minutes.”

The guy retreated behind the counter, whispering urgently to his coworkers.

I worked Victoria’s foot for five more agonizing minutes, acutely aware of everyone watching. My tongue traced every inch of her sole, sucked every toe, kissed every bit of her perfect feet.

Finally, Victoria pulled her feet back.

“Good girls. You can put my shoes back on now.”

We carefully slipped her heels back on and buckled them.

Victoria stood. “Let’s go.”

She walked out of the store without buying anything, leaving Sophie and me to scurry after her while the entire store stared.

In the parking lot, Victoria turned to us.

“How do you feel?”

“Humiliated,” Sophie said immediately.

“Same,” I added. “But also… proud? Like we proved something?”

“Exactly.” Victoria smiled. “You proved you’ll obey me anywhere, in front of anyone. That’s valuable.”

She handed us each a star sticker.

“One star toward your goal. You’ve both earned it.”

I looked at the little gold star in my palm. One down, nine to go.

Sixty-nine days left of denial.

But if it meant more of Victoria’s feet in my mouth, I’d wait forever.



That night, back in the dorm, Sophie and I tried on our new corsets.

They were brutal—tight, restrictive, crushing our waists inward. I could barely breathe.

“I hate this,” Sophie gasped.

“Same. But look.”

I gestured to the mirror. The corset had given me an hourglass figure—tiny waist, breasts pushed up, hips emphasized.

I looked like a real woman. A curvy, sexy woman.

“Okay,” Sophie admitted. “It’s worth it.”

We wore them for an hour before giving up and removing them. Ashley had said to build up tolerance gradually.

As I lay in bed that night, my cage still aching from worshipping Victoria’s feet in public, I thought about the day.

We’d been openly sissy in public. Multiple times. And the world hadn’t ended.

Some people stared. Some people judged. But some people—Jasmine, Raven, that woman in the bathroom—had been kind. Accepting.

Maybe being a sissy in public wasn’t the end of the world.

Maybe it was just another part of my new life.

Day twenty-one. Three weeks of denial complete.

Victoria would decide my next sentence soon.

I could do this.

One humiliating mall trip at a time.


Chapter 17: C-Cup Growth

Week seven began with a summons from Claire.

Medical appointment. 8 AM sharp. Final breast injection. -C

I woke early, showered, and walked to the medical wing with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. The hormone treatments had brought me from flat-chested to A-cup to B-cup over the past weeks. This would be the final stage.

C-cup breasts. Real, noticeable, impossible-to-hide breasts.

Claire was waiting in the examination room, already gloved and professional.

“Strip to your cage,” she instructed.

I undressed quickly. She had me stand on a small platform while she took measurements—chest, underbust, waist, hips.

“Your current measurements are 34B-26-35,” Claire announced, making notes. “Respectable, but we can do better.”

She had me lie down on the examination table.

“This injection is different from the previous ones,” she explained, preparing a syringe. “It’s concentrated estrogen combined with a breast tissue stimulator. You’ll feel immediate effects—tingling, warmth, sensitivity. Over the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours, your breasts will grow significantly.”

“How significantly?”

“B-cup to full C-cup. Possibly D if you’re particularly responsive.”

My cage twitched. The thought of having actual breasts—big, heavy, feminine breasts—was overwhelming.

“Any side effects?” I asked.

“Extreme sensitivity for the first week. Your nipples will be hypersensitive to touch, temperature, fabric. Some patients report spontaneous arousal just from their breasts moving.” Claire smiled. “Victoria will enjoy playing with them.”

She swabbed my arm and administered the injection. The liquid felt cold going in, then suddenly warm, then hot.

“That’s normal,” Claire said, watching my reaction. “The warmth will spread to your chest within minutes.”

She was right. Within three minutes, my chest felt like it was burning from the inside. Not painful, exactly, but intensely warm.

“Lie still for ten minutes while it takes effect,” Claire commanded.

I lay there, feeling the heat spread through my chest. My small breasts began to tingle, then ache, then throb.

“It’s working,” Claire observed, examining my chest. “I can already see increased blood flow.”

After ten minutes, she had me sit up.

“How do you feel?”

“Weird. Tingly. My chest feels tight.”

“That’s the tissue beginning to expand. You’ll notice visible growth by tomorrow morning. Full effects in forty-eight hours.” She handed me my clothes. “Wear a sports bra tonight—your breasts will be tender. And expect Victoria to want to see you immediately.”



I texted Victoria as I left the medical wing: Injection done.

Her response was instant: My apartment. Now.

I arrived twenty minutes later. Victoria answered the door in a silk robe, her expression hungry.

“Let me see,” she demanded.

I lifted my shirt. My breasts looked the same size as this morning, but Victoria’s trained eye noticed the difference.

“Already more swollen,” she observed, cupping them gently. “How do they feel?”

“Sensitive. Really sensitive.”

Victoria’s thumbs brushed my nipples through my bra. I gasped, my cage immediately straining. The sensation was ten times more intense than before.

“Oh, you’re going to be fun to play with,” Victoria purred. She released my breasts and walked to her couch. “Come here. Under the desk.”

I crawled to her home office desk and positioned myself underneath while Victoria sat in her chair. Her bare feet appeared, and I immediately began my worship.

But today, Victoria didn’t ignore me like usual. Her hand reached down and found my chest, groping my breast through my shirt.

“Keep licking,” she commanded.

I licked her sole while she played with my breasts. Her fingers found my nipple and pinched.

I moaned around her toes, the dual sensations overwhelming. Her perfect feet in my mouth, her fingers on my sensitive breasts, my cage straining desperately.

“These are going to be gorgeous,” Victoria murmured. “Big, soft, sensitive. I’ll be able to make you cum just from nipple play alone.”

She pinched harder. Pain and pleasure shot through me.

“But not today. Today you’re denied as always.”

I whimpered around her toes but kept licking. Her foot in my mouth, her hand on my breast—this was heaven and hell combined.

After twenty minutes of this torture, Victoria pulled her feet away.

“Go home. Rest. Come back tomorrow morning so I can see the full results.”

“Yes, Mistress.”



That night, lying in bed, my chest ached constantly. It felt like my breasts were growing in real-time—stretching, expanding, becoming heavier.

I couldn’t sleep. Every time I rolled over, the pressure on my breasts woke me up. My nipples were so sensitive that even the soft fabric of my sports bra felt like sandpaper.

Around three AM, I gave up and sat up in bed.

In the moonlight coming through the window, I could see my chest. It was definitely bigger. The sports bra was tight now, constraining breasts that were noticeably fuller than they’d been this morning.

I touched my breast carefully. It felt warm, heavy, real. Not just hormonal swelling anymore—actual breast tissue, developing rapidly.

“Alexis?” Sophie’s sleepy voice came from across the room. “You okay?”

“Can’t sleep. My breasts hurt.”

“You got the injection today?”

“Yeah.”

Sophie got out of bed and padded over to me. “Let me see.”

I lifted my sports bra. Even in the dim light, the difference was visible.

“Holy shit,” Sophie breathed. “You’re huge already.”

“They’re still growing. Claire said full effects in forty-eight hours.”

“You’re going to have bigger boobs than some biological women.” Sophie touched my breast gently. “Does that feel weird?”

“A little. But also right, somehow.”

We sat in silence for a moment.

“Do you think I should get the injection?” Sophie asked.

“Do you want bigger breasts?”

“I don’t know. Part of me does. Part of me is scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of being too far gone. Like, right now I could maybe still go back to being male if I had to. But with C-cup breasts?” Sophie shook her head. “There’s no hiding that.”

I understood her fear. But I also understood the freedom of commitment.

“I don’t want to go back,” I said. “This is who I am now. Alexis. Victoria’s sissy. Big breasts, caged clitty, addicted to her feet. All of it.”

“You’re braver than me,” Sophie said.

“Or just more broken,” I laughed.

“Maybe both.”

We talked until dawn, when I finally fell asleep sitting up against the headboard.



I woke at noon to find my chest significantly larger.

The sports bra was cutting into my skin, too small now. I removed it carefully and looked in the mirror.

C-cups. Definitely C-cups. Round, full, heavy breasts that swayed when I moved. My nipples were puffy and sensitive, the areolae larger than before.

I looked like a woman. Not a feminized man. An actual woman with actual breasts.

My phone buzzed. Victoria: Come show me.

I put on my largest bra—it barely fit now—and a loose blouse, then headed to Victoria’s apartment.

She opened the door, took one look at me, and pulled me inside.

“Take off your shirt,” she commanded.

I obeyed. Victoria circled me slowly, examining my new breasts from every angle.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Absolutely perfect. Claire outdid herself.”

Her hands cupped my breasts, weighing them. “These are real tits now, sissy. Not just hormone swelling. You have proper breasts.”

She squeezed gently. I gasped at the sensation—part pleasure, part pain, completely overwhelming.

“And so sensitive,” Victoria noted with satisfaction. “I could torture you for hours just playing with these.”

She led me to the bedroom and had me lie down on my back, my new breasts rising and falling with my quickened breathing. Then she straddled my waist and began playing with my breasts in earnest.

Her hands cupped them first, weighing them, feeling their new heft. “So heavy now,” she murmured. “Real tits.” Then she squeezed, fingers sinking into the soft flesh, and I gasped at the intense sensation.

She groped harder, kneading my breasts like dough, watching my face as I writhed beneath her. Her thumbs found my nipples—swollen and puffy from the injection—and circled them slowly before pinching.

“Oh god,” I moaned, my back arching.

“So sensitive,” Victoria purred. She rolled my nipples between her fingers, tugging them, stretching them away from my chest. The pain-pleasure shot straight to my caged clitty, which strained uselessly against the pink plastic.

Then she leaned down and sucked my left nipple into her mouth.

The sensation was electric. Her warm, wet mouth engulfing my sensitive nipple, her tongue swirling around the puffy areola, her teeth grazing the tender flesh. I cried out, my hands grabbing her hair, my hips bucking involuntarily.

“You love this,” Victoria observed, releasing my nipple with a wet pop before moving to the right one. She sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks, drawing the nipple deep into her mouth.

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, tears forming in my eyes from the intensity.

“You love being my big-titted sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She bit my nipple—not hard enough to break skin, but hard enough to make me scream. The pain bloomed through my chest, mixing with pleasure until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. My cage leaked a steady stream of pre-cum onto my stomach.

I nearly came from the sensation alone. My balls tightened, my hole clenched, the orgasm built to the very edge—

“But you’re not going to cum,” Victoria said, releasing my nipple and sitting back. She watched me crash back from the edge, whimpering. “You’re going to lie here while I play with your tits, and you’re going to stay denied like a good girl.”

The torture continued for thirty minutes. My breasts were mauled, groped, sucked, bitten, and played with until I was sobbing with desperate need. Victoria brought me to the edge over and over—sucking my nipples hard, then stopping just as I was about to tip over. My cage was soaked, the sheets beneath me wet with pre-cum.

Finally, Victoria climbed off me, leaving me trembling and destroyed.

“On your knees. Worship my feet.”

I slid off the bed and knelt while Victoria sat on the edge. Her feet appeared, and I immediately began licking.

But the sensation was different now. With my larger breasts hanging down, swaying with every movement, I was hyper-aware of my body. The weight of my breasts, the sensitivity of my nipples, the cage straining between my legs.

I was completely feminized now. There was no going back from this.

And I didn’t want to.

I worshipped Victoria’s feet for an hour, my tongue working tirelessly while she read a book above me. Occasionally she’d reach down and pinch my nipple, making me moan around her toes.

When she finally pulled her feet away, I was a wreck—face wet from her feet, breasts aching, cage leaking steadily.

“Look at you,” Victoria said softly. “My perfect sissy. Beautiful breasts, caged clitty, completely devoted to my feet.”

“Forever, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Good girl. Now go home. Wear your new breasts proudly. Everyone should see what you’ve become.”



Walking back to the dorms was an education in breast physics.

They bounced. Constantly. Every step made them sway and jiggle. People stared—men and women both—their eyes going immediately to my chest.

I’d never felt more exposed or more feminine.

Sophie gasped when I entered the room. “Oh my god. You’re huge!”

“C-cups,” I confirmed. “Claire said possibly D if I’m particularly responsive.”

“You look amazing. Like a pin-up girl.”

I looked in the mirror. She was right. With my new breasts, my narrow waist, my wide hips—I had an exaggerated hourglass figure. Hyperfeminine. Pornographic, almost.

“How do they feel?” Sophie asked.

“Heavy. Sensitive. Real.” I cupped them. “Like they’ve always been part of me.”

“Do you think Victoria likes them?”

“She spent thirty minutes playing with them. I’d say she approves.”

That night I had to buy new bras—the old ones didn’t fit anymore. The lady at the store measured me at 36C, heading toward D.

“You’re still growing,” she noted. “Come back in a week for a re-fit.”

I bought four new bras in my current size and one in D-cup for when I inevitably grew into it.



The next day in Gender Studies, every student noticed my new size immediately.

“Holy shit, Alexis,” one of them whispered. “You got the injection?”

“Yesterday.”

“They’re huge!”

Victoria cleared her throat. “Class. While Alexis’s breast development is noteworthy, we’re here to discuss submission psychology, not cosmetic changes.”

But even Victoria couldn’t help glancing at my chest throughout the lecture.

After class, she kept me behind as usual.

“Under the desk,” she commanded.

I crawled beneath and began worshipping her feet immediately. But today, Victoria pushed her chair back to watch me.

“I want to see your tits while you worship my feet,” she said.

I unbuttoned my blouse and removed my bra, letting my breasts hang free while I licked her soles.

“Beautiful,” Victoria murmured. “Watching them sway while you lick my feet is incredibly erotic.”

Her hand reached down and groped my breast while I sucked her toes. The dual sensation—her feet in my mouth, her hand on my breast—created a feedback loop of arousal.

My cage leaked steadily, creating a wet spot on the carpet beneath me.

After twenty minutes, Victoria came from the foot worship alone. Her toes curled in my mouth, her hand clenched my breast, and she shuddered through her orgasm.

“Perfect,” she breathed. “You’re absolutely perfect.”

I glowed with the praise, even as my cage ached with denial.

Day twenty-eight of denial. A new sentence had begun after my three weeks ended.

But now with C-cup breasts to show for my suffering.

Worth it.

Completely worth it.


Chapter 18: Ms Quinn’s Demonstration

Oral Technologies on Thursday was different from usual.

Ms. Quinn stood at the front of the classroom with a knowing smile, her futanari nature evident in the subtle bulge beneath her tight pencil skirt.

“Today we’re moving beyond theory,” she announced. “I’ll be providing a live demonstration of both cunnilingus and fellatio techniques. I need a volunteer who’s comfortable performing in front of the class.”

Twenty hands shot up immediately. Being chosen for a demonstration usually meant earning orgasm credit.

Ms. Quinn’s eyes scanned the room and landed on me.

“Alexis. Come to the front.”

My stomach flipped. I stood on shaky legs and walked to the front of the classroom, acutely aware of my new C-cup breasts bouncing with each step.

“Excellent choice,” Ms. Quinn said. “Alexis has been making remarkable progress in her feminization. Just look at these breasts.”

She cupped my breasts through my blouse, displaying them to the class. I felt my face flush.

“But today we’re focusing on oral skills. Alexis, please remove your clothing except for your cage.”

This was new. We’d done demonstrations before, but never fully nude.

I unbuttoned my blouse with trembling fingers, removed my bra, stepped out of my skirt and panties. Within a minute I was standing naked in front of twenty classmates, wearing only my pink cage.

“Beautiful body,” Ms. Quinn commented. “Notice the hip-to-waist ratio. The breast development. The complete hairlessness. This is what successful feminization looks like.”

She gestured to a cushioned bench. “Kneel here. Face the class.”

I knelt on the bench, my cage visible to everyone, my breasts hanging heavy on my chest.

Ms. Quinn stood before me and slowly lifted her skirt.

She wasn’t wearing underwear. Her pussy was right there—perfectly waxed, already glistening with arousal. And above it, her cock—maybe six inches soft, thick, distinctly feminine despite being fully functional.

“Class, pay attention,” Ms. Quinn said. “I’m going to demonstrate proper technique for licking a woman’s pussy, using Alexis as my tool. Watch how I position her, where I direct her tongue, and how I control the pace.”

Her hand gripped my hair and guided my face to her pussy.

“Alexis, start with broad licks. Flat tongue, heel to clit, slow pace.”

I obeyed, extending my tongue and licking from her entrance to her clit. She tasted different from Victoria—more musky, slightly sweeter. The flavor of a futanari’s arousal.

“Good. Notice how she’s covering the entire vulva, not just focusing on the clit.” Ms. Quinn’s breathing quickened slightly. “This builds arousal gradually.”

She pulled my head back.

“Now, class, I want you to see the difference. Alexis, this time use the tip of your tongue. Small circles on the clit only. Faster pace.”

I switched techniques, my tongue working her clit in tight circles. Ms. Quinn’s hips rocked forward involuntarily.

“Much more intense stimulation,” she gasped. “This is for when your partner is close to orgasm. Watch how my cock responds.”

I couldn’t see from my position, but the class murmured. Her cock must be getting hard.

Ms. Quinn guided my tongue for five more minutes, demonstrating various techniques—sucking, licking, tongue-penetration, clit-teasing. My jaw ached but I kept going.

Finally, she pushed my head harder into her pussy.

“And now the finish. When your partner is ready to cum, maintain the exact same rhythm and pressure. Don’t change anything. Just… keep… going…”

Her thighs clamped around my head. Her pussy pulsed against my tongue. She came with a strangled moan, flooding my mouth with her arousal.

The class applauded.

When she released me, I sat back on my heels, my face wet, my cage straining.

“Excellent technique, Alexis,” Ms. Quinn said, composing herself. “Now for the second demonstration.”

Her cock was fully hard now—about eight inches, curved slightly upward, the head flushed dark pink.

“Fellatio on a futanari cock is different from biological male genitalia,” she lectured. “We’re more sensitive, especially on the underside. And our cum tastes different—sweeter, less bitter.”

She positioned her cock in front of my face.

“Open your mouth, Alexis.”

I opened. She slid her cock inside, going slowly until she hit the back of my throat.

“Notice how I’m controlling the depth,” she said to the class. “When training a sissy to suck cock, start shallow and work deeper over time. Too fast and they’ll gag and panic.”

She pulled back and pushed in again, establishing a rhythm.

“Now, Alexis, use your tongue. Swirl it around the head while I thrust.”

I obeyed, my tongue working her cock head while she fucked my face. The taste was clean, slightly salty, with a sweetness underneath.

“Good girl. See how she’s breathing through her nose? That’s crucial. A sissy needs to handle extended sessions without stopping.”

Ms. Quinn increased her pace, her cock driving deeper into my throat. I fought my gag reflex, focusing on breathing, on relaxing, on taking her length.

The class watched silently, twenty pairs of eyes on me being face-fucked by our futanari professor.

“Almost there,” Ms. Quinn gasped. “When I’m about to cum, you have choices. Swallow, spit, or facial. Today we’re demonstrating swallowing.”

Her cock swelled in my mouth. She thrust deep and held, her cock pulsing, flooding my mouth with cum.

“Swallow,” she commanded.

I swallowed. Her cum was thick, sweet, coating my throat. Three large spurts, then smaller pulses.

When she finally pulled out, she addressed the class.

“And that’s how you perform oral service on a futanari. Alexis, you did beautifully. The rest of the class, that’s your standard.”

She helped me stand. My legs were shaking, my face was a mess, and my cage was leaking steadily onto the floor.

“You may clean up and get dressed,” Ms. Quinn said. “And you’ve earned three orgasm credits for your service today. Use them wisely.”

Three credits. That meant I could request three orgasms from any staff member, at any time.

But Victoria controlled my denial sentences. The credits were useless unless she allowed me to spend them.

I cleaned my face and got dressed while Ms. Quinn continued her lecture to the class.



That afternoon, Victoria texted me: Come to Ms. Quinn’s apartment at 5 PM. I’ll meet you there.

I arrived at Ms. Quinn’s apartment building, nervous and curious. When I knocked, Ms. Quinn opened the door, now dressed casually in jeans and a tank top.

“Hello again, Alexis,” she said with a warm smile. “Come in.”

I entered and found Victoria already there, sitting on a plush couch with her feet bare.

“I heard about your demonstration,” Victoria said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you earned three orgasm credits.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Come here.”

I approached and knelt. Victoria’s feet were right in front of my face.

“I’m proud of you for performing well in class,” she said. “And as a reward, I’m going to let you spend one of those credits today.”

My heart leaped. “Really, Mistress?”

“Really. But on my terms.” She smiled. “You’ll get to cum, but only while worshipping my feet. And Ms. Quinn will be joining us.”

“When Victoria told me about your denial sentence and your foot fetish, I offered to help make your reward special,” Ms. Quinn explained.

Victoria gestured to the center of the room where a large cushion had been placed.

“Lie down on your back,” she commanded.

I lay down, my heart racing. Victoria unlocked my cage and removed it for the first time in weeks. My clitty was tiny—maybe five centimeters now—and struggled to get hard after so long in confinement.

Victoria stood over me and placed one foot on either side of my head, her pussy visible above me but her feet framing my face.

“Ms. Quinn is going to fuck your ass,” Victoria explained. “And while she does, you’re going to lick my feet. When I’ve cum from your tongue, you’ll have permission to cum from her cock. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Ms. Quinn knelt between my legs. I heard the wet sound of her lubing her cock—the thick, slick squelch of lubricant being spread over hard flesh. Then I felt her press against my hole, the blunt head of her futanari cock kissing my entrance.

“Relax,” she instructed. “Let me in.”

She pushed in slowly, and my hole stretched around her thickness. The sensation was intense—larger than any dildo or plug I’d had before. This was real futanari cock, thick and impossibly hot, living flesh that throbbed inside me as it pushed deeper and deeper.

I moaned as she filled me, feeling every inch slide past my ring, press against my walls, stretch me open. When her hips finally pressed against my ass, she was buried to the hilt—eight inches of cock filling me completely, the head pressing against something deep inside.

“Now worship,” Victoria commanded, lowering her right foot to my mouth.

I began licking immediately, my tongue finding her arch and stroking along the warm skin. The taste of vanilla lotion and Victoria’s natural musk flooded my senses. At the same time, Ms. Quinn started to thrust—slow at first, letting me feel every inch of her cock sliding out, then pushing back in.

The dual sensations were overwhelming. Victoria’s feet on my face, my addiction finally satisfied, the taste of her skin on my tongue. And Ms. Quinn’s cock drilling my prostate with every stroke, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my pelvis.

“That’s it,” Victoria murmured, watching me worship. “Lick my feet while she fucks you. Show me what you love more—cock or feet.”

There was no contest. I barely registered the pleasure in my ass—the thick cock stretching me, the head hammering my prostate, the fullness of being penetrated. All my focus was on Victoria’s feet. The taste, the texture, the perfect arches against my tongue. The slight saltiness of her skin. The way her toes curled when I sucked them.

Ms. Quinn’s thrusts got harder, faster. Her cock slammed my prostate repeatedly, each thrust punching a moan from my lips that was muffled by Victoria’s foot. My uncaged clitty was rock hard between my legs—five centimeters of desperate flesh bouncing with each thrust, slapping against my stomach.

But I kept licking Victoria’s feet. Kept sucking her toes. Kept worshipping like my life depended on it.

“Switch feet,” Victoria commanded.

I moved to her left foot, my tongue immediately finding her sole, licking from heel to toe in long, desperate strokes. I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning around it as Ms. Quinn’s cock pistoned into my ass.

The wet sounds filled the room—the squelch of Ms. Quinn’s lubed cock fucking my hole, the slurping of my tongue on Victoria’s feet, the slap of flesh against flesh.

“I’m close,” Victoria gasped, her other foot pressing against my face, her toes digging into my cheek.

Ms. Quinn’s cock pistoned faster, hitting my prostate with brutal precision. “Me too.”

My own orgasm was building, pressure mounting from my prostate, from my balls, from somewhere deep inside me. But I wouldn’t cum until Victoria did. She had to cum first. Her pleasure before mine. Always.

Victoria’s toes curled in my mouth, her foot flexing. “Oh fuck, yes, right there—”

She came with a shudder that I felt through her whole body, her pussy clenching and dripping arousal onto my chest. Her foot pressed harder into my face as she rode out her orgasm, grinding her sole against my tongue.

“Cum,” she commanded, her voice thick with satisfaction.

Permission granted.

Ms. Quinn thrust deep and held, her cock buried to the hilt in my ass, and I exploded. My clitty erupted without being touched—the first spurt shooting across my stomach, the second reaching my chest, the third landing on my new breasts. Rope after rope of cum shot from my desperate flesh as Ms. Quinn’s cock pressed against my prostate, milking me from the inside.

Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me. My hole clenched rhythmically around Ms. Quinn’s cock, squeezing her as she kept thrusting, prolonging my orgasm, milking every last drop from my prostate. Victoria’s toes were still in my mouth, her taste on my tongue as I came harder than I ever had in my life.

When I finally stopped cumming, Ms. Quinn pulled out and came on my face. Her thick, sweet cum coating my lips, my cheeks, dripping into my open mouth.

Victoria stepped over me and sat on the couch, watching me lie there covered in cum—mine, Ms. Quinn’s, the evidence of our threesome.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “Absolutely beautiful.”

Ms. Quinn cleaned herself and got dressed. “Thanks for inviting me, Victoria. We should do this again sometime.”

“Definitely,” Victoria agreed.

After Ms. Quinn left, Victoria helped me shower. She washed my body gently, paying special attention to my breasts and my exhausted clitty.

“You did so well today,” she said. “Public demonstration in class. Threesome here. Cum from cock while worshipping feet. I’m very proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“But now it’s back to denial.” She locked my cage again with a decisive click. “That was your reward for completing four weeks. The next reward is at eight weeks.”

Eight more weeks. Fifty-six days.

I’d just had the best orgasm of my life and I was already being denied again.

But Victoria’s feet would sustain me. They always did.

Day thirty. The denial continued, sentence after sentence blending together.

And the memory of Victoria’s feet on my face while Ms. Quinn fucked me to keep me warm at night.

Worth it.

Absolutely worth it.


Chapter 19: One Month Sentence

Mrs. Brooke’s voice echoed through the university auditorium during the weekly assembly.

“As some of you know, we’re implementing new denial standards this semester. Extended chastity has been proven to enhance submission and accelerate feminization.”

I sat between Sophie and Haley, my cage suddenly feeling tighter.

“Students who have been at university for over one month will now be subject to minimum denial periods based on their progress. For most of you, this will be two to three weeks between authorized orgasms.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd. Three weeks was the current standard—this wasn’t a huge change.

“However,” Mrs. Brooke continued, “students showing exceptional progress may be selected for extended protocols. These students will serve as examples for their peers.”

She pulled out a list.

“The following student is being placed on a one-month denial sentence, effective immediately: Alexis.”

My stomach dropped.

One month. Thirty days. Not the standard two-to-three-week denial most students faced.

This was the university mandating my denial, not just Victoria. An official protocol with official consequences.

After assembly, I was summoned to Mrs. Brooke’s office.

I stood before her desk, my heart pounding.

“You’ve been chosen for extended denial because you’ve shown remarkable adaptation to university life,” Mrs. Brooke explained. “Your breast development and foot worship skills are exemplary.”

She stood and walked around her desk, her heels clicking.

“The one-month protocol works like this: starting today, you will not be permitted any orgasms—authorized or otherwise—for thirty consecutive days. No sissygasms, no ruined orgasms, no hands-free climaxes. Complete denial.”

“What if I have orgasm credits saved?” I asked.

“Frozen until the protocol completes. You can use them after your month is up.”

“What if my Mistress wants to give me an orgasm?” I asked, thinking of Victoria’s usual denial sentences.

“Your Mistress has been informed and has agreed to the protocol. No exceptions.” Mrs. Brooke’s smile was cold. “This is non-negotiable. Refusal means immediate expulsion from university.”

She handed me a small device—a monitoring chip.

“This will be attached to your cage. It detects arousal levels, cage removal, and orgasms. If you cum, we’ll know immediately. The punishment for unauthorized orgasm during the protocol is severe.”

“How severe?” I asked nervously.

“Permanent chastity. Your cage will be welded shut and the key destroyed.”

The room went silent.

“Understood?” Mrs. Brooke asked.

I nodded.

“Good. Report to Claire immediately to have the monitor installed. Dismissed.”



Claire attached the small chip to my cage with a specialized tool. It clicked into place, a tiny blue light blinking to show it was active.

“This monitors your biometrics,” she explained. “Heart rate, cage temperature, fluid secretion. The algorithm can detect orgasm with ninety-eight percent accuracy.”

“What about the other two percent?” I asked.

“False positives happen. But they’re rare.” Claire finished the installation. “There. You’re now officially monitored. Don’t cum for a month.”

“Thanks for the encouragement,” I muttered.

“Hey, you’ve already done a month. You can do another one.” Claire patted my shoulder. “Besides, Victoria tells me you’re obsessed with her feet. Use that. Focus on worship instead of orgasm.”

She was right. My addiction to Victoria’s feet had gotten me through the first month. It would get me through the second.

Probably.



That evening, Victoria summoned me to her apartment.

“I heard about Mrs. Brooke’s announcement,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress. One month starting today.”

“Which means the university now controls your denial, not just me.” Victoria smiled. “You’re going to be an example for other students. How does that feel?”

“Terrifying, Mistress.”

“Good. Fear keeps you focused.” She sat and extended her feet. “Kneel.”

I knelt and lifted her right foot to my face. The familiar vanilla scent calmed my nerves immediately.

“For the next month,” Victoria said, “you’re going to worship my feet every single day. I don’t care if you’re sick, if you have exams, if the world is ending. Every day, you kneel and lick my feet. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“This is your anchor. When the denial becomes unbearable, when you’re desperate and aching and ready to break, you’ll have my feet. You’ll focus on them. Worship them. Let them fill your mind so completely that there’s no room for thoughts of cumming.”

I kissed her arch reverently. “Your feet are my religion, Mistress.”

“Good girl. Now show me your devotion.”

I worshipped for two hours that night. My tongue explored every inch of Victoria’s feet—her heels, her arches, the balls of her feet, each individual toe, the spaces between her toes, the tops of her feet, her ankles.

I memorized her feet with my tongue, cataloging every detail, every taste, every texture.

Victoria came three times from my worship. Each orgasm made my cage strain against the monitor, but I didn’t cum. Couldn’t cum. The monitor would detect it.

When she finally pulled her feet away, I was in a trance. My mind was blank except for the memory of her feet.

“Perfect,” Victoria murmured. “This is what I need from you. Complete devotion. Total focus. My feet as your only pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

She helped me stand on shaky legs.

“Go home. Rest. Come back tomorrow and we’ll do this again.”

“Every day for a month?”

“Every day for a month.”

Day one of thirty.

Twenty-nine days to go.

I could do this.

I had to.

For her feet.



The first few days passed in a blur of worship and denial.

Every morning: under Victoria’s desk before class, licking her feet while she prepared lectures.

Every afternoon: after Gender Studies, worshipping for thirty minutes in her office.

Every evening: at her apartment, extended sessions of two to three hours.

My tongue was perpetually tired. My jaw ached constantly. I could taste Victoria’s feet even when I wasn’t actively licking them.

But it worked. The denial was manageable because I had her feet.

Victoria was right. Her feet were my anchor. When the aching became unbearable, I focused on her soles. When I wanted to beg for release, I sucked her toes instead. When the month seemed impossible, I remembered why I was doing this.

For her.

For her perfect feet.



Day three of thirty.

I knelt at Victoria’s feet in her apartment, worshipping with religious devotion. The two-hour session had left my tongue numb, my jaw sore, but my heart full.

“You’re doing well,” Victoria murmured, her toes playing with my lips. “Three days in and you’re already adapting.”

“Your feet make it possible, Mistress.”

“I know.” She pressed her foot against my face. “That’s why I’ll never deny you these. You can worship every single day. Multiple times a day. As much as you need.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“But your orgasms belong to the protocol now. Twenty-seven more days before you can even think about release.”

Twenty-seven days. It sounded impossible. But with her feet in my mouth, I could endure anything.

“Yes, Mistress. For your feet.”

“Good girl.”



Back in the dorms that night, Sophie was quiet.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Mrs. Brooke talked to me today. She’s considering putting me on an extended protocol too. Maybe three months.”

“Three months? That’s brutal.”

“Yeah.” Sophie hugged her pillow. “I don’t know if I can handle it. You have Victoria’s feet to get you through. I don’t have anyone.”

I sat beside her on her bed. “You have me. We’ll get through this together.”

“How?”

“We can worship each other’s feet. Not romantic, just… supportive. Give each other something to focus on besides denial.”

Sophie looked skeptical. “Sissy foot worship?”

“Why not? We both have the fetish. We both understand.”

She considered it. “Okay. Worth a try.”

We spent an hour worshipping each other’s feet. Taking turns, being gentle. It wasn’t the same as worshipping Victoria, but it was something.

By the end, Sophie was smiling again.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“Anytime.”

Day three of thirty.

Twenty-seven days to go.

I could do this.

For Victoria’s feet.

For the sissy I was becoming.

Forever.


Chapter 20: Diana’s Discovery

Day seventeen of my month-long denial. Sophie and I were exploring the city on Saturday afternoon, taking advantage of our weekend freedom.

“Let’s get coffee,” Sophie suggested, pointing to a cute café on the corner.

We walked in and ordered—I got a latte, Sophie got a mocha. As we waited, I glanced around the café and froze.

Diana was there.

She was seated in a corner booth, but she wasn’t dressed in her usual black leather. Instead, she wore a frilly pink and white maid outfit, complete with apron and headband.

And she was on her knees beneath the table, her head between a man’s legs.

“Holy shit,” Sophie whispered, following my gaze.

We watched, transfixed, as Diana clearly gave the man a blowjob under the table. Her head bobbed rhythmically, and the man’s expression was blissful.

After a few minutes, the man tensed, gripped the edge of the table, and came. Diana’s throat worked, swallowing.

When she emerged from beneath the table, she wiped her mouth delicately with a napkin, smiled at the man, and said something we couldn’t hear.

Movement in the back of the cafe caught my eye. Through a partially open door, I glimpsed a back room. Multiple bodies. Skin. A woman bent over, being taken from behind by one man while another stood in front of her. Another maid, clearly—the same frilly uniform visible on the floor nearby.

The glimpse was brief before the door swung shut.

Then Diana at the table noticed us staring.

Her eyes went wide, her face flushing deep red. She said something quick to the customer and hurried toward the back of the café.

“Come on,” I said to Sophie, grabbing our drinks.

We followed Diana through a door marked “EMPLOYEES ONLY” into a back room where several other women in maid outfits were changing or fixing makeup.

Diana stood in the corner, her back to us.

“Diana?” I said quietly.

She turned slowly, her expression vulnerable in a way I’d never seen.

“Not here,” she hissed. “Outside. Five minutes.”

We waited in the alley behind the café. Diana emerged in street clothes—jeans and a t-shirt, the maid outfit presumably left inside.

“How long have you been watching?” she asked.

“Long enough to see you suck that guy’s dick,” Sophie said bluntly.

Diana flinched. “It’s a job.”

“A job?” I asked. “You work at a maid café?”

“Not just any maid café.” Diana lit a cigarette with shaking hands. “It’s a specialty place. The waitresses provide… extra services.”

“You mean sexual services,” Sophie said.

“Yes. Blowjobs under the table, handjobs in the bathroom, sometimes more in the private rooms upstairs.” Diana took a long drag. “I’ve been working here for two years.”

“Does Victoria know?” I asked.

“Fuck no. Nobody at university knows. It’s how I pay my tuition.”

“You could get a scholarship—”

“I don’t qualify for scholarships,” Diana snapped. “My parents cut me off when I told them I was bisexual. This job pays well and the hours are flexible. Don’t fucking judge me.”

I wasn’t judging, exactly. More… shocked. Diana, who was always so dominant, so in control, reduced to servicing random men for money.

“How many customers per shift?” Sophie asked.

“Depends. Usually five to eight. Sometimes more on weekends.”

“And you suck all of them?”

“Or let them fuck me, yes. That’s the job.” Diana’s eyes were hard. “The ‘extras’ cost more. Some girls only do handjobs. I do everything. Better tips.”

“And the back room?” I asked, remembering the glimpse through the door. “We saw… it looked like multiple people.”

Diana’s face tightened. “Sometimes customers want group sessions. Three, four, five guys at once.” She took another drag. “I’ve done those too. The tips are incredible. And before you ask—yes, I get off on it. Being used by strangers, passed around, filled from every angle. It’s degrading and humiliating and I cum every single time.”

Sophie and I exchanged glances. Diana—dominant, aggressive Diana—letting herself be gangbanged for money. The power dynamic we’d known was completely inverted.

“Do you… like it?” I asked carefully.

Diana laughed bitterly. “Does it matter? I get aroused from it, if that’s what you’re asking. Being used by stranger after stranger, degraded, treated like a toy. Yeah, it turns me on. Does that make me pathetic?”

“It makes you a switch,” I said quietly.

Diana’s head snapped up. “What?”

“You’re dominant at university—with me, with students, even challenging Victoria. But here you’re submissive. You like being used. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“There’s everything wrong with it,” Diana said. “Dominants aren’t supposed to submit. It makes me weak.”

“Victoria submits sometimes,” Sophie said. “Alexis told me. She has moments where she’s vulnerable, where she lets her guard down.”

Diana’s eyes focused on me. “Victoria submits to you?”

“Rarely. And never truly. But she has a submissive side buried deep.” I stepped closer to Diana. “Just like you have a dominant side that’s real. You’re both. That’s okay.”

Diana was quiet for a long moment, smoking.

“If you tell anyone about this,” she finally said, “I’ll make your life hell.”

“We won’t tell,” I promised. “Your secret’s safe.”

“Why?” Diana’s eyes were suspicious. “Why would you protect me? I’ve been trying to steal you from Victoria since day one.”

“Because you’re still a person. And nobody deserves to have their secrets weaponized against them.”

Diana searched my face, looking for deceit. Finding none, she relaxed slightly.

“I should get back inside,” she finally said. “My shift ends at eight. I have more customers to service.”

As she turned to go, I called out, “Diana?”

She stopped.

“You’re not pathetic. You’re surviving. There’s honor in that.”

For a moment, Diana’s hard exterior cracked. Her eyes glistened.

“Thanks,” she said quietly.

Then she went back inside.

Sophie and I walked back toward university in silence.

“So Diana’s a switch,” Sophie finally said.

“Yep.”

“And she works at a sex café.”

“Yep.”

“And we’re keeping her secret.”

“Yep.”

“Why?”

I thought about Victoria’s words from weeks ago. Everyone has secrets. Power comes from knowing when to exploit them and when to protect them.

“Because someday she might return the favor,” I said. “Or because it’s the right thing to do. Maybe both.”

“You’ve gotten wise,” Sophie observed.

“Denial does that. Lots of time to think when you can’t cum.”

We both laughed.



That night, I told Victoria about Diana.

“Interesting,” she said, her toes in my mouth. “I suspected she had a submissive side, but the maid café is new information.”

“You’re not going to use it against her?” I asked between licks.

“No. Like you said, everyone has secrets. Diana’s submissive side doesn’t diminish her effectiveness as a teaching assistant. If anything, it makes her more relatable to students who are also switches.”

Victoria’s foot pressed harder against my face.

“Besides, I have my own secrets. Glass houses and all that.”

I wanted to ask what secrets Victoria had, but her foot in my mouth prevented further questions.

I worshipped for the next hour, thinking about Diana.

She was so strong, so dominant—and also vulnerable, submissive, used.

We were more alike than I’d realized.

Both of us craving degradation.

Both of us finding power in submission.

Both of us surviving the only way we knew how.

Day eighteen of thirty.

Twelve days to go.

And a new understanding of my rival that changed everything.


Chapter 21: Haley and Courtney

Week eight at university. Day twenty of my month-long denial.

Haley had been anxious all week. Her ex-girlfriend Courtney was visiting—not for an official demonstration, but for a “personal visit” that Mrs. Brooke had reluctantly approved.

“She says she wants closure,” Haley said, pacing our dorm room. “But I know Courtney. She doesn’t do closure. She does conquest.”

“Do you want me to be there?” I asked.

Haley nodded quickly. “Please. I don’t trust myself alone with her.”

That evening, Courtney arrived at our dorm building. She was stunning—tight black dress, thigh-high boots with six-inch heels, red hair cascading down her back. Every eye in the hallway followed her as she walked.

When she knocked on our door, Haley went pale.

“Be strong,” I whispered.

Haley opened the door.

Courtney smiled—the smile of a predator spotting prey. “Hello, pet. Miss me?”

“Courtney.” Haley’s voice was barely audible. “Come in.”

Courtney swept into our small dorm room, taking in the space with an appraising eye. She noticed me immediately.

“And you must be Alexis. Victoria’s little project.” Her eyes traveled over my body—my C-cup breasts, my feminine curves, my cage visible through my thin dress. “I’ve heard about you.”

“Good things, I hope,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

“Interesting things.” Courtney sat on Haley’s bed, crossing her legs. Her boots were impossibly shiny, her posture commanding. “Haley, come here.”

Haley moved without thinking, her body responding to years of conditioning. She stopped in front of Courtney, head bowed.

“Kneel.”

Haley knelt.

“Good girl. You haven’t forgotten everything.” Courtney ran her fingers through Haley’s hair. “Now, remove my boots.”

Haley’s hands trembled as she unbuckled the first boot. She pulled it off carefully, revealing Courtney’s bare foot—perfect pedicure, red toenails matching her hair.

“The other one.”

Haley removed the second boot. Courtney’s feet were beautiful, athletic but pampered, demanding attention.

“Kiss them.”

Haley leaned down and pressed her lips to Courtney’s right foot, then her left.

I watched, my cage straining despite my discomfort with the situation. Watching foot worship always affected me this way.

“Good,” Courtney purred. “Now worship them properly. Show your friend what you learned from me.”

Haley began licking Courtney’s feet—methodically, thoroughly, her tongue covering every inch. It was clearly practiced, routine. She’d done this thousands of times before.

Courtney moaned appreciatively, her head falling back. Then her eyes found me.

“You’re staring, Alexis. Is this arousing you?”

I didn’t answer. My cage answered for me—visibly straining through my dress.

“Come here,” Courtney commanded.

My body responded before my mind could resist. I walked to her, my heels clicking on the floor.

“Kneel beside Haley.”

I knelt.

Courtney’s smile widened. “Victoria’s trained you well. Obedient.” She extended her other foot toward me. “Worship.”

I hesitated. This wasn’t Victoria. This wasn’t my Mistress.

“I didn’t ask twice,” Courtney said, her voice dropping to dangerous softness.

Something in her tone made me comply. I lifted her left foot to my face and began licking—tasting her, learning her. She was different from Victoria—earthier, more aggressive.

“That’s it,” Courtney breathed. “Two sissies worshipping me at once. This is how it should be.”

Haley worked her right foot while I worked her left. Our tongues moved in tandem, licking, sucking, kissing. Courtney’s moans grew louder.

“Victoria doesn’t share you, does she?” Courtney asked me between gasps. “She keeps you all to herself. But imagine… being shared. Being passed between Mistresses. Serving whoever claims you.”

Her words made my cage leak. The idea was terrifying and arousing simultaneously.

“Haley knows,” Courtney continued. “She was mine for two years. Completely. Totally. Every part of her trained to serve me.” She looked down at Haley. “And you can be mine again, pet. Just say the word.”

Haley whimpered around Courtney’s toes but didn’t respond.

Courtney’s breathing quickened. Her toes curled against our tongues. And then she came—loudly, gripping the edge of the bed, her thighs trembling.

“Perfect,” she gasped. “Both of you.”

She pulled her feet away and we sat back on our heels, both of us flushed, our cages straining.

Courtney produced a collar from her bag—black leather with silver studs—and fastened it around Haley’s neck.

“This is my collar. You wore it for two years. I’m offering it to you again.”

Haley touched the leather at her throat, her eyes glistening.

“Come home with me,” Courtney said softly. “Both of you, if you want. I have room for two sissies.”

“Both of us?” I asked, shocked.

“Why not? Alexis, you’re clearly talented. And Haley, you know I can give you what you need—structure, control, purpose.” Courtney’s eyes were intense, her gaze moving between us hungrily. “I want both of you. Two pretty sissies worshipping my feet every night, serving me together, keeping each other company when I’m busy. Think about it. Victoria keeps you denied for weeks. I’d be more… generous. You could be sisters—my sissy sisters.”

It was tempting. Dangerously tempting. But Victoria’s face flashed in my mind—her amber eyes, her perfect feet, her voice calling me “good girl.”

“I’m Victoria’s,” I said quietly. “I can’t.”

Courtney shrugged. “The offer stands. Haley?”

Haley looked up, tears streaming down her face. “I… I need time to think.”

“You have until Friday,” Courtney said. “Three days to decide if you want to come home.” She stood, slipping her boots back on. “I’ll show myself out.”

At the door, she paused. “Alexis—tell Victoria I said hello. And that her sissy tastes delicious.”

Then she was gone.

Haley collapsed on her bed, sobbing. I went to her, holding her close.

“I want to go with her,” Haley whispered. “Part of me wants it so badly.”

“I know.”

“Is that wrong?”

“It’s not wrong to want structure. To want control.” I stroked her hair. “But you need to decide what you actually want—not what your conditioning wants.”

“How do I tell the difference?”

I didn’t have a good answer. Sophie arrived a few minutes later, and we spent the rest of the evening comforting Haley, trying to help her see past her programming.



Day twenty-one of thirty.

Nine days to go on my denial sentence.

And Haley had three days to make the biggest decision of her life.

I hoped she’d choose freedom over familiar chains.

But watching her touch Courtney’s collar around her neck, I wasn’t so sure.



The next morning, Haley was gone.

She’d left a note: Staying with Courtney for the weekend. Need to think. -H

“Fuck,” Sophie said, crumpling the note.

“She’s making her choice,” I said.

“Yeah. The wrong one.”

“Maybe. Or maybe it’s the right one for her.”

“How can you say that? After everything Courtney put her through?”

“Because it’s her choice to make,” I said quietly. “We can advise. Support. Be there for her. But we can’t decide for her.”

Sophie threw the note in the trash. “I hate this.”

“Me too.”

We wouldn’t know Haley’s decision for three more days.

All we could do was wait.

And hope our friend chose freedom over familiar chains.

But in my heart, I knew which way she was leaning.

Some cages are made of steel.

Others are made of love, twisted into something that looks like care.

And those cages are the hardest to escape.


Chapter 22: Extended Foot Worship

Week eight at university. Day fourteen of thirty—week two of my month-long denial sentence.

I’d settled into a rhythm—morning worship under Victoria’s desk, afternoon worship in her office, evening worship at her apartment. My tongue had permanent exhaustion, my jaw clicked when I opened it too wide, and I could taste her feet even in my sleep.

But it was working. The denial was manageable because I had her feet.

Today was different though.

Victoria texted me: Come to my apartment at 6 PM. Dress nicely. Special evening planned.

I arrived at exactly six, wearing my best dress and heels. When Victoria opened the door, I saw Jenna sitting on the couch.

Four feet tonight instead of two.

“Come in,” Victoria said. “Tonight is a marathon session. Jenna and I are going to see how long you can worship continuously before you tap out.”

My cage twitched. This was a challenge and a reward simultaneously.

“There’s no time limit,” Jenna explained. “You worship until you physically can’t anymore. We’ll track how long you last.”

“What’s the record?” I asked.

“Four hours, seventeen minutes,” Victoria said. “Set by a graduate last year. Think you can beat it?”

I looked at their feet—Victoria’s perfect arches and pink toenails, Jenna’s athletic soles and white toenails.

“I’ll try, Mistress.”

“Good girl. Strip to your cage and kneel.”

I undressed quickly and knelt on a large cushion they’d placed on the floor. Both women sat on the couch above me, side by side, their feet extended toward my face.

“Start with Victoria’s left foot and Jenna’s right foot,” Victoria commanded. “Five minutes each, then switch. Keep alternating. We’ll let you know when to move to the next pattern.”

She set a timer on her phone.

“Begin.”

I lifted Victoria’s left foot to my face and kissed her arch. The familiar vanilla scent filled my lungs. I licked from heel to toe, savoring the taste, the texture, the absolute perfection of her foot.

Five minutes passed. “Switch,” Victoria said.

I moved to Jenna’s right foot. Her citrus scent, her slightly higher arch, the way her toes curled when I sucked them. Different but equally intoxicating.

Five minutes. “Switch.”

Back to Victoria’s foot—her right one this time. Same vanilla, same softness, new angles to explore.

The pattern continued. Five minutes per foot, rotating between all four feet in a systematic pattern.

After an hour, my jaw started aching.

After ninety minutes, my tongue felt swollen.

After two hours, I was in a trance. The world had narrowed to just feet. Nothing else existed. No thoughts of denial, no thoughts of cumming, no thoughts of anything except the feet in my mouth.

Victoria’s foot. Lick. Suck. Kiss.

Jenna’s foot. Lick. Suck. Kiss.

Repeat.

Forever.

Somewhere around the two-and-a-half-hour mark, both women started moaning. My worship was affecting them, building their arousal.

“Don’t stop,” Victoria gasped. “Keep going.”

I kept going.

At three hours, Victoria came. Her toes curled in my mouth, her foot pressed hard against my face, and she shuddered through her orgasm.

I didn’t stop. I moved to Jenna’s foot and continued worshipping.

Ten minutes later, Jenna came too. Her foot twitched against my tongue, her moans filling the room.

I still didn’t stop.

At three and a half hours, they changed positions.

“New pattern,” Victoria said breathlessly. “Both feet in your mouth at once. As many toes as you can fit.”

I opened my mouth wide. Victoria’s left foot and Jenna’s right foot pressed in together. Four toes total fit—Victoria’s big and second toe, Jenna’s big and second toe.

I sucked them all simultaneously, my tongue working between them.

The sensation of four toes in my mouth at once was overwhelming. My cage was leaking constantly, creating a puddle beneath me. But I didn’t stop.

At four hours, my vision started to blur.

At four hours fifteen minutes, I was beyond exhaustion. My body moved on autopilot, tongue licking without conscious thought.

At four hours twenty-three minutes, I passed the record.

“New record!” Jenna announced. “Do you want to stop?”

I shook my head, toes still in my mouth.

I didn’t want to stop.

I would worship forever if they let me.

At four hours forty-five minutes, Victoria gently pulled her feet away.

“That’s enough, baby girl. You did amazingly.”

I collapsed onto the cushion, my tongue hanging out of my mouth, my jaw too tired to close properly, my entire body trembling.

“Nearly five hours of continuous foot worship,” Victoria said with awe. “That’s incredible, Alexis.”

She helped me sit up and gave me water. I drank greedily, my throat raw.

“How do you feel?” Jenna asked.

I tried to speak but my tongue wouldn’t cooperate. It was completely numb, swollen, useless.

Victoria laughed gently. “You’ve worshipped yourself into silence. Rest. Your tongue will recover.”

She and Jenna helped me to the couch. I lay there, unable to talk, my cage still straining despite the exhaustion.

“You earned something special,” Victoria said. She retrieved the bottle of massage oil from earlier. “Uncage her,” she told Jenna.

Jenna removed my cage and monitor carefully. My tiny clitty emerged, struggling to get hard.

“We’re both going to give you a footjob,” Victoria explained. “Two sets of feet on your clitty at once. You have permission to cum when you can’t hold back anymore.”

This was it. The ultimate reward.

Both women positioned themselves on either side of me, pouring oil onto their hands and coating their feet until they glistened. Then Victoria’s slick feet gripped my shaft from the left, and Jenna’s oiled soles wrapped around me from the right.

Four feet total, surrounding my tiny clitty, stroking in unison.

The sensation was indescribable. Beyond anything I’d ever imagined.

I’d fantasized about Victoria’s feet on my cock for months—dreamed about it every night, came to the thought of it in my pre-university life. But having her feet AND Jenna’s feet at the same time? Eight soft, oiled soles sliding along my desperate shaft, sixteen toes gripping and teasing?

It was beyond my wildest dreams.

They stroked together, perfectly synchronized. Victoria’s soft arches pressed against my left side, her silky skin sliding along my length. Jenna’s athletic soles gripped from my right, firmer and more aggressive. Their toes met at my head, interlacing briefly before sliding back down.

The oil made everything impossibly slippery. Four soles glided up and down my shaft, creating friction I could feel in every nerve ending. Victoria’s heel pressed against my balls while Jenna’s toes curled around my head.

“You’ve earned this,” Victoria murmured, watching me writhe between their feet. “Almost five hours of worship. This is your reward.”

The pressure built with terrifying speed. After a month of denial—thirty days of nothing but aching, leaking, desperate need—the sensation of four oiled feet on my bare clitty was too much. Way too much.

“I’m going to cum, Mistress,” I managed to croak, my voice wrecked from hours of worship.

“Then cum,” Victoria said, her feet stroking faster, her toes gripping tighter. “Cum from our feet like the good foot slave you are.”

I exploded.

The orgasm ripped through me like lightning—a month of denial releasing all at once. My clitty erupted, the first spurt shooting with actual force, arcing through the air and landing on my face. The second hit my chest. The third, fourth, fifth coated my stomach.

But they didn’t stop stroking.

Victoria and Jenna’s feet kept moving, kept sliding along my spurting clitty, kept milking me through the most intense orgasm of my life. Each stroke pulled another spurt from my desperate flesh, another wave of pleasure crashing through my body.

I was sobbing, screaming, my body convulsing between their feet. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain. My balls contracted, emptying themselves completely. My hole clenched around nothing. My nipples—still sensitive from the recent piercings—throbbed with every wave.

The orgasm went on and on—thirty seconds, forty-five, a full minute of continuous cumming. By the end I was covered in my own cum, gasping, sobbing from the intensity, my entire body trembling like I’d been electrocuted.

When I finally stopped cumming, I lay there destroyed. Cum everywhere—my face, my chest, my stomach, even their feet. Victoria’s toes glistened with my release. Jenna’s soles were coated in it.

“Perfect,” Victoria whispered. “Absolutely perfect.”

Jenna wiped her feet on a towel. “That was hot. Can I borrow her again sometime?”

“We’ll see,” Victoria said, smiling.

They cleaned me up, re-caged me, and tucked me into Victoria’s bed.

I fell asleep immediately, my body completely spent.



I woke the next morning alone in Victoria’s bed. There was a note on the pillow:

You set a new record: 4 hours, 47 minutes of continuous foot worship. I’m incredibly proud of you. Sixteen days of denial left. You can do this. -V

Sixteen days. Just over two weeks.

After nearly five hours of foot worship and the best orgasm of my life, two more weeks seemed manageable.

My tongue was still sore, my jaw still ached, but my heart was full.

I’d worshipped Victoria’s feet for almost five hours straight.

I’d made both her and Jenna cum multiple times.

I’d earned a dual footjob that I’d remember forever.

And I had only sixteen more days until my month-long sentence was complete.

Day fifteen of thirty.

Fifteen days to go.

I could taste the finish line.

And it tasted like Victoria’s perfect feet.


Chapter 23: Nipple Piercings

Day twenty-one of thirty. Week three of the denial sentence.

I was summoned to Claire’s office first thing Monday morning.

“Final modifications,” she announced when I arrived. “Your body is nearly complete. We just need to add permanent marks.”

“What kind of marks?” I asked nervously.

Claire gestured to the examination table. “Piercings. Both nipples and your belly button—three piercings total. They’ll be permanent—well, as permanent as anything is. You could remove them, but the holes would remain.”

“Does Victoria know?”

“She requested them. Said she wants to be able to tug on your nipples during foot worship sessions.” Claire snapped on gloves. “Strip and lie down.”

I undressed and lay on the table. My C-cup breasts sat heavy on my chest, nipples already sensitive from the hormones.

Claire cleaned my nipples with antiseptic. The cold liquid made them harden immediately.

“These will hurt,” she warned. “But the pain is brief. I’ll do both nipples and your belly button in quick succession. Try not to move.”

She positioned a piercing gun against my left nipple.

“Three, two, one—”

The pain was sharp and immediate. A metal bar punched through my nipple, front to back. I gasped, my hands gripping the edge of the table.

Before I could recover, she did the right nipple.

Another spike of pain. Tears leaked from my eyes.

“Belly button now. This one completes the set.”

The third piercing was less painful—maybe because the area was less sensitive, maybe because I was already in pain and one more didn’t matter. But it was still significant—another permanent mark on my body.

Claire stepped back. “Done. Look.”

She handed me a mirror.

Both nipples were pierced with simple silver barbells. The belly button had a small pink gem dangling from it.

“They’ll be sore for a week,” Claire said. “Don’t touch them except to clean them. No bras for three days—the fabric will irritate them. And definitely don’t let Victoria play with them for at least five days.”

“She’s not going to like that,” I said.

“She’ll understand. Infected piercings aren’t sexy.”

Claire gave me aftercare instructions and sent me on my way.



Walking back to the dorms without a bra was mortifying. My breasts bounced freely under my shirt, and every step made my nipple piercings shift, sending little sparks of pain through my chest.

Students stared. Some giggled. One catcalled.

I made it to my room and found Sophie waiting.

“Holy shit,” she said when she saw me. “You got pierced?”

“Both nipples and belly button. Three piercings total.”

“Let me see!”

I lifted my shirt. The piercings gleamed, my nipples still red and swollen around the metal.

“They’re beautiful,” Sophie breathed. “Do they hurt?”

“Like hell.”

“Worth it?”

I thought about Victoria being able to tug on them, play with them, use them to control me during foot worship.

“Yeah. Worth it.”



That afternoon in Gender Studies, Victoria’s eyes went immediately to my chest. Without a bra, my pierced nipples were visible through my shirt.

Her smile was predatory.

After class, she kept me behind as usual.

“Show me,” she demanded.

I lifted my shirt. Victoria’s fingers traced around the piercings, not quite touching.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Claire does excellent work.”

“I can’t let you play with them for five days,” I said. “They need to heal.”

Victoria’s expression turned pouty—rare and adorable. “But I want to tug on them now.”

“Mistress, please. They’ll get infected.”

“Fine,” she sighed dramatically. “Five days. But on day six, these are mine to play with.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Under the desk. Worship my feet while I plan all the ways I’m going to torture your nipples once they’re healed.”

I crawled under her desk eagerly. Her bare feet appeared and I began my ritual.

While I licked, Victoria talked.

“I’m going to tug them while you worship. Pull them up, down, twist them. See how much pain you can handle before you stop licking.”

My cage strained at her words.

“I’ll attach weights to them. Make you walk around with your nipples pulled down by heavy chains.”

I moaned around her toes.

“Maybe I’ll get leashes for them. Lead you around by your nipples instead of a collar.”

The images she was creating made me desperate. My cage leaked steadily, and I wasn’t even touching myself—just listening to her plans while licking her feet.

“But first,” she continued, “we need them to heal. So keep them clean, don’t touch them, and in five days, they’re mine.”

She came from my worship after twenty minutes. I kept licking through her orgasm, my mind full of fantasies about nipple torture.



The next three days were a blur of soreness.

My nipples ached constantly. The piercings felt foreign, weird, like my body was rejecting the metal. I had to sleep on my back because lying on my side hurt too much.

But slowly, they started to feel normal.

By day four, the soreness had faded to a dull throb.

By day five, I barely noticed them.

On day six—day twenty-four of my denial sentence—Victoria tested them.

“Come here,” she said after class.

I approached her desk. She reached out and gently tugged on my left nipple piercing.

I gasped. The sensation was intense—part pain, part pleasure, shooting straight to my cage.

“Sensitive,” Victoria observed with satisfaction. She tugged harder.

I whimpered, my knees going weak.

“Oh, these are going to be so much fun.” She released the piercing. “Tonight. My apartment. I’m going to play with these properly.”



That evening, I knelt in Victoria’s bedroom, topless, my pierced nipples on full display.

Victoria circled me slowly, examining me from every angle.

“You look like a proper slut now,” she said. “Big tits, pierced nipples, caged clitty. Perfect.”

She sat on the bed and pulled me between her legs.

“Worship my feet while I play with your tits.”

I lifted her right foot to my face and began licking. Immediately, Victoria’s hands found my breasts.

She groped them, squeezed them, kneaded them like dough. My nipples hardened under her touch.

Then her fingers found the piercings.

She tugged gently. The sensation made me gasp around her toes.

“Keep licking,” she commanded.

I kept licking while she tugged harder. Pain and pleasure mixed, my brain unable to distinguish between them.

She twisted the left piercing. I moaned.

She pulled both piercings up, lifting my breasts. I whimpered.

She released them, then immediately tugged them down. I cried out around her toes.

“Such sensitive nipples,” Victoria purred. “I can make you do anything just by playing with these, can’t I?”

I nodded frantically, still licking her foot.

She pulled the piercings in opposite directions—left up, right down. The asymmetrical pain was maddening.

My cage was straining so hard it hurt. My whole body was on fire. The combination of her feet in my mouth and her fingers torturing my nipples was too much.

I was brought to the edge without any genital stimulation at all.

“Don’t you dare cum,” Victoria warned, noticing my desperate state. “You still have nine days left on your sentence. Control yourself.”

Nine more days. Two hundred sixteen more hours.

Victoria tortured my nipples for another fifteen minutes while I worshipped her feet. By the time she stopped, I was a sobbing, desperate mess.

“Go home,” she said gently. “Rest. These piercings are going to make the next nine days very interesting.”

Day twenty-two of thirty.

Eight days left.

But with Victoria’s new toys to play with, I knew those days would fly by.

And taste like her feet.


Chapter 24: Diana Interrogation

The summons came at midnight.

My office. Now. -D

I stared at the text from Diana, my heart pounding. It was late, I was exhausted from a day of classes and foot worship, and I had one day left on my denial sentence.

The last thing I needed was Diana causing trouble.

But refusing seemed dangerous. Diana was still a teaching assistant. She had authority.

I dressed quickly and walked across campus to the staff building. Diana’s office light was on, visible from the courtyard.

I knocked softly.

“Come in,” Diana’s voice called.

I entered to find Diana sitting behind her desk, looking unusually serious. The door clicked locked behind me.

“Sit,” she commanded, gesturing to a chair.

I sat, my hands folded in my lap, my cage already nervous-tight.

“I need information,” Diana said without preamble. “Victoria is planning something. I need to know what.”

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

“Don’t lie to me.” Diana stood and walked around her desk. “She’s been acting strange lately. Secretive meetings with Mrs. Brooke, private conversations with Claire. Something’s happening and I need to know what.”

“Why are you asking me?”

“Because you’re her sissy. She tells you things.” Diana leaned against her desk. “And because I’m offering you a deal. Tell me what Victoria’s planning, and I’ll give you something you desperately want.”

“What?”

Diana smiled. “An orgasm. Right now. Tonight. One day before your sentence ends.”

My cage twitched traitorously.

“I can’t,” I said. “The monitor—”

“I know how to disable monitors temporarily. Fifteen minutes, max. Enough time for me to make you cum and re-enable it before anyone notices.” Diana’s eyes were intense. “Victoria never has to know. You get your relief one day early, I get my information. Everyone wins.”

It was tempting. God, it was tempting.

But it was also a betrayal.

“No,” I said firmly. “I won’t betray Victoria.”

Diana’s expression hardened. “I wasn’t asking.”

She moved quickly, pulling my cage key from her pocket—how did she have that?—and unlocking my cage before I could react.

My clitty sprang free, tiny but trying to get hard after thirty days of confinement.

“What are you doing?” I gasped.

“Getting what I want.” Diana disabled the monitor with a small device, the blue light turning red. “You have fifteen minutes before this monitor comes back online. Tell me what I want to know, or I’ll make those fifteen minutes hell.”

She pulled me to my feet and bent me over her desk. I felt her lubing a finger, then pressing it against my hole.

“Don’t—”

She pushed inside, finding my prostate immediately. The sensation after a month of denial was overwhelming.

“Tell me Victoria’s plan,” Diana demanded, her finger working my prostate expertly.

“I don’t know anything!” I gasped.

“Liar.” She added a second finger, stretching me, hitting my prostate from different angles.

Pleasure built rapidly. After thirty days, it wouldn’t take much to make me cum.

“Please, Diana, don’t do this.”

“Tell me what I want to know and I’ll make it good. Stay silent and I’ll ruin your orgasm. You’ll cum but feel no pleasure. Waste of a month’s denial.”

Her fingers pistoned faster. My clitty was rock hard, leaking, desperate.

“I really don’t know!” I sobbed. “Victoria doesn’t tell me her plans!”

Diana glanced at her watch. “I’ll give you one minute. Sixty seconds to tell me something useful about Victoria’s plans. If you can, I’ll let you have a real orgasm. If you can’t…” She smiled cruelly. “Well, you know what happens.”

She increased the intensity, hitting my prostate with practiced precision.

“The clock is ticking, sissy. Fifty seconds.”

“I don’t know anything!” I gasped.

“Forty seconds.”

Her fingers worked faster, pushing me toward the edge.

“Thirty seconds. Last chance.”

“Please, Diana, I really don’t know!”

“Twenty seconds.”

The pressure was unbearable. I was so close.

“Ten seconds.”

“I can’t tell you what I don’t know!”

“Time’s up.” Diana’s voice was cold. “You’re telling the truth. I can tell. But that doesn’t mean you get to leave unpunished.”

“What? Why?”

“Because you refused to spy for me. Because you chose her over me. Again.” Diana’s voice was cold. “You need to learn there are consequences for loyalty to the wrong person.”

Her fingers pistoned faster. My clitty was rock hard now, desperate after thirty days of denial. The pressure was building rapidly.

“Diana, please—”

“You’re going to cum,” Diana said flatly. “But it’s going to be ruined. You’ll feel nothing but emptiness. A waste of a month’s denial.”

“No, please, I’ll do anything—”

“Anything except betray Victoria. That’s the problem.” She pulled her fingers out suddenly, leaving me gasping on the edge.

Then she spun me around, pushing me onto my back on her desk. My legs hung over the edge, my hard clitty pointing at my own face.

“You’re going to cum on yourself,” Diana said, her hand wrapping around my shaft. “Right on your pretty face. And then you’re going to walk back to your dorm knowing you wasted thirty days for nothing.”

She stroked me rapidly, expertly. After a month of denial, I had no resistance. The orgasm built like a tidal wave.

“Diana, stop, please—”

“Cum, sissy. Now.”

She angled my clitty at my face and gave three more strokes. The orgasm hit—but she released me at the exact moment of climax, removing all stimulation.

Cum spurted out, landing on my face—my cheek, my lips, my chin. But there was no pleasure. Just the physical release without any of the satisfaction. A ruined orgasm, exactly as she’d promised.

I lay there, my own cum dripping down my face, feeling empty and used.

“That’s what happens when you choose wrong,” Diana said, watching me with cold satisfaction. She tossed a tissue at me. “Clean yourself up.”

I wiped my face with trembling hands, tears mixing with the cum.

Diana handed me my cage. “Re-lock yourself.”

I put the cage back on, my clitty already softening, the brief freedom completely wasted. Diana re-enabled the monitor, the light turning blue again.

“Thirty days of denial,” Diana said. “Gone. And you felt nothing. Was loyalty to Victoria worth that?”

I looked at her, my face still wet with tears and cum residue.

“Yes,” I said quietly. “It was.”

Diana’s expression flickered—surprise, maybe even respect.

“You really are devoted to her,” she said. “Even after I just ruined your orgasm, you’d still choose her.”

“Always.”

Diana was quiet for a long moment. Then she laughed bitterly.

“She doesn’t deserve you. But I suppose that’s what makes your loyalty valuable.” She unlocked her office door. “Get out. And tell Victoria she’s lucky to have a sissy willing to suffer for her.”

I left quickly, my mind spinning, my body still trembling from the ruined orgasm.

Diana had punished me for my loyalty. Made me cum without pleasure, wasted a month of denial.

But I’d held firm. I hadn’t betrayed Victoria.

And somehow, that made the emptiness worth it.



The next morning, I told Victoria everything.

“Diana tried to blackmail you,” Victoria said calmly, her feet in my lap while I massaged them. “And when you refused, she ruined your orgasm. Made you cum on your own face.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I couldn’t meet her eyes. “I’m sorry. I wasted your month of denial. I should have—”

“Shh.” Victoria’s foot pressed gently against my lips, silencing me. “You didn’t waste anything. You chose loyalty over everything else. Even when Diana was torturing you, even when she ruined your orgasm, you didn’t betray me.”

“I couldn’t, Mistress. I would never.”

“That’s exactly why you haven’t wasted anything.” Victoria smiled warmly. “Diana thought she was punishing you. But all she did was prove how devoted you are. A ruined orgasm means nothing compared to that.”

“But my sentence…”

“Your sentence is still complete. You survived thirty days of denial. Diana’s cruelty at the end doesn’t erase that.” Victoria’s toes wiggled in my hands. “Tonight is your thirtieth day. You’ve earned your reward. A real one this time—not the empty ruin Diana gave you.”

Relief flooded through me. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Come to my apartment at eight PM. Wear something nice.” Victoria’s amber eyes sparkled. “And I’m not going to give you what you expect.”

My stomach flipped with anticipation. “Mistress?”

“You’ll see tonight.”



I spent the rest of the day in anxious anticipation.

What was Victoria planning?

After Diana’s cruel ruined orgasm, I desperately wanted something real. Something loving. Something that would wash away the emptiness Diana had left me with.

But I’d find out tonight.

Day thirty of thirty.

The finish line.

And whatever Victoria had planned, I knew it would be worth everything I’d suffered.


Chapter 25: Month Completes

I arrived at Victoria’s apartment at exactly eight PM, wearing my best dress—a fitted black number that showed off my curves and my C-cup breasts.

Victoria answered the door in a silk robe, her hair down, her feet bare.

“Come in,” she said softly.

The apartment was different. Candles lit the living room, soft music played, and there was a bottle of wine chilling on the table.

This wasn’t the usual dominant/submissive dynamic. This felt… romantic.

“Sit with me,” Victoria said, patting the couch beside her.

I sat, confused and nervous.

Victoria poured two glasses of wine and handed me one.

“To thirty days,” she toasted. “You completed the protocol. Only one student out of four made it. I’m incredibly proud of you.”

We clinked glasses and drank.

“You’ve come so far,” Victoria continued. “When we met, you were Alex—a confused boy with a foot fetish and submissive fantasies. Now you’re Alexis—a beautiful sissy with C-cup breasts, a feminine voice, and complete devotion to my feet.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Don’t call me Mistress tonight. Tonight, just use my name.”

“Victoria,” I said, testing the word. It felt strange without the honorific.

“Better.” She set down her glass. “I want to show you something.”

She stood and let her robe fall.

Victoria was completely naked underneath, and I’d seen her naked before, but tonight was different. She was presenting herself not as my dominant but as a woman. Vulnerable, open, beautiful.

“Tonight isn’t about dominance,” she said. “It’s about connection. You’ve given me thirty days of complete devotion. I want to give you something in return.”

She knelt before me—Victoria, my Mistress, kneeling—and removed my heels.

Then she lifted my right foot to her face.

And kissed it.

I gasped. “Victoria, what are you—”

“Shh. Let me do this.”

She licked my sole, soft and gentle. Her tongue traced my arch, explored between my toes, worshipped my foot the way I worshipped hers.

The role reversal was shocking. Arousing. Tender.

“Your feet are beautiful too,” Victoria murmured against my skin. “I never told you that. But they are.”

She worshipped both my feet for ten minutes, giving me the same attention I gave her daily. When she finished, she looked up at me with soft eyes.

“How did that feel?”

“Strange. Amazing. Wrong and right at the same time.”

“That’s how I feel when you worship my feet,” Victoria said. “Powerful and vulnerable simultaneously.”

She stood and helped me to my feet.

“Come to the bedroom.”

In the bedroom, Victoria had prepared the bed with fresh sheets and more candles. The monitor and cage key sat on the nightstand.

“I’m going to give you a reward you’ve never had before,” Victoria said. “But your cage stays on.”

I blinked in confusion. “Stays on, Mistress?”

“Yes.” Victoria’s smile was mysterious. “I’m going to make you cum through your cage. Using only my feet.”

My heart stopped. A footjob. The ultimate reward. The thing I’d fantasized about since the first time I worshipped her feet.

“Really?” I whispered, unable to believe it.

“Really.” Victoria laid me on the bed gently. She kissed me—truly kissed me, tender and deep, not the quick kisses she sometimes gave as rewards.

Her hands explored my body. My breasts, my nipples with their new piercings, my waist, my hips, my thighs.

“You’re beautiful, Alexis,” she whispered. “Do you know that?”

“I’m yours,” I whispered back.

“Yes. And tonight I’m going to show you just how much that means to me.”

She kissed down my body, pausing to suck each nipple, tease each piercing, worship my breasts the way I worshipped her feet.

Then she moved to the foot of the bed and reached for a bottle of massage oil.

“Watch me,” she commanded.

I propped myself up on my elbows, my caged clitty already straining at the sight of her feet.

Victoria poured oil onto her hands, then slowly, sensually began rubbing it over her feet. The oil made her skin gleam, highlighting every curve of her arches, every perfect toe.

“You’ve worshipped these feet for months,” Victoria said. “Now they’re going to worship you.”

She positioned herself between my legs and lifted her right foot, pressing it against my caged clitty.

The sensation was electric.

Even through the plastic of the cage, I could feel her soft sole, warm and slick with oil. She pressed down, rubbing her foot along the length of my cage.

“Victoria,” I moaned.

“Shh. Just feel.”

She used both feet now, her soles sandwiching my cage, sliding up and down in a slow rhythm. The oil made everything slippery, frictionless, her feet gliding over my prison.

I’d never felt anything like this. Her actual feet on my cage—the feet I worshipped, the feet I dreamed about, the feet that owned me.

“You’ve been denied for thirty days,” Victoria said, her feet working me steadily. “Diana tried to ruin that with her cruel little game. But this—this is what you really earned.”

Her toes curled around my cage, gripping it, squeezing gently. The pressure was incredible.

“I’m going to make you cum from my feet alone,” Victoria promised. “Hands-free. Cage on. Just my feet giving you pleasure.”

She increased her pace, her oiled feet sliding faster. One foot pressed against my caged shaft while the other rubbed my balls, switching back and forth.

The pleasure built differently than normal. Not the sharp edge of direct stimulation, but a deeper, fuller sensation. My entire groin throbbed, the cage straining as my clitty tried desperately to harden inside its plastic prison.

“Your feet,” I gasped. “God, your feet—”

“That’s right. My feet are everything to you.” Victoria’s voice was husky. “And now they’re going to make you cum.”

Her feet moved faster, the oil making wet sounds as she worked me. I could feel precum leaking from the cage holes, mixing with the oil.

The orgasm built like a wave. Slowly at first, then faster, cresting—

“Cum for me, Alexis,” Victoria commanded. “Cum from my feet.”

I exploded.

The orgasm was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. My clitty pulsed inside the cage, cum spurting through the small holes at the tip, coating Victoria’s feet. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me—not just physical release but spiritual connection.

Victoria’s feet. Making me cum. The ultimate fantasy made real.

I screamed, my body convulsing, my cage leaking steadily as I orgasmed harder than I ever had in my life. Victoria kept her feet moving, prolonging it, milking every drop from me.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed back onto the bed, gasping, tears streaming down my face.

“Thank you,” I sobbed. “Thank you, thank you, thank you—”

Victoria crawled up to hold me, her naked body pressed against mine, her cum-covered feet leaving streaks on the sheets.

“You earned it,” she murmured, stroking my hair. “Thirty days of perfect devotion. Loyalty even when Diana tried to break you. This is what that earns you.”

We lay together for a long time, just holding each other.

Eventually, Victoria spoke again.

“I have something to tell you. About what comes next.”

My heart sank. “Another month of denial?”

“No. The one-month protocol is complete. You passed.”

I looked at her in surprise. “Just like that?”

“You completed what the university required. Thirty days of perfect denial, daily worship, absolute devotion.” Victoria’s fingers traced patterns on my skin. “You’re the most devoted sissy I’ve ever trained. Your commitment to my feet is absolute.”

“So… what happens now?”

“Now we return to my control, not the university’s. Shorter sentences with earned releases. You worship my feet daily—that continues. But you can earn orgasms through exceptional service. No more thirty-day minimums. Just continuous devotion with rewards when deserved.”

It was better than I’d hoped. Regular foot worship without the crushing weight of month-long institutional protocols.

“Thank you, Victoria.”

“You’re welcome, Alexis.” She kissed my forehead. “Now rest. We have a long journey ahead of us.”

I fell asleep in her arms, cageless and content.



The next morning, I woke to find Victoria already awake, watching me sleep.

“Morning,” she said with a smile.

“Morning, Victoria.”

“Ready to be re-caged?”

I nodded. The month of denial was over, but the cage was part of my identity now. I wanted it back.

Victoria locked me up gently, the familiar click comforting rather than restricting.

“New sentence,” she said. “Two weeks. Then we’ll see if you’ve earned another release.”

Two weeks. Manageable. Especially with daily foot worship to sustain me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, the honorific returning naturally.

She smiled. “There’s my good girl.”



I returned to the dorms to find Sophie and Haley both waiting.

“Well?” Sophie demanded. “How was it?”

“Amazing. Perfect. She made love to me.”

“Victoria?” Haley’s eyes went wide. “Actually made love?”

“Yes. It was…” I couldn’t find words. “It was everything.”

Sophie hugged me. “I’m so happy for you.”

“What about you two?” I asked. “What happened this weekend?”

Sophie and Haley exchanged glances.

“I’m staying at university,” Haley said. “I told Courtney no.”

“Really?” I was shocked. “What changed your mind?”

“You and Sophie. You showed me what real friendship looks like. What support without exploitation feels like.” Haley smiled weakly. “Courtney called me weak for choosing you over her. But I think it takes more strength to leave a bad situation than to stay in a familiar one.”

I hugged her tightly. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Me too,” Sophie added, joining the hug.

We stood there together—three sissies, all caged, all denied, all finding strength in each other.

“We’re going to get through this,” I said. “All of us. Together.”

“Together,” Sophie echoed.

“Together,” Haley agreed.

Day one of fourteen.

Thirteen days until my next possible orgasm.

But I wasn’t counting days anymore.

I was counting moments of devotion.

Moments of worship.

Moments with Victoria’s feet in my mouth and my world reduced to just that perfect sensation.

The denial was just background noise now.

The feet were what mattered.

Always the feet.

Forever.


Chapter 26: Haley’s Struggle

Week nine at university. Day five of my new two-week denial sentence.

Life had settled into a comfortable rhythm after the intensity of my month-long denial and the footjob reward that concluded it. Morning worship under Victoria’s desk, afternoon classes, evening sessions at her apartment. My C-cup breasts had become normal, my nipple piercings had healed completely, and my tongue had developed stamina I never thought possible.

Sophie was thriving, her transformation progressing beautifully. But Haley was struggling.

I noticed it during Anal Technologies class. While the rest of us practiced plug insertion with relative ease, Haley fumbled with her medium plug, wincing, unable to get it seated properly. Ms. Wright had to help her three times.

Afterward, I found Haley crying in our dorm room.

“Hey,” I said softly, sitting beside her on her bed. “What’s going on?”

“I can’t do anything right,” Haley sobbed. “The plugs hurt too much. I can’t walk in heels without stumbling. My makeup always looks terrible. I don’t know how you and Sophie make it look so easy.”

“It’s not easy. It took me months to get where I am.”

“But you’re so natural at it. You walk like you were born in heels. Your makeup is flawless. And the way you worship Victoria’s feet…” Haley wiped her eyes. “I’ll never be that good.”

I thought about my own journey—the awkward first steps in heels, the smeared lipstick, the hours of practice. Haley was right that I made it look easy now, but only because I’d put in the work.

“Let me help you,” I said. “I can teach you what I’ve learned.”

“Really? You’d do that?”

“Of course. We’re roommates. We’re supposed to support each other.”

Haley managed a weak smile. “Thank you, Alexis.”



We started with makeup.

I sat Haley in front of the vanity mirror, spreading out my collection of products. Foundation, concealer, blush, eyeshadow, mascara, lipstick, brushes of every size.

“The first rule,” I said, “is that less is more. When I started, I caked everything on because I thought that’s what made it feminine. But it just made me look like a clown.”

Haley laughed nervously.

I picked up the foundation. “We match to your neck, not your face. Your face might be slightly different due to blood flow. Hold still.”

I applied the foundation in gentle strokes, blending carefully along her jawline. Haley watched in the mirror, fascinated.

“Now concealer under the eyes. You have a bit of darkness there—we’ll brighten it up.”

I worked methodically, explaining each step as I went. Concealer, setting powder, blush on the apples of her cheeks. Then eyes—primer, a neutral eyeshadow base, a slightly darker shade in the crease, highlight on the brow bone.

“For mascara, look down and wiggle the wand from root to tip. Don’t blink.”

Haley held perfectly still while I applied it. Her lashes lengthened, her eyes looking bigger and more feminine.

“And finally, lipstick. Line first—it prevents bleeding—then fill in. Blot on tissue, apply again for longevity.”

When I finished, Haley stared at herself in the mirror.

“I look… pretty,” she whispered.

“You were always pretty. The makeup just enhances it.”

“Can you teach me to do it myself?”

“That’s the plan. We’ll practice every day until you can do it with your eyes closed.”



Next came heels.

I pulled out my collection—everything from modest two-inch pumps to towering six-inch platforms. We’d start small.

“These first,” I said, handing Haley the two-inch pumps. “Put them on and stand up.”

Haley slipped into the heels and immediately wobbled, grabbing my arm for support.

“Don’t lock your knees. Keep them slightly bent. And your center of gravity is different in heels—it’s more forward. Adjust your posture to compensate.”

Haley straightened, found her balance.

“Good. Now take a step. Heel first, then toe. Keep your steps smaller than you think you need.”

Haley took a tentative step. Then another. She was walking like a newborn deer, but she was walking.

“The key is practice,” I said. “I wore heels around our room for hours before I was comfortable in public. Your feet will hurt at first, but they’ll adapt.”

We practiced for an hour, Haley walking back and forth across the room while I corrected her posture, her stride, her arm movement. By the end, she could walk in the two-inch heels without grabbing onto things.

“Tomorrow we’ll try three-inch,” I promised. “Work your way up gradually. Don’t rush.”

“How high can you go?” Haley asked.

I pointed to my six-inch platforms by the closet. “Those. But it took me weeks to get there.”

Haley looked at them with a mix of fear and aspiration. “Maybe someday.”

“Definitely someday. You’re learning fast.”



The hardest lesson was foot worship.

We sat on my bed, facing each other. This was more intimate, more personal—I was essentially teaching Haley how to serve a Mistress.

“The most important thing,” I began, “is understanding that foot worship isn’t just a physical act. It’s devotion. It’s surrender. When you worship a Mistress’s feet, you’re telling her that you belong to her completely.”

Haley nodded, listening intently.

“Start with kisses. Light, reverent. Show her you appreciate the privilege of touching her feet.”

I extended my own foot. “Practice on me. I know it’s weird, but we’re both sissies. Think of it as training.”

Haley hesitated, then gently lifted my foot. She pressed her lips to my instep in a soft kiss.

“Good. Now the sole. Long, slow licks from heel to toes.”

Haley’s tongue traced my sole. It felt strange having another sissy worship me, but also oddly validating—proof of how far I’d come.

“The toes are important,” I continued. “Each one individually. Suck them gently, swirl your tongue around them. Pay attention to how she responds—her moans, her toe curls, her breathing. That’s your guide.”

Haley took my big toe into her mouth, sucking tentatively.

“More confidence. A Mistress wants to feel your eagerness. Your desperation to please her.”

Haley sucked harder, her technique improving as she found her rhythm.

After a few minutes, I pulled my foot back. “That’s the basics. Every Mistress is different—some like more pressure, some like it lighter. You’ll learn to read them.”

“How do you know so much?” Haley asked.

“Victoria trained me. Hours and hours of worship, her guiding me, correcting me.” I smiled. “She’s very particular about how her feet are worshipped. It made me better.”

“I hope I find a Mistress like that someday.”

“You will. Once you’re trained, once you’re confident, the right Mistress will claim you.”



Over the next week, we continued our lessons.

Makeup every morning—Haley practicing while I supervised, correcting her technique until she could do a full face in under fifteen minutes.

Heels every afternoon—graduating from two-inch to three-inch to four-inch, her walk becoming more natural with each day.

Foot worship every evening—me coaching her through proper technique, occasionally letting her practice on Sophie too so she could experience different feet.

By the end of the week, Haley was transformed.

Not physically—that was Claire’s domain. But in confidence, in skill, in the way she carried herself. She walked into class with her head held high, her heels clicking confidently. Her makeup was flawless. When Ms. Wright called on her for a demonstration, she executed the plug insertion perfectly.

“Impressive improvement, Haley,” Ms. Wright said. “Someone’s been practicing.”

Haley glanced at me with a grateful smile. I nodded back.



That evening, Victoria called me to her apartment for our regular worship session.

As I knelt at her feet, Victoria ran her fingers through my hair.

“I heard you’ve been helping Haley,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress. She was struggling.”

“And now she’s thriving. Mrs. Brooke mentioned her improvement today.” Victoria’s toes pressed against my lips, and I kissed them reverently. “You’re becoming a mentor, Alexis. A leader among the sissies.”

“I just shared what you taught me, Mistress.”

“That’s what good students do. They become teachers.” Victoria’s foot pushed into my mouth, and I began worshipping properly—long licks along her sole, sucking each toe individually. “I’m proud of you. Not just for your own progress, but for helping others progress too.”

I couldn’t respond with her foot in my mouth, so I showed my gratitude through my worship—more devotion, more eagerness, more love poured into every lick.

Victoria moaned softly. “You’ve come so far from the nervous boy who first messaged me on that app. Now you’re a confident sissy, a mentor, a proper foot slave.”

Her toes curled against my tongue as she approached orgasm.

“Keep going,” she breathed. “Show me why you’re my favorite.”

I worshipped with everything I had—my tongue working her soles, sucking her toes, kissing her arches. Victoria’s hand gripped my hair as she came, her body tensing, her feet pressing hard against my face.

When she finished, she looked down at me with pure affection.

“You’re mine,” she said simply. “And you’re exactly what I always hoped you’d become.”

“Yours, Mistress,” I murmured against her foot. “Always and forever.”



Later that night, back in the dorm, Haley hugged me before bed.

“Thank you,” she said. “For everything. You didn’t have to help me, but you did.”

“That’s what friends do.”

“Is that what we are? Friends?”

“We’re more than friends. We’re sister sissies.” I smiled at her. “We support each other. That’s how we survive this place.”

Haley smiled back, her eyes glistening. “Sister sissies. I like that.”

Sophie, already in bed, called out drowsily: “Can you two have your Hallmark moment more quietly? Some of us are trying to sleep through our denial sentences.”

We all laughed, the tension breaking.

I climbed into my own bed, my cage pressing comfortably against the mattress, my body tired from a day of teaching and worship.

I’d started this journey as a confused, scared boy with a secret foot fetish.

Now I was a mentor. A friend. A confident sissy with purpose beyond just my own pleasure.

The transformation wasn’t just physical anymore.

It was everything.

And I’d never felt more myself.


Chapter 27: Class Demonstrations

Week nine at university. Day twelve of my two-week denial sentence.

I sat in Ms. Wright’s Anal Technologies class, trying to focus on the lecture while my micro cage strained painfully against my arousal. The classroom was intimate—only eight sissies total, all of us wearing short skirts that barely covered our caged clitties.

Ms. Wright was a tall woman in her late thirties, with sleek black hair pulled into a severe bun. She wore a tailored pantsuit that emphasized her curves, and she had this way of looking at us that made me feel completely exposed. Her feet were currently hidden in black stilettos, but I’d worshipped them twice already—once as homework submission, once as punishment for being late.

“Today we’re moving beyond theory,” Ms. Wright announced, her heels clicking as she walked to the front of the classroom. “We’re going to demonstrate proper plug progression. I need a volunteer.”

The room went silent. No one wanted to be the demonstration subject.

Ms. Wright’s eyes scanned the room and landed on me. “Alexis. Front and center.”

My stomach dropped. “Yes, Ms. Wright.”

I stood on shaky legs and walked to the front of the class. Eight pairs of eyes watched me—Sophie gave me a sympathetic look from the second row.

“Bend over the desk,” Ms. Wright commanded.

I obeyed, leaning forward over her large wooden desk. The cool surface pressed against my breasts through my thin top. My skirt rode up, exposing my pink panties to the entire class.

“First, we remove any existing plug,” Ms. Wright said clinically.

I wasn’t wearing one. I felt her hands on my hips, pulling my panties down to my knees. My micro cage came into view, straining visibly.

“Notice the arousal response,” Ms. Wright continued, gesturing to my cage. “Even the anticipation of anal stimulation causes engorgement. The sissy body learns to associate pleasure with anal penetration rather than penile.”

She snapped on a latex glove. The sound made my cage leak.

“We begin with the smallest plug,” Ms. Wright said, holding up a small pink plug—maybe two inches long and slender. “Even if the subject can take larger sizes, we always start small to allow the body to adjust.”

I felt cool lube being applied to my hole. Then the tip of the plug pressed against me.

“Breathe,” Ms. Wright instructed.

I took a deep breath. The plug slid in easily—I’d been trained well enough that something this small barely registered.

“Good,” Ms. Wright said. “Stand and walk.”

I stood, the plug shifting inside me. Walked a few steps. It was comfortable, almost unnoticeable.

“Notice how easily the trained sissy accepts this size,” Ms. Wright told the class. “This is beginner level. Now we progress.”

She had me bend over again. The small plug was removed and set aside.

“Medium plug,” Ms. Wright announced, showing the class a significantly larger plug—maybe four inches long and noticeably thicker.

More lube. Then pressure as she worked the larger plug into me. I gasped as it stretched me, the widest part passing through my ring before settling inside.

“Breathe through it,” Ms. Wright coached.

The plug filled me completely. I could feel it pressing against my prostate, making my cage drip onto the floor beneath the desk.

“Stand.”

I stood, and immediately felt the difference. The plug was heavy, present, impossible to ignore. When I took a step, it shifted and pressed against my prostate, making me moan involuntarily.

“This is the target size for 24/7 wear,” Ms. Wright explained. “Large enough to provide constant training and reminder of submission, but not so large as to cause injury or inability to function.”

I walked in a small circle, each step sending waves of sensation through me. My breathing was heavy, my cage leaking steadily now.

“Notice the locomotion changes,” Ms. Wright pointed out. “Shorter steps, swaying hips, careful movement. The plug literally reshapes how the sissy moves through the world.”

She made me walk back and forth in front of the class for a full minute. Sophie was biting her lip, clearly aroused by watching me. Another sissy—Melissa—was squirming in her seat, her hand reaching down before Ms. Wright caught her.

“No touching,” Ms. Wright snapped. “Observation only.”

“Sorry, Ms. Wright,” Melissa whimpered.

“Now for the advanced size,” Ms. Wright said, gesturing me back to the desk.

I bent over again, my legs trembling. She removed the medium plug—the sensation of it leaving made me gasp.

The large plug she showed the class next was intimidating. At least five inches long and thick enough that I wasn’t sure it would fit.

“This size is for advanced training only,” Ms. Wright said. “Most sissies work up to this over months. We’re going to attempt insertion to show the limits of current capacity.”

She applied generous amounts of lube, then began working the large plug against my hole. I felt myself stretching, the pressure intense and borderline painful.

“Relax,” Ms. Wright commanded.

I tried, but my body was fighting it. The plug was just too big.

“We can see that Alexis’s current limit is between medium and large,” Ms. Wright narrated. “This is normal for her stage of training. In another month, she should be able to accommodate this size comfortably.”

She stopped trying to insert it and instead pushed the medium plug back in. The relief was immediate—it felt small now compared to what she’d just attempted.

“Stand.”

I stood, the medium plug once again filling me.

“Alexis will wear this plug 24/7 from now on,” Ms. Wright announced. “Indefinitely. It may only be removed for bathroom needs, and must be cleaned and reinserted immediately after. This is your homework assignment as well—permanent plug wear starts today.”

She pulled a box from under her desk and began handing out medium plugs to the class. Each sissy received one in a sealed package.

“You’ll all begin 24/7 wear starting tonight,” Ms. Wright said. “Tomorrow’s class will focus on hygiene and maintenance while plugged. For now, insert your plugs before leaving class.”

The room filled with nervous murmurs. Sophie looked excited—she loved assignments like this. Melissa looked terrified.

Ms. Wright gestured to me. “Return to your seat, Alexis. Keep the plug in.”

“Yes, Ms. Wright.”

I walked carefully back to my desk and sat down. The plug shifted as I sat, pressing hard against my prostate. I bit back a moan.

Around the classroom, sissies were pulling their panties down and attempting to insert their plugs. Ms. Wright walked among them, providing guidance and correction.

“More lube, Jessica.”

“Slower, Taylor.”

“Breathe through it, Morgan.”

One by one, each sissy succeeded in getting their plug inserted. The room was filled with soft whimpers and heavy breathing.

When everyone was plugged, Ms. Wright returned to the front of the class.

“Stand,” she commanded.

We all stood, eight plugged sissies swaying on our heels.

“Walk in a circle around the classroom.”

We formed a line and began walking, our movements slow and careful. The plugs made us sway our hips more, take smaller steps, move with exaggerated femininity. Ms. Wright had literally reshaped how we walked through the world, just as she’d said.

“Good girls,” Ms. Wright said with approval. “You’re all dismissed. Remember—24/7 wear. I’ll be conducting random inspections. Any sissy found without her plug will receive severe punishment.”

We gathered our things and filed out of the classroom, each of us walking with that distinctive plugged gait.

In the hallway, Sophie sidled up next to me.

“How does it feel?” she whispered.

“Intense,” I admitted. “Constant. Every step, every movement—I can feel it.”

“I’m nervous,” Sophie said. “I’ve used plugs before but never 24/7.”

“You’ll adjust,” I told her. “By tomorrow it’ll feel normal.”

“Did the large one really not fit?”

“Almost. Maybe with more time and patience. But it was at my limit.”

Sophie bit her lip. “That’s kind of hot. Seeing your limit.”

I blushed. “Come on, we’ll be late for Orgasm Science.”

We walked together to Ms. Turner’s classroom, our movements synchronized by our plugs. Other sissies in the hallway could probably tell we’d just come from Anal Technologies—our walks gave us away.



That evening, I returned to my dorm room and tried to adjust to life with a constant plug.

Sitting was different—the plug pressed deeper, made me hyperaware of my hole. Standing was easier but every step sent little jolts through me. Lying down was the most comfortable, but even then I could feel it.

I texted Victoria: Plug assignment started. 24/7 wear for a week.

Her response came quickly: Good girl. I want to see how it looks. Come to my apartment.

My cage strained. Yes, Mistress. On my way.

I carefully dressed in a short skirt and tight top, feeling the plug shift with every movement. The walk to Victoria’s apartment took twice as long as usual—I had to move so carefully.

When I arrived, Victoria opened the door and immediately smiled.

“Walk for me,” she commanded.

I walked across her living room, my hips swaying exaggeratedly from the plug.

“Beautiful,” Victoria purred. “So feminine. Turn around.”

I turned, and felt her hands lifting my skirt.

“Bend over the arm of the couch.”

I obeyed, bending forward. Victoria pulled my panties down, exposing the base of the plug nestled between my cheeks.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

She gripped the plug and gave it a gentle tug. Not enough to remove it, just enough to shift it inside me. I moaned.

“You’re going to wear this all week?” Victoria asked.

“Yes, Mistress. Ms. Wright’s orders.”

“I approve. It keeps you ready for me at all times.” Victoria pushed the plug deeper, making me gasp. “Whenever I want to fuck you, you’ll already be prepared.”

She released the plug and pulled my panties back up.

“On your knees,” Victoria commanded, sitting on the couch.

I knelt before her immediately. She extended her bare feet, and my mouth watered at the sight.

“Worship,” she said simply.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her right foot, kissing from heel to toes. The plug shifted as I leaned, pressing against my prostate, making my cage strain and leak.

I took her big toe into my mouth, sucking gently, my tongue swirling around it. Victoria’s foot tasted like her lavender lotion, salt from walking, and that ineffable flavor that was purely her.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured. “Show me how much you missed my feet today.”

I moved to her other foot, licking along her arch, tracing the curves with my tongue. Every time I shifted position, the plug moved inside me, creating this feedback loop of pleasure—feet in my mouth, plug in my ass, cage straining uselessly.

Victoria spread her toes, and I licked between them, my tongue diving into the creases, tasting every inch. Her toes curled against my tongue.

“That’s it,” Victoria breathed. “Just like that.”

I sucked each of her toes individually, giving each one focused attention. Her little toe, delicate and perfect. Her fourth toe, slightly longer. Her middle toe, thick and demanding. Her second toe, curved and sensitive. And her big toe, which I saved for last, sucking it deep into my mouth.

Victoria’s breathing quickened. I knew the signs—she was getting close.

I increased my intensity, licking and sucking with desperate devotion. The plug made every movement sexually charged, my body convinced I was being fucked even though it was just shifting inside me.

Victoria’s toes curled tight, and she let out a soft moan as she came, her whole body shuddering. I continued licking through her orgasm, gentler now, worshipful.

When she finally pulled her feet away, they were shining with my saliva.

“How long has it been since you came, baby girl?” Victoria asked.

“Twelve days, Mistress. Two more until my sentence ends.”

“Mmm. And you’re so desperate, aren’t you? That plug inside you, my feet in your mouth, your cage so tight.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Two more days,” Victoria said with a smile. “Then maybe I’ll let you cum. Or maybe I’ll extend your sentence. We’ll see how good you are.”

My cage throbbed at the uncertainty. Part of me hoped for release. Part of me hoped for more denial.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Go back to your dorm,” Victoria commanded. “Rest. Tomorrow is another day of classes, and I expect you to perform well with that plug inside you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I pulled my panties back up, smoothed my skirt, and carefully walked to the door.

“Alexis,” Victoria called as I reached for the handle.

I turned. “Yes, Mistress?”

“I’m proud of you. The way you’ve grown, the way you submit, the way you worship my feet—you’ve become everything I dreamed you could be.”

Warmth flooded through me. “Thank you, Mistress. That means everything to me.”

“Now go. I’ll see you tomorrow in Gender Studies.”

I left her apartment and made my slow, swaying journey back to the dorms. Every step reminded me of the plug inside me, of my submission, of my purpose.

I was a plugged sissy who lived to worship Victoria’s feet.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.



That night, I tried to sleep with the plug still inserted. It was challenging—I usually slept on my back or stomach, but both positions made the plug press uncomfortably deep. I ended up on my side, curled slightly, the plug a constant presence.

Sophie texted me at midnight: Can’t sleep. The plug is so intense.

I responded: Same. You’ll get used to it. Try lying on your side.

Thanks. This is going to be a long week.

We’ll get through it together.

Love you, bestie.

Love you too.

I eventually drifted off to sleep, dreams filled with plugs and feet and endless denial. When I woke the next morning, the first thing I felt was the plug, still firmly inside me.

24/7 wear had officially begun.

And I had six more days to go.


Chapter 28: Ms. Quinn’s Threesome

Week ten at university. Day fourteen of my two-week denial sentence.

I walked into Oral Technologies class with the medium plug still firmly inside me, my movements slow and deliberately feminine. Ms. Quinn was already at the front of the classroom, her tall, athletic figure commanding attention.

Ms. Quinn was different from the other teachers. For one, she was futanari—she had both breasts and a cock, which she made no effort to hide. Today she wore a tight pencil skirt that showed the clear outline of her impressive length down her left thigh. Her blouse was partially unbuttoned, showing generous cleavage.

“Good morning, sissies,” Ms. Quinn said with a warm smile. Her voice was melodic, friendly in a way the other teachers rarely achieved. “Today we’re covering advanced cunnilingus techniques. I’ll need a volunteer for the demonstration.”

Several hands shot up, including mine. I’d been in denial for two weeks and desperately hoped that helping with the demonstration might earn me release.

Ms. Quinn’s eyes scanned the room and landed on me. “Alexis. Come here.”

I stood carefully—the plug shifting inside me—and walked to the front of the class. My cage was already straining with anticipation.

“Alexis has been one of my most dedicated students,” Ms. Quinn told the class. “Her oral skills have improved dramatically. Today she’s going to show you all proper technique.”

Ms. Quinn sat on the edge of her desk and slowly lifted her skirt, revealing that she wore no underwear. Her pussy was perfectly smooth, glistening slightly with arousal. Above it, her cock rested against her thigh, already semi-hard.

“Begin,” Ms. Quinn commanded.

I knelt before her, my face level with her pussy. The scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, making my mouth water. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her pussy, kissing it softly before extending my tongue.

The first lick drew a soft moan from Ms. Quinn. I licked again, dragging my tongue from bottom to top, ending at her clit.

“Notice the technique,” Ms. Quinn narrated to the class, her voice slightly breathless. “Slow, deliberate licks. Building intensity gradually rather than rushing.”

I circled her clit with my tongue, applying gentle pressure. Ms. Quinn’s thighs trembled slightly. Her cock was hardening now, rising from her thigh.

I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking it with my tongue. Ms. Quinn gasped.

“Excellent,” she breathed. “The combination of suction and movement—that’s advanced technique.”

I continued working her pussy, alternating between licking and sucking, occasionally dipping my tongue inside her. The plug in my ass shifted with every movement of my head, creating a constant background of pleasure.

Ms. Quinn’s breathing grew heavier. Her cock was fully hard now, standing proudly. I could see precum beading at the tip.

“She’s bringing me close,” Ms. Quinn told the class. “Notice how she’s reading my responses, adjusting her technique based on my reactions.”

I increased my intensity, focusing on her clit. Ms. Quinn’s hand came to rest on the back of my head, not forcing, just steadying herself as she approached orgasm.

“Yes,” Ms. Quinn moaned. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I licked and sucked with dedicated focus, my own arousal forgotten in the joy of bringing her pleasure.

Ms. Quinn came with a loud cry, her thighs clamping around my head, her pussy flooding my mouth with her taste. I licked her through the orgasm, gentle now, worshipful.

When she finally released me, my face was wet with her juices.

“Perfect demonstration,” Ms. Quinn said, still catching her breath. “Return to your seat, Alexis. Excellent work.”

“Thank you, Ms. Quinn,” I said, my voice hoarse.

I walked back to my seat, my cage absolutely painful now. Sophie gave me a thumbs up.

The rest of class continued with Ms. Quinn demonstrating fellatio techniques on a realistic dildo, but I barely paid attention. My two-week sentence was ending today, and Victoria had promised to consider letting me cum.



After class, Ms. Quinn called me back.

“Stay a moment, Alexis.”

I approached her desk. The classroom was empty now, just the two of us.

“You did very well today,” Ms. Quinn said. “Victoria tells me your denial sentence ends today.”

My heart raced. “Yes, Ms. Quinn.”

“She’s asked me to help with your release. If you’re interested.”

“Help how, Ms. Quinn?”

“Come to my apartment tonight. Seven PM. Victoria will be there too.” Ms. Quinn wrote her address on a slip of paper and handed it to me. “Don’t be late.”

“I won’t, Ms. Quinn. Thank you.”

I left class in a daze. A threesome with Victoria and Ms. Quinn? My denial ending with both of them present? This was beyond any fantasy I’d imagined.



At seven PM sharp, I knocked on Ms. Quinn’s apartment door. It opened immediately.

Victoria stood there, wearing a tight black dress that hugged her curves. Her feet were bare—painted toenails in deep red. My mouth watered instantly.

“Come in, baby girl,” Victoria purred.

I entered. The apartment was modern and spacious. Ms. Quinn emerged from a hallway wearing a silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh.

“Welcome, Alexis,” Ms. Quinn said warmly. “Please, make yourself comfortable.”

I sat on the couch, feeling the plug shift inside me. Both women sat on either side of me, sandwiching me between them.

“Two weeks without cumming,” Victoria said, running her hand along my thigh. “You must be desperate.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

“We’re going to make tonight special,” Ms. Quinn said, her hand joining Victoria’s on my other thigh. “A reward for your dedication.”

Victoria leaned in and kissed me—rare and precious. Her lips were soft, tasting like cherry lip gloss. When she pulled back, Ms. Quinn leaned in and kissed me too, her tongue exploring my mouth.

I was dizzy with arousal.

“Stand up,” Victoria commanded. “Strip for us.”

I stood on shaky legs and slowly removed my clothes. First my top, revealing my C-cup breasts with their pierced nipples. Then my skirt, exposing my pink panties and the cage beneath. Finally my panties, leaving me naked except for my cage and the plug still inside me.

“Beautiful,” Ms. Quinn breathed. “Turn around. Let me see the plug.”

I turned, bending slightly so they could see the base of the plug between my cheeks.

“She’s been wearing it for a week,” Victoria told Ms. Quinn. “24/7. Such a good girl.”

“Very impressive,” Ms. Quinn agreed.

“On your knees,” Victoria said.

I knelt on the carpet. Victoria stood and lifted her dress, revealing she wore no underwear. Her pussy was right at face level, and below it, her bare feet.

But I couldn’t focus on that yet because my eyes went where they always went—to her feet.

Those perfect size 7.5 feet, red-painted toenails, soft soles that I’d worshipped hundreds of times. Heaven itself.

“You know what to do,” Victoria said.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her right foot, kissing it reverently. My tongue extended, licking along her arch. The familiar taste of her skin, her lavender lotion, the salt of her natural flavor.

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it. Victoria moaned softly.

“She really does love feet, doesn’t she?” Ms. Quinn observed.

“Obsessed,” Victoria confirmed. “She’d worship my feet forever if I let her.”

I moved to Victoria’s other foot, giving it equal attention. Licking between her toes, sucking each one, kissing her soles.

“My turn,” Ms. Quinn said.

She sat on the couch and extended her feet—size 8, athletic and strong, nails painted a deep purple. I’d seen them before but never worshipped them outside of class.

I shifted over to Ms. Quinn’s feet and began licking. Her feet tasted different from Victoria’s—a hint of vanilla lotion, slightly earthier. But equally beautiful.

I worshipped Ms. Quinn’s feet while Victoria watched, her hand between her own legs, touching herself to the sight of me serving another woman.

“Now both at once,” Victoria commanded.

She sat next to Ms. Quinn, and both women extended their feet. Four perfect feet, all for me.

I went back and forth between them, licking Victoria’s left foot, then Ms. Quinn’s right, then Victoria’s right, then Ms. Quinn’s left. My tongue was getting tired but I didn’t care. This was paradise.

“She’s good at this,” Ms. Quinn moaned. “Really good.”

“Told you,” Victoria said breathlessly. “Best foot worship I’ve ever had.”

Both women were touching themselves now as I serviced their feet. I could see Victoria’s fingers working her clit, Ms. Quinn stroking her now-hard cock.

Victoria came first, crying out as her toes curled against my tongue. I continued licking, and moments later Ms. Quinn came too, her cock spurting cum onto her stomach.

“Good girl,” Victoria panted. “Such a good girl.”

They pulled their feet back, and I knelt there, face wet with saliva, cage leaking desperately, plug shifting inside me.

“I think she’s earned her reward,” Ms. Quinn said. “Don’t you, Victoria?”

“I think so,” Victoria agreed. She gestured to Ms. Quinn. “Show her your cock.”

Ms. Quinn stood and opened her robe fully, revealing her naked body. Her cock was still semi-hard, about seven inches, thick and beautiful.

“Would you like to suck it?” Ms. Quinn asked gently.

I looked to Victoria for permission. She nodded.

“Yes, Ms. Quinn,” I said.

Ms. Quinn sat on the couch, and I positioned myself between her legs. I’d never sucked a real cock before—only dildos in class. But I’d learned the techniques.

I wrapped my hand around her shaft—she was warm, pulsing with blood. I leaned forward and licked the tip, tasting the remnant of her earlier cum.

Ms. Quinn moaned. “That’s good. Keep going.”

I took her into my mouth, just the head at first, my tongue swirling around it. Then deeper, inch by inch, until I felt her hitting the back of my throat.

“Breathe through your nose,” Victoria coached from beside us. “Relax your throat.”

I did, and managed to take Ms. Quinn deeper. Not all the way—she was too big—but deeper than I expected.

I began bobbing my head, sucking and licking, using all the techniques Ms. Quinn herself had taught us. Her moans told me I was doing well.

“God, she’s good,” Ms. Quinn gasped. “Victoria, you’ve trained her perfectly.”

Victoria moved behind me, and I felt her hands on my ass. She gripped the plug and began moving it—pulling it almost out, then pushing it back in, fucking me with it while I sucked Ms. Quinn’s cock.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Cock in my mouth, plug fucking my ass, Victoria controlling everything.

“I’m close,” Ms. Quinn warned. “Do you want me to cum in your mouth?”

I nodded, still sucking.

“Good girl,” Ms. Quinn breathed.

Victoria increased the pace of the plug, fucking me harder with it. The wet sounds of the lubed plug pistoning in and out of my hole filled the room. The pressure on my prostate was intense—constant, relentless—and combined with the thick cock stretching my throat, I felt myself approaching the edge.

My hole clenched around the plug. My balls tightened. My nipples ached. Everything was building toward an explosion.

Ms. Quinn’s cock swelled in my mouth, growing impossibly harder, and then she was cumming—hot, thick cum spurting onto my tongue in powerful jets. The taste was salty, musky, slightly sweet. I swallowed desperately, my throat working, but some leaked from the corners of my mouth, dripping down my chin.

At the same moment, Victoria shoved the plug deep and held it there, grinding the bulbous head directly against my prostate. The pressure was too much—it pushed me over the edge.

I came with Ms. Quinn’s cock still in my mouth, my moan vibrating around her shaft. My whole body convulsed, my hole spasming around the plug, my cage dripping steadily as waves of pleasure crashed through me. A sissygasm—hands-free, from nothing but prostate stimulation and the overwhelming sensation of being used from both ends.

The pleasure was different from penile orgasms—deeper, more internal, radiating from my prostate outward through my entire pelvis. It lasted longer too, each wave building on the last until I was trembling, tears leaking from my eyes.

When it finally subsided, I released Ms. Quinn’s cock and collapsed forward, my head resting on her thigh.

“There we go,” Victoria said softly, stroking my back. “Two weeks ended. You earned that.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered. “Thank you, Ms. Quinn.”

“You’re very welcome,” Ms. Quinn said, running her fingers through my hair. “That was wonderful.”

Victoria helped me up and guided me to the couch between them. Both women held me, stroking my skin, my hair, my face.

“How do you feel?” Victoria asked.

“Amazing,” I breathed. “That was… incredible.”

“Good,” Victoria said. “Because we’re not done yet.”

My eyes widened. “We’re not?”

Ms. Quinn smiled. “We have all night, Alexis. And we plan to use it.”



Over the next three hours, they used me thoroughly.

I worshipped both their feet multiple times—sometimes separately, sometimes together. I licked both their pussies until they came. I sucked Ms. Quinn’s cock two more times. Victoria fucked me with a strap-on while I sucked Ms. Quinn. Then Ms. Quinn fucked me with her real cock while I worshipped Victoria’s feet.

I came twice more—both sissygasms, both hands-free. By the end, I was exhausted, covered in sweat and other fluids, completely spent.

We lay together on Ms. Quinn’s large bed—Victoria on my left, Ms. Quinn on my right, me in the middle.

“That was perfect,” Victoria said softly. “Thank you for sharing her with me, Ms. Quinn.”

“Thank you for letting me,” Ms. Quinn replied. “She’s truly special.”

I just lay there, basking in their warmth, their praise, their touch.

Eventually Victoria checked her watch. “We should get going. It’s late.”

We cleaned up and dressed. Ms. Quinn kissed us both goodbye at the door.

“Anytime you want to do this again,” Ms. Quinn said, “my door is open.”

“We’ll definitely take you up on that,” Victoria promised.

Victoria and I walked back to campus together, her arm around my waist.

“Did you enjoy tonight?” Victoria asked.

“More than I can say, Mistress. Thank you for that.”

“You deserved it. Two weeks of denial, perfect behavior, excellent performance in all your classes.” Victoria kissed my temple. “I’m proud of you.”

“How long until my next denial sentence?” I asked.

Victoria smiled. “Always eager to know. Three weeks this time. You’re progressing well.”

Three weeks. I could handle that. After tonight’s reward, I could handle anything.

We reached my dorm, and Victoria pulled me in for a real kiss—long, deep, full of affection and possession.

“Sleep well, baby girl,” she whispered. “I’ll see you tomorrow in Gender Studies.”

“Goodnight, Mistress. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

I watched her walk away, then headed inside.

Sophie was still awake when I entered our room.

“Where have you been?” she asked, then took in my disheveled appearance. “Oh my god, what happened?”

I collapsed on my bed with a huge smile. “The best night of my life.”

And I told her everything.


Chapter 29: Jenna’s Involvement

Week ten at university. Day three of my new three-week denial sentence.

I was in Victoria’s apartment, kneeling at her feet while she graded papers. This had become our routine—I’d come over after classes, worship her feet for an hour or two, and she’d reward me with praise and affection but never release.

The plug was still inside me, now feeling completely natural. I barely noticed it except when I sat down or moved quickly.

A knock at the door interrupted us.

“That’ll be Jenna,” Victoria said, pulling her feet back from my eager mouth. “Let her in, baby girl.”

I stood and opened the door. Jenna stood there in tight jeans and a tank top, her long black hair parted to the left as always, her athletic build radiating confidence.

“Hey Alexis,” Jenna said with a friendly smile. “Victoria texted me to come over.”

“Come in,” I said, stepping aside.

Jenna entered and immediately went to Victoria, giving her a hug and kiss on the cheek. They’d been best friends for years—their comfort with each other was obvious.

“So what’s the plan?” Jenna asked, sitting on the couch next to Victoria.

“I thought we could have some fun together,” Victoria said, her hand resting on Jenna’s thigh. “The three of us. If you’re interested.”

Jenna’s eyes lit up. “Oh, I’m definitely interested.” She looked at me. “Is the sissy up for it?”

I blushed. “Yes. If Mistress Victoria commands it.”

“Good answer,” Jenna laughed. She kicked off her sneakers, revealing bare feet with dark blue painted toenails. “I’ve been wanting to try out your little foot slave for a while now.”

My cage tightened immediately at the sight of her feet. They were beautiful—size 7, athletic but feminine, slightly tanned.

“Alexis,” Victoria commanded. “Show Jenna what you can do. Worship her feet.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I knelt before Jenna, my hands trembling slightly with nervousness. I’d worshipped her feet briefly once before, but this felt more significant—more official.

I lifted Jenna’s right foot and pressed my lips to it, kissing softly from heel to toes. Her skin was warm, tasting slightly salty from her sneakers.

“Oh wow,” Jenna breathed. “Victoria wasn’t kidding. She’s really into this.”

“Obsessed,” Victoria confirmed. “Watch her eyes. She’s completely focused.”

I licked along Jenna’s arch, tracing the curve with my tongue. She giggled—apparently ticklish. I adjusted my technique, using firmer pressure, and the giggling turned to soft moans.

I took her big toe into my mouth, sucking gently. Jenna’s head fell back against the couch.

“Fuck, that feels good,” Jenna said.

I worshipped Jenna’s feet thoroughly—licking between her toes, sucking each one, kissing her soles. All while Victoria watched with obvious satisfaction.

After several minutes, Victoria stood and joined us. She sat next to Jenna and extended her own feet.

“Both of us now,” Victoria commanded.

I shifted my attention back and forth between them—Victoria’s left foot, Jenna’s right foot, Victoria’s right foot, Jenna’s left foot. Four beautiful feet, two different flavors, both equally perfect.

My tongue worked tirelessly, licking and sucking, worshipping both women with equal devotion. My cage was leaking steadily now, dripping onto the carpet beneath me.

“She’s really good at this,” Jenna moaned. “God, Victoria, where did you find her?”

“She found me,” Victoria said. “Through that app. Best match I ever made.”

Both women were breathing heavily now. I could sense them getting close.

“Let’s give her more to work with,” Jenna suggested.

Both women stood and began undressing. Victoria removed her dress, revealing matching black lingerie beneath. Jenna stripped down to her underwear—a sporty bra and boy shorts.

Then they removed those too, until both women were completely naked before me.

“On the couch,” Victoria commanded. “On your back.”

I lay back on the couch, my caged clitty pointing uselessly upward.

Victoria straddled my face, her pussy inches from my mouth. “Lick.”

I extended my tongue and began licking her pussy, tasting her arousal. Above me, I could see Jenna positioning herself lower, between my legs.

“I’m going to play with your plug,” Jenna said. “Is that okay, Alexis?”

I couldn’t answer verbally with Victoria’s pussy on my mouth, so I just moaned approval.

I felt Jenna’s hands on my ass, gripping the plug. She began moving it—pulling it partway out, then pushing it back in, fucking me with it in slow, deliberate strokes.

The sensation was intense. Victoria’s pussy in my mouth, her taste flooding my senses, while Jenna fucked me with the plug. I licked Victoria’s clit frantically, desperate to make her cum.

Victoria began grinding against my face, using my tongue for her pleasure. I could barely breathe, but I didn’t care. This was where I belonged.

“She’s really leaking now,” Jenna observed, increasing the pace of the plug. “Look at her cage dripping.”

“She’s such a desperate little sissy,” Victoria moaned. “Aren’t you, baby girl?”

I moaned agreement into her pussy.

Victoria came on my face, her thighs clamping around my head, her juices flooding my mouth. I licked her through the orgasm, drinking everything she gave me.

When Victoria climbed off, Jenna immediately took her place, settling her pussy onto my mouth.

“Your turn to lick me,” Jenna commanded.

I began worshipping Jenna’s pussy—different from Victoria’s, slightly tangier, equally delicious. Victoria took over plug duty, fucking me with it while I serviced Jenna.

Then Victoria pulled the plug completely out. The sudden emptiness made me gasp against Jenna’s pussy.

“So stretched and open,” Victoria murmured approvingly. Before I could adjust, two of her fingers slid inside me, curling to find my prostate. “Let’s see how you handle this.”

She finger-fucked me roughly while I licked Jenna. Her fingers were more precise than the plug, hitting my prostate directly with every thrust. The sensation was overwhelming.

“She’s clenching so hard,” Victoria laughed. “Such a needy hole.”

After a minute of relentless finger-fucking, she pulled out and re-inserted the plug in one smooth motion. The fullness returned, different now—my hole more sensitive, my prostate already stimulated.

Jenna grabbed my nipple piercings, tugging on them, sending jolts of pain-pleasure through my breasts. Combined with the plug and her pussy in my mouth, I was overwhelmed with sensation.

“God, her tongue is amazing,” Jenna gasped. “Right there, don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I licked and sucked her clit, my tongue working furiously. Victoria pushed the plug deep and held it there, the pressure on my prostate intense after her fingers had already worked it.

Jenna came with a loud cry, grinding hard against my face. I licked her through it, my own arousal building but my cage preventing any real release.

When Jenna climbed off, I lay there panting, my face wet with both women’s juices.

“I think she deserves a reward,” Jenna said. “She’s been so good.”

“What did you have in mind?” Victoria asked.

“Let me try something.” Jenna positioned herself between my legs again. She wrapped her feet around my caged clitty, her soles pressing against the pink plastic.

“A footjob?” Victoria asked with amusement. “While she’s caged?”

“Why not? Let’s see if we can make her cum from just this.”

Jenna began rubbing her feet against my cage, the pressure and friction intense. It wasn’t like a real footjob—I couldn’t feel her skin directly—but the psychological aspect was overwhelming. Jenna’s beautiful feet on my cage, trying to make me cum.

Victoria added to it by presenting her feet to my face. “Lick while Jenna works on you.”

I took Victoria’s toes into my mouth, sucking desperately while Jenna’s feet rubbed my cage. The plug was still deep inside me, pressing on my prostate.

The combination was too much. Feet in my mouth, feet on my cage, plug in my ass. I felt my orgasm building—different from a penile orgasm, more internal, more intense.

“She’s going to cum,” Victoria observed. “Look at her face.”

Jenna increased her pace, her feet working my cage faster. I moaned around Victoria’s toes, my whole body tensing.

The orgasm hit me like a wave—a sissygasm, hands-free, triggered by the combination of stimulation. My cage leaked steadily as I came, the pleasure radiating from my prostate through my whole body.

“There she goes,” Jenna said with satisfaction. “Good girl.”

I collapsed back onto the couch, exhausted, Victoria’s toes still in my mouth. I licked them weakly, not wanting to let go.

“That was beautiful,” Victoria said softly. “You did so well, baby girl.”

Jenna pulled her feet back from my cage. “That was fun. We should do this again.”

“Definitely,” Victoria agreed.

They let me rest for a few minutes, then helped me sit up. I was dazed, floating in subspace, barely aware of my surroundings.

“Let’s clean her up,” Victoria said.

They took me to the bathroom and gently washed my face and body. The intimacy of it—both women caring for me, cleaning me, touching me gently—was almost as intense as the sex had been.

When I was clean, they dressed me in fresh panties and one of Victoria’s oversized t-shirts.

“You can stay here tonight,” Victoria said. “Sleep in my bed. I’ll take the couch.”

“You don’t have to—” I started.

“I want to,” Victoria interrupted. “You’ve earned rest.”

Jenna gave me a hug. “You were amazing, Alexis. Thank you for letting me play with you.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “That was incredible.”

After Jenna left, Victoria tucked me into her bed—the first time I’d ever slept there. She kissed my forehead.

“Sweet dreams, baby girl. I’m proud of you.”

“I love you, Mistress.”

“I love you too.”

She turned off the light and left the room. I snuggled into her sheets, breathing in her scent, the plug still inside me, my body pleasantly exhausted.

I fell asleep within minutes, dreaming of feet and submission and love.


Chapter 30: Penis Measurement

Week ten at university. Day seven of my three-week denial sentence.

I sat in Claire’s medical office, wearing only a paper gown that barely covered my caged clitty and C-cup breasts. The familiar clinical smell of antiseptic filled the air, and the examination table crinkled beneath me.

Claire entered, her white coat swishing, clipboard in hand, her short blonde bob perfectly styled. She wore her signature look—black-framed glasses, short skirt, stockings, heels. Professional but deliberately provocative.

“Good morning, Alexis,” Claire said cheerfully. “Monthly checkup time. How are you feeling?”

“Good, Ms. Claire. The hormones are working well.”

“Excellent. Let’s get some measurements.” She snapped on a latex glove—the sound making my cage strain automatically. “Drop the gown and stand up.”

I removed the paper gown and stood naked before her, except for my pink micro cage and the medium plug still inside me from Ms. Wright’s assignment.

Claire circled me, examining my body with clinical detachment. She cupped my breasts, testing their weight.

“C-cup is stable,” she noted, writing on her clipboard. “Nipple piercings fully healed. How’s the sensitivity?”

“Very sensitive, Ms. Claire. Victoria uses them during… play.”

“Good. That’s normal.” Claire ran her measuring tape around my chest, under my breasts, around my waist, my hips. “Body fat has redistributed nicely. Very feminine silhouette now.”

She measured my thighs, my arms, my shoulders. Everything was documented with clinical precision.

“Turn around. Bend over the examination table.”

I obeyed, bending forward. I felt Claire’s gloved hands on my ass, examining the plug.

“You’ve been wearing this 24/7?” Claire asked.

“Yes, Ms. Claire. Ms. Wright’s assignment.”

“How does it feel?”

“Natural now. I barely notice it unless I’m sitting or moving quickly.”

Claire gripped the plug and slowly pulled it out. The sensation of emptiness was immediate and uncomfortable.

“Interesting,” Claire murmured. “Your hole is staying partially open. The plug training is working perfectly.”

She set the plug aside and I heard her opening a drawer. Then I felt something cold and hard pressing against my hole—a speculum.

“Relax,” Claire commanded.

The speculum entered me, then I felt it opening, stretching me wide. It was uncomfortable but not painful.

“Beautiful,” Claire said. “You can accommodate quite a bit now. Your capacity has increased significantly.”

She removed the speculum and reinserter the plug. The fullness returned, comforting in its familiarity.

“Stand up and turn around.”

I stood and faced her. Claire knelt in front of me, her face level with my caged clitty.

“Now for the important measurement,” she said.

She produced a small key and unlocked my cage. The pink device came off, and for the first time in weeks, my penis was free.

But it didn’t spring to attention. After so long caged, it just hung limply, looking small and pathetic.

Claire wrapped a measuring tape around it—flaccid measurement first.

“Three centimeters flaccid,” she recorded. “Now let’s see if we can get you hard.”

She began stroking my penis with her gloved hand. The sensation was intense after so long without direct touch. I felt blood flowing into it, slowly hardening.

But it didn’t get very big.

Claire continued stroking, using her other hand to massage my balls. My penis reached what felt like full hardness, but it was so much smaller than I remembered.

Claire measured again. “Five centimeters erect. Down from seven centimeters after hormones restarted.”

Five centimeters. Just under two inches. I was shrinking steadily into micropenis territory.

“Is that… permanent?” I asked, my voice small.

“Likely,” Claire said. “The hormones and extended chastity have caused significant atrophy. Even if you stopped hormones now, you’d probably only recover to five or six centimeters at most.”

She released my penis and it immediately began softening.

“How do you feel about that?” Claire asked, watching my face.

“I… I don’t know. It’s strange seeing it so small.”

“But you don’t really use it for sex anymore, do you?”

“No, Ms. Claire. Everything is anal now. Or oral.”

“Exactly. Your clitty is decorative at this point. Its size is irrelevant.” Claire began re-caging me, locking the micro cage back around my shrunken penis. “There. Back where it belongs.”

The cage felt tighter than before, if that was even possible. My shrunken penis had less room to move.

Claire stood and made notes on her clipboard. “Everything else looks excellent. Breasts are perfect, body shape is feminine, plug training is progressing well.”

“Thank you, Ms. Claire.”

“One more thing,” Claire said, gesturing to the examination table. “Lie back. Feet in the stirrups.”

I climbed onto the table and positioned my feet in the metal stirrups, spreading my legs wide. The plug shifted inside me, pressing against my prostate.

Claire positioned herself between my legs with a strange device—a clear tube connected to a small machine.

“This is a prostate milking device,” Claire explained. “I need a sample of your seminal fluid for testing.”

She lubricated the tube and slowly inserted it into my ass alongside the plug. The dual penetration was intense, stretching me further than the plug alone.

The machine turned on with a low hum. I felt suction and vibration directly on my prostate. The sensation was overwhelming—not quite pleasure, not quite pain, but intensely powerful.

“This will extract your cum without orgasm,” Claire narrated. “Clinical release for medical purposes.”

I felt pressure building inside me, different from a normal orgasm. My cage strained uselessly as the machine worked.

After about two minutes, I felt it happening—cum being drawn out of me without any real pleasure. It was strange, almost uncomfortable. I could see it collecting in the clear tube, thin and watery.

“Volume is good,” Claire observed, watching the collection. “Color and consistency are normal for someone on long-term hormones.”

The machine continued for another minute, extracting every drop. When it finally stopped, I felt drained but not satisfied. It wasn’t an orgasm—just an emptying.

Claire removed the tube and held it up to the light, examining the contents. Maybe two tablespoons of cum, slightly clear rather than the thick white I remembered from before hormones.

“Perfect sample,” Claire said, pouring it into a specimen container and labeling it. “You can get dressed now.”

I climbed off the table, my legs shaky. The plug felt even more present after the milking, my hole sensitive and aware.

“So what’s the verdict?” I asked as I put my clothes back on. “Am I healthy?”

“Very healthy,” Claire assured me. “Your transformation is progressing exactly as expected. Five-centimeter clitty, C-cup breasts, feminine body shape, excellent plug tolerance. You’re a model sissy, Alexis.”

“Thank you, Ms. Claire.”

“Continue your current hormone regimen. Keep the plug in as assigned. And maintain your denial sentence—who’s controlling that right now?”

“Mistress Victoria. Three weeks this time.”

“Good. Extended denial helps with the feminization process. It reconditions your brain to associate arousal with submission rather than release.” Claire made a final note on her clipboard. “You’re dismissed. See you next month.”

I left the medical office and walked back toward the dorms, my mind processing everything I’d just learned.

Five centimeters. Still shrinking. Soon it would be a true micropenis.

But Claire was right—I didn’t use it anyway. My sexual function was entirely oral and anal now. My tongue and my hole were my real sex organs. My clitty was just… decoration. A reminder of what I used to be.

And honestly? I was okay with that.



That evening, I told Victoria about the measurements while kneeling at her feet, worshipping as usual.

“Five centimeters,” Victoria mused, her toes playing with my lips between licks. “My little sissy is getting even littler.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, then took her big toe into my mouth.

“Does it bother you? Being that small?”

I considered as I licked between her toes. “Not really. Like Ms. Claire said—I don’t use it anyway. Everything is about serving you now.”

“Good answer,” Victoria purred. She pressed her foot against my face. “You’re right. This is your sex organ now. My feet. Your tongue. That’s what matters.”

I kissed her sole reverently. “Your feet are everything, Mistress.”

“And your clitty is nothing.”

“Yes, Mistress. My clitty is nothing.”

“Say it again.”

“My clitty is nothing. Your feet are everything.”

Victoria smiled and settled back into the couch. “Keep worshipping. Show me how much you mean that.”

I did, dedicating the next hour to proving my devotion through my tongue. My five-centimeter clitty stayed locked and ignored in its cage, while my mouth brought Victoria to three separate orgasms.

Because she was right.

My clitty was nothing.

Her feet were everything.

And I’d never been happier.


Chapter 31: Three Weeks Denial

Week eleven at university. Day fourteen of my three-week denial sentence—two-thirds through.

Life had developed a rhythm. Wake up, shower carefully around my plug, dress in feminine clothes, attend classes, worship Victoria’s feet, study, sleep. Repeat. The denial was constant, the arousal was constant, but I was learning to exist in that state of permanent frustration.

It was becoming my normal.

I sat in Gender Studies, Victoria lecturing on submission psychology, her voice washing over me. I’d learned to pay attention even while desperately horny—it was a survival skill all sissies at the university developed.

“The submissive mind adapts to constant arousal,” Victoria was saying, her eyes briefly catching mine. “What begins as desperation becomes meditation. The denial itself becomes a form of pleasure.”

She was right. I was living proof.

After class, I stayed behind as usual for my daily worship session.

“Under the desk,” Victoria commanded without looking up from her papers.

I crawled into position. Her bare feet appeared, and I immediately pressed my lips to her right foot, kissing it reverently.

This was my routine now. Every day after Gender Studies, I knelt under Victoria’s desk and worshipped her feet while she worked. Sometimes for fifteen minutes, sometimes for an hour. She rarely acknowledged me during it—I was just there, serving, a piece of furniture that happened to lick her feet.

Today I licked slowly, meditatively, tracing every line of her sole with my tongue. Her feet tasted like her lavender lotion and the faint salt of walking. Perfect. Always perfect.

My cage strained as it did every moment of every day. Two weeks of denial had made me perpetually hard—or as hard as I could get in the restrictive cage. The micro cage dug into my five-centimeter clitty, a constant reminder of my place.

I sucked Victoria’s toes one by one, my tongue swirling around each digit. Her toes curled slightly—the only indication that she felt my worship. Otherwise, she continued grading papers, occasionally making notes, completely calm.

I was in heaven and hell simultaneously. Her feet in my mouth was paradise. The denial was torture. Combined, they created this state of transcendent submission that Victoria had described in her lecture.

The denial was becoming pleasure.

After forty minutes, Victoria pulled her feet back.

“That’s enough for today,” she said.

I crawled out from under the desk, my knees sore from kneeling on the hard floor. Victoria looked at me with that mixture of affection and dominance that made my heart race.

“How are you handling the denial?” she asked.

“It’s hard, Mistress,” I admitted. “But I’m managing.”

“You’re doing more than managing. You’re thriving.” Victoria gestured to the chair across from her desk. “Sit. Let’s talk.”

I sat carefully, the plug shifting inside me. Victoria leaned back in her chair, studying me.

“You’ve been at the university for nine weeks now,” Victoria said. “Do you remember who you were before all this?”

I thought back to Alex—the shy college boy who’d discovered that app, who’d been terrified of his desires. It felt like a different person.

“Barely, Mistress. That feels like a lifetime ago.”

“You’ve transformed completely. C-cup breasts, five-centimeter clitty, feminine voice, you pass completely as female. But the biggest change isn’t physical—it’s mental.”

“What do you mean?”

“You don’t fight your submission anymore. You don’t question it. You just… exist in it. Comfortably. Happily.” Victoria smiled. “That’s real transformation. That’s what I wanted for you.”

“I am happy, Mistress. Serving you, worshipping your feet, existing in denial—it’s become who I am.”

“Good. That’s all I need from you.”

My cage throbbed at her words. Three weeks of denial was difficult, but Victoria made it bearable.

“You’re doing perfectly,” Victoria said. “See? This is what I mean about transformation. The old Alex would have begged and pleaded for release by now. You just accept and submit.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I heard myself saying, and meant it.

“You’re welcome, baby girl. Now go to your next class. I’ll see you tonight at my apartment.”



That evening I arrived at Victoria’s apartment at seven PM sharp. She opened the door wearing silk pajamas—clearly planning a quiet night in.

“Come,” she said, leading me to the couch.

We sat together, Victoria’s arm around my shoulders, her feet in my lap. I automatically began massaging them, my hands working her arches, my thumbs pressing into her soles.

“Just massage tonight,” Victoria said. “No worship. Just touch.”

I nodded and continued the massage, working each foot thoroughly. Victoria closed her eyes, relaxing into the sensation.

“Tell me about your day,” she said softly.

“I had Anal Technologies with Ms. Wright. We practiced with progressively larger plugs in class. I can almost take the large size now.”

“Good. Your capacity is improving.”

“And Oral Technologies with Ms. Quinn. We practiced deepthroating techniques on dildos.”

“How deep can you take now?”

“About seven inches before I gag. Ms. Quinn says that’s good for my level.”

Victoria hummed approval. “And classes aside? How are you feeling? Emotionally?”

It was rare for Victoria to ask about my emotional state. Usually our dynamic was purely D/s. This felt different—more intimate.

“I’m good,” I said honestly. “Happy. Sometimes I miss cumming, but even that’s becoming less important. I just… I like being yours. I like this life.”

“Even the denial?”

“Especially the denial. It keeps me focused on you. On serving you. If I came regularly, I might get complacent, might stop trying as hard. The denial makes me desperate to please you.”

Victoria opened her eyes and looked at me. “You really have transformed, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She pulled me closer, kissing my forehead—a gesture of genuine affection rather than dominance.

“I’m proud of you,” Victoria whispered. “So proud.”

Warmth flooded through me. “Thank you, Mistress. That means everything to me.”

We sat like that for a while, me massaging her feet, her holding me close. It was peaceful, intimate, perfect.

Eventually Victoria spoke again. “I want to make love to you tonight. Not just use you—actually make love. Is that okay?”

My heart raced. “Yes, Mistress. I’d like that.”

Victoria stood and led me to her bedroom. She undressed me slowly, removing each piece of clothing with care, kissing my skin as it was revealed. When I was naked except for my cage and plug, she laid me on the bed.

“Stay there,” she said.

Victoria undressed herself, and I watched with reverent eyes as her perfect body was revealed. Her breasts, her curves, her amber eyes, her beautiful feet.

She climbed onto the bed and kissed me—long, deep, passionate. Her hands roamed my body, touching my breasts, my sides, my thighs.

“I’m going to remove your plug,” Victoria said. “And fuck you properly.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She carefully removed the plug, and I felt empty immediately. But then Victoria was positioning her strap-on—the screw-on dildo she’d taken my virginity with—and pressing into me.

The penetration was slow, gentle, loving. Victoria held my gaze as she entered me, her amber eyes soft with affection.

“You’re mine,” she whispered as she began moving inside me. “All mine.”

“Yes, Mistress. Yours. Always yours.”

Victoria fucked me slowly, each thrust deliberate, each movement calculated to give me pleasure. She kissed me between thrusts, her hands holding mine, our fingers interlaced.

It was different from our usual dynamic. This wasn’t domination—this was intimacy. Love, even.

Victoria’s rhythm increased, her breathing heavy. She was getting close.

“Touch my feet,” she gasped. “While I fuck you.”

I reached down and found her feet, my hands wrapping around them, feeling their softness. Victoria moaned at the touch.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Feet and fucking. Everything you love.”

The combination was overwhelming. Victoria inside me, her feet in my hands, her lips on mine. I felt my orgasm building—a sissygasm, hands-free, from pure penetration and emotional connection.

“I’m close,” I whimpered. “Mistress, I’m going to cum.”

“No,” Victoria said firmly, even as she continued fucking me. “You’re denied. This is about connection, not release.”

She was right. Even on the edge of orgasm, I could hold back. The denial had trained me that well.

Victoria came first, her body tensing, crying out my name—my real name, Alexis—as she orgasmed. The sound pushed me to the very edge, but I held back, breathing through it, controlling myself.

When Victoria finished, she stayed inside me, both of us panting, connected.

“You held back,” she said with wonder. “Even that close, you held back.”

“Because you told me to, Mistress.”

“Perfect,” Victoria whispered, kissing me again. “My perfect girl.”

She pulled out slowly, then reinserter the plug. The fullness returned, and I sighed with contentment.

Victoria collapsed beside me, pulling me close. We lay there in the darkness, her arms around me, the plug inside me, my cage leaking with denied arousal.

“One more week of denial,” Victoria said softly. “Think you can handle it?”

“Yes, Mistress. For you, I can handle anything.”

“I love you, Alexis.”

“I love you too, Mistress.”

We fell asleep like that—connected, intimate, her feet eventually finding their way to my hands as we drifted off.

Twenty-one days of denial.

I could do this.

For her, I could do anything.


Chapter 32: The Setup

Week eleven at university. Day sixteen of my three-week denial sentence—just five days left.

I was nearing the breaking point. Every moment was arousal. Every thought was sexual. My cage leaked constantly, my panties always damp. The plug had become such a part of me that I felt wrong without it.

But I was managing. Barely.

Victoria had been different lately—distracted, tense. During our daily foot worship sessions, she seemed to be looking through me rather than at me. Something was bothering her.

Today I decided to ask about it.

We were in her apartment after classes. I was kneeling at her feet as usual, but instead of beginning worship immediately, I looked up at her.

“Mistress? Is something wrong?”

Victoria’s expression shifted from distant to present. “What makes you ask that?”

“You seem… preoccupied. Worried, maybe. If there’s anything I can do to help…”

Victoria sighed and gestured to the couch beside her. “Sit with me. We need to talk.”

I sat, nervous. The last time we’d had a serious talk, she’d extended my denial sentence.

“Diana’s been getting more aggressive,” Victoria said. “Making moves against me at university. Trying to turn other teachers against me. Spreading rumors.”

“What kind of rumors?”

“That I’m abusing my position. That I’m manipulating students inappropriately. Mrs. Brooke knows it’s nonsense, but it’s creating tension.” Victoria’s hand found mine, squeezing it. “Diana wants to take you from me. She sees you as a prize in our competition.”

“She can’t take me. I’m yours, Mistress. I’d never choose her over you.”

“I know, baby girl. But Diana doesn’t play fair. She’ll try something—I’m sure of it. I just don’t know what or when.”

Fear crept into my stomach. “What should I do?”

“Be careful. Don’t be alone with her if you can avoid it. If she corners you, if she threatens you—tell me immediately.” Victoria lifted my chin, making me meet her eyes. “Promise me.”

“I promise, Mistress.”

“Good.” Victoria pulled me close, and I rested my head on her shoulder. “I won’t let her take you. You’re mine. But we need to be smart about this.”

We sat in silence for a while, just holding each other. It was rare for Victoria to show this level of vulnerability, this level of worry.

Finally, she spoke again. “Let’s forget about Diana for tonight. I want to focus on us.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stand up. Strip for me.”

I stood and slowly removed my clothes—skirt, top, bra, panties. Standing naked before her except for my cage and plug.

Victoria’s eyes roamed my body with appreciation. “You’re beautiful. Do you know that?”

“You make me feel beautiful, Mistress.”

“Come here.”

I approached, and Victoria pulled me onto her lap, her arms wrapping around me. It was intimate, tender—so different from our usual dynamic.

“I don’t say it enough,” Victoria whispered into my hair. “But I love you. Really love you. Not just as my submissive, not just as my foot slave. As a person. As Alexis.”

Tears pricked my eyes. “I love you too, Mistress. More than anything.”

“If anything happened to you because of this rivalry with Diana…” Victoria’s arms tightened. “I couldn’t forgive myself.”

“Nothing will happen. We’ll be careful.”

Victoria kissed my temple, then my cheek, then my lips. “I’m going to make you feel good tonight. As good as I can while keeping you denied.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I want to.” Victoria shifted me off her lap and stood. “Lie on the couch. On your back.”

I lay back on the soft cushions, my heart racing with anticipation. Victoria knelt between my legs—a reversal of our usual positions that made my cage throb.

“I’m going to worship you for once,” Victoria said. “Your body deserves appreciation.”

She started with my feet, lifting one and pressing her lips to it. The sensation was shocking—Victoria’s lips on my foot. She kissed from heel to toes, her tongue darting out to lick my arch.

“Mistress,” I gasped. “You don’t have to—”

“Shh. Let me do this.”

She took my big toe into her mouth, sucking gently. The role reversal was overwhelming. Victoria—my Mistress, my goddess—worshipping my feet.

After a few minutes, she moved up my legs, kissing my calves, my thighs. Her lips traced patterns on my skin, her hands caressing me gently.

When she reached my cage, she kissed the pink plastic, her tongue licking the metal lock.

“This stays on,” she murmured. “But I can still make you feel good.”

She gripped the plug and began moving it—slow, gentle pumps that pressed against my prostate. Not fucking me hard, just massaging me internally.

Then her mouth moved to my breasts. She sucked my nipples, her tongue swirling around the piercings, tugging gently with her teeth.

The combination was intense—plug moving inside me, nipples being sucked, Victoria’s hands on my body. I was moaning continuously, lost in sensation.

“You’re leaking so much,” Victoria observed, her hand collecting the precum dripping from my cage. She brought her fingers to my mouth. “Taste yourself.”

I sucked her fingers clean, tasting my own arousal.

Victoria increased the pace of the plug, fucking me harder now. Her other hand worked my nipples, pinching and pulling.

“Cum for me,” Victoria commanded. “Right now. Cum from what I’m doing to you.”

The permission combined with the stimulation pushed me over the edge. I came—a powerful sissygasm, my body convulsing, my cage dripping steadily as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

Victoria continued through my orgasm, prolonging it, making it last longer than any orgasm I’d had before. When it finally subsided, I lay there gasping, trembling.

“Beautiful,” Victoria whispered. “So beautiful when you cum.”

She kissed me deeply, and I tasted myself on her tongue—my precum, my submission, my devotion.

“Does this count toward my sentence?” I asked when we broke apart.

Victoria smiled. “No. That was a gift. Your three-week sentence continues. You still have five more days of denial.”

I groaned, but also felt relief. I’d cum, but the denial continued. The best of both worlds.

“Thank you, Mistress. That was amazing.”

“You deserved it.” Victoria helped me sit up. “And I needed the reminder of why I’m fighting so hard to keep you.”

“Diana can’t compete with what we have,” I said firmly. “She might offer me orgasms, but you offer me love.”

Victoria’s eyes shimmered with emotion. “That’s exactly right. And I’ll fight to keep you. Whatever it takes.”

We spent the rest of the evening cuddling on the couch, watching movies, Victoria’s feet in my lap while I massaged them. It was peaceful, domestic, perfect.

But in the back of my mind, Victoria’s warning echoed.

Diana was planning something.

And we needed to be ready.



Two days later, I saw Diana in the university hallway between classes. She was talking to someone—a woman with long black hair.

I squinted, trying to get a better look. The woman looked vaguely familiar, but something was off. The way she stood was different from anyone I knew.

Diana and the woman were talking in hushed tones, their heads close together. Conspiring.

My stomach dropped.

I pulled out my phone and texted Victoria: Diana’s talking to someone in the hallway. Unknown woman. They’re definitely planning something.

Victoria’s response came quickly: Where?

Second floor hallway, near the library.

I’m coming. Stay where you are.

I waited, watching Diana and the unknown woman from a distance. They were too far away for me to hear what they were saying, but their body language was clear—they were planning something together.

Victoria appeared a few minutes later, Jenna with her. They approached me, and Jenna’s eyes narrowed when she saw the woman with Diana.

“Do you recognize her?” I asked.

Jenna studied the woman for a long moment. “There’s something familiar about her, but I can’t place it. The distance makes it hard to tell.”

“She looked almost like you from far away,” I said. “But something was off.”

Victoria frowned. “Diana recruiting allies is concerning, whoever that woman is.”

We watched as Diana and the unknown woman finished their conversation. The woman walked away, and Diana looked up—seeing us watching her. She smiled, waved mockingly, and disappeared into a classroom.

“This is bad,” Jenna said. “Diana’s clearly planning something. And whoever that woman is, she’s involved.”

“We need to be extra careful,” Victoria said. “From now on, Alexis, you don’t go anywhere alone. Sophie, Haley, Jenna, or I should always be with you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Jenna, can you try to find out who that woman is and what they’re planning?”

“I can try. I’ll ask around, see if anyone recognizes her.”

“Do what you can,” Victoria said. “We need to know what’s coming.”

As we walked to class together, I couldn’t shake the feeling of dread settling over me.

Diana and some unknown ally working together.

Victoria and Jenna trying to counter them.

Me caught in the middle.

This was all building to something.

Something big.

Something dangerous.

And I had no idea what it would be.


Chapter 33: Diana’s Maid Cafe

Week eleven at university. Day eighteen of my three-week denial sentence.

Sophie had been thinking about Diana ever since we’d discovered her secret at the maid cafe weeks ago. The blowjob under the table had been shocking enough, but Diana had mentioned “more in the private rooms upstairs.”

“I want to go back,” Sophie said one Saturday afternoon. “See what else happens there.”

“Why?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“Because Diana said she does ‘everything.’ I want to know what that means.”

Part of me knew this was voyeuristic, invasive even. But another part—the part that had been living at a sissy university for months—understood the need to know. To understand. To see how deep Diana’s submissive side went.

We dressed femininely and returned to Kitty Maid Cafe.

This time, we didn’t go inside the main area. Sophie had done research—there was a fire escape around back that led to the second floor where the “private rooms” were located.

“This feels wrong,” I whispered as we climbed the metal stairs.

“Do you want to leave?”

I didn’t answer. We kept climbing.

On the second floor, thin curtains covered the windows. But through a gap in one, we could see inside.

The room was dimly lit, decorated like a boudoir. And there was Diana.

She wore her maid outfit—the frilly skirt bunched around her waist, the top pulled down to expose her breasts. She was on her hands and knees on a large bed.

And she wasn’t alone.

Five men surrounded her.

One man lay beneath her, his cock buried in her pussy. Another knelt behind her, slowly pushing into her ass. A third stood at the head of the bed, his cock in her mouth. The remaining two stood on either side, stroking themselves, waiting their turns.

“Oh my god,” Sophie breathed.

Diana was being used by all of them simultaneously. Her body rocked between the men beneath and behind her, filled completely, her moans muffled by the cock in her throat.

I watched, transfixed, as dominant, aggressive Diana submitted completely to five strangers. She came at least twice that I could see—her body shuddering, her maid outfit bunched and disheveled, her face a mask of pleasure.

The men rotated positions. The one in her mouth came, and Diana swallowed. Another took his place. The man in her ass finished and pulled out, immediately replaced by one of the waiting men.

“She does this regularly,” Sophie whispered. “Every Friday night. The premium service.”

We watched for several more minutes. Diana was passed between all five men, each one taking turns with her holes. She seemed to genuinely enjoy it—not just performing, but truly submitting, truly craving the degradation.

Finally, I pulled Sophie away from the window.

“We should go,” I said. “This is private.”

“She’s a switch,” Sophie said as we descended the fire escape. “Completely dominant at university, completely submissive here.”

“It’s not our place to judge.”

“I’m not judging. I’m… impressed, actually. She compartmentalizes so well.”

We walked back toward university in thoughtful silence. This was bigger than the blowjob we’d witnessed before. This was a full gangbang, Diana submitting to multiple men, getting off on being used.

The dominant who’d tried to steal me from Victoria had a secret life where she was nothing but a willing cumdump.



That evening, I updated Victoria on what we’d seen.

“A gangbang,” Victoria repeated, her toes in my mouth. “Five men.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said between licks.

“And she seemed to enjoy it?”

“Very much. She came multiple times.”

Victoria was quiet for a long moment, thinking.

“This confirms what I suspected. Diana is a true switch—dominant with women, submissive with men. She compartmentalizes her life to satisfy both needs.”

“Does this change anything?” I asked.

“It might. If Diana tries something against us, we have leverage now. Real leverage.” Victoria’s foot pressed harder against my face. “But we don’t use it unless we have to. This is her private life. Her choices.”

“I agree.”

“Knowledge is power, baby girl. And now we have power over Diana. Let’s hope we never have to use it.”

I nodded and continued worshipping Victoria’s feet, my mind full of images of Diana’s dual nature.

She was complicated. Vulnerable. Human.

And somehow, that made her more dangerous than ever.


Chapter 34: Group Foot Worship

Week eleven at university. Day twenty-one of my three-week denial sentence—exactly three weeks. The end was finally here.

But Victoria had other plans.

She’d texted me that morning: Come to my apartment at 7 PM. Dress sexy. Tonight is special.

I arrived at seven sharp, wearing a tight black dress that showed my cleavage and barely covered my ass, along with six-inch heels that made my legs look endless. My makeup was perfect, my hair styled in soft waves.

Victoria opened the door and smiled approvingly. “Beautiful. Come in.”

I stepped inside and stopped short.

Victoria’s living room was full of women.

Jenna sat on the couch, wearing leather pants and a crop top.

Ms. Wright was in an armchair, her usual severe pantsuit replaced by a tight dress.

Ms. Turner lounged on the other end of the couch in jeans and a blouse.

Ms. Quinn stood by the window in casual clothes, her futanari bulge visible through her skirt.

And in the corner, looking supremely uncomfortable, was Diana—my rival, my temptation, forced into cooperation with Victoria for one night.

Six women total, not counting me.

“Welcome to your sentence-ending celebration,” Victoria announced. “Three weeks of denial deserves a proper reward.”

My cage throbbed. “Mistress?”

“Tonight, you’re going to worship all of us,” Victoria explained. “Six women, twelve feet. You’ll service each of us until we cum—no time limit. This will take as long as it takes. Only then will we consider letting you cum.”

I glanced at Diana, who met my eyes with an unreadable expression. Whatever truce Victoria had negotiated to get her here must have been significant.

My mouth watered. This was overwhelming—a foot worship marathon beyond anything I’d imagined.

“Strip,” Victoria commanded. “Down to your cage.”

I removed my dress and heels, standing naked except for my pink micro cage and the plug that was still ever-present inside me.

“On your knees in the center of the room.”

I knelt on the carpet. The six women formed a circle around me, all of them looking down at me with various expressions—hunger, amusement, curiosity.

“We’ll go in order,” Victoria said. “Each of you gets as long as it takes—no time limits tonight. Alexis will lick, suck, and worship your feet until you cum. We have all night.”

“This is going to be quite the marathon,” Jenna said with confidence. “I’ve seen what she can do.”

“I’ll start,” Victoria said, sitting in the armchair Ms. Wright had vacated. She extended her bare feet—the feet I knew better than my own hands. Size 7.5, red-painted toenails, perfect arches.

I crawled to her immediately, my tongue already extending. I pressed my lips to her right foot, kissing it reverently, then began licking. The familiar taste of her skin, her lavender lotion, her natural salt.

Victoria settled back in the chair, relaxed, while I worked. I’d done this hundreds of times—I knew exactly what she liked. I sucked her big toe, swirled my tongue around it, then moved to her other toes one by one.

For forty minutes I worshipped Victoria’s feet, losing myself in the familiar taste and texture. My tongue traced every line of her sole, sucked each toe individually, kissed her arches with reverence. Finally, her breathing quickened. Her toes curled against my tongue. She came with a soft moan, her thighs trembling slightly.

“Perfect,” Victoria breathed, pulling her feet back. “Next.”

Ms. Wright took her place, sitting in the chair and extending her feet. They were different from Victoria’s—size 8, longer and more elegant, with black-painted toenails.

I began worshipping, learning her feet as I licked. Ms. Wright was less vocal than Victoria, but I could tell when I hit the right spots by the way her toes flexed.

I sucked her toes, licked her soles, kissed her arches. After thirty minutes, I found her weakness—the spot just below her pinky toe. When I focused there, her breathing changed.

At thirty-five minutes, Ms. Wright came—quieter than Victoria, more controlled, but unmistakable.

“Impressive,” Ms. Wright said, pulling her feet back. “Next.”

Ms. Turner was third. Her feet were smaller—size 6.5—and she was much more responsive than Ms. Wright. She was moaning within minutes of my worship.

I worked her feet enthusiastically, sucking and licking with devotion. Ms. Turner came after twenty-five minutes, crying out loudly enough that Jenna laughed.

“Eager, aren’t we?” Jenna teased.

“Shut up,” Ms. Turner said breathlessly. “That tongue is magic.”

Jenna was fourth. I’d worshipped her feet before, so I knew what she liked. Athletic size 7 feet, blue-painted toenails. I went straight for her sensitive spots—between her toes, along her arches.

Jenna lasted forty-five minutes before cumming, her hand gripping the armrest, her head thrown back. She’d clearly been holding out, enjoying the prolonged attention.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Victoria, you’ve trained her too well.”

Ms. Quinn was fifth. Her feet were larger—size 8—and strong. She also had her cock, which was clearly hard beneath her skirt.

I worshipped her feet while she stroked herself through her skirt. The combination worked—Ms. Quinn came after thirty minutes, her cock spurting against her skirt while I licked her toes.

“Messy,” Ms. Quinn laughed, looking at the wet spot on her skirt. “Worth it.”

Finally, Diana. My rival sat in the chair with a complex expression—somewhere between superiority and vulnerability. This was strange for both of us.

“Never thought I’d have Victoria’s pet worship my feet with her blessing,” Diana said, extending her athletic size 8 feet with dark purple painted toenails.

“Just enjoy it,” Victoria said evenly. “Tonight, we share.”

I leaned forward and pressed my tongue to Diana’s sole. The taste was different from Victoria—earthier, more aggressive. The feet of my rival, now being worshipped with permission.

Diana tried to maintain her composed facade, but after fifteen minutes, she was gripping the armrests. After thirty minutes, her breathing was ragged. After forty-five minutes of devoted worship, Diana came—loudly, her back arching, her toes curling against my face.

“Fuck,” Diana gasped, looking genuinely surprised at her own response. “I see why you keep her around.”

“Among other reasons,” Victoria replied coolly.

I’d worshipped six women’s feet. Twelve feet total. Four hours had passed. My tongue was completely numb—I could barely feel it anymore, just a thick, exhausted muscle that had given everything it had. My jaw ached so badly I wasn’t sure I could speak. But I was in heaven. This was my paradise—surrounded by beautiful feet, serving, worshipping, giving pleasure until I had nothing left to give.

“Good girl,” Victoria said, gesturing me to the center of the room. “You made all six of us cum. That’s worthy of reward.”

All six women gathered around me as I knelt. Victoria knelt behind me, her hands on my shoulders.

“We’re going to make you cum now,” Victoria whispered in my ear. “All of us together.”

Ms. Quinn and Jenna positioned themselves at my sides, their hands on my nipple piercings, tugging and twisting.

Ms. Wright and Ms. Turner each took one of my hands, placing them on their feet so I could feel them while being stimulated.

Diana knelt in front of me, her hands on my caged clitty, rubbing the plastic. Even now, in this shared moment, there was something competitive in her eyes.

And Victoria reached around from behind, gripping my plug and beginning to fuck me with it.

The combined stimulation was overwhelming. Six women touching me, using me, working together to bring me pleasure.

“Let go,” Victoria commanded. “Cum for all of us.”

The orgasm built rapidly—pressure, heat, intensity. And then I exploded in the most powerful sissygasm of my life.

I cried out, my body convulsing, cum dripping from my cage as waves of pleasure crashed through me. It went on and on, prolonged by the continued stimulation from all six women.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed forward, caught by Victoria, completely spent.

“Beautiful,” Victoria breathed. “Perfect.”

The women slowly released me, and I lay on the carpet, gasping, trembling, floating.

“Three weeks was worth it for that,” I whispered.

Victoria laughed. “I’m glad you think so. Because your next sentence is five weeks.”

I groaned, but didn’t protest. After tonight, I’d endure anything.



The women stayed for another hour, chatting and drinking wine while I recovered. Eventually they left one by one—Ms. Wright first, then Ms. Turner, then Ms. Quinn, then Diana (who gave me one last unreadable look), then Jenna.

Finally, it was just Victoria and me.

“Come to bed,” Victoria said softly. “You’ve earned rest.”

I crawled into her bed, and she held me close, her arms around me, her feet eventually tangling with my hands.

“That was incredible, Mistress. Thank you.”

“You deserved it. Three weeks of denial, perfect behavior, dedicated service. Tonight was my way of showing appreciation.”

“I love you, Mistress.”

“I love you too, baby girl. Now sleep. Tomorrow your five-week sentence begins.”

Thirty-five days of denial.

But after tonight, I knew I could handle it.

I fell asleep in Victoria’s arms, dreaming of twelve perfect feet and the paradise of worship.


Chapter 35: The Warning

Week eleven at university. Day five of my five-week denial sentence.

I was in my dorm room studying when there was a rapid knocking on the door. I opened it to find Jenna standing there, looking worried.

“Is Victoria here?” she asked.

“No, she’s teaching. What’s wrong?”

Jenna pushed past me into the room, closing the door behind her. “I found out what Diana and Julia are planning. It’s bad, Alexis. Really bad.”

My stomach dropped. “What is it?”

“Julia’s been watching Victoria’s movements for weeks. They know her schedule, her routines, where she goes and when. And they’re planning something for this weekend—some kind of ambush or trap.”

“What kind of trap?”

“I don’t know exactly. Julia wouldn’t give me details. But she mentioned something about ‘teaching Victoria a lesson’ and ‘showing her who’s really in control.’” Jenna paced the small room. “I think they’re planning to kidnap her.”

“Kidnap?” The word felt absurd. “Diana wouldn’t—”

“Wouldn’t she? She’s desperate, Alexis. She’s losing the competition for you. Her job at that maid café shows she needs money. And my sister has always been vindictive.” Jenna stopped pacing and looked at me. “We need to warn Victoria immediately.”

I grabbed my phone and called Victoria. It rang four times before going to voicemail.

“She’s in class,” I said. “Gender Studies doesn’t end for another hour.”

“Then we go to her. Now.”

Jenna and I hurried across campus to the Gender Studies building. We waited outside the classroom, ignoring the curious looks from other students.

When class finally ended and students began filing out, Victoria emerged looking surprised to see us.

“What’s wrong?” she asked immediately, reading our expressions.

“We need to talk. Privately,” Jenna said.

Victoria led us to her office and closed the door. Jenna explained everything she’d discovered—Julia’s surveillance, Diana’s planning, the weekend ambush.

Victoria listened calmly, her face unreadable. When Jenna finished, Victoria was quiet for a long moment.

“So they’re planning to kidnap me,” Victoria finally said. “Interesting.”

“Interesting?” I said incredulously. “Mistress, this is serious. They could hurt you.”

“They could try.” Victoria leaned back in her chair. “But I won’t make it easy. And I certainly won’t change my life out of fear.”

“What if we set a trap for them instead?” Jenna suggested. “Use their plan against them. I could pretend to help Julia, feed her false information about where you’ll be.”

“That could work,” Victoria mused. “But it’s risky. If they realize you’re working against them, they might target you instead.”

“I can handle Julia.”

Victoria looked at me. “Alexis, I need you to do something for me.”

“Anything, Mistress.”

“This weekend, I want you to stay with Sophie. Don’t go anywhere alone. Don’t answer any messages from Diana or anyone you don’t know. Stay in the dorms where it’s safe.”

“What about you?”

“I’ll be careful. But I need to know you’re protected.” Victoria’s amber eyes were serious. “Diana wants you as much as she wants to hurt me. If she can’t get to me, she might target you instead.”

The thought sent chills through me. “Yes, Mistress. I’ll stay with Sophie.”

“Good girl.” Victoria turned to Jenna. “Can you keep monitoring Julia? Let me know if their plans change?”

“Of course.”

“Thank you both for this warning. I’ll take precautions.” Victoria stood. “Now go. I have office hours starting soon. We’ll talk more tonight at my apartment.”

Jenna and I left the office and walked back across campus in silence. My mind was racing with worst-case scenarios.

“Do you think she’ll be okay?” I asked.

“Victoria’s smart,” Jenna said. “And tough. She can handle Diana. But I’m worried about Julia. My sister is… unpredictable. She holds grudges forever. If she’s helping Diana, it’s because she sees something in it for herself.”

“What could she want?”

“To hurt me, probably. We had a bad falling out. She knows being friends with Victoria is important to me. Hurting Victoria hurts me by extension.”

“That’s fucked up.”

“Yeah.” Jenna sighed. “Family can be complicated.”

We reached my dorm, and Jenna gave me a hug.

“Be safe this weekend,” she said. “And keep Victoria safe if you can.”

“I will.”

After Jenna left, I sat on my bed, my mind churning. Diana and Julia were planning something. Victoria was in danger. And I felt helpless to protect her.



That evening at Victoria’s apartment, we discussed the situation in more detail.

“I’ve arranged for campus security to increase patrols this weekend,” Victoria said. “And Mrs. Brooke is aware of the situation. Diana won’t be able to try anything on campus without consequences.”

“What about off campus?”

“That’s where I’m more vulnerable. But I won’t hide. I refuse to let Diana control my life through fear.” Victoria pulled me close. “But I am taking precautions. I’ve changed some of my routines, altered my schedule. If they’re watching me, they’ll notice and hopefully adjust their plans.”

“I wish I could do more to help.”

“You help by staying safe. That’s what I need most.” Victoria kissed my forehead. “Now, let’s not let Diana ruin our evening. Come here.”

She guided me to the couch and positioned me at her feet. “Worship. Help me relax.”

I knelt and began licking her feet, the familiar ritual soothing both of us. Victoria leaned back and closed her eyes, her breathing gradually slowing as I worked.

“Your tongue is magic,” she murmured. “After five days of denial, this is heaven.”

I sucked her toes one by one, pouring all my worry and love into the worship. If I couldn’t protect Victoria from Diana’s schemes, at least I could give her this—pleasure, relaxation, devotion.

After an hour, Victoria came from my worship, her body tensing and releasing. She pulled me up onto the couch beside her, holding me close.

“I love you,” she whispered. “Whatever happens this weekend, remember that. I love you, Alexis. You’re mine, and I’m yours.”

“I love you too, Mistress. Please be careful.”

“I will. I promise.”

We spent the rest of the evening in quiet togetherness, not talking about the threat, just existing in each other’s presence.

When I finally left to return to the dorms, Victoria walked me to the door.

“Text me when you get back safely,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And Alexis? If anything feels wrong this weekend—anything at all—call me immediately. Don’t hesitate.”

“I will.”

One final kiss, and I was walking back across campus in the dark, my mind full of worry.

Diana and Julia were out there somewhere, planning.

And all I could do was wait and hope that Victoria’s precautions would be enough.


Chapter 36: Penis Shrinkage

Week eleven at university. Day seven of my five-week denial sentence.

The summons to Claire’s medical office came during breakfast. A formal notification on my phone: Monthly examination scheduled. Report to Medical Wing immediately. -Dr. Claire

I finished my coffee quickly and headed across campus, my heels clicking on the walkways. The medium plug shifted inside me with each step—a constant, comforting presence I barely noticed anymore.

Claire’s office was bright and clinical, smelling of antiseptic and latex. She looked up from her clipboard when I entered, her black-framed glasses perched on her nose, her white coat immaculate.

“Alexis. Right on time.” She gestured to the examination table. “Gown on. You know the drill.”

I changed into the paper gown and sat on the table, the paper crinkling beneath me. Claire snapped on a latex glove—that familiar sound that always made my cage tighten reflexively.

“Let’s start with measurements,” Claire said, her tone cheerfully clinical. “Breasts first.”

She cupped my C-cups, testing their weight, their firmness. Her measuring tape wrapped around my chest.

“Thirty-six C, stable. Excellent development. Nipple piercings fully healed, sensitivity optimal.” She made notes on her clipboard. “Any discomfort?”

“No, Ms. Claire. They feel natural now.”

“Good. Body measurements next.”

She measured my waist, my hips, my thighs. Each number was recorded with clinical precision.

“Hip-to-waist ratio is now 0.72,” Claire announced. “Very feminine. The hormone therapy has redistributed your body fat beautifully.”

“Thank you, Ms. Claire.”

“Now for the important measurement.” Claire’s eyes met mine. “Remove the gown and stand. I need to examine your clitty.”

I stood naked before her, my pink micro cage visible between my legs. Claire knelt in front of me, her face level with my caged genitals.

She produced the key and unlocked the cage. It came off with a soft click, and my penis hung free—small, soft, pathetic-looking after weeks of confinement.

“Flaccid measurement first,” Claire said, wrapping her tape around my limp shaft. “Two point five centimeters. Significant atrophy from extended caging.”

She began stroking me with her gloved hand, trying to coax hardness. The sensation was intense after so long without direct touch, but my body responded slowly, sluggishly.

“Come on,” Claire murmured. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

My clitty hardened—sort of. It stiffened but didn’t get very big. Nothing like what I remembered from before my transformation.

Claire measured again. Her eyebrows rose.

“Four centimeters erect,” she announced. “Down from five centimeters at last measurement.”

Four centimeters. Less than two inches. I’d officially crossed into micropenis territory.

“Is that… bad?” I asked, my voice small.

“Not bad. Expected.” Claire released my clitty and made notes. “The combination of hormones and extended chastity causes progressive atrophy. Your erectile tissue is shrinking from disuse. The cage prevents full erections, which accelerates the process.”

“Will it keep shrinking?”

“Likely. Based on current trajectory, you’ll probably stabilize around two to three centimeters in another few months.” Claire looked up at me. “Does that concern you?”

I thought about it. My clitty was useless for sex anyway. Everything was anal and oral now. Victoria’s feet were my sexual focus, not my own genitals.

“No,” I said honestly. “I don’t really use it.”

“Exactly. Your clitty is decorative at this point. Its size is irrelevant to your sexual function.” Claire stood and retrieved something from a drawer. “Which brings me to this.”

She held up a new cage—smaller than my current one. Pink, but more compact, designed to hold a truly tiny penis.

“Your current cage is too large now,” Claire explained. “There’s too much room for movement, which can cause chafing. This micro cage is designed for clitties under five centimeters. It will fit you perfectly.”

She held it against my softening clitty. The fit was snug—very snug. There would be no room for any hardness at all.

“This will prevent even partial erections,” Claire said. “Your clitty will be completely compressed. Any arousal will be felt as pressure, not expansion.”

“Will it hurt?”

“Initially, yes. Your body will try to get hard and fail. That frustration is part of the training.” Claire smiled. “But you’ll adapt. They always do.”

She locked the new cage onto me. The fit was incredibly tight—my clitty was compressed to almost nothing, just a small pink bulge between my legs.

“There,” Claire said with satisfaction. “Now you look like a proper sissy. No unsightly bulge, no possibility of erection. Just a smooth, feminine front.”

I looked down at myself. She was right—the new cage was nearly invisible, my crotch looking almost flat. More feminine than ever.

“Now lie back on the table,” Claire instructed. “Feet in the stirrups. I need a sample.”



I positioned myself as instructed, my legs spread wide, the plug visible between my cheeks. Claire wheeled over a machine I recognized from previous visits—the prostate milking device.

“I need to extract seminal fluid for analysis,” Claire explained, preparing the equipment. “This will be clinical extraction—no pleasure involved. Your body will release but you won’t experience orgasm.”

“I understand, Ms. Claire.”

She lubricated a thin probe and carefully inserted it alongside my plug. The dual penetration stretched me, the probe pressing directly against my prostate.

“The device will stimulate your prostate until extraction is complete,” Claire narrated. “You may feel pressure, fullness, and eventual release. But it won’t feel like cumming. Think of it as… draining.”

She activated the machine.

The sensation was immediate and strange. Vibration and pressure directly on my prostate, rhythmic and mechanical. My body responded involuntarily—I felt arousal building, my new cage straining uselessly against the compression.

“Heart rate elevated,” Claire noted, watching her monitors. “Prostate responding normally.”

The machine worked me relentlessly. Not fast or pleasurable—just constant, methodical stimulation. I felt pressure building in my groin, different from a normal orgasm. Deeper. More internal.

“Beginning extraction,” Claire announced.

I felt it happen—cum being pulled from my body without any of the pleasure that usually accompanied release. It was like being emptied, drained, milked like livestock. Fluid flowed from my compressed cage into a collection tube.

“Good volume,” Claire observed. “Consistency is appropriate for hormone therapy. Slightly watery, reduced sperm count—all expected.”

The machine kept going, extracting every drop. I lay there, feeling strange—released but not satisfied. Empty but not fulfilled.

When it finally stopped, Claire removed the probe and examined the collected sample.

“Excellent. This will tell us how your hormone levels are progressing.” She labeled the tube and set it aside. “You can get dressed now.”

I climbed off the table on shaky legs. The new cage felt even tighter after the attempted arousal, my clitty compressed to nothing.

“Any questions?” Claire asked.

“How often will I need these extractions?”

“Monthly is standard. We need to monitor your hormone levels and ensure healthy prostate function.” Claire made a final note. “Extended denial without any release can cause medical issues. These clinical extractions prevent that while maintaining your denial sentence.”

“So I’m being milked… for health reasons?”

“Precisely. It’s not a reward. It’s maintenance.” Claire smiled. “Think of yourself as a dairy cow. We extract what we need, you produce more, we extract again. The pleasure is irrelevant.”

I nodded, processing this new aspect of my life. Monthly milkings, clinical and cold, my body used for its fluids while my actual pleasure remained denied.

“One more thing,” Claire said. “Your transformation is progressing excellently. Four-centimeter clitty, C-cup breasts, feminine body shape, stable hormone levels. You’re one of my best patients.”

“Thank you, Ms. Claire.”

“Continue your current regimen. Denial, plug wear, foot worship—all of it is working. By next month, you may be ready for the flat cage.”

“Flat cage?”

“The final stage. Completely flat front, no visible bulge at all. Your clitty compressed to under two centimeters.” Claire’s eyes gleamed with professional satisfaction. “The ultimate sissy cage. We’ll see if you’re ready.”



I walked back to the dorms slowly, adjusting to my new cage. Every step reminded me of its presence—the tight compression, the impossibility of erection, the complete control it represented.

Four centimeters. A micropenis. Officially useless for anything but decoration.

And somehow, I was okay with that. More than okay—I was proud. This was proof of my transformation, evidence of my commitment to Victoria and to my sissy identity.

That evening, I knelt at Victoria’s feet and told her about the appointment.

“Four centimeters,” Victoria mused, her toes playing with my lips. “My little sissy is getting littler and littler.”

“Yes, Mistress. Claire gave me a new cage. Smaller.”

“Show me.”

I lifted my skirt, revealing the new micro cage. Victoria examined it with interest, her foot pressing against the compressed plastic.

“So small,” she murmured. “Can you even get hard in there?”

“No, Mistress. There’s no room. Claire said it prevents even partial erections.”

Victoria’s smile was predatory. “Perfect. Your clitty belongs to me, and I’ve decided it doesn’t need to get hard. It just needs to stay locked and leaking while you worship my feet.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And the milking? How did that feel?”

“Strange. Empty. Like being drained without any pleasure.”

“Good. That’s exactly what it should feel like.” Victoria pressed her foot against my face. “The only pleasure you need comes from my feet. Everything else is just maintenance.”

“Your feet are everything, Mistress.”

“And your clitty is nothing.”

“My clitty is nothing,” I agreed. “Just a decoration. A reminder of what I used to be.”

Victoria’s toes curled with satisfaction. “Now worship. Show me that your tongue is more useful than that pathetic little clitty ever was.”

I pressed my lips to her sole and began my devotion, my new cage compressed and forgotten, my entire world narrowed to the taste of her feet and the sound of her pleasure.

Four centimeters.

Soon to be less.

And I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 37: Diana’s Proposal

Week eleven at university. Day twelve of my five-week denial sentence.

I was walking back from the library alone when Diana appeared from around a corner, blocking my path.

“We need to talk,” she said.

My first instinct was to run, to call for help. Victoria had warned me about being alone with Diana.

But Diana’s expression wasn’t aggressive. It was… serious. Almost vulnerable.

“What do you want?” I asked cautiously.

“Five minutes. Just hear me out. Please.”

Something in her tone made me pause. This wasn’t the dominant, aggressive Diana I knew. This was someone else.

“Five minutes,” I agreed. “Right here. In public.”

We were in the main campus quad. Students walked past every few seconds. Safe enough.

Diana took a breath. “I want to make you an offer. A real one, not a game.”

“I’m listening.”

“Victoria keeps you in denial for weeks at a time. Makes you worship her feet endlessly. Uses you, controls you, owns you.” Diana stepped closer. “I could give you something different.”

“Different how?”

“I’d let you cum. Every day if you wanted. I’d worship your feet sometimes instead of always the other way around. I’d treat you as a partner, not just property.” Diana’s eyes were intense. “I’d give you the footjob of your life. Make Victoria’s look pathetic.” She stepped closer. “Come to my place tomorrow night. Let me show you what I’m offering. Then make your choice—Victoria or me.”

“I’ve already chosen Victoria.”

“Have you? Or have you just been conditioned to think you chose her?” Diana tilted her head. “I’m not saying leave her forever. I’m saying come see what an alternative looks like. One night. If you still want Victoria after, fine. I’ll back off.”

“Why would I believe that?”

“Because I’m tired, Alexis. Tired of competing, tired of fighting, tired of this rivalry. I just want…” Diana’s voice softened. “I want you. And I think you want me too, at least a little.”

She was right. There was attraction there. Diana was beautiful, powerful, and she’d given me some of my best orgasms. But my heart belonged to Victoria.

“One night,” Diana pressed. “Tomorrow at seven. My apartment. Just to talk, to explore options. No pressure, no games. Just honesty.”

“I’d have to tell Victoria.”

“Of course. I’m not asking you to sneak around.” Diana pulled out her phone. “I’ll text you my address. Come or don’t. Your choice.”

She walked away before I could respond, leaving me standing there confused.



That evening, I told Victoria about the encounter.

“Diana invited me to her apartment,” I said. “Tomorrow night. She says she wants to make a real offer, no games.”

Victoria’s expression was unreadable. “And what did you say?”

“That I’d think about it. But I wanted to tell you first.”

“Do you want to go?”

“I… I don’t know. Part of me is curious. But I love you, Mistress. That won’t change.”

Victoria was quiet for a long moment. Then: “Go.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Go to Diana’s apartment. Hear her out. See what she’s offering.” Victoria’s amber eyes met mine. “I’m secure enough in what we have to let you explore. If you choose me afterward, it means more because you had a real choice. If you choose her… then I’ll know it wasn’t meant to be.”

“Mistress, I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t. This is me trusting you. Trusting us.” Victoria pulled me close. “Go tomorrow. With my blessing. But be safe. And be honest with yourself about what you want.”

“I already know what I want.”

“Then prove it by seeing the alternative and still choosing me.”



The next evening at seven PM, I stood outside Diana’s apartment building, my heart pounding. I’d dressed casually—jeans and a t-shirt—not wanting to seem like I was trying too hard.

I texted Victoria: I’m here. Going in now.

Her response: Be safe. I love you.

I love you too.

I went inside and found Diana’s apartment. She opened the door wearing sweatpants and a tank top—more casual than I’d ever seen her.

“You came,” Diana said, looking genuinely surprised. “Come in.”

The apartment was nice but modest. Not as upscale as Victoria’s. Diana led me to the living room where she’d set out wine and snacks.

“Sit,” Diana said. “Please.”

I sat on the couch, and Diana sat at the other end, giving me space.

“Thank you for coming,” Diana said. “I know this is weird.”

“Very weird.”

“I want to be honest with you. Completely honest.” Diana poured two glasses of wine and handed me one. “I’ve been competing with Victoria for years. Since high school. She was always the one everyone wanted, the popular one, the perfect one. I was the aggressive one, the difficult one.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because I realized something recently. This rivalry with Victoria—I’ve let it consume my life. And when you came along, you became another prize to fight over. But that’s not fair to you.”

Diana took a sip of wine. “You’re not a prize. You’re a person. And you deserve to be with whoever makes you happiest, not whoever wins some stupid competition.”

“So what are you proposing?”

“I’m proposing that you consider me. Not because I’m competing with Victoria, but because I genuinely care about you. I think I could make you happy in ways she doesn’t.”

“Like what?”

“Like this.” Diana set down her wine and moved closer, but not touching. “I’d give you orgasms regularly. Not as manipulation, but because I believe pleasure shouldn’t be withheld for weeks on end. I’d worship you sometimes, not just demand your worship. I’d treat your feminization as something beautiful, not something to mock.”

“Victoria doesn’t mock my feminization.”

“Doesn’t she? With all the ‘sissy’ talk, the humiliation, the degradation?”

“That’s… that’s part of our dynamic. I like it.”

“Do you? Or have you convinced yourself you like it because it’s what she wants?”

The question unsettled me. “I don’t know anymore.”

Diana reached out slowly, giving me time to pull away, and took my hand. “Let me show you what I’m offering. May I?”

I nodded, unsure.

Diana stood and extended her feet—bare, with dark purple painted toenails. “Worship my feet. But this time, I want to worship yours at the same time.”

“At the same time?”

“Sixty-nine position. Both of us worshipping each other. Equal.”

The idea was shocking. I’d never had anyone worship my feet except that one time Victoria had done it briefly.

“Okay,” I heard myself saying.

We positioned ourselves on the couch—Diana on her back, me above her in a sixty-nine position. Her purple-painted toes were inches from my face, mine from hers. I could smell her feet—earthier than Victoria’s, muskier, with a hint of leather.

I began licking Diana’s feet, my tongue tracing her arch in long, slow strokes. The familiar taste of her skin filled my mouth—slightly salty, warm, distinctly Diana.

Then I felt her tongue on my foot, and I gasped so hard I nearly choked.

The sensation was electric. Foreign. No one had worshipped my feet except Victoria that one brief time. Diana’s tongue traced my sole from heel to toe, wet and warm and impossibly intimate.

Giving and receiving simultaneously. Mutual worship rather than one-sided service. My brain struggled to process the dual sensations—her skin on my tongue, my skin under hers.

Diana sucked my big toe into her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, and I moaned around her own toes. My cage strained immediately, the tight compression preventing any real arousal but not stopping the desperate need.

We worshipped each other for several minutes—her tongue working between my toes while I sucked hers, her lips kissing my arch while I licked her sole. The intimacy was overwhelming, the equality strange and intoxicating.

Finally, Diana pulled back, releasing my foot with a wet pop.

“How did that feel?” she asked.

“Good. Really good.”

“That’s what I’m offering. Partnership. Equality. Yes, I’d be dominant sometimes—I like that. But you could be dominant sometimes too. We’d switch, explore, be flexible.”

She stood and helped me sit up.

“I’d also let you cum tonight. Right now, if you wanted. End your denial sentence early.”

My cage throbbed at the suggestion. Twelve days into five weeks—I was desperately horny.

“I could make you cum,” Diana continued. “Then tomorrow, you decide. Me or Victoria. But at least you’d know what choosing me means—regular pleasure, mutual worship, partnership.”

It was tempting. God, it was tempting.

But…

“No,” I said.

Diana blinked. “No?”

“I appreciate the offer. I really do. And the foot worship thing—that was amazing. But I love Victoria. Not because she’s conditioned me, not because I’m trapped. Because she’s who I want.”

“Even with the denial? The control?”

“Especially because of those things. They make me feel owned, cherished, important. Victoria’s denial means something—it’s her caring enough to shape me, to train me, to make me better.”

Diana sat back, looking disappointed but not angry. “You really love her.”

“I really do.”

“Even knowing I’d give you more freedom, more pleasure, more equality?”

“Yes. Because what Victoria and I have is… it’s ours. It’s specific to us. You’re offering something that might work for someone else, but not for me.”

Diana was quiet for a moment. Then she nodded. “Okay. I respect that.”

“Really?”

“Really. I said no games, and I meant it. You came here, heard me out, and chose Victoria. That’s your right.” Diana stood. “I’ll back off. The rivalry is over. You’re hers.”

“Just like that?”

“Just like that. I’m tired of fighting a battle I’ve already lost.” Diana walked me to the door. “But Alexis? If she ever hurts you, if you ever change your mind—I’ll be here.”

“Thank you. For being honest tonight.”

“Thank you for coming. It took courage.”

I left Diana’s apartment and immediately texted Victoria: Coming over. Need to see you.

Her response was instant: Door’s unlocked. Waiting for you.

I practically ran to Victoria’s apartment. When I arrived, she was sitting on the couch, clearly anxious.

“I chose you,” I said immediately. “Diana made her offer. It was generous. But I chose you.”

Relief flooded Victoria’s face. She stood and pulled me into a fierce hug.

“Tell me everything,” she said.

I did—the conversation, the mutual foot worship, the offer of pleasure and partnership.

Victoria’s expression changed as I described the sixty-nine foot worship. The relief faded, replaced by something harder. Darker.

“She worshipped your feet?” Victoria’s voice was cold.

“Yes, but I—”

“And you worshipped hers? At the same time?”

“Mistress, you said I could go. You gave me permission—”

“I gave you permission to hear her out. Not to let her touch you. Not to worship her feet while she worshipped yours.” Victoria’s amber eyes had turned to ice. “My feet aren’t enough for you? You need that whore’s feet too?”

“No! Mistress, I swear, it was just—”

“Kneel.”

The command was sharp, furious. I dropped to my knees immediately, trembling.

“You come to me smelling like her,” Victoria hissed. “With her taste still on your tongue. After I trusted you.” She sat on the couch and extended her feet, but not gently. She shoved them toward my face. “Worship. Now. And while you do, you’re going to tell me exactly why my feet should be enough for you.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her sole, tears already forming. “Because your feet are perfect, Mistress.”

“Then why did you need hers?” Victoria pressed her foot harder against my face. “Why wasn’t I enough?”

“You are enough,” I sobbed around her toes. “You’ve always been enough. I didn’t want her feet—I just—”

“You just what? You just let another woman worship you while you worshipped her? Like equals?” Victoria’s voice dripped with contempt. “You’re not her equal. You’re not anyone’s equal. You’re my sissy. My foot slave. Mine.”

“Yours, Mistress,” I cried, licking desperately. “Only yours. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

“Show me you’re sorry. Worship like you mean it.”

I threw myself into the worship with desperate intensity, trying to prove my devotion through action since words had failed. My tongue worked frantically over Victoria’s feet—long, fervent licks up her soles that left glistening trails of saliva, desperate sucking of each toe until they were slick and wet, reverent kisses pressed to her arches with my lips trembling.

The taste of her skin filled my mouth—vanilla lotion and salt, the unmistakable flavor of Victoria. I sobbed as I worshipped, tears and saliva mixing on her feet, dripping onto the carpet beneath me. My cage ached with a need that had nothing to do with sexual release and everything to do with proving myself worthy.

I sucked her big toe deep into my mouth, my cheeks hollowing, my tongue swirling around it like my life depended on it. Then her second toe, her third, all of them at once cramming between my lips until I gagged. I licked between her toes, tasting the slightly saltier skin in the creases, my tongue probing every space.

Victoria watched me with hard eyes for several minutes. Slowly, gradually, as my devotion poured from my tongue in wave after desperate wave, her expression softened.

“You really didn’t want her,” Victoria finally said, her voice less sharp. “You really came back.”

“I’ll always come back, Mistress,” I whimpered. “I’ll always choose you. Always.”

Victoria sighed and lifted my chin with her foot, forcing me to look up at her.

“I believe you. And I’m not angry anymore—I was scared. Scared that she’d offer you something I couldn’t match.” Her voice cracked slightly. “I know I’m demanding. I know I deny you, control you, push you. Diana was offering you freedom, pleasure, equality. And you still chose me.”

“Because I love you,” I said simply. “Because your denial means something. Because being owned by you is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

Victoria’s eyes glistened. She pulled her foot back and gestured for me to join her on the couch. When I sat beside her, she kissed me deeply, passionately.

“I’m sorry for being harsh,” she whispered. “But the thought of you with her—worshipping her feet, being worshipped by her—it made me crazy.”

“I understand. And I deserved the punishment.”

“You did.” Victoria smiled slightly. “But you’ve earned forgiveness. Now kneel again.”

I knelt.

“Worship my feet. Show me you mean it. But this time—” her voice softened “—with love, not fear.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her right foot, kissing it with all the devotion I felt. Victoria moaned softly.

“My loyal girl,” she whispered. “My perfect sissy. Mine.”

“Yours, Mistress. Always yours.”

I worshipped her feet for hours that night, pouring all my love and commitment into every lick, every kiss, every suck of her toes.

Diana had offered me partnership.

But I wanted ownership.

Victoria’s ownership.

And nothing would change that.


Chapter 38: The Preparation

Week twelve at university. Day nineteen of my five-week denial sentence.

Everything felt tense. Diana had backed off as promised, no longer competing for me openly. But something in the air felt wrong.

Victoria was different too—more protective, more intense. Every worship session was longer, more passionate, as if she was trying to brand herself into my mind.



Thursday evening, Victoria called me to her apartment for what she called “a special session.”

When I arrived, the lights were dimmed, candles lit around the room. Victoria sat on the couch in a silk robe, her bare feet propped on the coffee table.

“Come here,” she said softly. “Tonight I want you to worship me properly. No time limit. No interruptions. Just you and my feet for as long as I want.”

I knelt before her immediately, my heart swelling. This felt different—intimate, important.

“Whatever happens,” Victoria said, stroking my hair as I positioned myself at her feet, “you’re mine. Remember that. Always.”

“Always, Mistress.”

I began worshipping. I kissed her right foot first, pressing my lips to her instep, then her arch, then each toe individually. The familiar taste of her skin, lavender lotion and something uniquely her, filled my senses.

Victoria sighed contentedly. “I’d never abandon you again, Alexis. I need you to know that.”

“I know, Mistress,” I murmured against her sole before licking a long stripe from heel to toes.

The worship continued. One hour became two. I memorized every inch of her feet—the curve of her arches, the softness of her soles, the way her toes curled when I hit a sensitive spot. I sucked each toe individually, swirled my tongue between them, kissed every line and crease.

Victoria came for the first time after forty-five minutes, her thighs trembling, a soft moan escaping her lips.

“Keep going,” she breathed.

I kept going. Through her second orgasm, and her third, and her fourth. My tongue grew tired but I pushed through, worshipping with everything I had.

By the three-hour mark, Victoria had cum five times. My tongue was exhausted, my jaw aching, but my heart was full. This was what devotion felt like—pure, sustained, complete.

“I love you,” Victoria whispered, looking down at me with soft eyes. “You’re the most devoted sissy I’ve ever known. Your commitment to my feet is absolute.”

“Your feet own me, Mistress,” I said. “I’ll worship them forever.”

She pulled me up onto the couch and held me close, her feet tangling with my hands as we lay together.

“Beach day Saturday,” she said. “Just you and me. The trip I’ve been promising.”

“I can’t wait, Mistress.”

“It’ll be perfect. I’ll finally get to see you in that tiny pink bikini.”

We fell asleep together, my fingers still tracing the contours of her feet. The last peaceful moment before everything changed.



Friday morning, Victoria sent me a shopping list.

Buy these for the beach trip: - Sunscreen - Beach towel - Sandals - Waterproof makeup - That pink bikini See you tomorrow at 9 AM. I’ll pick you up at your dorm. -V

I went shopping that afternoon with Sophie, picking up everything on the list. The pink bikini was ridiculously small—barely covering my cage, the top designed for much smaller breasts than my C-cups. I’d spill out of it.

Perfect.

“You’re going to look amazing,” Sophie said. “I’m jealous. Wish I could come.”

“Maybe next time. This one’s just for me and Victoria.”

That evening, I packed my beach bag carefully, making sure I had everything. I was too excited to sleep, imagining Victoria and me together on the beach, worshipping her feet in the sand, swimming together, being normal for once.



Saturday morning at eight AM, my phone buzzed.

But it wasn’t Victoria.

It was a text from Jenna.

Change of plans. Victoria asked me to pick you up instead. She’s meeting us at the beach. I’m outside your dorm now. -J

That was… unusual. But not impossible.

I grabbed my beach bag and headed outside. A car was waiting, window rolled down.

The woman inside looked like Jenna. Long black hair, athletic build, friendly smile.

But something felt off.

I looked closer. Something about the hair seemed different—did it part to the right instead of the left? The eyes seemed slightly lighter in the bright morning sun, but maybe that was just the angle.

Was this really Jenna? Or was it…

My stomach dropped. I couldn’t be sure. The twins were nearly identical. But something felt wrong—a coldness in the smile that Jenna never had, a calculating look in those eyes.

Every instinct screamed at me to run, to go back inside, to call Victoria.

“Wait…” I said slowly, studying her face. “You’re not Jenna, are you?”

The woman’s expression flickered for just a moment before settling back into that too-warm smile. “Of course I am, silly. Who else would I be? Now come on, Victoria’s waiting.”

But what if Victoria was in danger? What if this was a trap, but Victoria was already caught?

I thought quickly. If I got in the car, I might be walking into danger. But if I refused, and Victoria was already in trouble, I’d be abandoning her.

Sophie appeared behind me, having followed me outside.

“Is that Jenna?” Sophie whispered.

“I… I’m not sure,” I whispered back. “Something feels wrong.”

“Don’t get in that car.”

But what choice did I have?

If Diana had Victoria, I needed to know. I needed to help.

“Text Mrs. Brooke,” I whispered to Sophie. “Tell her what’s happening. Get help.”

“Alexis, no—”

But I was already walking toward the car, my heart pounding.

I had to protect Victoria. Even if it meant walking into a trap.

Even if it meant sacrificing myself.

I reached the car and looked at the woman through the window.

“Where’s Victoria?” I asked.

“At the beach. Get in.”

“I don’t believe you.”

The woman’s smile turned cold. “Then don’t get in. But you’ll never know if she’s safe.”

I looked back at Sophie. She was already on her phone, calling someone. Help was coming.

I just needed to stall.

“Fine,” I said, opening the car door. “Take me to Victoria.”

I got in, and the woman pulled away from the curb before I could change my mind.

“Smart choice,” she said.

We drove in silence, heading away from any beach I knew. Not toward the industrial district this time—toward the wealthy residential area on the other side of the city.

My phone buzzed. I glanced at it quickly before the woman could notice.

A text from Victoria: Where are you? I’m at your dorm. You’re not here.

My blood ran cold. Victoria was at my dorm. So where was this woman taking me?

I tried to text back, but the woman snatched my phone from my hands.

“No phones,” she said, tossing it into the back seat.

“Where are we really going? Victoria’s not at the beach—she’s at my dorm.”

The woman just smiled. “You’ll see.”

We pulled into a gated community, then up a long driveway to a large house. Diana’s house—I recognized it from photos Diana had shown me once, bragging about her family’s wealth.

The woman parked and got out. “Come on.”

“I’m not going in there.”

“Yes, you are.” She grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the door. “Diana has something to show you.”

I had no choice. I followed her inside the house, my mind racing, still hoping this was somehow a misunderstanding.

The interior was elegant but cold—marble floors, expensive furniture, no personal touches. The woman led me through the foyer, down a hallway, to a heavy door at the back of the house.

“Diana’s private room,” she said. “She’s been preparing it for weeks. Just for this moment.”

She pushed open the door.

The room beyond was set up like a dungeon—padded walls, chains hanging from the ceiling, a large bed with restraints at each corner. Strange muffled sounds came from somewhere inside.

“What’s in there?” I asked, my stomach dropping.

The woman smiled coldly. “Come see.”

I stepped through the doorway, and my world shattered.

Victoria.

She was bound to a wooden frame, her arms stretched above her head, her ankles spread and secured. She was completely naked, her perfect body on full display—her curves, her breasts, her feet that I worshipped daily.

A blindfold covered her eyes. A gag filled her mouth. Angry red marks covered her thighs and stomach—she’d been whipped. A vibrator was strapped between her legs, buzzing audibly, torturing her with unwanted stimulation. She was writhing against her bonds, muffled sounds of distress escaping around the gag, her body shaking from whatever cruel treatment she’d already endured.

“Victoria!” I screamed, rushing toward her.

Strong hands grabbed me from behind—the woman who’d driven me here, holding me back.

“Not so fast,” a familiar voice said.

Diana stepped out of the shadows, wearing a black leather corset and thigh-high boots. Her dark eyes gleamed with triumph.

“Surprise, sissy,” Diana said, her predatory grin widening. “Now the real fun begins.”

“Let her go!” I struggled against Julia’s grip. “Diana, please—”

“Please what? Please don’t hurt your precious Mistress?” Diana walked slowly around Victoria’s bound form, trailing her fingers across Victoria’s skin. Victoria flinched at the touch, her muffled cries increasing. “But that’s exactly what I’m going to do. Unless you cooperate.”

“I won’t. I’ll never—”

“Oh, you will.” Diana stopped in front of me, her face inches from mine. Her voice dropped to a dangerous whisper. “You’re going to help me break her—or I’ll break you both.”

She gestured to the corners of the room. Cameras. Multiple angles. Recording everything.

“So here’s how this is going to work,” Diana continued. “You’re going to help me break Victoria. You’re going to do things to her that will destroy whatever bond you two share. And you’re going to do it willingly, on camera, so everyone knows that her precious loyal sissy betrayed her.”

“Never,” I whispered.

Diana’s smile widened. “We’ll see about that.”

She snapped her fingers, and the woman released me, shoving me to my knees.

“Welcome to my house, Alexis.” Diana’s boot pressed against my cheek, forcing my face toward Victoria’s bound, naked form. “Now the real fun begins. And by the time I’m done with both of you, nothing will ever be the same.”

Victoria’s muffled screams echoed through the room.

And I realized, with sickening certainty, that Diana had won.

She had us both.

And there was no escape.

END OF BOOK TWO



The story continues in Book 3: Choice and Conquest, where Alexis must navigate Diana’s cruel games, confront impossible choices, and ultimately decide the fate of everyone she loves.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Velvet Vex. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Velvet Vex on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Velvet Vex are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Velvet Vex
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