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Chapter 1: The App and The Assignment

I stared at my phone screen, my heart pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears. The app had just pinged with a new message from Her—the mysterious dominant woman I’d been chatting with for the past three weeks.

MistressV: Tomorrow. 3 PM. Wear only the pink panties I told you to buy. Nothing else. Come to this address.

An address appeared below. My hands trembled as I screenshot it, my cock already stiffening in my jeans just from reading her command. This was really happening. After weeks of anonymous tasks, degrading photos, and increasingly bold demands, she wanted to meet me in person.

I should have been terrified. I should have deleted the app and blocked her number. Instead, I was already opening Amazon to make sure my package would arrive in time.

My name is Alex. I’m nineteen, a second-year university student studying… well, nothing in particular. General studies, because I had no idea what I wanted to do with my life. What I did know, what I’d known since I was fourteen, was that I had a foot fetish. A bad one. The kind where I couldn’t look at a woman’s face before my eyes dropped to her feet. The kind where I’d spent countless nights jerking off to foot worship porn, imagining myself on my knees, tongue sliding between perfectly painted toes.

And somewhere along the way, I’d discovered femdom. Chastity. Sissification.

The app—DiscreetSubmission—had appeared in my Reddit feed three months ago. “Connect with real dominants in your area.” I’d downloaded it as a joke. Created a profile as a bigger joke. Listed my kinks honestly because what did it matter? It was anonymous.

Then She messaged me.

MistressV: You have potential, boy. But you need training. Interested?

I should have said no. Instead, I’d said yes.

The first task was simple: buy women’s underwear. Pink panties, she’d specified. Lace trim. Size medium. I’d gone to three different stores before I found the courage to actually buy a pair, mumbling something about a girlfriend’s birthday to the bored cashier who clearly didn’t care.

MistressV: Good boy. Now put them on and send me a photo.

I’d locked my dorm room door, stripped completely naked, and slid the silky fabric up my thighs. They fit perfectly—too perfectly. The lace trim framed my ass, and the front was just barely big enough to contain my cock, which was already rock hard from the humiliation alone.

I’d taken the photo from behind, showing my ass in the pink panties, and sent it before I could overthink it.

MistressV: Perfect. You look like you were made to wear panties. Keep them on all day tomorrow. Under your regular clothes. Don’t touch yourself.

That had been three weeks ago. Since then, the tasks had escalated. Wear panties to class. Buy a vibrator. Edge yourself ten times without cumming. Film yourself humping a pillow while moaning “I’m a sissy.” Each task more degrading than the last, and each time, I’d obeyed.

Because every time I completed a task, she’d reward me with messages that made my cock leak: Good boy. You’re such an obedient little sissy. I’m going to enjoy owning you.

Now, lying in my dorm bed at 11 PM, I reread her latest message. Tomorrow. An address across the city. Wear only the pink panties.

My cock throbbed. My rational brain screamed that this was insane—meeting a stranger who’d been making me do increasingly kinky shit, showing up nearly naked to an unknown location. But my dick had other ideas, and honestly, my dick had been making most of my decisions lately.

I pulled up the address on Google Maps. An apartment building in a nice part of town. Fourth floor, she’d said. Apartment 4C. The street view showed a modern building with good security. At least I probably wouldn’t get murdered.

Probably.

I set my alarm for noon, giving myself three hours to chicken out before the meeting time. Then I opened my porn folder—the one buried three layers deep in innocuously named subfolders—and found my favorite video. A beautiful brunette with perfect feet, painted toes, soft soles. A sissy boy kneeling before her, cage visible between his legs, tongue worshipping every inch of her feet while she smiled cruelly down at him.

I grabbed my cock and started stroking, imagining it was me. Imagining MistressV’s feet in my face, her voice commanding me to lick, to suck, to worship. My other hand slipped down to press against my asshole through my boxers, remembering the task from two days ago where she’d made me finger myself until I came.

“Fuck,” I whispered, my hips bucking into my hand. “Fuck, Mistress…”

I came hard, spurting across my stomach, the post-orgasm clarity hitting me like a brick to the face. What the hell was I doing? Meeting a stranger who’d been systematically breaking down my boundaries, who clearly wanted to feminize me, own me, use me?

But even as I cleaned myself up and climbed into bed, I knew I’d go. Because somewhere between that first pair of panties and tonight, I’d stopped being able to imagine not obeying her.

I dreamed of feet. Perfect arches, painted toes, soft soles pressing against my face. A woman’s laugh, cruel and delighted. A voice saying, “You’re mine now, sissy boy.”

When my alarm went off at noon, my cock was already hard.

I showered, shaved everywhere—another one of her standing orders—and stood naked in front of my mirror. I was… average, I guess. Five-eight, slim build, naturally smooth skin. My cock was about ten centimeters when fully erect—roughly four inches. Not huge, but not embarrassingly small either. Yet.

The package had arrived yesterday—a backup pair of the same pink panties, plus a few other items she’d ordered me to buy. I opened the drawer and pulled out the pink lace panties, my hands shaking slightly as I stepped into them.

They felt even better than I remembered. The soft fabric cupped my balls, the lace trim tickling my skin. I turned, checking my ass in the mirror, and my cock instantly stiffened. I looked… fuck, I looked like I was wearing women’s underwear. Because I was.

Part of me expected to feel disgusted. Instead, I felt aroused. Excited. Like I was finally doing something I was meant to do.

I checked the time: 1:47 PM. The address was thirty minutes away by subway. That meant I needed to leave in about forty-five minutes, which meant I had forty-five minutes to pace my dorm room and panic.

I pulled on jeans and a hoodie over the panties, the regular clothes feeling wrong somehow. Like a costume over my real outfit. I grabbed my wallet, keys, and phone, then sat on my bed and stared at the wall.

This was insane. I should cancel. I should—

My phone buzzed.

MistressV: Don’t be late, boy. And remember—ONLY the panties under your clothes. Take them off before you knock. I want you nearly naked when I open that door.

My cock throbbed so hard it hurt. She knew. She knew I was freaking out, knew I was considering backing out, and she’d just made it impossible. Because now I couldn’t stop imagining standing in that hallway, jeans and hoodie in my hands, wearing nothing but pink lace panties, waiting for a stranger to open the door.

Fuck it. I was going.

The subway ride was torture. Every time someone looked at me, I was convinced they knew. Knew I was wearing panties under my jeans. Knew I was on my way to meet a dominant woman who’d been training me like a dog for three weeks. Knew I was a perverted foot fetishist who’d rather lick toes than get a normal blowjob.

I got off at my stop at 2:43 PM, found the building, and stood outside staring up at it. Nice place. Really nice. The kind of building where you needed a key fob to get past the lobby.

My phone buzzed again.

MistressV: Door code is 4739. Fourth floor. Apartment 4C. Strip in the hallway. Knock wearing only panties. Don’t make me wait.

Jesus Christ. I was really doing this.

I punched in the code—it worked—and took the elevator to the fourth floor. The hallway was empty, thank God, but elegant. Hardwood floors, good lighting, expensive-looking doors. I found 4C and stood in front of it, my heart trying to escape my chest.

This was it. Last chance to run.

Instead, I pulled my hoodie over my head. Kicked off my shoes. Unbuttoned my jeans and slid them down, stepping out of them and my socks until I stood in the hallway wearing nothing but pink lace panties, my clothes in a pile at my feet.

My cock was so hard it was making a tent in the fabric. I was breathing too fast. This was the most terrifying, most arousing moment of my life.

I knocked.

For five seconds, nothing happened, and I considered grabbing my clothes and running. Then I heard footsteps. The lock turned. The door started to open.

And my entire world shattered.

Because standing in the doorway, wearing tiny shorts and a crop top, amber eyes widening in recognition, perfect feet bare with pink-painted toenails, was Victoria.

Victoria. The girl I’d had a crush on since freshman year. The girl who sat three rows ahead of me in Intro to Psychology. The girl whose feet I’d fantasized about more times than I could count, imagining what they’d taste like, what they’d feel like pressed against my face.

Victoria was MistressV.

We stared at each other for three full seconds. Her expression shifted from surprise to recognition to understanding to a slow, cruel smile that made my cock twitch visibly in the panties.

“Well,” she said, her voice dropping into a purr I’d only heard through text before. “Hello, Alex. What a surprise.”

It wasn’t a surprise. Not for her. She’d known all along.

“I—” I started, but couldn’t finish.

“Inside,” she commanded, stepping back. “Now.”

I grabbed my clothes and stumbled into her apartment, and as the door clicked shut behind me, I knew with absolute certainty that my life as Alex—regular guy, college student, average boring person—was over.

Whatever came next, whoever I became, it started here.

On my knees.

In pink panties.

Staring at Victoria’s perfect feet.


Chapter 2: The Reveal

Victoria’s apartment was exactly what I’d imagined and nothing like I’d expected. Hardwood floors, minimalist furniture, floor-to-ceiling windows looking out over the city. Everything clean, organized, expensive. A queen-sized bed in one corner with pink silk sheets. A leather couch facing a mounted TV. And everywhere—everywhere—shoes. Heels lined up on floating shelves like art installations. Platforms, stilettos, wedges, boots. A shrine to footwear.

My eyes couldn’t help but catalog them even as my brain short-circuited from the reality of standing nearly naked in Victoria’s apartment, wearing only pink panties, my cock visibly hard.

“Don’t just stand there,” Victoria said, closing and locking the door behind me. “Drop your clothes. Kneel.”

I obeyed before conscious thought caught up with my body. My jeans and hoodie fell to the floor and I sank to my knees on her hardwood floor, the cool wood against my skin making me acutely aware of how exposed I was.

Victoria circled me slowly, her bare feet padding softly, and God, even through my panic and humiliation I noticed them. Perfect size seven, I’d guess. High arches. Toes painted pink—not bright pink, but a soft, elegant shade that matched the panties she’d ordered me to buy. Her soles looked impossibly soft, the balls of her feet smooth and inviting. The nail polish was immaculate, professionally done, catching the afternoon light streaming through the windows. I could see the delicate tendons shift as she walked, the graceful curve of her ankles, the way her toes splayed slightly with each step. My mouth actually watered.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

I dragged my eyes up from her feet—harder than it should have been—and met her gaze. Those amber eyes I’d stared at in class, trying not to be obvious, trying not to let her see how obsessed I was. Now they looked at me with something between amusement and hunger.

“So,” she said, stopping in front of me. “Alex. The quiet guy from Psych class. The one who always sits in back and whose eyes I’ve caught drifting down… down… down to my feet every. Single. Time. I wear open-toed shoes.”

My face burned. She’d noticed. She’d always noticed.

“I—” I started.

“Shut up,” she said sweetly. “I didn’t give you permission to speak. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded.

“Good boy.” She smiled, and my cock twitched at the praise. “Here’s how this is going to work. I’m going to ask you questions. You’ll answer honestly. Lie to me even once and you walk out that door and we never speak of this again. Understand?”

Another nod.

“Use your words, sissy.”

“Yes,” I managed. “I understand.”

“Yes, what?”

I swallowed. “Yes… Mistress Victoria.”

Her smile widened. “Quick learner. Now, first question: Do you want to leave?”

Every rational part of my brain screamed YES. Run. Get out. This is Victoria, your crush, she knows everything, she’s been manipulating you for weeks, run run RUN.

“No, Mistress Victoria,” I heard myself say.

“Do you know why you’re here?”

“Because you told me to come, Mistress Victoria.”

“True. But deeper than that. Why did you download that app? What were you looking for?”

I hesitated, struggling to put into words the thing I’d barely admitted to myself. “I… I wanted someone to control me. To make me do things I was too scared to do on my own. To make me into…”

“Into what?”

“Into something else. Someone else. Not Alex. Something…”

“Say it.”

“Something feminine,” I whispered. “Someone who could… who could worship…”

My eyes dropped back to her feet. I couldn’t help it. From this angle, kneeling, I could see the delicate blue veins under her skin, the perfect proportion of her toes, the way her second toe was just slightly longer than her big toe. The arch was pronounced, elegant, the kind that would fit perfectly against my lips. I imagined running my tongue along that arch, feeling the texture of her skin, tasting the salt of her sweat mixed with whatever lotion she used.

Victoria laughed, delighted. “You can’t even say it. You want to worship feet. Specifically my feet. You’ve wanted that since the first day you saw me, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“And the feminization? The panties? The tasks?”

“They… they turned me on. More than I expected. More than anything else ever has.”

She knelt down in front of me, her face inches from mine. This close, I could smell her perfume—something vanilla and exotic. This close, she was even more beautiful than I’d imagined. But my eyes still wanted to drop to her feet.

“Look at me,” she commanded, and I forced my gaze to stay on her face. “I’m going to give you one chance to back out. One chance to stand up, get dressed, and walk away. After this moment, you’re mine. Completely. I’ll own your cock, your orgasms, your body, your mind. You’ll do whatever I say, whenever I say it, however degrading it is. You’ll become exactly what I want you to be. And Alex—quiet, boring, vanilla Alex—will cease to exist.”

My cock was leaking into the panties. I could feel the wet spot forming, spreading.

“But,” she continued, “if you stay, I’ll give you everything you’ve ever fantasized about. You’ll worship my feet until your jaw aches. You’ll be feminized, trained, transformed into the perfect sissy. You’ll call me Mistress and mean it. You’ll give up control and freedom and male pride, and in return, you’ll feel more alive than you’ve ever felt.”

She leaned even closer, her lips almost touching mine.

“So choose, Alex. Leave now and go back to your boring life. Or stay and become mine.”

I should have left. Every self-preservation instinct I had screamed at me to leave.

“I’ll stay,” I breathed. “I want to stay. Please, Mistress Victoria.”

Her smile was absolutely wicked. “Good boy. Now let’s make it official.”

She stood and walked to a drawer, returning with two things: a printed contract and a small pink box. She sat on the couch and gestured for me to crawl to her. I did, keenly aware of my ass in the air, the panties riding up slightly, my cock still visibly hard.

“Read this,” she said, handing me the contract. “Carefully.”

My hands shook as I took it. The document was professionally formatted, the kind of thing that could actually be legally binding. Key terms jumped out at me:

…agrees to submit completely to Mistress Victoria…

…all sexual release subject to Mistress’s approval…

…feminization and body modification as directed…

…termination only by mutual consent or safe word (RED)…

…understanding that photographs and documentation may be kept…

“This is…” I started.

“Legal,” she finished. “Or legal enough. Sign it. Or don’t.”

I found a pen on her coffee table. I signed.

“Date it.”

I did.

“Good.” She took the contract and set it aside. “Now for your first real gift as my property.”

She opened the pink box, and my stomach dropped. Inside was a chastity cage. Pink plastic, small, with a padlock and two small keys.

“Know what this is?” she asked.

“A chastity cage, Mistress Victoria.”

“Good. Stand up. Drop the panties.”

My hands trembled as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slid the pink lace down, stepping out of them. My cock bobbed in front of me, fully hard, leaking precum that had already soaked through the fabric.

Victoria reached out and wrapped her fingers around it. The contact made me gasp—her skin was warm and soft, her grip firm. I nearly came from that touch alone—the first time she’d touched my cock, the first time anyone had in months except myself.

“Four inches,” she mused, stroking slowly, her thumb spreading the precum around my cockhead. The sensation was exquisite torture. “Maybe four and a half when you’re really hard. Not tiny, but not impressive either. Perfect for caging.”

She stroked me twice more, building the sensation, then released me abruptly. My cock throbbed in the air, desperate for more contact.

She pulled out the cage parts—a ring, a tube, a lock. I’d researched these before, jerked off to videos of guys being locked up, but I’d never seriously considered actually wearing one.

“This is a CB-6000,” she explained, her tone almost clinical. “Plastic, comfortable enough for long-term wear, and pink because you’re going to be my pretty sissy. This ring goes around your cock and balls.”

She slipped the ring over my rapidly softening cock—hard to stay erect when you’re terrified—and behind my balls, adjusting it until it sat snug against my body. Her fingers were warm against my skin, professional yet intimate. She tugged the ring, testing the fit, and the pressure made my cock try to swell again.

“The tube goes over your pathetic little cock.”

The pink plastic tube slid over my shaft, and immediately I felt trapped. Confined. The tube was maybe four inches long with ventilation holes, small enough that even if I got hard I’d have nowhere to go. My cock was already trying to swell, pressing against the plastic, and the sensation was both arousing and frustrating.

“And the lock…”

She threaded the small padlock through the ring and tube, and with a soft click, my cock was imprisoned.

“There,” she said, sitting back to admire her work. “Now your cock belongs to me. You can’t touch it, can’t jerk it, can’t cum without my permission. Try to get hard.”

I tried. My cock swelled, blood rushing to it, but the cage contained it mercilessly. The plastic bit into my flesh, restricting me, the discomfort immediate and intense. My cock strained against its prison, the head trying to push through the ventilation holes, but the cage held firm. It was uncomfortable. Frustrating. Arousing in a way that made no sense.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” Victoria smiled, watching my cock leak through the cage holes, clear fluid dripping onto her floor. “Get used to it. You’ll be wearing this a lot.”

She took one of the small keys and threaded it onto a delicate silver necklace, clasping it around her neck. The key rested just above her cleavage, visible, a constant reminder that she owned my ability to orgasm.

“The other key goes in my safe,” she said. “You’ll never touch it. Never see it. In fact, you’ll forget it exists. As far as you’re concerned, this cage is permanent until I decide otherwise.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I managed, my voice shaky. My cock was still trying to swell, creating a constant throb of denied arousal.

“Now,” she said, settling back on the couch and crossing her legs, “let’s get to what you really want. What you’ve wanted since the first time you saw me.”

She lifted one perfect foot, toes pointed, and rested it on the coffee table in front of me.

“Worship it.”

My cage immediately tried to swell, creating a deep ache that radiated through my groin. But I didn’t care. I crawled forward, my eyes locked on her foot, my mouth watering. This close, I could see every detail—the smoothness of her skin, the way the light caught the pink polish, the delicate lines of her sole.

“Wait,” she said, stopping me inches away. I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin, could smell a faint scent of vanilla lotion mixed with her natural musk. “First, tell me what you’re thinking. What you’re feeling.”

“I…” I swallowed, my throat dry. “I’ve wanted this for so long, Mistress Victoria. I’ve imagined licking your feet, sucking your toes, tasting your skin. You’re so beautiful and your feet are perfect and I just want to worship them forever.”

“Even though your cock is locked? Even though you can’t cum?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. Especially because of that. It makes it… more intense.”

She smiled. “Good answer. Now show me. Worship my foot like it’s the most important thing in your world.”

I leaned in, my hands shaking, and pressed my lips to the top of her foot. The skin was impossibly soft, warm, with just a hint of lotion—vanilla and something floral. The texture was perfect, smooth but not slippery, yielding slightly under my lips. I kissed gently, reverently, then let my tongue slip out to trace along the curve of her arch.

The taste exploded across my tongue—clean skin with a hint of salt, the lotion adding a sweet undertone. The texture was incredible, soft and warm, alive under my tongue. My cage strained violently, precum leaking steadily now.

Victoria made a soft sound—pleasure or amusement, I couldn’t tell—and my cage strained harder, the plastic digging into my flesh.

“Both hands on the floor,” she instructed. “No touching yourself. Just your mouth on my foot.”

I flattened my palms to the hardwood and dedicated myself completely to worshipping her foot. I kissed my way from her ankle to her toes, my tongue tracing the high arch, feeling the firm muscle beneath the soft skin, the delicate tendons that shifted as she flexed her foot. When I reached her sole, I flattened my tongue and dragged it slowly from heel to toes, tasting the salt more concentrated here, feeling the slightly different texture—still soft but with more character, the ball of her foot yielding under the pressure of my tongue.

When I reached her toes, I paused, looking up at her for permission. Her amber eyes were darker now, pupils dilated, her lips parted slightly.

“Suck them,” she ordered, her voice husky.

I took her big toe into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it, tasting the skin and polish and something indefinably her. The texture was different here—the pad of her toe was soft and warm, the nail smooth and hard. She curled her toes slightly, pressing deeper into my mouth, and I moaned around them, the vibration making her gasp softly.

My cock was leaking a steady stream now, forming a small puddle on her floor. The cage felt like torture, containing my desperate arousal, turning every throb of my pulse into frustrated pressure.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Each toe. Show them all attention.”

I worked methodically, taking each toe into my mouth one by one. Her second toe was longer, more to suck on, and I worked my tongue around it thoroughly. The third and fourth toes were smaller, more delicate, and I sucked them gently, carefully. Her pinky toe was tiny, and I took it fully into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it. Between each toe, I ran my tongue through the crevices, tasting salt and clean skin, feeling the intimate warmth of these hidden spaces.

“Sole,” Victoria commanded, and I shifted to lick the length of her sole, my tongue broad and flat, dragging from heel to toes. She tasted slightly salty here, clean, perfect. The texture was softer than the top of her foot, more sensitive, and I could feel her muscles tense and relax under my tongue. I traced the arch with the tip of my tongue, feeling the curve, the way it dipped and rose. I could do this forever.

“Other foot.”

She switched feet and I started over, worshipping every inch. This foot tasted identical but somehow different—maybe I imagined it, but I wanted to memorize every detail. My cock strained uselessly, my mind going fuzzy with submission and arousal and satisfaction. The cage was agony, my cock trying desperately to harden fully, precum leaking constantly, my balls aching with denied release.

“Do you know what you look like right now?” Victoria asked, her voice husky with arousal. I could hear her breathing getting heavier. “On your knees, caged, licking my feet like a desperate little foot slut?”

“No, Mistress Victoria,” I mumbled around her toes, my tongue still working.

“You look perfect. You look exactly like what you are—my property. My sissy. Mine.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. I’m yours.”

She shifted suddenly, planting both feet on my face, her soles covering my nose and mouth. I breathed in deeply, the scent overwhelming—vanilla lotion, clean skin, and her natural musk, warm and slightly sweaty from being pressed against my face. My tongue still worked, licking whatever I could reach, tasting the salt of her soles, feeling the warmth and softness pressing against my lips.

“I’m going to cum,” she said softly. “From nothing but your tongue on my feet and the sight of you worshipping me. Keep licking.”

I redoubled my efforts, my tongue working frantically against her soles, and she started grinding her feet against my face, using me. Her toes curled against my cheeks, her arches pressed against my mouth, her heels dug into my chin. I could barely breathe but I didn’t care. This was heaven. This was everything.

Her breathing got faster and shorter, little gasps and moans escaping her lips. I felt her thighs trembling where they pressed against my shoulders.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, fuck, your tongue, yes—”

She came with a sharp cry, her feet pressing hard against my face, cutting off my air completely for several long seconds. I felt her whole body shudder, felt the heat radiating from her skin, heard her gasping above me. Then she released me and I gasped for breath, my face wet with saliva and her sweat, my cage aching desperately, precum pooling beneath me.

Victoria sat back, her feet leaving my face, and I knelt there panting, my cock leaking a steady stream of precum into the cage, creating a small puddle on her hardwood floor. My face was flushed, wet, probably red from the pressure of her feet. My jaw ached. My tongue felt swollen. And I had never been happier.

“Please,” I heard myself beg, my voice hoarse. “Please, Mistress Victoria, can I cum?”

She looked at me like I was adorable and stupid. “No.”

“Please—” My cock throbbed painfully, straining against the cage.

“No,” she repeated firmly. “You just watched me orgasm from your worship. You should be satisfied with that. Besides, you’re in chastity for the next week at minimum. Get used to denial, sissy.”

“A week?” I gasped, my cock trying to swell again at the thought.

“A week,” she confirmed. “Maybe longer if you displease me. Now, let’s establish some rules.”

She stood, walking to her kitchen and returning with a glass of water. I stayed on my knees, my cage a constant aching reminder of my situation. The puddle of precum beneath me was embarrassingly large.

“Rule one,” she began, ticking off on her fingers. “You call me Mistress Victoria at all times when we’re alone. In public, you call me Victoria. Never anything casual.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Rule two: You wear only women’s underwear from now on. Panties, bras when your tits grow in, everything. Your male underwear gets thrown out tonight.”

“My… tits?”

She smiled. “We’ll get to that. Rule three: You come here three times a week minimum. Monday, Wednesday, Friday. More if I summon you. You’ll worship my feet, perform whatever tasks I assign, and learn to be the perfect sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Rule four: No touching your caged cock without permission. No trying to pick the lock. No orgasms of any kind without my explicit approval. Breaking this rule means permanent chastity. Understand?”

The threat made my stomach drop and my cock leak even more. “Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Rule five: You’ll keep your body hairless. Shave everything regularly. I want you smooth.”

“Already doing that, Mistress Victoria.”

“Good. Rule six: Your body will be modified as I direct. You agreed to this in the contract. This is non-negotiable.”

My stomach fluttered. Body modification. What exactly did that mean? But before I could ask—

“Now, shopping time,” Victoria said, standing up.

“Shopping?”

“Your male underwear needs to be replaced. We’re going to three stores, buying you a proper sissy wardrobe, and you’re going to be the perfect obedient boy while I do it.”

She handed me back my jeans and hoodie. “Get dressed. Keep the cage on obviously. And these…”

She picked up the pink panties I’d worn in. “These go back on. You’ll wear panties under your boy clothes from now on. A secret reminder of what you are.”

I pulled on the panties—they felt tighter now with the cage underneath, the lace stretched obscenely over the pink plastic—and then my jeans and hoodie. To anyone else, I’d look like a normal college guy. Only Victoria and I would know I was caged and feminized underneath.

“Let’s go,” she said, grabbing her purse and slipping on sandals. The strappy leather showed off her perfect feet completely, her pink-painted toes peeking out, and I had to force myself not to drop to my knees right there.

We took her car—a nice sedan, way nicer than anything I could afford—to a mall across town. The whole drive, my cage reminded me of its presence, especially when Victoria would reach over to rest her hand on my thigh, her fingers occasionally brushing close to my trapped cock. Each touch made me gasp, made the cage feel tighter, made precum leak into my already-soaked panties.

The first store was a Victoria’s Secret. I’d never been inside one before, and walking in with Victoria, I felt like everyone was staring at us. A college-aged couple. Her dragging me toward the panties section.

“We need to establish your size,” Victoria said loudly enough for nearby shoppers to hear. “You’re what, a medium?”

My face burned. “Victoria—”

“Medium,” she decided, browsing through racks of lace and silk and cotton. “I like you in pink, but we should get you variety. Pink, black, red, white…”

She loaded my arms with panties. Ten, fifteen, twenty pairs. Then bras—training bras, she called them, explaining that I’d need them soon.

At the register, the clerk—a girl maybe my age with a knowing smirk—rang everything up. “Someone’s girlfriend is very lucky,” she said.

“Oh, these are for him,” Victoria said cheerfully, and I wanted to die.

The clerk’s eyebrows rose. “Oh. Um. Cool. Your total is—”

Victoria paid—over three hundred dollars—and we left with bags of my new underwear.

“Mistress Victoria, did you have to—”

“Tell her they were for you? Yes. You need to get used to humiliation. It’s part of your training.”

The next store was a regular clothing shop where Victoria bought me skinny jeans, tight t-shirts, and several unisex items that looked feminine without being obvious. “Your boymode wardrobe,” she explained. “For now.”

The third store was an adult boutique where Victoria bought a vibrator, lube, anal plugs in three sizes, and a dildo. The clerk didn’t even blink.

By the time we got back to her apartment, I was exhausted and overwhelmed and so horny I could barely think straight. My cage had been torture the entire time, every step a reminder of my imprisonment, my panties soaked completely through with precum.

“One more thing before you go,” Victoria said as I stood in her apartment, shopping bags at my feet. “Come here.”

I approached, and she sat on the couch, gesturing to the floor. I knelt automatically.

“You did very well today,” she said, running her fingers through my hair. The touch was gentle, almost tender. “Accepted your cage, signed the contract, worshipped my feet, endured the shopping. You’re being such a good sissy for me.”

The praise made me glow despite my frustration.

“So I’m going to give you a gift,” she continued. She lifted her foot to my face again, the sole inches from my lips. I could smell her skin, warm and slightly sweaty from being in sandals. “Worship my feet one more time. Really show me your devotion. If you make me cum again, I’ll let you go home satisfied. Not with an orgasm—you’re denied for the week—but satisfied.”

I dove in, my tongue working frantically. I licked her sole from heel to toes in long, broad strokes, tasting the salt of her sweat mixed with the lingering vanilla lotion. I sucked each toe into my mouth desperately, my tongue swirling around them, cleaning between them, worshipping them like sacred objects. My cage was agony, my cock straining uselessly, leaking constantly.

She moaned, her hand going between her own legs, fingers slipping under her shorts to touch herself while I serviced her feet. I could hear the wet sounds of her pleasure, could see her hand moving rhythmically.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Good sissy. Worship them. Show me you love my feet more than your own pleasure.”

I did. God help me, I did. Her feet were more important than my aching cock, more important than my denied orgasm. I licked every inch, sucked every toe, pressed my face against her soles and breathed in her scent like it was oxygen. I would worship them forever if she let me.

I took both her feet in my hands—the first time I’d been allowed to touch them—and pressed them together, licking between the arches, running my tongue over both soles simultaneously. The texture was incredible, soft and warm and perfect. I sucked her toes in pairs, feeling them press against my tongue, tasting the salt and skin and polish.

Victoria came with a cry, her feet pressing into my face hard, her thighs clenching around her own hand, her whole body shuddering. I kept licking through her orgasm, only stopping when she pushed me away gently, her chest heaving, her face flushed.

“Perfect,” she breathed. “Go home, sissy. Tomorrow, throw out all your male underwear. Wear only panties from now on. Wednesday, you come back here at 7 PM. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.” My voice was hoarse, my jaw aching, my tongue swollen from use.

“Then go.”

I gathered my bags—full of panties and feminine clothes and sex toys—and left her apartment in a daze. The subway ride home felt surreal. I was caged. I’d signed a contract. I was going to be feminized. I was going to become a sissy.

My panties were soaked through with precum, sticking to my cage uncomfortably. Every step reminded me of my denial. Every throb of my cock was contained, frustrated, turned into aching pressure. And all I could think about was Victoria’s feet—the taste, the texture, the scent, the perfection of them.

Back in my dorm room, I locked the door and stripped down, looking at myself in the mirror. The pink cage looked absurd on my body. Humiliating. Perfect. My cock was still trying to swell, still leaking, the plastic glistening with precum.

I pulled on a fresh pair of panties—pink lace, matching the cage—and crawled into bed. My cock ached uselessly, but I fell asleep with a smile on my face and the taste of Victoria’s feet still on my tongue.

This was my life now. I was Victoria’s sissy. I was hers.

And I couldn’t have been happier.


Chapter 3: The Rules

Monday morning, I woke up with my cock straining against the cage, the plastic biting into my morning wood. The discomfort was immediate and inescapable—a perfect reminder of my new reality. I lay there for a few minutes, adjusting to the sensation, my hand instinctively reaching down before I remembered the rules. No touching.

I dragged myself out of bed and looked in my dresser drawer. All my male underwear sat there—boxers, boxer-briefs, the comfortable, normal things I’d worn my entire life. Next to them sat the bags from yesterday, full of panties in every color.

Victoria’s instructions echoed in my mind: Throw out all your male underwear. Wear only panties from now on.

I grabbed the drawer full of boxers, carried it to my dorm’s trash chute, and dumped the entire thing. Gone. No going back.

But as I looked at the bags from yesterday—the panties Victoria had already bought for me—I realized something. These weren’t enough. Victoria’s text from this morning had been clear: I needed a proper collection. And she wanted me to buy them myself.

My phone buzzed.

MistressV: Go to the mall today. Victoria’s Secret. Buy at least 6 more pairs. Show the clerk your cage when checking out. Send me a photo of you at the register. This is not optional.

My stomach dropped. Buy women’s panties. In public. And show my cage to a stranger?

But I knew I’d do it. I always did what Victoria commanded.

Back in my room, I selected a pair of black lace panties—less obviously feminine than pink—and slid them on. The cage created a visible bulge, but the lace did a better job of concealing it than I expected. I added jeans and a t-shirt, checking myself in the mirror.

I looked normal. Like regular college guy Alex. No one would know that underneath my clothes, I was caged and wearing women’s underwear.

The thought made my cage strain again, and I winced. This was going to be a long day.

Classes were torture. I sat through Intro to Psychology—Victoria’s class—hyperaware of her presence three rows ahead. She wore a sundress today, showing off her legs, her feet in simple sandals. I couldn’t see her painted toes from where I sat, but I knew they were there. Pink polish. Perfect arches. Soles I’d licked just yesterday.

My cage grew painfully tight, and I shifted in my seat, trying to find a position that didn’t make the plastic bite quite so hard.

Victoria never looked back at me. Never acknowledged my existence. But I knew she knew. Knew I was sitting there caged and feminized underneath my normal clothes, thinking about her feet, desperate and denied.

After class, my phone buzzed.

MistressV: Good boy. I know you’re struggling. Only six more days until I might let you out. Might.

I groaned softly. Six more days. Six more days of this constant ache, this frustration, this denial.

MistressV: And don’t forget—mall this afternoon. I’m tracking your location. If you don’t go, there will be consequences.



At 3 PM, I stood outside Victoria’s Secret at the mall, heart hammering in my chest. The store’s pink signage and lace-filled windows seemed to mock me. This was where women shopped. Where girls bought lingerie. Not where college guys in jeans and hoodies belonged.

But I walked in anyway, my cage straining with nervous arousal.

The store smelled of perfume and fabric softener. Racks of bras and panties filled every surface, mannequins displayed matching sets, and soft music played overhead. A clerk—maybe mid-twenties, blonde, attractive—looked up from folding items and smiled.

“Hi! Can I help you find something?”

My face burned. “I… um… I need panties.”

“Of course! For a girlfriend?”

I could have lied. Should have lied. But Victoria’s instructions were clear.

“No. For me.”

The clerk’s smile didn’t falter, but her eyes widened slightly. “Oh! Okay, sure. What size are you looking for?”

“I… I don’t know. Small? Maybe medium?”

“Let’s figure it out.” She pulled out a measuring tape. “Hip measurement will help. Do you want to measure over your clothes or…?”

“Over is fine.”

She wrapped the tape around my hips professionally, and I stood there trying not to shake. “Looks like you’re about a medium in most brands. What style were you interested in?”

“Lace. Bright colors. Pink, red, maybe purple.”

“Perfect. Follow me.”

She led me to a section overflowing with options. I selected six pairs quickly—wanting this to be over—two pink, two red, one purple, one black. All lace. All clearly feminine.

“Great choices,” the clerk said. “Ready to check out?”

We walked to the register. She scanned each item, the beeps echoing in my ears. Other customers browsed nearby—mostly women, a few couples. I was hyperaware that I was a guy buying women’s panties alone.

“That’ll be $78.50,” the clerk said.

I pulled out my card, then remembered Victoria’s instruction. My stomach sank.

“Um… there’s one more thing.” My voice was barely a whisper.

“Yes?”

“I… I’m supposed to show you something.” My hands shook as I glanced around. No one was paying attention. “Can we… is there somewhere more private?”

The clerk’s professional demeanor shifted slightly—curiosity mixing with caution. “I can step back here with you.” She gestured to a spot behind the register, partially hidden from view.

I followed her, my heart pounding so loud I was sure she could hear it. With trembling hands, I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down just enough to reveal the pink lace panties I was wearing—and the obvious bulge of the pink chastity cage underneath.

The clerk’s eyes widened. She stared for a long moment, then a small smile curved her lips.

“Oh. Wow. Okay.” She looked up at my face. “You’re locked?”

I nodded, pulling my jeans back up quickly, my face burning with shame and arousal.

“That’s… actually really hot,” she said quietly. “Your girlfriend has you completely controlled, doesn’t she?”

“Mistress,” I corrected without thinking, then wanted to disappear.

The clerk’s smile widened. “Even better. Well, enjoy your new panties. I’m sure she’ll appreciate them.” She handed me the bag with a knowing look. “And for what it’s worth? The pink looks good on you.”

I grabbed the bag and practically ran out of the store, my face on fire. Once outside, I pulled out my phone and took a shaky selfie at the register area—proof for Victoria—and sent it.

MistressV: Good boy. That wasn’t so hard, was it? Now you know what public humiliation feels like. Get used to it.



MistressV: Tonight, 8 PM. Task for you. Be ready.

I spent the rest of the afternoon in my dorm, the new panties hidden in my dresser, wondering what the task would be. At 7:45 PM, I was sitting on my dorm bed, freshly showered and shaved, wearing only panties and the cage, when my phone buzzed again.

MistressV: Strip. Set up your phone to record. You’re going to hump a pillow for 10 minutes without stopping. Moan about how much you love my feet. Send me the video.

Fuck. This was humiliating even in private. But I was already hard—or as hard as the cage would allow—at the thought of it.

I set up my phone on my desk, angled at my bed, and hit record. Then I grabbed my pillow, straddled it, and started grinding my caged cock against the fabric.

The sensation was maddening. The cage prevented any real pleasure, but the friction, the movement, the humiliation of humping a pillow while caged—it all combined into a desperate, frustrating arousal.

“I love your feet, Mistress Victoria,” I moaned, grinding harder. “I love licking your soles. I love sucking your toes. Your feet are perfect. I’d do anything to worship them again.”

The words came easier than expected, maybe because they were true. I would do anything for her feet. I was already doing degrading shit for them.

“Please let me worship your feet again,” I begged the camera. “Please let me taste them. I’m your foot slave. Your sissy. I’ll wear panties forever if you let me lick your feet.”

Ten minutes felt like hours. By the end, I was genuinely humping the pillow desperately, my caged cock leaking all over the pink lace, my voice breaking as I begged and moaned and confessed my obsession.

When the timer went off, I collapsed on the bed, panting and frustrated and absolutely not satisfied. I stopped the recording, reviewed it—I looked pathetic, desperate, exactly what I was—and sent it to Victoria.

Her response came immediately.

MistressV: Perfect. You look like such a desperate foot slut. I’m touching myself right now thinking about you on your knees. But you don’t get to cum. Sweet dreams, sissy.

I groaned, my cage straining again. She was getting off while I was locked and denied. This was my life now.

Wednesday couldn’t come fast enough.



When Wednesday finally arrived, I showed up at Victoria’s apartment at exactly 7 PM, wearing jeans and a hoodie over pink lace panties and the cage. She opened the door wearing tiny shorts and a sports bra, her feet bare with fresh pink polish.

“Come in,” she said, stepping back.

I entered, my eyes immediately dropping to her feet. Five days since I’d last worshipped them. Five days of constant denial and frustration. I wanted to drop to my knees right there.

“Strip,” Victoria commanded, closing the door. “Everything except the panties and cage.”

I obeyed quickly, peeling off my clothes until I stood in just pink lace and the pink cage, my cock already straining.

“Good.” She walked around me, examining me like a piece of art. “How has the cage been?”

“Difficult, Mistress Victoria. It hurts when I get hard. Which is constantly.”

“That’s the point. Have you touched yourself?”

“No, Mistress Victoria.”

“Good boy.” She sat on the couch, crossing her legs. “Now, let’s discuss your training schedule. Monday, Wednesday, Friday—you come here. Each session has a purpose.”

She started ticking off on her fingers. “Mondays are foot worship training. You’ll learn to properly worship my feet for extended periods. Techniques, endurance, making me cum from feet alone.”

My mouth watered.

“Wednesdays are education days. I’ll teach you about submission, feminization, your place in our dynamic. You’ll learn rules, expectations, proper behavior.”

“And Fridays, Mistress Victoria?”

“Fridays are reward days. If you’ve been good all week, if you’ve obeyed and pleased me, I’ll reward you. Maybe longer foot worship. Maybe I’ll let you cum—probably not, but maybe. Maybe I’ll use you in other ways.”

“Use me, Mistress Victoria?”

“Your mouth, sissy. Your tongue isn’t just for feet. You’ll learn to eat pussy, to service me completely. Your pleasure is irrelevant, but mine is mandatory.”

Fuck. The thought of licking her pussy, tasting her, making her cum with my mouth while I was locked and denied—it was almost too much.

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. I want to please you.”

“Good.” She uncrossed her legs, placing both feet flat on the floor. The movement was deliberate, sensual, her toes spreading slightly as they made contact with the hardwood. “Then start now. Come worship my feet. You have one hour. Make every minute count.”

I dropped to my hands and knees and crawled to her, my cage dragging slightly on the floor, creating a humiliating friction against the panties. When I reached her feet, I paused, just breathing in the sight of them.

Perfect. High arches. Soft soles. Pink painted toes, glossy and fresh. The polish caught the light, making her toes look like precious jewels. I could see the delicate texture of her skin, the way her toenails were perfectly shaped and manicured. Heaven.

“Begin,” Victoria ordered.

I started with her left foot, pressing kisses along the top, my lips moving reverently over her smooth skin. She’d clearly lotioned them—they were impossibly soft, silky under my lips, tasting faintly of vanilla mixed with her natural skin. I kissed down to her toes, taking her big toe into my mouth and sucking gently, my tongue swirling around the pad, feeling the smooth nail against my lips.

“Flatter tongue,” Victoria instructed. “Broad licks. Worship the sole.”

I adjusted, using the flat of my tongue to drag long, slow licks from her heel to her toes, savoring the taste and texture. The sole had a different texture than the top—softer, more yielding, slightly warmer. The taste was more concentrated here—a hint of salt mixed with the sweetness of lotion, the natural musk of her skin. Perfect.

“Good. Both sides. Don’t neglect the instep.”

I licked the inside of her arch, the curve of her instep, every inch of accessible skin. The instep was incredibly sensitive—I could feel her muscles twitch as my tongue traced the delicate curve. My cage was aching desperately, leaking precum into my panties in a steady stream, but I didn’t care. This was what I was made for.

“Other foot.”

I switched to her right foot, starting the worship over. Kisses along the top, feeling the warmth of her skin, the softness yielding under my lips. Licks along the sole, my tongue tracing every contour, every line. Toe sucking—taking each one into my mouth individually, my tongue cleaning between them, tasting the intimate spaces where salt and warmth concentrated. Victoria made soft sounds of pleasure above me, little gasps and sighs that made my cock strain harder, and I worked harder, desperate to please her.

“Do you know how many boys would kill to be in your position?” she asked conversationally, though her voice was slightly breathy. “On their knees, worshipping my feet? But none of them are worthy. Only you, sissy. Only you are pathetic enough, desperate enough, submissive enough to truly deserve this.”

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria,” I mumbled around her toes, my tongue still working.

“You’re welcome. Now, between the toes. Clean every inch.”

I ran my tongue between each toe, tasting the slightly different flavor there—more concentrated salt, the intimate warmth of spaces that rarely saw air. The texture was softer here, more delicate, and Victoria’s breathing hitched each time I tongued between her toes. I could feel her foot flexing in response, her toes spreading to give me better access.

“Sole again. Longer licks. Show me devotion.”

I pressed my face against the bottom of her foot, my nose buried in her arch, breathing in her scent—clean skin, vanilla lotion, and that underlying musk that was purely her. My tongue worked in long, broad strokes, worshipping her sole like it was sacred. Because it was. To me, Victoria’s feet were everything.

The taste flooded my mouth—salt and skin and sweetness. The texture was incredible—soft and warm and alive under my tongue. I could feel her pulse in her foot, could feel the subtle shifts of muscle and tendon as she flexed and relaxed. My cock was leaking steadily now, soaking through the panties, creating a wet spot that stuck to my skin.

“I’m going to cum,” she announced after maybe thirty minutes. “Keep licking. Don’t stop until I tell you.”

I intensified my efforts, my tongue working frantically, and Victoria’s hand moved between her legs. She pulled her shorts aside, fingers slipping under her panties to touch herself directly. I could hear the wet sounds of her pleasure, could see her hand moving rhythmically, her fingers working her clit while my mouth worshipped her feet.

“Yes,” she gasped, her voice getting higher. “Yes, fuck, your tongue is perfect, such a good foot slave—”

She came with a cry, her feet pressing hard against my face, her toes curling against my cheeks, her body shaking. I kept licking through her orgasm, my tongue never stopping its worship, tasting the slight increase in saltiness as her skin grew warmer, more flushed with arousal.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, still touching herself, her fingers still working her swollen clit. “Keep worshipping. I’m not done with you yet.”

I resumed immediately, my tongue gliding over her soles with renewed devotion. Victoria’s breathing was still heavy from her first orgasm, but she didn’t pull her feet away. Instead, she spread her legs wider, her fingers working her clit faster, her other hand slipping inside her shorts to finger herself.

“You have no idea how good this feels,” she moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Your mouth on my feet while I touch myself. Most boys can’t handle more than ten minutes of worship. But you… you could do this forever, couldn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I mumbled around her toes, taking three of them into my mouth simultaneously, my tongue working between them frantically. And it was true. My jaw ached, my tongue was tired and swollen, but I didn’t want to stop. This felt right. This felt like purpose.

“Such a devoted little foot slut,” Victoria breathed, her hips starting to move, grinding against her own hand. “You were made for this. Made to worship my feet. Made to serve me.”

I sucked her big toe deeper into my mouth, my tongue swirling frantically around it, creating suction, worshipping it like I was giving it a blowjob. Above me, Victoria’s breathing became ragged again, her fingers moving in tight, fast circles on her clit.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “I’m going to cum again. From your mouth on my feet. Do you understand how powerful that is? How completely you own me when you worship like this?”

The words made my cage strain desperately, pain and pleasure mixing. She owned me, but somehow I owned her too when my mouth was on her feet.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded, her voice breaking. “Don’t stop, don’t stop, suck my toes, lick my soles—”

Her second orgasm was even more intense than the first. Her whole body went rigid, her feet pressing so hard against my face I could barely breathe, her cry of pleasure filling the apartment. Her toes curled violently, her muscles tensing, and I could taste the slight increase in sweat, could feel the heat radiating from her skin. I kept licking, kept worshipping, helping her ride out every wave.

When she finally came down, she pulled her feet away gently, leaving me gasping for air, my face covered in saliva and her sweat, my lips swollen and tingling.

“Good boy,” she panted, her chest heaving, her face flushed and beautiful. “Very good boy. You made me cum twice. That’s… that’s special. Keep going. You have thirty more minutes.”

I kept worshipping, softer now, gentler. Reverent kisses and licks. My tongue traced delicate patterns on her soles, my lips pressed gentle kisses to her toes. Showing her my devotion without overwhelming her sensitive post-orgasm skin. The taste was richer now, saltier from her sweat, and I savored every lick.

By the time the hour was up, my jaw ached and my cock was a constant throb of denied need. My panties were soaked through with precum, sticking uncomfortably to my skin. But I felt… satisfied. Not sexually satisfied—far from it—but satisfied in a deeper way. I’d pleased her. I’d made her cum twice. I’d fulfilled my purpose.

“Kneel up,” Victoria ordered.

I sat back on my heels, my face wet with saliva and her sweat, my cock leaking steadily into my panties, creating a visible wet spot.

Victoria examined me with something like pride. “You’re a natural foot worshipper, sissy. Most boys can’t handle more than ten or fifteen minutes. You just did an hour without complaint.”

“I could do more, Mistress Victoria.” And I meant it. My tongue was tired but I would have kept going if she’d asked.

“I know. That’s why you’re perfect.” She reached out and ran her fingers through my hair, the touch gentle and affectionate. “You’re doing so well with your training. Keep being a good boy, and I’ll reward you.”

Her praise warmed me more than any orgasm could have. I left her apartment glowing despite my denied cock, despite the ache in my jaw and the swelling in my tongue.

On the subway ride home, I couldn’t stop thinking about her feet. The taste, the texture, the soft soles and delicate toes. The way they’d pressed against my face when she came. The little sounds she’d made when I sucked her toes just right. My cage strained just from the memory.

This was my life now. Locked, denied, devoted to worshipping Victoria’s feet.

And deep down, beneath any shame or hesitation, I was excited.

Because for the first time in my life, I was becoming who I was supposed to be.


Chapter 4: Diana Strikes

Thursday morning, I woke up with a mission from Victoria that made my stomach twist with nervousness.

MistressV: Today you wear women’s panties under your regular boy clothes to class. No wig. No makeup. No feminine presentation. Just panties underneath. I want you aware of your secret all day.

I stood in my dorm bathroom staring at myself in the mirror. I looked like regular Alex—t-shirt, jeans, sneakers. Short brown hair, no makeup. Completely masculine on the outside.

But underneath my jeans, I was wearing pink lace panties and the cage.

The secret made my heart pound. Nobody would know just by looking at me. But I’d know. Victoria would know. The panties felt different from boxers—softer, more intimate, hugging my ass in a way that made me constantly aware of them.

I grabbed my backpack and headed to class, trying to walk normally despite the constant reminder between my legs.

The walk across campus felt surreal. I looked like every other college guy—jeans, hoodie, backpack. But underneath, I was caged and wearing women’s underwear. The knowledge made my cage strain uncomfortably.

I walked into Intro to Psychology and immediately felt Victoria’s eyes on me. She sat in her usual seat, three rows ahead. When I passed her, she smiled knowingly. She knew what I was wearing underneath.

I sat in my usual back row seat and tried to focus on the lecture. Tried not to think about the pink lace panties hugging my ass, the cage between my legs, the secret I was carrying.

After class, I checked my phone.

MistressV: Perfect. Nobody suspects. But you know. That’s what matters. Keep them on all day.

All day in panties. But at least I looked normal on the outside. I went to my other classes—Comp Lit, Statistics, History—dressed in regular boy clothes. And nobody knew my secret.

By lunch, I was hyperaware of the panties with every movement. The lace rubbed against my skin. The cage pressed differently without the barrier of boxers. My secret felt enormous even though it was completely hidden.

I was walking toward the dining hall when someone grabbed my arm and pulled me into a side hallway.

“What the fuck?” I started, then froze.

It was Diana.

Diana. Tall, athletic, black hair in a high ponytail. Intense dark eyes. Wearing tight black pants and a leather jacket. I knew her vaguely from campus—she was in my History class—but we’d never actually spoken.

Now she was pressing me against the wall, her body close to mine, her eyes locked on my face.

“I know what you are,” she said, her voice low.

“I—what?”

“You’re Victoria’s new toy, aren’t you? Her little sissy project.”

My blood went cold. How did she know? How could she possibly—

“Don’t look so shocked,” Diana continued. “I can smell a sissy from a mile away. The way you walk. The way you can’t make eye contact. That fucking desperate look in your eyes.” She leaned closer. “Plus, Victoria and I have… history. She loves showing off her conquests.”

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

“Bullshit.” Her hand dropped to my crotch, pressing against the cage through my jeans. I gasped. “Yeah. Thought so. Caged. Feminized. Probably denied for days. Victoria’s specialty.”

She grabbed my wrist and dragged me down the hallway toward the bathrooms. My mind screamed to resist, to pull away, but my body followed obediently. We reached the women’s bathroom—women’s, not men’s—and Diana pulled me inside, locking the door.

“Empty,” she said, checking the stalls. “Good. On your knees, sissy.”

“I can’t—”

“You can and you will.” She pushed down on my shoulders, and I sank to the bathroom floor, my knees hitting the cold tiles. “Victoria’s been training you to worship her, hasn’t she? Feet, pussy, whatever she wants.”

I didn’t answer, couldn’t answer.

Diana lifted her foot—she was wearing heavy black boots—and placed it on my chest, pushing me back against the wall. “I’m better than her, you know. Victoria likes to tease, to deny, to play games. I give what I take. Fair exchange.”

She removed her boot, then her sock, and I found myself staring at her bare foot. Size eight, slightly larger than Victoria’s. Tanned skin. Dark red painted toenails—deep crimson, almost black in the fluorescent bathroom light. Athletic, strong-looking, with defined arches and slightly calloused soles. Different from Victoria’s delicate perfection, but still… beautiful. Powerful.

“I bet you want to lick them, don’t you?” Diana smiled, cruel and knowing. “I bet you’re a complete foot slut. Let me guess—you’d rather worship feet than get a blowjob.”

She wasn’t wrong. God help me, she wasn’t wrong.

“Lick,” she commanded, pressing her foot to my face.

I should have refused. Should have stood up, walked out, told Victoria everything. Instead, my tongue slipped out and dragged across Diana’s sole.

She tasted different from Victoria. Slightly saltier, more… earthy. The taste of someone who’d been wearing boots all day—sweat and leather and raw, unfiltered skin. No lotion, no vanilla sweetness. Just pure foot, powerful and overwhelming. It should have been off-putting. Instead, it was intoxicating.

The texture was different too—rougher, more textured from the boots, the ball of her foot slightly calloused from walking. I could taste salt concentrated in her arch, could smell the faint musk of sweat and leather.

“Good sissy,” Diana purred. “Victoria’s training you well. Now suck my toes.”

I took her big toe into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it, and my cage strained desperately. The toe was larger than Victoria’s, filling my mouth more completely. The taste was stronger—salt and sweat coating my tongue. This was wrong. This was cheating on Victoria. But I couldn’t stop.

Diana shifted, removing her other boot and sock, and placed both feet on my face. “Worship them both. Show me you’re as good as Victoria claims.”

I serviced her feet frantically, licking her soles, sucking her toes, kissing her arches. Both feet tasted powerfully of sweat and skin, the flavor overwhelming my senses. I ran my tongue between her toes, tasting concentrated salt there, feeling her toes flex and curl against my lips. My hands stayed flat on the floor—I didn’t even think about breaking that rule—while my mouth worked desperately.

“You know the difference between Victoria and me?” Diana asked conversationally, her feet still pressed against my face, using my mouth. “Victoria keeps you denied because she gets off on your frustration. I believe in pleasure. Mutual pleasure.”

She pulled her feet away and lifted her skirt. No underwear. Her pussy was right there, already glistening wet, swollen and pink.

“Lick it,” she ordered. “Make me cum and I’ll give you something Victoria never will.”

I hesitated for only a second before leaning forward and pressing my tongue against her slit. She tasted musky, aroused, tangy and strong—completely different from her feet but equally intoxicating. Her wetness coated my tongue immediately, slick and warm. I licked awkwardly at first, unsure of technique, but Diana grabbed my head and ground against my face.

“Clit,” she gasped. “Focus on my clit, sissy.”

I found the small bundle of nerves and focused there, licking and sucking, and Diana’s breathing got ragged. Her hands tightened in my hair, pulling slightly, using my mouth for her pleasure. She tasted stronger here, her arousal flooding my mouth, and I worked frantically, desperate to please her.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Fuck yes, good sissy, make me cum—”

She orgasmed against my face, her thighs clamping around my head, her pussy flooding my mouth with wetness—hot and slick and overwhelming. I kept licking through her climax, tasting her orgasm, feeling her muscles clench and pulse against my tongue until she pushed me away.

“Good,” she panted, adjusting her skirt. “Very good. Now for your reward.”

She knelt down, and before I could process what was happening, her hand was at my zipper, pulling down my jeans and panties, exposing my caged cock.

“Cute cage,” she said, her fingers wrapping around it, squeezing the plastic. “Pink. Very sissy. But the real fun is back here.”

Her finger pressed against my asshole, circling the tight ring of muscle, and I gasped. Nobody had touched me there except myself. This was—

Her finger penetrated, sliding into my ass dry, and my brain short-circuited. It burned. The friction was intense, uncomfortable, but underneath that was something else—a deep, overwhelming pleasure that made my cage leak instantly.

“Relax,” Diana commanded, working her finger deeper, pushing past the resistance. “Victoria hasn’t fucked your ass yet, has she? Of course not. She’s too busy teasing. But I’ll show you what you’re missing.”

She pulled out, spat on her fingers for lube, and pushed back in with two fingers this time. The stretch was intense, burning, my body trying to resist the intrusion. But Diana was relentless, pushing deeper, spreading her fingers, opening me up.

Then she found something inside—my prostate—that made my entire body jerk.

“There it is,” she said triumphantly. “Your sissy button. Let me show you what it does.”

She started massaging that spot, her fingers moving in and out, pressing against that internal bundle of nerves, and pleasure unlike anything I’d ever experienced flooded my body. My cage strained desperately, uselessly, precum leaking in a steady stream, but the pressure building wasn’t in my cock. It was deeper. Internal. Overwhelming.

Every press against my prostate sent waves of pleasure through my body—radiating out from deep inside, making my thighs shake, my breath come in gasps. It felt like I needed to pee and cum at the same time, like my entire body was clenching around her fingers.

“I’m going to make you cum,” Diana said, her fingers working faster, harder, hitting that spot over and over. “From your ass alone. No cock stimulation. Pure sissygasm. And then you’ll know—I’m better than Victoria.”

“I can’t—I’m not supposed to—” My voice was broken, desperate.

“Cum for me, sissy. Show me you prefer this to your pathetic locked clitty.”

Her fingers hit that spot again and again, and I felt something building, tightening, my body shaking uncontrollably. This wasn’t like a normal orgasm. This was full-body, all-consuming, radiating out from my ass. My cock was leaking constantly now, precum pouring through the cage holes, but the pleasure wasn’t coming from there.

“That’s it,” Diana encouraged, her fingers curling inside me, massaging my prostate mercilessly. “Let go. Cum from your pussy like the girl you are.”

I came. Hard. My body convulsed violently, my ass clenching around her fingers, cum spurting from my caged cock in weak, pulsing streams. But the orgasm originated from deep inside, from my prostate, waves of intense pleasure rolling through me—stronger than any cock orgasm I’d ever had. My vision went white, my mind completely blank, my entire body shaking as I came and came, my ass milking her fingers, cum leaking uselessly from my cage.

When I came back to myself, I was collapsed on the bathroom floor, gasping, my mind completely blank. Diana was washing her hands at the sink, looking satisfied.

“First sissygasm,” she said. “Congrats. You’ll never be satisfied with regular cock orgasms again. From now on, your ass is your pussy. Your cage is just decoration.”

She dried her hands and looked down at me, still collapsed on the bathroom floor, cum leaking from my cage, pooling on the tiles, my jeans around my thighs.

“Victoria keeps you denied for weeks. Months, maybe. Tells you it’s for your own good, that denial makes you better.” Diana crouched down, her face close to mine. “But I’ll give you orgasms. Every time we meet, I’ll make you cum. Hard. Better than she ever will. Think about that, sissy. Think about who’s really better for you.”

She stood, slipped her socks and boots back on, and unlocked the bathroom door.

“Clean yourself up. And don’t tell Victoria. This is our secret. For now.”

She left, and I was alone in the women’s bathroom, caged, feminized, covered in my own cum, my ass still tingling and throbbing from the prostate orgasm. I could still taste Diana’s feet on my tongue—salt and sweat and leather. Could still taste her pussy—musky and strong.

I’d just cheated on Victoria. I’d just let another woman make me cum. I’d just had the best orgasm of my life from being fucked in the ass.

And the worst part? I wanted it to happen again.

I cleaned myself up, pulled my panties and jeans back on. The cum soaked into the pink lace, sticky and uncomfortable. My reflection looked wrecked—eyes glazed, lips swollen from sucking toes and licking pussy, my face flushed.

I looked like exactly what I was becoming: a sissy slut who’d just been used in a bathroom.

My phone buzzed.

MistressV: How’s your day going, sissy? Behaving yourself?

Guilt crashed over me. I’d broken her rules. I’d orgasmed without permission. I’d worshipped another woman’s feet. I’d licked another woman’s pussy.

But I couldn’t tell her. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

Me: Good, Mistress Victoria. Just going to my next class.

MistressV: Good girl. See you Friday. I have something special planned.

I left the bathroom and headed to my next class, my mind spinning. Diana’s words echoed: I’m better than Victoria.

Was she right? Victoria kept me denied, frustrated, desperate. Diana had just given me the most intense orgasm of my life in five minutes.

But Victoria owned me. The contract. The cage. The slow, methodical breaking down of my resistance until I craved her feet more than oxygen.

I didn’t know who was better for me. I didn’t know who I wanted more.

All I knew was that I was trapped between them. And neither of them would let me go easily.

My cage strained again, and I sighed. At least some things stayed constant.

I was always hard. Always denied. Always desperate.

And now, thanks to Diana, always wondering what I was missing.


Chapter 5: Hormones Begin

Friday couldn’t come fast enough, though for all the wrong reasons. I spent the rest of Thursday and all of Friday morning consumed by guilt. I’d broken Victoria’s rules. I’d cum without permission. I’d worshipped Diana’s feet, licked her pussy, let her finger me to orgasm in a bathroom.

And I hadn’t told Victoria.

Every time my phone buzzed with a message from her, my stomach dropped. Did she know? Could she somehow sense my betrayal? But her messages were normal—instructions for our Friday session, reminders to stay feminized, praise for how well I was adapting.

By 7 PM Friday, I was standing outside her apartment door, heart pounding, wearing the wig and makeup and women’s clothes that had become my new normal. I knocked.

Victoria opened the door wearing athletic shorts and a sports bra, her feet bare with fresh pink polish. My eyes immediately dropped to her feet—I couldn’t help it—and the familiar ache of need started in my chest.

“Come in, sissy,” she said warmly.

I entered, and she closed the door behind me. “Strip down to your panties and cage.”

I obeyed mechanically, my hands shaking slightly as I removed my clothes. When I stood in just pink lace and the pink cage, Victoria circled me slowly.

“Good week?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Classes went well? People are seeing you as feminine?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Any… incidents? Anything I should know about?”

My mouth went dry. Did she know? Was this a test?

“No, Mistress Victoria. Nothing significant.”

She studied me for a long moment, her amber eyes searching my face. Then she smiled. “Good. I’m proud of you. You’ve been so obedient.”

The guilt intensified. I didn’t deserve her pride.

“Today is special,” Victoria continued. “Today we’re going to see Nurse Claire. She’ll examine you and start you on hormones. Real feminization begins.”

My stomach fluttered. “A nurse? Someone else will see me like this?”

“Claire is discreet. She specializes in… clients like you. Sissies, feminization cases. She’s the best.” Victoria checked her phone. “Our appointment is in thirty minutes. Get dressed—feminine clothes, full presentation.”

Thirty minutes later, we were in the backseat of an Uber heading to a medical building on the other side of town. I fidgeted with my wig nervously.

“Relax,” Victoria said. “Claire is going to become very familiar with your body over the coming months. You might as well get comfortable with her now.”

The “clinic” was on the third floor of a nondescript office building. The waiting room was empty—apparently Claire scheduled her special clients carefully. A receptionist barely looked up as we entered, just gestured toward a hallway.

“Room 3. She’s expecting you.”

Victoria led me down the hallway to Room 3 and knocked. The door opened immediately.

Nurse Claire was striking—late twenties or early thirties, with a short blonde bob, grey-blue eyes behind black-frame glasses, and a white medical coat over a professional blouse and short skirt. She looked clinical and professional, but there was something in her smile that suggested she enjoyed her work.

“Victoria, good to see you.” Claire’s eyes shifted to me. “And this must be Alexis. Come in, both of you.”

The examination room was standard medical setup—examination table with stirrups, cabinets full of supplies, a desk with a computer. But there were also items I didn’t expect: restraints attached to the table, various toys and devices on a side shelf, measurement tools that looked more intimate than standard medical equipment.

“Strip down to your cage and panties,” Claire instructed me, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The sound made me shiver. “I need to do a baseline examination before we start hormones.”

I looked at Victoria, who nodded encouragingly. With trembling hands, I removed my dress, bra, and wig, standing before Claire in just my pink panties and pink cage.

Claire circled me slowly, making notes on a clipboard. “Height?”

“Five-eight,” I said quietly.

“Weight approximately… one-thirty-five?” She touched my arm, feeling the muscle tone. “Minimal body hair. Naturally smooth skin. Good.” She felt my chest. “No breast development yet, obviously. Nipples are naturally sensitive?”

I nodded, embarrassed as her fingers tested my nipples, which hardened immediately under her touch.

“Very responsive. Excellent.” She made more notes. “Turn around. Bend over and touch your toes.”

I obeyed, bending forward, fully aware of how exposed I was. I felt Claire’s gloved hands on my ass, pulling my panties down slightly to examine me.

“No anal training yet?” she asked Victoria.

“Just fingers,” Victoria confirmed. “Nothing substantial.”

“We’ll work on that.” Claire pulled my panties back up and had me straighten. “On the table. Legs in the stirrups.”

My face burned as I climbed onto the examination table and positioned my legs in the stirrups, spreading myself wide. Claire moved between my legs, removing my panties completely.

“Now let’s see this cage.” She touched it clinically, examining the lock, the fit, the sizing. “Pink CB-6000, ten-centimeter capacity. How long has he been locked?”

“Three weeks,” Victoria said.

“Good start.” Claire unlocked the cage with Victoria’s key, and my cock sprang free—desperate and aching after three weeks confined.

Claire produced a small ruler and measured me carefully. “Ten centimeters when fully erect. Just under four inches.” She made notes. “This will shrink significantly on hormones. Expect eight centimeters within two months, six centimeters by four months, possibly down to four centimeters within six months.”

“That small?” I gasped.

“That small,” Claire confirmed. She touched my cock clinically, checking blood flow, sensitivity. Even her clinical touch after three weeks of denial made me gasp. “Very responsive. Leaks easily. Good signs for feminization.” She released my cock and replaced the cage, locking it firmly. “Back to prison for you.”

The cage clicked shut, and despite everything, I felt a sense of relief. It belonged there now.

“Sit up,” Claire instructed. When I did, she produced a syringe. “First hormone shot. This is a testosterone blocker plus estradiol. You’ll also take daily pills, but the injection gives us a baseline boost.”

She swabbed my arm and injected the medication smoothly. I felt a small pinch, then warmth spreading through my arm.

“Done.” Claire disposed of the syringe and pulled out a pill bottle. “Take one of these every morning. Set an alarm. Missing doses will slow your progress.”

She handed the bottle to Victoria, who pocketed it.

“Now,” Claire said, returning to stand in front of me. “Let me explain what’s going to happen to your body over the next several months.”

She walked me through everything: breast development (A-cup by month three, possibly B-cup by month six), penis shrinkage (detailed timeline I’d heard from Victoria), skin softening, body hair reduction, fat redistribution to hips and ass.

“Your nipples will become extremely sensitive,” Claire added. “You’ll essentially go through female puberty. Mood swings are possible. Increased emotionality. Some patients cry more easily.”

“Will I… will I still be able to function? Sexually?” I asked.

Claire smiled. “Your penis will become mostly decorative. But you’ll develop other erogenous zones—nipples, prostate, skin sensitivity. You’ll learn to cum from your ass instead of your cock. It’s called a sissygasm. Much more intense than penile orgasms, actually.”

Victoria smiled at that. “She’s already experienced that with someone else,” she said, and I felt a flush of shame remembering Diana.

“Good,” Claire said. “That’ll make the transition easier.” She made more notes on her clipboard. “Any questions?”

“How… how permanent is this?” I asked.

“Breast development is mostly permanent. Even if you stop hormones, the breasts won’t disappear completely, though they may reduce slightly. Penis shrinkage is semi-permanent—you’ll regain some size if you stop, but not all of it. The longer you’re on hormones, the less reversible it becomes.” Claire looked at me seriously. “This is a commitment. You need to be sure.”

I looked at Victoria, who watched me with those amber eyes.

“I’m sure,” I said.

“Good girl,” Victoria said softly.

Claire cleaned up her supplies. “Come back in two weeks for a follow-up. We’ll measure progress, adjust dosages if needed. And Victoria—make sure she’s taking the pills every day.”

“I will,” Victoria promised.

As we left the clinic, I felt different. The injection site on my arm tingled. The pill bottle in Victoria’s purse represented a commitment I’d just made to permanently change my body.

“How do you feel?” Victoria asked in the Uber home.

“Scared,” I admitted. “But also… excited. This is really happening.”

“Yes, it is.” Victoria squeezed my hand. “You’re becoming exactly what I want. My perfect sissy girl.”

Back at Victoria’s apartment, she pulled out the pill bottle Claire had given her. “You start these tomorrow morning. Eight AM. Set an alarm now.”

I pulled out my phone and set the reminder: “Take hormone pill - 8 AM daily.”

“Good,” Victoria said. “Now, let’s celebrate this commitment. Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees immediately, and Victoria sat on the couch, placing her feet on the coffee table in front of me.

“You’ve been good this week. Obeyed my commands. Feminized yourself publicly. Took your first hormone pill. So tonight, I’m going to reward you.”

My cage strained. Reward could mean anything—more foot worship time, maybe touching her, maybe even an orgasm though I doubted it.

“Worship my feet while I read,” Victoria said, picking up a book from the side table. “I’m going to ignore you completely. You can worship as long as you want, but I won’t acknowledge you at all. No praise, no commands, no interaction. Just you and my feet.”

She opened her book and started reading, and I crawled forward to her feet.

Being ignored while worshipping should have been degrading. And it was. But it was also freeing. No pressure to perform, no worry about technique or pleasing her. Just me and her perfect feet.

I started with soft kisses along her left foot, my lips moving from her ankle to her toes. Then I let my tongue slip out, dragging long, slow licks along her sole. She tasted clean, slightly of lotion, with just a hint of natural salt that made my cock throb in its cage. Perfect.

I took her big toe into my mouth, sucking hard, my tongue swirling around it, tracing every contour. I could feel the delicate bones beneath soft skin, the way her flesh yielded to the pressure of my lips. Above me, Victoria turned a page in her book, completely unconcerned with what I was doing. Like I was furniture. Like my worship was so expected, so automatic, that it didn’t even warrant attention.

The thought made my cage strain painfully, precum leaking steadily now.

I worked methodically, giving each toe individual attention—sucking, licking, kissing. My tongue traced between each toe, tasting the slightly salty crevices, cleaning her thoroughly. I kissed her arch, my lips pressing reverently against the high curve, then dragged my tongue along the length of her sole from heel to toes in one long, worshipful stroke. My jaw started to ache after twenty minutes, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. This was my purpose. This was what I was made for.

Victoria turned another page. Shifted slightly. Completely ignored me.

I moved to her right foot, starting the process over. Soft kisses along her ankle, working my way to her toes. I took each toe into my mouth one by one, sucking hard enough to hollow my cheeks, my tongue working frantically. My cock leaked steadily into my panties, a wet spot forming and spreading, but I didn’t care. I would worship her feet forever if she let me.

At some point—thirty minutes? Forty?—Victoria’s hand moved between her legs. She started touching herself while reading, her fingers working her clit through her shorts. I could hear the soft rustle of fabric, the tiny hitches in her breathing. I worshipped harder, more desperately, my tongue working faster, my lips sucking her toes deeper into my mouth, desperate to contribute to her pleasure even if just as background ambiance to her reading.

She came quietly, her breathing hitching sharply, her toes curling hard in my mouth, pressing against my tongue. I sucked them through her orgasm, feeling the tension in her foot, the way her muscles flexed. Then she relaxed, uncurled her toes, went back to reading like nothing had happened.

I kept worshipping. My tongue was exhausted, raw even. My jaw ached deeply. My knees hurt from kneeling on hardwood for so long. But I didn’t want to stop.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Victoria closed her book. “Enough.”

I sat back on my heels, my face wet with saliva and her sweat, my cock aching desperately in the cage.

“How long was that?” Victoria asked.

“I don’t know, Mistress Victoria. An hour? More?”

“Ninety minutes. You worshipped my feet for ninety minutes without a single complaint.” She looked pleased. “Most boys can barely manage ten. But you’re not most boys, are you?”

“No, Mistress Victoria.”

“You’re my sissy. My foot slave. And you’re going to get so much better at this.” She stood, stretching. “Now, let me show you something.”

She walked to her bathroom and I followed, confused. She opened a cabinet and pulled out a small pink device—a razor.

“You’ll shave every day,” she said. “Legs, chest, arms, ass, everywhere. I want you completely smooth. This razor is yours.” She handed it to me. “Start tonight. Show me you’re committed.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

She gestured to her shower. “Go ahead. I’ll wait.”

I stepped into her shower, turning on the water and letting it warm up. The pink razor sat in my hand, light and feminine. I started with my legs, carefully shaving away the sparse hair, then my chest, my arms, under my arms, my ass. Every stroke removed more masculinity, left me smoother, more feminine.

When I finished and stepped out, Victoria handed me a towel and examined my work. “Good. Much better. You look softer already.”

She ran her hands over my smooth skin, and I shivered. “Hormones will make this easier. Hair will grow slower. But keep shaving. I want you perfectly smooth at all times.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Good. Now get dressed. I’m taking you somewhere tomorrow.”

“Where, Mistress Victoria?”

“You’ll see. It’s a surprise. But wear your feminine clothes. And bring your swimsuit.”

“I don’t have a—”

“A women’s swimsuit. I’ll buy you one tomorrow. We’re going to the beach.”

My stomach flipped. The beach. In public. In a women’s swimsuit. Where anyone could see my cage, my smooth body, my feminized appearance.

“Don’t look so terrified,” Victoria laughed. “It’ll be fun. You’ll see.”

I got dressed in my regular clothes—though “regular” now meant women’s jeans, androgynous shirt, the wig. My male clothes felt like costumes now. These clothes felt real.

“Take this,” Victoria said, handing me the pill bottle. “One every morning. Set an alarm so you don’t forget.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“And sissy?” She stepped close, her hand cupping my face. “I’m proud of you. You’re becoming exactly what I want. Beautiful, obedient, devoted. My perfect foot slave.”

The praise made me glow despite my guilt about Diana. “Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

“You’re welcome. Now go home. Rest. Tomorrow is going to be a big day.”

I left her apartment and took the subway home, the pill bottle in my pocket feeling heavier than it should. I’d just committed to permanent body changes. To growing breasts. To shrinking my cock. To becoming visibly, undeniably feminized.

In my dorm room, I set an alarm for 8 AM: “Take hormone pill.” Then I stripped down to my panties and cage and looked at myself in the mirror.

Smooth skin from shaving. Slightly feminine face from the wig and makeup I’d removed. Pink cage between my legs. Pink panties hugging my hips.

I already looked like a sissy. The hormones would just make it official.

I climbed into bed and tried to sleep, but my mind raced. Tomorrow, the beach. In a women’s swimsuit. With Victoria. And possibly other people. Public feminization at a new level.

And Diana’s words kept echoing: I’m better than Victoria.

Was she? Victoria was transforming me, owning me, making me into something new. But Diana had given me the best orgasm of my life and promised more.

I didn’t know what I wanted. I didn’t know who I should choose.

All I knew was that I was caged, denied, and desperate. And that wasn’t going to change anytime soon.

My phone buzzed one last time before I fell asleep.

MistressV: Sweet dreams, sissy. Tomorrow you take another step toward being mine completely. I can’t wait.

I fell asleep with my hand on my caged cock, the ache of denial lulling me into restless dreams of feet and submission and becoming someone I didn’t recognize.

Someone better. Someone Victoria wanted me to be.

Someone I was terrified of becoming but couldn’t resist being.


Chapter 6: First Public Outing

Saturday morning, my 8 AM alarm woke me with a reminder: “Take hormone pill.” I fumbled for the bottle on my nightstand, shook out one small blue pill, and swallowed it dry.

Day two of feminization. My body would start changing now. Slowly, invisibly at first, but changing.

The thought made my caged cock try to swell, creating the familiar morning ache. I lay there for a few minutes, adjusting to the discomfort, before dragging myself out of bed.

Victoria had texted me instructions while I slept:

MistressV: Meet me at the mall at 11 AM. Entrance near Nordstrom. Wear your wig, makeup, and feminine clothes. We’re shopping for your beach outfit.

The mall. Public. Fully feminized. My stomach twisted with anxiety and excitement.

I showered, shaved everywhere carefully, and started the process of becoming presentable. The wig went on first—I was getting better at adjusting it to look natural. Then makeup: foundation to smooth my skin, mascara to make my eyes pop, subtle lip gloss. I chose a pair of women’s skinny jeans that hugged my hips and a loose shirt that hung ambiguously.

Looking in the mirror, I saw a girl. Or at least an androgynous person leaning heavily feminine. Nobody would immediately clock me as a boy. I hoped.

The subway ride to the mall was nerve-wracking. Every glance from other passengers felt like judgment, but most people didn’t even look at me. The few who did just saw another young person headed to the mall. Nothing special. Nothing worth staring at.

I found Victoria waiting near the Nordstrom entrance, looking effortlessly beautiful in a sundress that showed off her legs. When she saw me, she smiled. “There’s my pretty sissy.”

My face burned. “Mistress Victoria, someone might hear—”

“Relax. Nobody’s paying attention.” She linked her arm through mine. “Come on. First stop: swimsuits.”

She led me into a store I’d never entered before—a women’s clothing boutique with racks of dresses, swimsuits, and lingerie. A saleswoman approached immediately, smiling brightly.

“Can I help you ladies find anything?”

Ladies. She’d gendered me female without hesitation. My cage strained.

“We’re looking for swimsuits,” Victoria said smoothly. “Something cute for my friend here.”

“Of course! What size are you, hon?” The saleswoman looked at me expectantly.

I had no idea. I looked at Victoria helplessly.

“She’s probably a small or medium,” Victoria answered for me. “Top and bottom. Maybe a one-piece to start?”

The saleswoman nodded, leading us toward the swimwear section. “We have some adorable one-pieces that just came in. Very flattering…”

She pulled several suits off the rack—all distinctly feminine. Bright colors, ruffles, cutouts. Victoria selected a few, including a pink one-piece with a low-cut back.

“Try this one,” Victoria said, handing me the pink suit.

The saleswoman pointed me toward the dressing rooms. “Let me know if you need a different size!”

In the privacy of the dressing room, I stripped down to my panties and cage. The cage was clearly visible through the thin pink fabric of the panties, creating an unmistakable bulge. If I wore the swimsuit, everyone would see it.

I pulled the one-piece on anyway. It fit snugly, hugging my smooth body, the leg openings high-cut and feminine. The neckline showed off my flat chest—still flat, though hormones would eventually change that. And between my legs, the cage created a small but noticeable bulge.

“Come out,” Victoria called. “Let me see.”

I hesitated, then stepped out of the dressing room. Victoria’s eyes lit up.

“Perfect. You look adorable.” She circled me, examining the fit. “The bulge is barely noticeable. Most people won’t look closely enough to see.”

“Mistress Victoria, I can’t wear this in public—”

“You can and you will.” She lowered her voice. “This is part of your training. Getting comfortable being seen as feminine. Trusting me. Now go change back. We’re buying this one.”

I changed back into my regular clothes and we went to the register. Victoria paid—over a hundred dollars for one swimsuit—while the saleswoman chatted about beach weather.

“Enjoy your beach day, ladies!” she called as we left.

Ladies. Again. It was getting easier to hear.

“Next stop,” Victoria said, leading me through the mall, “lingerie. You need better bras for when your breasts grow in.”

We entered a Victoria’s Secret—the irony wasn’t lost on me—and Victoria immediately started pulling bras off racks. Training bras in sizes 32A and 32B. “These will fit once you start developing,” she explained.

At the register, a different clerk rang us up. “Is this for you or a gift?” she asked me directly.

“For me,” I heard myself say.

“Great! Our bras are super comfortable. You’ll love them.”

Another gendering. Another person seeing me as female without question.

We left with bags of lingerie and Victoria led me through the mall toward the food court. We were passing by a bookstore when I heard a voice call out.

“Victoria!”

We both turned. A woman was approaching—late thirties or early forties, professionally dressed in a pencil skirt and blouse, with dark hair pulled back in a neat bun. She wore glasses and carried herself with an air of authority that made me instinctively nervous.

“Mrs. Brooke!” Victoria smiled warmly. “What a surprise.”

“Shopping day?” Mrs. Brooke’s eyes shifted to me, and I saw something flash in her expression—recognition? Amusement? “And who is this lovely young lady?”

My heart hammered. Victoria wouldn’t—

“This is my friend, Alexis,” Victoria said smoothly. “Alexis, this is Mrs. Brooke. She teaches at the university.”

I extended my hand automatically. “Nice to meet you, Mrs. Brooke.”

Mrs. Brooke shook my hand, her grip firm, her eyes studying my face carefully. “Alexis. What a pretty name.” She turned back to Victoria. “Are you both students at the university?”

“I am,” Victoria confirmed. “Alexis is… considering enrollment.”

“How wonderful.” Mrs. Brooke’s smile was pleasant but her eyes were sharp. “What would you be studying, Alexis?”

“I… I’m not sure yet,” I stammered.

“Well, if you do enroll, I hope you’ll consider my class. I teach Women’s Studies—very relevant to young women finding their place in the world.” She emphasized “women” just slightly, and I felt my cage strain with anxiety.

Did she know? Could she tell?

“We should probably get going,” Victoria said. “Lunch reservation.”

“Of course. It was lovely seeing you, Victoria. And meeting you, Alexis.” Mrs. Brooke stepped closer to me, lowering her voice slightly. “A word of advice, dear—when you do enroll at the university, make sure you present yourself authentically. We have a very… accepting community. Especially for students with unique circumstances.”

She patted my arm gently, gave Victoria a knowing smile, and walked away toward the bookstore.

I stood frozen, my mind racing. Victoria tugged me toward the food court.

“Did she… did she know?” I whispered once we were out of earshot.

Victoria laughed softly. “Mrs. Brooke knows everything. She’s part of our community—a dominant herself, actually. Very well-connected.”

“And she recognized me? As a—”

“As a sissy? Probably. She’s very perceptive.” Victoria found us a table and sat down. “Don’t worry. She’s trustworthy. And if you do end up enrolling at the university, having her as an ally will be invaluable.”

My stomach was still churning. “Why didn’t you warn me?”

“Because you need to get used to being seen, Alexis. Being recognized for what you are. Not everyone will be hostile. Some people—like Mrs. Brooke—will be supportive.” Victoria pulled out her phone. “Besides, I texted her last night that we might run into her. She wanted to meet you.”

“You what?”

“Relax.” Victoria ordered our food on her phone. “Mrs. Brooke is important. She runs… let’s call it a specialized program at the university. For students like you. Sissies, submissives, people living alternative lifestyles. If you continue down this path with me, you’ll probably end up in that program eventually.”

The idea was both terrifying and intriguing. A whole program for sissies?

“How do you feel?” Victoria asked between bites of her sandwich when it arrived.

“Strange, Mistress Victoria. But also… right, somehow. Like this is what I’m supposed to be doing.”

“Good. Because tomorrow, we’re taking it further. Beach day with Jenna. You’ll meet her officially.”

“Jenna?”

“My best friend. She knows about you. About what you are. She’s excited to meet my new sissy.”

My stomach dropped. “Another person knows?”

“Of course. Did you think this would stay secret forever?” Victoria smiled. “Jenna is trustworthy. She won’t tell anyone you don’t want her to. But she’s part of my life, which means she’s part of yours now.”

After lunch, we went to two more stores—one for makeup where Victoria taught me about better foundation techniques, and another for shoes. Women’s sneakers in my size, plus a pair of low heels.

“Start practicing walking in these,” Victoria instructed. “You’ll need to wear heels eventually.”

By the time we finished shopping, I had bags full of feminine clothes, makeup, and accessories. Victoria had spent nearly a thousand dollars on me. I felt guilty and grateful and overwhelmed.

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria. This is too much—”

“Nonsense. I’m investing in my property. Making you into what I want.” She hailed us a cab—we had too many bags for the subway. “Besides, seeing you embrace your feminine side is reward enough.”

The cab dropped me at my dorm, and I smuggled my bags inside, hoping my roommate wouldn’t question why I had Victoria’s Secret and women’s clothing store bags. Luckily, he was out.

I laid everything on my bed, looking at my new wardrobe. Bikinis, bras, panties in every color. Makeup. Heels. All the tools I needed to be Victoria’s perfect sissy.

My phone buzzed.

MistressV: Tomorrow. Beach. 10 AM. I’ll pick you up. Wear the pink swimsuit under your clothes. And sissy?

Me: Yes, Mistress Victoria?

MistressV: I’m proud of you. Today you passed as female in public all day. Nobody clocked you. Nobody questioned you. You’re becoming her. The girl you’re supposed to be.

Her. Not him. Her.

I looked in the mirror, still wearing the wig and makeup. Victoria was right. I did look like a girl. I did pass. And some part of me—maybe the part that had always been there, hiding—loved it.

I spent the evening practicing makeup techniques Victoria had taught me, trying on different outfits, learning to walk in the low heels. My roommate came home around 10 PM, saw me in full feminine attire, and stopped dead.

“What the fuck, Alex?”

I froze. “I can explain—”

“Are you… trans? Or is this a kink thing?”

“I…” How did I explain this? “It’s complicated.”

He stared at me for a long moment, then shrugged. “Whatever, dude. Do your thing. Just warn me before you bring anyone over.”

And just like that, my roommate knew. And didn’t care.

Maybe this could work. Maybe I could live as feminine, as Alex becoming Alexis, and people would just… accept it.

That night, I slept in a pink nightgown Victoria had bought me, the cage between my legs a constant reminder of who I belonged to.

Tomorrow was the beach. Tomorrow was public exposure at a new level. Tomorrow was another step toward being Victoria’s completely.

And despite my nervousness, I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 7: Beach Day and QOS Tattoo

The beach trip was scheduled for Saturday—Victoria’s idea of “rewarding” my public feminization progress. She’d texted me the details Thursday night, along with a shopping list of items I needed to pick up before we left.

One item made my cage strain uncomfortably: temporary tattoos. Specifically, the kind that said “QOS” with a spade symbol.

I knew what it meant. Queen of Spades. The symbol for women who preferred black men. But why would Victoria want me wearing one?

I didn’t dare ask.

Saturday morning arrived with perfect beach weather—sunny, warm, with a light breeze. I met Victoria and her friend Jenna at the parking lot near the beach entrance. Jenna was athletic and pretty, with long black hair parted to the left and an easy smile that made her seem approachable despite being one of Victoria’s close friends.

“Hey, Alex!” Jenna waved as I approached. “Or should I say Alexis now?”

My face burned. “Um, either is fine.”

Victoria laughed. “She’s still getting used to her new name.” She looked me over approvingly. I was wearing a tank top and shorts over my new pink bikini, with sandals and sunglasses. My wig was secured carefully, styled in loose waves. “Did you bring everything?”

I patted my beach bag. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jenna raised an eyebrow at the title but didn’t comment. “Cool. Let’s hit the sand!”

We found a spot not too crowded, laid out our towels, and set up our little beach camp. Victoria and Jenna stripped down to their bikinis immediately—Victoria’s was red and perfectly accentuated her curves, while Jenna’s was black and sporty.

“Your turn, Alexis,” Victoria said, eyes glinting with mischief.

My heart hammered. I pulled off my tank top slowly, revealing the pink bikini top. The small A-cup budding of my breasts was barely noticeable, but the bikini gave the illusion of more. Then came the shorts. The pink bikini bottoms were tiny, and my cage created a noticeable bulge.

Jenna’s eyes widened slightly. “Oh. Is that—”

“A chastity cage,” Victoria said casually. “Alexis is locked up. Aren’t you, sissy?”

I wanted to sink into the sand. “Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

Jenna grinned. “That’s hot. How long?”

“Three weeks so far,” Victoria answered for me. “And at least another week to go.”

“Damn.” Jenna looked at me with new interest. “You must be desperate.”

I was. My cage strained constantly now, leaking whenever Victoria was near—which was always. “Yes,” I admitted.

“Good girl for being honest.” Victoria sat on her towel and stretched her legs out. Her feet were perfect as always—painted toes in bright red polish, soft soles that I’d worshipped dozens of times. My eyes immediately locked onto them.

Victoria noticed. She always noticed. “Alexis has a thing for feet, Jenna.”

“Really?” Jenna wiggled her toes. “Like, a fetish?”

“A total obsession.” Victoria smiled wickedly. “Show her, Alexis. Stare at my feet.”

I couldn’t help it. My gaze was glued to Victoria’s perfect feet, memorizing every curve and line. My mouth actually watered.

Jenna laughed. “Oh my god, you’re drooling. That’s adorable.”

“Pathetic,” Victoria corrected, but her tone was affectionate. “But useful. Alexis will do anything for my feet.”

“Anything?” Jenna tested, putting her own feet near mine. “Even worship mine?”

I glanced at Victoria for permission. She nodded. “Go ahead. Show Jenna what a good foot slut you are.”

Trembling, I leaned forward and kissed the top of Jenna’s foot. Her skin was warm from the sun, slightly sandy. I licked the sand away gently, then kissed her toes one by one.

“Holy shit,” Jenna breathed. “This is amazing. I could get used to this.”

Victoria smirked. “Be careful. Once you have a foot slave, you won’t want to give them up.” She leaned back on her elbows, watching me service Jenna’s feet. “That’s enough. Come back to mine.”

I immediately shifted to Victoria’s feet, kissing her soles with reverence. This felt right. This was home.

“See?” Victoria said to Jenna. “Totally obsessed.”

After a few minutes of worship that left me leaking and desperate, Victoria pulled her feet away. “Okay, time for the tattoos. Lay down, Alexis.”

I obeyed, lying flat on my towel. Victoria pulled out the temporary tattoo sheets from her bag—the QOS symbols were large and bold.

“Where do you want them?” Jenna asked, examining the designs.

“One on her lower back, right above her bikini line,” Victoria said. “And one on her upper thigh. Make them visible.”

Jenna peeled the backing off the first tattoo and pressed it onto my lower back. The cool wetness of the application made me shiver. After thirty seconds, she peeled away the paper, revealing the black spade symbol with “QOS” beneath it.

“Perfect tramp stamp,” Jenna said approvingly.

The second tattoo went on my upper thigh, just below where my bikini bottom ended. Now anyone who looked at me would see the symbols and know what they meant—or at least think they knew.

“Why Queen of Spades?” I asked quietly.

Victoria traced her finger over the tattoo on my back. “Because it’s humiliating. And because I like the idea of people thinking you worship big black cock.”

“Do you?” Jenna asked me directly.

I didn’t know how to answer. “I… I haven’t…”

“She hasn’t had any cock yet,” Victoria clarified. “But she will eventually. Won’t you, sissy?”

The thought made my cage strain painfully. “If you want me to, Mistress.”

“Good answer.” Victoria patted my ass. “Now let’s go play volleyball. There’s a game starting up.”

I looked where she pointed. A group of people—mostly college-aged—were setting up a net on the sand, calling out for players.

“Victoria, I can’t—the cage is visible, the tattoos—”

“Which is exactly why you’re going to play.” Victoria stood and pulled me to my feet. “Come on. Time to be seen.”

My heart hammered as we approached the volleyball group. There were maybe eight people already—men and women in various swimwear. They looked up as we approached.

“Need more players?” Victoria called out.

“Yeah! Join us!” A tall guy with a friendly smile waved us over. “You three know how to play?”

“Sure,” Jenna said confidently.

We split into teams—Victoria, Jenna, and I ended up on opposite sides. The game started, and I tried to focus on the ball, but I was hyperaware of my body. My budding breasts jiggled slightly in the bikini top with every movement. The bikini bottom rode up, making the QOS tattoo on my thigh clearly visible. And worst of all, every time I jumped, my cage shifted, the bulge noticeable to anyone who looked closely.

“Nice spike!” someone called after I managed to hit the ball over the net.

I was actually playing okay—adrenaline and nervousness keeping me focused. But after about ten minutes, during a water break, one of the guys on my team leaned over.

“Hey, uh…” He looked uncertain. “I don’t mean to pry, but… are you trans? Or like, gender-fluid or something?”

My face burned. “I… it’s complicated.”

“Cool, cool. Just asking ’cause I saw…” He gestured vaguely at his crotch, clearly referring to my cage bulge. “Wanted to make sure I used the right pronouns. She/her?”

“Y-yes. She/her.”

“Awesome. Great playing, by the way.” He jogged back to his position like it was the most normal conversation in the world.

Victoria was watching from across the net, a pleased smile on her face. She’d orchestrated this—forced me into a situation where I had to be seen, acknowledged, gendered female in public.

We played for another twenty minutes. By the end, I was sweaty, exhausted, and my breasts were definitely more noticeable from the movement and exertion. When the game ended, several people high-fived me, treating me exactly like one of the girls.

“That was fun!” Jenna said as we walked back to our towels. “You’re actually pretty good at volleyball.”

“Thanks,” I said, still processing the experience.

“And did you see?” Victoria added quietly. “Nobody cared. They gendered you female. They accepted you. This is your life now, Alexis.”

After the volleyball, Victoria suggested we cool off in the ocean. The three of us waded into the water together, the cool waves a relief against my overheated skin.

We splashed around for a bit, playing like normal friends at the beach. But then Jenna spotted someone she knew further down the shore and swam off to say hi, leaving Victoria and me alone in waist-deep water.

“You were perfect today,” Victoria said, wrapping her arms around my neck. “Playing volleyball, being seen, accepting the gendering. I’m proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered, hyperaware of how close our bodies were in the water.

Suddenly, I felt hands grab me from behind—different hands, not Victoria’s. Stronger, more aggressive. Before I could react, I was pulled underwater, saltwater flooding into my nose.

I surfaced sputtering and gasping, turning to find Diana standing behind me, grinning wickedly. She wore a black bikini that contrasted dramatically with Victoria’s red one, the top barely containing her large breasts.

“Diana!” Victoria’s voice was sharp, cutting through the sound of waves. “What are you doing here?”

“Public beach, Victoria. I can be wherever I want.” Diana’s hands were still on my waist underwater, hidden from anyone watching from shore. Her fingers dug into my skin possessively. “Besides, I heard through the grapevine that you’d be here today. Thought I’d crash the party.”

“Let go of her,” Victoria said, swimming closer, her face tight with anger.

“Or what?” Diana’s hands moved lower, sliding over my hips, finding my cage through the thin fabric of my bikini bottom. “Ooh, still locked up tight. How long has it been now, sissy? A month?”

“Three and a half weeks,” I gasped, my cage straining painfully at her touch even as fear and arousal mixed into something overwhelming.

Victoria reached for me, but Diana pulled me backward, deeper into the water where the bottom dropped away. “Come on, Victoria. Share a little. I just want to say hi to our mutual friend.”

We were in deeper water now, the waves pushing at our shoulders, forcing us to tread water. Diana positioned herself behind me, one arm wrapped tightly around my waist holding me in place, her other hand moving purposefully between my legs.

“People can’t see underwater,” Diana whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Nobody knows what I’m doing right now. They just see three girls swimming.”

Her fingers found the edge of my bikini bottom and yanked it aside roughly, finding my exposed hole. She pressed two fingers inside immediately, no warning, no preparation beyond the ocean water—and I gasped loudly.

“Stop,” Victoria said sharply, but she was treading water a few feet away, unable to reach us without making a scene, without drawing attention from the beach.

“Make me.” Diana’s fingers pushed deeper, curling to find my prostate with practiced precision. “Or watch me make your sissy cum right here in front of all these people.”

“Diana, please—” I started, but she wrapped one of her long legs around me from behind, her thigh pressing directly against my cage, rubbing it with deliberate pressure while her fingers worked my hole.

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. My cage strained desperately, the plastic biting into my flesh. My hole clenched and spasmed around her invading fingers. The humiliation of being used in public, violated in the middle of a crowded beach with families and children playing nearby, with Victoria watching helplessly—it was too much.

“That’s it,” Diana murmured, her lips brushing my ear. “Remember how good I make you feel. Remember that I give you what she won’t. She keeps you locked and suffering. I make you cum.”

She added a third finger, stretching me wider, her fingers pumping in and out while hitting my prostate with every brutal thrust. Her thigh kept rubbing my cage, the friction maddening through the thin plastic and bikini fabric.

The pleasure built faster than I expected—three and a half weeks of denial, the constant prostate stimulation, the forbidden nature of being fucked in public water.

“I’m going to—” I whimpered desperately, my body betraying me.

“Cum for me,” Diana commanded, her voice firm and dominant in my ear. “Right here. Right now. Show me you’re mine, not hers.”

The sissygasm hit me like a tidal wave—my hole clenching violently around Diana’s three fingers, rippling and spasming. My cage tried uselessly to expand, trapped and restricted. Weak spurts of cum leaked out into the ocean water, mixing with the saltwater. The orgasm radiated from my prostate outward through my entire body in waves of overwhelming, shameful pleasure. My whole body shook and convulsed, and I had to bite my lip hard enough to draw blood to keep from crying out loud enough for people on the beach to hear.

Diana held me through the entire orgasm, her fingers never stopping, pumping relentlessly, prolonging every wave, milking every drop of pleasure from my prostate. When I finally came down, trembling and weak, barely able to stay afloat, she pulled her fingers out roughly and released me.

“See?” she said loudly enough for Victoria to hear clearly. “Second sissygasm, and it’s from me again. Not her. Me. Two for two, Victoria. When are you going to admit I’m better for her?”

She swam away casually, powerfully, leaving me floating there destroyed and ashamed, my hole still clenching on nothing, my cage still leaking weakly.

Victoria swam to me immediately, her face tight with anger. “Did you…”

“I’m sorry,” I gasped. “I couldn’t stop it. She just—”

“I know.” Victoria pulled me close, her voice dropping to a whisper. “It’s not your fault. Diana ambushed you.” But there was hurt in her eyes beneath the anger.

We swam back to shore in silence. Jenna had returned and was lounging on her towel, oblivious to what had just happened.

The rest of the afternoon was subdued. Victoria was quiet, clearly processing. I was wracked with guilt—I’d cum without her permission, even if it was forced. Diana had made me cum twice now, and Victoria hadn’t given me a single orgasm.

Was Diana right? Was she better for me?

After another hour of swimming and sunbathing, Jenna announced she needed to head back to campus. She hugged Victoria, then surprised me by hugging me too.

“This was fun,” she said. “We should hang out more. I like having another girl to beach with.”

Another girl. She was fully accepting me as female now. The thought made my cage strain again.

After Jenna left, Victoria suggested we check out the changing rooms before leaving. The beach had a row of private outdoor shower stalls and changing rooms, basic wooden structures with lockable doors.

Victoria pulled me into one of the changing rooms, locked the door behind us, and immediately sat on the small bench inside.

“Kneel,” she commanded.

I dropped to my knees without hesitation. The wooden floor was rough, slightly sandy, but I didn’t care. Victoria’s feet were right in front of me, still wet from the ocean, covered in a light dusting of sand.

“Clean them,” she said simply.

I leaned forward eagerly and began licking the sand from her feet, starting with her toes. My tongue dragged along her skin, tasting the gritty sand, the salt from the ocean, the slight sweat. The mixture was unusual but intoxicating. I worked methodically, sucking each toe deep into my mouth, my tongue swirling to clean every crevice, licking between each toe to remove every grain of sand, then moving to her soles with long, worshipful strokes.

Victoria leaned back against the wall, legs spreading wider, eyes half-closed, a small smile playing on her lips. “Such a good foot slave. You love this, don’t you? Love tasting my feet no matter where we are, no matter how dirty they are?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled around her toes, my words muffled.

“Say it properly. Pull back and tell me exactly what you love.”

I pulled back slightly, strings of saliva connecting my lips to her toes. “I love worshipping your feet, Mistress Victoria. I love how they taste—salt and skin and sand. I love how they feel against my tongue, soft and perfect. I love serving you. I love being on my knees for you.”

“Good girl.” She pressed her foot harder against my face, her sole covering my nose and mouth briefly, cutting off my air. Then her toes slid forcefully into my mouth, three at once, stretching my jaw wide. “Keep going. Don’t stop until I say.”

I worshipped her feet with desperate intensity—licking long strokes from heel to toes, sucking each toe individually and in groups, my tongue working frantically between them, tasting every inch. My jaw ached after ten minutes. After twenty, my tongue was getting tired, the muscles burning. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. This was heaven. This was purpose. This was everything I was made for.

Victoria’s breathing changed, becoming heavier, faster. Her thighs pressed together, rubbing slightly, her hips shifting on the bench. I realized she was getting aroused from my worship, from watching me debase myself on the dirty floor of a public changing room. The knowledge made my cage strain painfully, desperately hard against the plastic.

“Touch yourself,” she said suddenly, her voice breathy with arousal.

“Mistress?”

“Touch your pussy. I want to see you try to get off while you worship my feet. Show me how desperate and pathetic you are.”

I reached down between my legs with one hand, the other still supporting her foot to my mouth, fingers finding the front of my bikini bottom. The cage was a solid barrier beneath the thin wet fabric, preventing any real stimulation. I rubbed hard through the fabric anyway, pressing desperately, the pressure barely perceptible through the hard plastic prison, completely useless.

“Such a useless little clitty,” Victoria murmured, watching me struggle and fail to feel anything. “You can’t even touch yourself properly anymore. That cage makes sure of it. You’re completely dependent on me for pleasure. Completely helpless.”

She was right. I kept worshipping her feet desperately, my tongue never stopping, kept rubbing my caged clitty uselessly through my bikini, desperate and denied and completely, utterly hers. The humiliation of it—being so turned on, so needy, but unable to do anything about it—made me moan pathetically around her toes.

Victoria’s foot pressed harder against my face, the sole covering my nose and mouth, almost smothering me. I had to turn my head slightly just to breathe through my nose. Her other foot moved to my chest, pressing against my small breasts through my bikini top, pushing me back slightly against the wall. She was using me as furniture now, as an object to brace herself against while she pleasured herself.

“I’m going to cum,” she announced breathlessly, her voice trembling. “From your tongue on my feet. From watching you struggle like a desperate little slut. And you’re going to watch and not get anything.”

Her hand moved between her own legs, yanking her bikini bottom aside roughly. Her fingers found her clit and started rubbing frantically, fast and hard, while I licked her feet, while my own arousal went completely unsatisfied. I watched from my position on the floor, transfixed, as her face flushed deep red and her eyes glazed over with pleasure, her mouth falling open.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her hips bucking against her fingers. “Fuck, yes, keep licking—suck my toes—yes—oh god—”

She came with a loud cry that echoed in the small changing room, her body tensing and shaking violently, her toes curling hard in my mouth, pressing painfully against my tongue. Her pussy visibly clenched and released, her fingers still frantically working her clit through the waves, her thighs squeezing together. I kept licking desperately through her entire orgasm, my tongue never stopping, devotion and worship and desperate unfulfilled need all mixed together, wanting nothing more than to please her.

When she finished, she left her foot pressed firmly against my face, her toes still deep in my mouth, while she caught her breath, her chest heaving.

When she finished, she pulled her feet away from my face and smiled down at me. “Good girl. You made Mistress cum.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said automatically, my voice hoarse.

“You’re still denied though.” She stood up, adjusting her bikini. “Come on. Let’s get changed and head home.”

I stood on shaky legs, my own arousal still unsatisfied, my cage still painfully tight. Victoria had cum from my worship, and I got nothing.

And somehow, that felt right.

We changed back into our street clothes—me back into my shorts and tank top, hiding the pink bikini and QOS tattoos underneath. As we walked back to Victoria’s car, I caught glimpses of the temporary tattoo on my lower back in my phone’s camera. The black spade symbol was bold and unmistakable.

I was marked now. Branded as something I wasn’t sure I understood yet, but that Victoria wanted me to be.

The drive back was quiet. I sat in the passenger seat, exhausted and denied, watching the scenery pass by. My mind kept replaying the feeling of Victoria’s feet against my tongue, the taste of salt and sand, the way she’d cum from my worship.

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

Just as we were pulling into the parking lot near my dorm, my phone buzzed with a text. I glanced at it, expecting something from Victoria.

It wasn’t from Victoria.

Unknown Number: Saw you at the beach today, sissy. Nice tattoos. Bet you’d look even better with my feet in your face instead of hers. Meet me at the coffee shop on 5th Street tomorrow at 2 PM. Come alone. —Diana

My blood ran cold. Diana had been at the beach? Had she been watching us the whole time?

Victoria noticed my expression. “What’s wrong?”

I hesitated, then showed her the text.

Her jaw tightened. “That bitch. She’s escalating.”

“Should I go?”

“No. Absolutely not.” Victoria’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel. “She’s trying to steal you from me. Don’t engage with her.”

But as Victoria drove away and I walked back to my dorm, I couldn’t help wondering: what would Diana do if I did show up? What did she want?

And more dangerously: why was part of me tempted to find out?

That night, alone in my dorm room, I stood in front of my mirror wearing just the pink bikini. The QOS tattoos were clearly visible on my lower back and thigh. My small breast buds pushed against the bikini top. My cage created an obvious bulge in the bottoms.

I looked like a feminized sissy slut, marked and owned.

And my cock strained uselessly in its cage, leaking at the sight of what I was becoming.

I pulled out my phone and stared at Diana’s message. My thumb hovered over the keyboard, torn between obedience to Victoria and curiosity about what Diana offered.

Finally, I typed a response: I’ll think about it.

I deleted it before sending.

Instead, I opened my photo gallery and found the pictures Victoria had taken of me at the beach—me in the pink bikini, the tattoos visible, my expression a mix of embarrassment and arousal.

I stared at those images until I fell asleep, my caged clitty aching, my mouth remembering the taste of Victoria’s perfect feet.

Three weeks locked. At least one more to go.

How much longer could I survive like this?


Chapter 8: Nightclub Cuckolding

“We’re going out tonight,” Victoria announced on Thursday evening. “Somewhere special. A place where you’ll fit right in.”

I was at her apartment for our usual Thursday session—these had become a regular part of my week. Monday, Wednesday, Friday foot worship. Thursday training. Tuesday and weekends for assignments and self-maintenance.

“Where, Mistress Victoria?”

“A nightclub downtown. Fetish-friendly. Lots of dominants and submissives.” She pulled out a garment bag from her closet. “I bought you something to wear.”

Inside was a short black dress—barely long enough to cover my ass—made of stretchy fabric that would hug every curve. Along with it: black heels, five inches tall, and black lace panties.

“Put these on. We leave in an hour.”

An hour later, I stood in front of Victoria’s full-length mirror, barely recognizing myself. The dress clung to my body, emphasizing my budding A-cup breasts and the slight curve of my hips from four weeks of hormones. The heels made my legs look longer, more feminine. My wig was styled in loose waves, makeup perfectly applied.

And between my legs, my cage created a barely-visible bulge beneath the tight dress.

“You look perfect,” Victoria said, circling me approvingly. “Like a proper sissy slut. Ready to be shown off.”

My cage strained at her words. “Yes, Mistress.”

The nightclub was called Entropy—a fetish club in the warehouse district. As we approached the entrance, I could see people in all forms of alternative attire: leather, latex, lingerie, and everything in between. The bouncer—a muscular woman in a leather harness—looked me over and smiled.

“First time?” she asked me directly.

“Y-yes.”

“You’ll love it. Lots of pretty sissies inside tonight.” She stamped my hand and waved us through.

Inside, the club was dark with pulsing colored lights and thumping bass. The dance floor was packed with bodies grinding together. I saw several other feminized men like me—some in dresses, others in lingerie, all clearly submissive to the dominant women they accompanied.

Victoria led me to the bar first. “Water for you. I want you completely aware of everything that happens tonight.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

She ordered herself a cocktail and we found a spot near the edge of the dance floor where we could watch the crowd. Victoria sat on a barstool, her legs crossed elegantly, one foot dangling near my leg. I couldn’t help but stare at her feet—red heels tonight, matching her tight red dress.

“Eyes on me,” Victoria commanded, snapping her fingers.

I looked up immediately. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Now, tonight is about testing your devotion. About pushing your limits.” She sipped her drink slowly. “I’m going to dance with other people tonight. Men, probably. Alpha men who could actually fuck me properly, unlike you with your tiny caged clitty.”

My stomach twisted. “Mistress—”

“You’ll watch. You’ll see what a real man looks like compared to what you’ve become. And you’ll accept it, because you’re mine and you do what I command.” Her amber eyes locked onto mine. “Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I whispered, though every word felt like a knife.

“Good girl.” She finished her drink and stood. “Stay right here. Don’t move.”

She walked onto the dance floor, moving with confident grace. Within seconds, a tall man approached her—easily over six feet, muscular build, the kind of masculine presence I’d never had even before feminization.

Victoria smiled at him. Accepted his hand. Began dancing with him.

I watched, frozen in place, as they moved together. His hands found her waist. She pressed her body against his. The dress she wore left little to the imagination, and I could see his hands sliding lower, groping her ass through the thin fabric.

My cage strained painfully. Jealousy and arousal mixed into something sick and overwhelming.

They danced through two songs. His hands roamed everywhere—her hips, her ass, her lower back. At one point, she turned around and ground her ass against his crotch, and I could see the bulge in his pants. A real cock. Probably eight inches or more. Everything I wasn’t and never would be.

Victoria glanced over at me once during the second song, her eyes meeting mine across the dance floor. She smiled—sweet and cruel—then turned her attention back to the alpha male grinding against her.

After the third song, she finally returned to where I stood, slightly flushed from dancing.

“Enjoy the show?” she asked, her voice teasing.

“I…” I couldn’t find words.

“You hated it. I can see that.” She stepped closer, her hand reaching down to feel the front of my dress. My cage was rock-hard inside the plastic, straining desperately. “But you’re also leaking. Your body loved watching me with a real man.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress—”

“Don’t apologize for your body’s reactions. That’s what makes you such a perfect sissy. You get turned on by your own humiliation.” She pulled her hand away. “Come on. Let’s go somewhere more private.”

She led me through the club to a back hallway, then into what looked like a private VIP room. Inside was a couch, a small table, and softer lighting. The music from the main club was muffled here.

Victoria sat on the couch and immediately kicked off her heels. Her bare feet—perfect, red-painted toes, soft soles—rested on the coffee table in front of her.

“Kneel,” she commanded.

I dropped to my knees instantly, my eyes locked on her feet. Despite the jealousy still burning in my chest, despite the confusion and hurt, her feet drew me like gravity.

“You watched me with that man,” Victoria said conversationally. “You saw his hands on my body. You saw how much bigger and stronger he is than you.” She wiggled her toes. “Did you like it?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Liar. Your cage says otherwise.” She placed one foot on my face, her sole pressing against my lips. “Open your mouth.”

I obeyed, and her toes slid inside. I sucked them automatically, my tongue working around each one, tasting the slight sweat from dancing.

“Here’s the truth, sissy,” Victoria said, her other foot moving to press against my caged clitty through my dress. “I could fuck that man if I wanted to. I could take his big, real cock and let him fuck me properly while you watch. And you couldn’t stop me, because you’re not a man anymore. You’re a sissy. A foot slave. Your clitty is useless for anything except decoration.”

The pressure of her foot against my cage was maddening. I moaned around her toes.

“But I’m not going to fuck him,” Victoria continued. “Want to know why?”

I nodded desperately, still sucking her toes.

“Because you’re mine. And even though you’re pathetic and feminized and completely inadequate as a sexual partner, you’re my pathetic sissy. I don’t want anyone else’s mouth on my feet. I don’t want anyone else’s tongue worshipping me. Just yours.”

She pulled her toes from my mouth and placed both feet on the floor in front of me. “So you’re going to worship my feet right here, in this club, while people fuck and dominate and live their fantasies all around us. And you’re going to show me that you’re grateful I chose you despite everything you can’t give me.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I gasped. “Thank you, Mistress.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her left sole, kissing reverently. The taste of her skin, slightly salty from dancing, was heaven. I licked from her heel to her toes, my tongue savoring every inch.

“That’s it,” Victoria sighed, leaning back on the couch. “Worship them properly. Show me devotion.”

I took her big toe into my mouth, sucking gently, my tongue swirling. Above me, Victoria’s hand moved between her own legs, touching herself through her dress.

“You’re so much better at this than any alpha male could be,” she murmured. “They don’t understand worship. They don’t understand devotion. But you… you were made for this.”

I worked methodically—each toe individually, licking between them, kissing her arch, worshipping her instep. My cage was straining desperately, leaking into my panties, but I didn’t care. This was purpose. This was meaning.

Victoria came quietly after twenty minutes, her hand working her clit while my mouth worked her feet. Her toes curled in my mouth, her breathing hitched, and then she was shaking slightly with orgasm.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded.

I kept worshipping through her orgasm and after, my jaw beginning to ache but my devotion unwavering.

After another thirty minutes, Victoria finally pulled her feet away. “Enough. Stand up.”

I stood on shaky legs, my knees sore from kneeling on the hard floor. My face was wet with saliva. My cage was aching desperately.

Victoria stood and pressed her body against mine, one hand reaching down to feel my caged clitty through my dress. “You’re soaked. You leaked through your panties.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress—”

“I’m not.” She kissed me—rare tenderness—then whispered in my ear: “That man on the dance floor could never make me feel the way your worship does. Remember that. You’re not inadequate. You’re exactly what I need.”

The words made something in my chest expand with warmth. “Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

“Now let’s get you home. You’ve earned rest.” She put her heels back on and led me out of the VIP room, through the club, and into the cool night air.

The Uber ride back was quiet. I sat next to Victoria, holding her hand, my mind replaying the evening. The jealousy of watching her dance with another man. The relief when she chose my worship over his cock. The overwhelming devotion I felt for her feet, for her control, for her ownership of me.

At my dorm, Victoria walked me to the door—unusual for her.

“Four weeks locked now,” she said. “How does it feel?”

“Normal, Mistress. I don’t remember what it’s like to be uncaged.”

“Good.” She cupped my face with both hands. “You’re becoming exactly what I want. Beautiful, obedient, devoted. My perfect little foot slave.”

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

“Sweet dreams, sissy. See you Monday.”

I watched her walk away, my heart full and my cage aching. Inside my dorm room, I stripped down to just my cage and panties, looking at myself in the mirror.

Budding breasts. Feminine curves. Tiny caged clitty. I was transforming into something new. Something that belonged entirely to Victoria.

And tonight had proven it: even when confronted with “real men,” even when humiliated by comparison, I chose her feet over my pride.

Because I was hers. Completely.

My phone buzzed with a text from Victoria:

MistressV: You were perfect tonight. I’m proud of you. Next time, I might actually let him touch me more, just to see how you handle it. Would you still worship my feet after watching me grind on his cock?

I stared at the message, my cage straining.

Me: Yes, Mistress. Always. Your feet own me more than jealousy ever could.

MistressV: Good girl. That’s exactly the answer I wanted. Sleep well, my devoted little foot slut.

I fell asleep that night with the taste of her feet still on my tongue and the image of her toes burned into my mind.

Four weeks locked. More weeks to come. And tonight had proven that no amount of humiliation, no comparison to “real men,” could break my devotion to Victoria’s perfect feet.

I was hers. Forever.


Chapter 9: Diana’s Claim

Monday morning, I woke up with the familiar ache of my cage and the guilt of yesterday still weighing on me. Diana had made me cum—again—without Victoria’s permission. Even though it was forced, even though I couldn’t stop it, I’d still betrayed Victoria.

I pulled out my phone and saw a text from Victoria from late last night:

MistressV: We need to talk about what happened. But not now. I need time to think. Take your hormone pill. Go to classes. We’ll discuss consequences later.

My stomach twisted. Consequences. That couldn’t be good.

I dragged myself through my morning routine—hormone pill, shower, feminine clothes that had become my default now. The wig, the makeup, the women’s jeans and top. I looked like a girl. I was passing as a girl. But inside, I felt like a mess.

Classes were a blur. I couldn’t focus on the lectures, my mind constantly replaying the beach scene. Diana’s fingers inside me. The sissygasm I couldn’t prevent. Victoria’s hurt expression.

Between classes, I was walking through the mostly empty humanities building when someone grabbed my arm and pulled me into an unlocked classroom.

The door slammed shut behind me. Diana stood there, locking the door with a satisfied smile.

“Hey, sissy. Miss me already?”

My heart hammered. “Diana, let me out. I can’t—Victoria is already upset with me.”

“Because of yesterday?” Diana laughed, moving closer. “That was just a warm-up. Today, I’m going to prove once and for all that I’m better for you than she is.”

She backed me up against the teacher’s desk at the front of the classroom. The room was empty—it was between class periods, and this building was rarely used on Mondays.

“Diana, please—”

“Shh.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Victoria keeps you locked and denied. She teases you, edges you, makes you suffer. But I give you pleasure. I make you cum. Which one of us actually cares about your needs?”

“Victoria cares—”

“Victoria cares about control. About ownership. About making you into her perfect little foot slave.” Diana’s hands moved to my hips, pulling my body against hers. “But I care about making you feel good.”

Her lips found my neck, kissing wetly before biting hard enough to leave marks. My cage strained immediately, painfully—four weeks locked now, and my body responded to any sexual touch with desperate, overwhelming need.

“I shouldn’t,” I whimpered weakly. “Victoria will—”

“Victoria will what? Punish you?” Diana pulled back, her dark eyes burning into mine with intensity. “She punishes you anyway. You’re always being punished. Denial, humiliation, degradation. When was the last time she actually rewarded you with real pleasure? With an actual orgasm?”

I couldn’t answer. Victoria’s rewards were always more foot worship time, more denial, more control. Never actual sexual release. Never relief.

“Exactly.” Diana’s hands were rough and aggressive as she reached down and yanked my shirt up, exposing my budding A-cup breasts in their thin sports bra. She pulled the bra up harshly, freeing my breasts completely, and immediately her hot mouth found my right nipple, sucking hard.

I gasped loudly, my back arching off the desk involuntarily. The hormones had made my nipples incredibly sensitive—every touch, every suck sent electric jolts of pure pleasure straight to my caged clitty. Diana sucked hard, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh, her tongue swirling and flicking rapidly, and I moaned desperately despite myself, despite knowing this was wrong.

“That’s it,” she murmured hotly against my wet skin. “Let me make you feel good. Let me give you what she won’t.”

Her hands moved urgently to my jeans, roughly unbuttoning them and yanking them down along with my panties in one aggressive motion. I was fully exposed now—bare from the waist down except for my pink cage, my jeans and panties tangled around my ankles, my small breasts exposed and wet from her mouth.

Diana lifted me bodily onto the teacher’s desk, spreading my legs wide and pushing them back toward my chest. She knelt between my spread thighs, her face level with my caged clitty, her eyes hungry.

“This cage is pathetic,” she said, touching it with one finger, making it rock slightly. “Victoria’s locked you away like a prisoner, like you’re nothing. But I can still make you cum without even unlocking it. I can make you feel better than she ever has.”

Her fingers moved lower purposefully, finding my exposed hole. Two thick fingers pushed inside immediately—no warm-up, no gentle teasing, no preparation. Just aggressive, brutal penetration that made me gasp and cry out, my hands gripping the edge of the wooden desk desperately.

“You’ve been stretched,” Diana noted with satisfaction, immediately starting to finger-fuck me roughly, hard and fast. “Has Victoria been training your hole? Opening you up?”

“N-no,” I gasped, struggling to form words. “Just… your fingers before. And once she—she used—”

“Used a dildo on you?” Diana smiled wickedly, predatorily. “Good. That means you can take more. Much more.”

She pulled her two fingers out, then immediately pushed three fingers inside, stretching me wider, forcing my hole to accommodate the increased girth. She curved them expertly, hitting my prostate dead-on with every hard, punishing thrust. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming—building faster and more intensely than it ever had with Victoria, more urgent, more demanding.

“Here’s the thing about sissygasms,” Diana said conversationally, casually, even as her three fingers absolutely destroyed me, pounding into my hole relentlessly. “They’re more intense than regular orgasms. More full-body. More mind-breaking. And I’ve gotten very, very good at giving them.”

She curled her fingers viciously, hitting my prostate dead-on with brutal force, and I cried out—far too loud for an empty classroom, my voice echoing off the walls. Diana’s free hand immediately clamped hard over my mouth, cutting off the sound.

“Quiet, sissy. Unless you want someone to find you like this—tits out, jeans down, legs spread, getting finger-fucked like a whore on a teacher’s desk.”

The image made my cage strain even harder, painfully. The humiliation of potentially being caught, of being discovered in this debased position, mixed with the overwhelming physical pleasure, creating an intoxicating, irresistible cocktail of shame and arousal that made my head spin.

Diana’s fingers moved faster, harder, more aggressive. Pounding. Punishing. Her thumb found my perineum and pressed down hard, stimulating my prostate from outside and inside simultaneously, doubling the intense pressure.

“I’m going to make you cum,” she said firmly, her voice absolute with command. “Hard. Harder than Victoria ever has. Harder than you’ve ever cum in your life. And then you’re going to remember this every single time she denies you. You’re going to remember that I give you what she won’t. That I’m better.”

“Diana, I can’t—I’m Victoria’s—I belong to—”

“You’re not Victoria’s. You’re just a desperate sissy who deserves pleasure instead of constant suffering. And I’m going to give it to you.” She pulled out briefly, then forced four fingers inside—the stretch was intense, burning, almost painful, my hole straining to accommodate the massive intrusion, but the overwhelming pressure on my prostate was incredible, unbearable. “Cum for me. Right now.”

It wasn’t a request. It was a command, an order that demanded obedience. And my traitorous body obeyed immediately.

The sissygasm crashed over me like a violent tidal wave—more intense than the beach assault, more intense than anything I’d ever felt before in my entire life. My hole clenched violently, rhythmically around Diana’s four thick fingers, spasming and rippling. My cage spasmed uselessly, weak spurts of watery cum dripping pathetically out onto the wooden desk below me, pooling there. But the real orgasm was internal, deep—radiating from my prostate outward through my entire body in waves of overwhelming, shameful, mind-shattering pleasure that made me see stars.

I came for what felt like entire minutes, my body convulsing uncontrollably, my back arching off the desk, my mind going completely blank except for pure white-hot sensation. Diana kept finger-fucking me brutally through the entire thing, never slowing down, prolonging every wave, making it last, milking every drop of pleasure from my prostate.

When I finally came down, I was sobbing—not from sadness, but from the sheer intensity of it. My whole body trembled. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t process. Could only feel.

Diana pulled her fingers out slowly and wiped them on a tissue from the desk. “Three sissygasms now. All from me. Zero from Victoria. Think about that, Alexis. Really think about who’s better for you.”

She pulled my panties and jeans back up, adjusting my clothes like nothing had happened. My bra and shirt back into place. She even fixed my wig, which had shifted during the orgasm.

“You look properly fucked,” she said with satisfaction. “Victoria’s going to know just by looking at you.”

“Why are you doing this?” I asked weakly.

“Because I want you. And because I hate watching Victoria keep you locked and suffering when I could be making you happy.” Diana cupped my face with both hands. “Leave her. Come to me. I’ll unlock you, fuck you properly, let you cum whenever you want. All you have to do is choose me.”

“I… I can’t.”

“Can’t? Or won’t?” Diana’s grip tightened slightly. “What does Victoria give you that I don’t? Foot worship? I have feet too. Control? I can control you just as well. Love? Please. She loves owning you, not you.”

“She—”

“Think about it,” Diana interrupted. “That’s all I ask. Think about what you actually want. Pleasure or denial. Orgasms or suffering. Me or her.”

She unlocked the classroom door and left without another word, leaving me sitting on the teacher’s desk, destroyed and confused and still leaking from my cage.

I sat there for several minutes, trying to collect myself. My body was still humming from the sissygasm—the third one Diana had given me. Meanwhile, Victoria had kept me locked for four weeks with zero orgasms granted willingly.

Was Diana right? Was Victoria just using me? Was I confusing control with care?

But then I thought about Victoria’s feet. The taste of her skin. The feeling of her toes in my mouth. The overwhelming devotion I felt when I worshipped her. That wasn’t just about orgasms. That was about something deeper.

Wasn’t it?

I pulled out my phone. Two texts were waiting:

MistressV: Come to my apartment tonight at 8 PM. We need to discuss yesterday. And don’t be late.

Unknown (Diana): Bet you’re still leaking from how hard I made you cum. Remember: I’m always here. Ready to give you what she won’t. —D

I deleted Diana’s message. Block blocked her number. Again.

Then I stared at Victoria’s message, my stomach churning with anxiety. Tonight, I’d face the consequences of what Diana had done to me.

And I’d have to decide: was I going to tell Victoria about what just happened in the classroom? Or was I going to keep it secret and let the guilt eat me alive?

The rest of the day passed in a fog. I went to my afternoon classes but absorbed nothing. My mind kept replaying Diana’s words, Victoria’s hurt expression from the beach, and the overwhelming physical sensation of the sissygasm.

By 8 PM, I was standing outside Victoria’s apartment door, heart hammering, palms sweating. I knocked.

Victoria opened the door. She looked tired—like she hadn’t slept well. Her amber eyes searched my face immediately.

“Come in,” she said quietly.

I entered, and she closed the door behind me. We stood in her living room in silence for a long moment.

“Strip,” Victoria finally said. “I want to see you.”

I obeyed, removing my clothes piece by piece until I stood in just my cage and bra. Victoria circled me slowly, examining me like she had the first day we met.

“You smell like sex,” she said quietly.

My blood ran cold.

“And your hole is stretched more than it was yesterday. Someone’s been inside you today. Multiple fingers.” She stopped in front of me, her eyes hard. “Want to tell me what happened? Or should I guess?”

Tears started streaming down my face. “I’m sorry. Diana—she caught me between classes—locked classroom—I tried to say no but she—”

“She made you cum,” Victoria finished. “Again.”

I nodded miserably.

Victoria was quiet for a long time. When she finally spoke, her voice was soft but firm.

“Diana is actively trying to steal you from me. She’s proving that she can give you orgasms while I keep you denied. She’s trying to make you choose her.”

“I don’t want—”

“Let me finish.” Victoria held up a hand. “She’s trying to make you choose based on who makes your cock feel good. But that’s not what this is about, is it?”

I looked up at her, confused.

“This,” Victoria gestured between us, “isn’t about orgasms. It’s about devotion. Worship. Surrender. You don’t serve me because I make you cum. You serve me because worshipping my feet fulfills something deeper in you.”

She sat on the couch and placed her bare feet on the coffee table. Immediately, despite everything, my eyes locked onto them. My mouth watered.

“See?” Victoria said softly. “Even now, after Diana just made you cum a few hours ago, you’re still desperate for my feet. That’s not about orgasms. That’s about who you truly belong to.”

“I belong to you, Mistress Victoria,” I whispered.

“Then prove it.” She wiggled her toes. “Worship my feet right now. Show me that Diana’s orgasms mean nothing compared to this.”

I dropped to my knees immediately and crawled to her feet. I pressed my lips to her sole—soft, perfect, heaven—and began worshipping with desperate devotion.

“That’s my good girl,” Victoria murmured. “My perfect little foot slave. Diana can make you cum all she wants. But she’ll never own you the way I do.”

I worshipped Victoria’s feet for hours that night. And despite the three sissygasms Diana had given me, despite the temptation and confusion, I knew Victoria was right.

I belonged to her. Completely.

And that had nothing to do with orgasms.


Chapter 10: Breasts Budding

Two weeks passed in a blur of classes, hormone pills, and daily tasks from Victoria. The micro cage became my new normal—so small and restrictive that I barely remembered what it felt like to be uncaged. My cock had shrunk further, now barely able to fill even this tiny cage.

But the most significant change was happening to my chest.

It was Thursday morning when I woke up and immediately noticed the difference. My chest felt… heavy. Not much, but noticeably more than yesterday. I sat up in bed and looked down.

My breasts had grown overnight—or at least, it seemed that way. What had been small buds yesterday were now fuller, rounder, unmistakably breast-shaped. Small mounds that created the slightest curve.

I touched them hesitantly. They were sensitive, almost sore, and definitely real. These weren’t just buds anymore. These were actual breasts.

A-cup. Small but undeniable.

My phone buzzed with a text from Victoria:

MistressV: Send me a topless pic. I want to see how much you’ve grown.

My face burned, but I obeyed. I stood in front of my mirror, positioned my phone, and took a photo of my bare chest. The breasts were clearly visible—small mounds, feminine, with small pink nipples that were slightly puffy and extremely sensitive.

I sent the photo.

Victoria’s response came immediately: Perfect! A-cup confirmed. The hormones are really taking effect. Come to my apartment after class. We need to go bra shopping.

Bra shopping. I needed real bras now, not the training bras I’d been wearing. The realization hit me: I had breasts. Real, feminine breasts. This wasn’t temporary or easily reversible. My body was changing in ways that would be difficult to hide.

Classes that day were torture. I wore a sports bra under a loose hoodie, trying to compress my chest, but I could still feel them—heavy, present, unmistakably there. Every time I moved, every time I breathed, I was aware of their weight.

At lunch, I caught two guys staring at my chest. They could see the curves even through my hoodie. One of them whispered something to his friend and they both laughed.

I was passing as someone with breasts now. Whether I wanted to or not.

After my last class, I went straight to Victoria’s apartment. She opened the door wearing a tight crop top that showed off her own perfect breasts, and her eyes immediately went to my chest.

“Let me see,” she demanded.

I pulled off my hoodie and sports bra, standing topless in her living room. Victoria circled me, examining my breasts from every angle.

“These are beautiful,” she said, reaching out to cup them. Her touch made me gasp—they were incredibly sensitive. “A nice A-cup. Perfect for this stage. And they’ll keep growing. The hormones don’t stop working just because you’ve hit one size.”

“How big will they get?” I asked nervously.

“Depends on your genetics and how long you stay on hormones. Could be B-cup eventually, maybe C after a catalyst injection.” She squeezed gently, and I moaned involuntarily. “They’re so sensitive, aren’t they?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. That makes them more fun to play with.” She leaned down and took one nipple into her mouth, sucking gently.

The sensation shot straight to my caged cock, which strained uselessly in the micro cage. Victoria’s mouth on my nipple felt incredible—almost as good as when I worshipped her feet. Different pleasure, but just as intense.

She pulled back, leaving my nipple wet and even more sensitive than before. “We’ll play more later. First, shopping. I want to get you properly fitted.”

The lingerie store was the same one we’d visited before, where the saleswoman Michelle had helped us. She recognized us immediately when we walked in.

“Back again! And oh my goodness, look at you!” Michelle’s eyes went straight to my chest. “You’ve developed so much since last time. Are you on hormones, hon?”

I nodded, face burning.

“They’re working wonderfully. You’ve got beautiful breasts.” She pulled out a measuring tape. “Let’s get you properly fitted. Come with me to the back.”

In the private fitting area, Michelle measured me expertly—around my ribs, across my chest, calculating. “You’re a 32A,” she announced. “Perfect proportions. Let me pull some options for you.”

She returned with an armful of bras—lacy ones, plain ones, sports bras in A-cup. Victoria selected several, including a bright pink bra with light padding.

“Try this one,” Victoria said, handing me the pink bra.

I put it on, adjusting the straps and cups. The bra fit perfectly, lifting and shaping my breasts, creating cleavage that looked… real. Feminine. Like I’d been born female.

“You look beautiful,” Victoria said softly, standing behind me in the mirror. “Look at yourself, Alexis. Really look.”

I stared at my reflection. Long hair from the wig, feminine face with makeup, small breasts filling out a pretty pink bra, narrow waist, the bulge of my micro cage barely visible through my jeans. I looked like a girl. Completely, convincingly like a girl.

“I’m not a boy anymore,” I whispered.

“No,” Victoria agreed. “You’re becoming what you were always meant to be. My pretty sissy girl.”

We purchased six bras—various styles and colors. Michelle rang us up with a knowing smile, wishing us well as we left.

Back at Victoria’s apartment, she had me model each bra for her, taking photos to document my progress. With each outfit, she made me pose differently—hands on hips, turned to the side, bending forward to show cleavage.

“These are going in your transformation journal,” she explained. “So we can see how far you’ve come.”

After the photos, Victoria sat on the couch and gestured for me to kneel. I dropped immediately, my eyes automatically going to her bare feet.

“You’ve been such a good girl today,” she said. “No complaints about shopping, no hesitation about the bras. You’re accepting your new body so well.”

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

“I think you deserve a reward.” She wiggled her toes, and my mouth watered instantly. “You can worship my feet for thirty minutes. But while you do, I’m going to play with your new breasts. I want to see how sensitive they really are.”

I lifted her right foot to my face, pressing my lips against her sole. The familiar taste and texture of her skin made my cage strain immediately. I licked long, slow strokes up her sole, savoring every inch.

Victoria reached down and cupped my small breast through the pink bra, squeezing gently. The dual sensation—her foot against my tongue and her hand on my breast—was overwhelming. Pleasure radiated from both points of contact.

“Keep licking,” Victoria instructed. “Don’t stop no matter what I do.”

I focused on her foot, sucking her big toe into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it. Victoria’s hand moved under my bra, finding my bare breast, her fingers pinching my nipple.

I moaned around her toe, the sound muffled. The pinch sent pleasure-pain straight to my caged cock, which strained desperately in its tiny prison.

“So sensitive,” Victoria murmured, pinching harder. “I bet I could make you cum just from playing with your nipples eventually. But not today. Today you’re just going to suffer while you worship.”

She alternated between gentle caressing and sharp pinches, keeping me on edge while I worked her foot. I moved to her toes, sucking each one individually, licking between them, cleaning every inch with devoted attention.

Victoria’s breathing changed—she was getting aroused. Her hand between her legs confirmed it, rubbing through her yoga pants while her other hand continued to torment my breast.

“Switch feet,” she commanded.

I moved to her left foot, starting the worship process over. Victoria’s hand never stopped playing with my breast—squeezing, pinching, rolling my nipple between her fingers. The sensation was constant, overwhelming, impossible to ignore.

“You’re such a good foot slave,” Victoria praised, her voice breathy. “My perfect little sissy with perfect tits and a useless caged clitty. This is what you were made for.”

She came after twenty minutes, her hand working frantically between her legs while my tongue worked her foot. When she finished, she pressed her foot hard against my face, almost smothering me, her toes in my mouth.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Keep worshipping until time is up.”

I kept going, my jaw aching, my tongue tired, my breast throbbing from her attention. When the thirty minutes finally ended, Victoria pulled her foot away and smiled down at me.

“Good girl. Now, one more thing before you go.” She reached into a drawer and pulled out a small device—a vibrator, slim and discreet. “I’m going to teach you how to use this on your nipples. Since your clitty is locked and useless, you need other ways to feel pleasure.”

She turned on the vibrator and pressed it against my nipple. The sensation was electric—intense vibration directly on the sensitive flesh. I gasped, my cage straining.

“This won’t make you cum,” Victoria explained, moving the vibrator to my other nipple. “But it’ll keep you aroused and desperate. I want you to use this every night before bed. Ten minutes on each nipple. It’ll make them even more sensitive and train your body to associate breast play with pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed, already trembling from the vibration.

She turned it off and handed it to me. “Good. Now go home. Take your hormone pill. Use the vibrator. Dream about my feet.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. Thank you, Mistress.”

That night, alone in my dorm room, I followed Victoria’s instructions. I stood in front of my mirror wearing just panties and my micro cage, my new breasts bare and sensitive.

I turned on the vibrator and pressed it against my right nipple.

The pleasure was immediate and intense—not enough to cum, but enough to make my cage leak, enough to fog my mind with desperate arousal. I watched my reflection as I pleasured myself in this new way, seeing the girl I was becoming.

Breasts that bounced slightly when I moved. Nipples that responded to stimulation. A body that was undeniably feminine.

After ten minutes on each nipple, I was trembling and leaking, my mind full of Victoria’s feet and the memory of her hand on my breast.

I climbed into bed still aroused, still denied, but somehow satisfied in a new way.

My body was changing. And so was my mind.

I was Alexis now. Not Alex pretending to be Alexis. Just… Alexis.

And I was starting to like her.


Chapter 11: Shrinkage and the Smaller Cage

“Strip completely,” Claire commanded, her clinical voice echoing in the small examination room. “I need to see how much progress we’ve made.”

It had been six weeks since I started hormones, and Victoria had scheduled another appointment with Nurse Claire for measurements and assessment. I stood nervously in the center of the room, fully dressed in feminine clothes—a cute dress, bra underneath, panties, and my micro cage.

I obeyed, removing my dress first, then my bra. My breasts bounced slightly as they were freed—small A-cup buds, sensitive and real. Claire’s eyes assessed them professionally.

“Good breast development,” she noted, making a mark on her clipboard. “32A, right on track for this stage. Nipples are sensitive?”

“Very,” I confirmed.

“Good. That’s normal. Continue the hormone regimen.” She gestured to my panties. “Those too. I need to measure your penis.”

My face burned, but I pushed my panties down, revealing the micro cage. Claire knelt in front of me, examining the cage carefully.

“This is the micro cage Victoria mentioned. How long have you been in this one?”

“About two weeks, Mistress Claire.”

“And the previous cage before that?”

“Four weeks.”

“So six weeks total locked. Good.” She produced the key—Victoria had given it to her for this appointment—and unlocked the cage. The plastic fell away, and my cock was freed for the first time in weeks.

It was… smaller.

I’d known it was shrinking, but seeing it uncaged made the reality undeniable. My cock hung limp and small, maybe an inch and a half soft. Even when Claire touched it clinically, trying to stimulate it to full hardness, it only reached about eight centimeters.

Three inches hard. My cock had shrunk noticeably from its original four inches.

“Good shrinkage,” Claire noted, measuring with a small ruler. “Down from ten centimeters at baseline to approximately eight centimeters erect. The hormones and extended chastity are having the desired effect.” She released my cock and stood. “The question is: do we continue with the current regimen, or do we accelerate?”

“What does accelerate mean?” I asked nervously.

“Higher hormone doses. More aggressive shrinkage. Your penis could go down to six centimeters within another month. But it would also mean faster breast growth—possibly B-cup—and more dramatic hip widening.” She consulted her clipboard. “Victoria indicated she wants you fully feminized as quickly as possible. Is that still the goal?”

I thought about Victoria’s feet, about the worship sessions, about how completely she owned me. “Yes,” I said. “That’s the goal.”

“Then we’ll increase your dosage.” Claire produced a new bottle of pills—these were pink instead of blue. “Take two of these per day instead of one blue pill. Morning and evening. You’ll notice changes accelerating within a week.”

She measured my breasts next, confirming the A-cup size, then took photos from multiple angles for documentation. The clinical nature of it was humiliating but also oddly arousing—being examined and measured like a specimen.

“Now for the new cage,” Claire said, opening a drawer and pulling out a smaller cage. It was pink like the previous one, but noticeably smaller—designed for a smaller penis.

“This is a smaller pink cage,” Claire explained. “Maximum capacity about six centimeters. Your penis is currently eight centimeters hard, so it will be quite restrictive. The tight restriction will help encourage further shrinkage. Within a few weeks, you should adapt to it completely.”

She fitted the cage onto my soft cock, which disappeared almost completely inside the pink plastic. When she locked it, the cage was so small it looked like I barely had anything there at all.

“How does it feel?” Claire asked.

“Tight,” I admitted. “Really tight.”

“That’s intentional. The discomfort will discourage arousal, which will lead to further shrinkage.” She made another note. “Victoria has approved extended denial as well. You’re not to be released for at least six more weeks. Possibly longer.”

Six more weeks. That meant I’d be locked for three months total. Twelve weeks without any penile stimulation.

“Yes, Mistress Claire,” I agreed, because what choice did I have?

“Good girl. Now, let’s discuss your anal training.”

She gestured to the examination table. “Lie back. Legs in the stirrups.”

I climbed onto the table, positioning my legs in the stirrups as instructed. The position was vulnerable and exposing—my ass completely accessible, my tiny caged clitty visible, my breasts exposed.

Claire snapped on latex gloves—the sound making me shiver—and applied lube to her fingers. “I’m going to examine your prostate and assess your capacity. This may be uncomfortable.”

Her finger pressed against my hole, then slipped inside. One finger, then two, stretching me, working deeper. When she found my prostate, she pressed deliberately, and I gasped.

“Still very responsive,” Claire noted. “You’ve had some penetration—Victoria’s dildos, I assume?”

“Yes, Mistress Claire.”

“Good. But we need to stretch you more. Victoria wants you ready for larger sizes.” She worked her fingers expertly, stretching, pressing, making my hole accommodate more. “You should be wearing a plug daily. At least medium size. This will keep you stretched and ready.”

“Yes, Mistress Claire.”

She withdrew her fingers and produced a medium-sized plug—bright pink, about an inch and a half in diameter. “I’m going to insert this now. You’ll wear it home and keep it in for at least eight hours per day. More is better.”

The plug pressed against my hole, stretching me wider than Victoria’s fingers ever had. Claire pushed steadily, working it past the widest point, until it seated fully inside me with a soft pop.

I whimpered. The fullness was overwhelming, constant, impossible to ignore.

“Perfect,” Claire said, stepping back to admire her work. “You look very properly feminized now. Small tits, tiny caged clitty, plugged hole. This is what a sissy should look like.”

She took more photos—me on the table, legs spread, everything visible. The clinical documentation of my transformation.

“You can get dressed now,” Claire said. “Remember: two pink pills per day, plug for eight hours minimum, no orgasms for six weeks.”

I climbed off the table and got dressed, hyper-aware of the plug inside me with every movement. Walking felt different—the plug shifted slightly with each step, pressing against my prostate, keeping me in a constant state of low-level arousal.

Victoria was waiting in the reception area when I emerged. She took one look at my face and smiled. “How did it go?”

“New cage,” I said quietly. “Even smaller. And… a plug.”

“Show me.”

We went to her car in the parking lot. Once inside with the doors closed, Victoria made me pull down my panties to show her the new micro-mini cage.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, staring at it. “That’s so tiny. Your clitty is barely even there.”

“Claire said it’ll shrink more with this cage.”

“Good.” Victoria reached out and tapped the cage with one finger, making it bounce slightly. “Soon it’ll be completely useless. Just a decoration.” Her hand moved lower, finding the base of the plug. “And this?”

“I have to wear it eight hours a day. To stretch me.”

Victoria grinned. “Perfect. That means you’ll always be ready when I want to fuck you.” She pushed the plug slightly, making me gasp. “How does it feel?”

“Full. Constant. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Exactly as intended.” She pulled my panties back up. “Now, since you’ve been such a good girl today, I have a reward for you.”

We drove to Victoria’s apartment. Once inside, she sat on the couch and produced a large dildo from a drawer—thick, eight inches long, realistic in every detail.

“This,” Victoria said, holding up the dildo, “is what a real cock looks like. Eight inches. Thick. Powerful.”

She made me kneel in front of her, then held the dildo next to my caged clitty.

The comparison was devastating. The dildo was massive—easily four times the length of my caged penis, much thicker. My tiny caged clitty looked pathetic next to it.

“Look at that,” Victoria said, her voice mixture of mockery and affection. “This is a real cock. Yours is a clitty. See the difference?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I whispered, my face burning with humiliation.

“This dildo could please a woman. Your clitty…” She tapped my cage with one finger. “Your clitty is just decoration now. It’ll keep shrinking until it’s completely useless. And that’s exactly what we want.”

She set the dildo aside and patted her lap. “Come here. Lie down. Head in my lap.”

I obeyed, lying across the couch with my head resting on Victoria’s thighs. She ran her fingers through my hair gently, an unexpectedly tender gesture.

“You’re doing so well with your transformation,” she said softly. “I’m really proud of you, Alexis.”

The praise made my chest warm despite the humiliation. “Thank you, Mistress Victoria.”

“Claire showed me the photos. Your body is beautiful. So feminine already.” Her fingers kept stroking my hair. “In a few more months, you’ll pass completely. No one will ever know you weren’t born female.”

The thought was both terrifying and thrilling. Complete passing meant complete transformation. No going back.

“Does that scare you?” Victoria asked, reading my expression.

“A little,” I admitted.

“But it also excites you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. Fear and arousal together—that’s when the best transformations happen.” Her hand moved from my hair to my cheek, then down to my chest, cupping my breast through my dress. “These are going to get bigger. Probably C-cup, maybe D.”

“Yes, Mistress. Claire increased my hormones.”

“I know. I approved it.” Victoria squeezed my breast gently. “I want you to have big, sensitive tits that bounce when you walk. I want every movement to remind you that you’re not a boy anymore.”

Her words made my micro cage strain—painfully, given how restrictive it was. The plug inside me shifted, pressing against my prostate.

“And I want your clitty to shrink further. Six centimeters, maybe four. So small you can barely use it.” Victoria’s hand moved down my body, finding the cage through my dress. “So that the only reliable way you can cum is from your ass. Like a girl.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. Whatever you want.”

“What I want,” Victoria said, moving her legs slightly so my head shifted position, “is for you to worship my feet while I tell you about your future.”

She extended her legs, placing her bare feet near my face. I immediately shifted positions, kneeling on the floor between the couch and coffee table, lifting her right foot to my mouth.

The first lick was heaven—familiar, comforting, home. I worked my tongue along her sole, savoring the taste, while Victoria continued talking.

“In the coming weeks, you’ll continue feminizing. We’ll update your photos on social media. You’ll present as Alexis more and more—school, stores, everywhere. Gradually transitioning.”

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, moaning softly around it.

“By the end of your first transformation phase, you’ll have A-cup breasts confirmed, maybe growing toward B-cup. Your clitty will be down to six centimeters or less. You’ll start to see yourself as truly feminine.”

Her other foot pressed against my chest, feeling my breast through the dress.

“In six months, you’ll move in with me. You’ll be my live-in sissy maid. You’ll clean my apartment, cook my meals, and worship my feet whenever I demand it.”

The vision she painted made my cage strain desperately. Living with Victoria. Serving her constantly. Access to her feet every day.

“And eventually,” Victoria said, her voice dropping lower, “you’ll be so completely feminized and devoted that you’ll beg me to make it permanent. To never let you go back.”

I would. I knew I would. I was already halfway there.

I worshipped her feet for an hour—long, devoted attention to every inch. Victoria came twice from the worship, her hand working between her legs while my tongue worked her feet. Each time she came, she pressed her foot harder against my face, using me, owning me.

When the hour ended, I was a puddle of desperate, denied arousal. The plug kept my prostate stimulated. The micro cage prevented any real erection. My breasts felt heavy and sensitive. My mind was foggy with submission.

“Go home,” Victoria finally said. “Take your evening hormone pill. Wear your plug for eight hours. Use your nipple vibrator. Think about me.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. Thank you, Mistress.”

That night, I followed every instruction. The hormone pill went down easily—I barely tasted it anymore. The plug stayed firmly seated in my ass, a constant reminder of Victoria’s control. The vibrator on my nipples made me whimper and leak.

And when I finally fell asleep, I dreamed of Victoria’s feet and the feeling of her toes in my mouth.

Six more weeks until possible release.

Twelve weeks total locked.

My cock shrinking to eight centimeters.

My breasts growing to A-cup.

My mind surrendering to Victoria’s control.

And I couldn’t imagine wanting anything different.


Chapter 12: Public Life as a Girl

Eight weeks into hormones, three weeks in the smaller cage, and my body had transformed significantly.

My breasts were a solid A-cup now—small but visible, creating a subtle feminine curve. I could still wear loose hoodies to hide them if needed, but fitted clothing showed my developing shape. My face had softened, features becoming more feminine. My hips had widened slightly, creating a more feminine silhouette.

And my voice, while still masculine, was the main thing that gave me away.

Victoria decided it was time for me to live full-time as Alexis.

“No more switching back to boy mode,” she announced during one of our evening sessions at her apartment. “From now on, you’re Alexis everywhere. School, shopping, campus—everywhere. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“We need to update your wardrobe completely. This weekend, we’re going shopping properly. Dresses, skirts, feminine tops, heels. Everything.”

Saturday arrived with perfect shopping weather. Victoria picked me up early, and we headed to the mall—the same one where we’d shopped before, but this time with a different goal.

“Today, you’re buying a complete wardrobe for the girl you are,” Victoria explained as we walked through the entrance. “We’ll hit multiple stores. You’ll try on dozens of outfits. And you’ll do it all presenting as female without question.”

First stop: a department store with a large women’s section. Victoria led me straight to the dresses, pulling options off racks with practiced efficiency—cute sundresses, form-fitting cocktail dresses, casual day dresses.

“Try these,” she said, handing me an armful.

In the dressing room, I tried on dress after dress. Each one accentuated my curves differently—some highlighting my breasts, others showing off my legs, all of them unmistakably feminine. Victoria came in to inspect each outfit, adjusting straps, smoothing fabric, taking photos.

“This one,” she said, pointing to a tight red dress that hugged every curve. “You’re buying this. And this one.” A flowy pink sundress. “And definitely this one.” A little black dress that showed significant cleavage.

We purchased seven dresses.

Next stop: a lingerie boutique. Victoria selected matching bra and panty sets—lacy ones, silk ones, cotton ones for everyday. The saleswoman helping us was different from Michelle but equally accepting, treating me as just another woman shopping for intimate items.

“With breasts like yours, you’ll want good support,” the saleswoman advised, showing us bras with better construction. “These will keep everything in place even during activities.”

I tried on multiple bras, each fitting perfectly now that my breasts had stabilized at A-cup. Victoria selected five sets, including one particularly elaborate pink lace set.

“For special occasions,” she said with a wink.

Shoe store was next. Victoria made me try on heels of varying heights—three inches, four inches, five inches. Walking in heels had gotten easier with practice, but the higher ones still challenged my balance.

“You need to be comfortable in five-inch heels minimum,” Victoria insisted. “That’s going to be your standard height when you’re with me.”

We bought four pairs of heels and two pairs of flats for “casual days when Mistress allows it,” as Victoria put it.

After three hours of shopping, we stopped at the food court for lunch. I sat across from Victoria in a cute sundress and four-inch heels, eating a salad, completely presenting as female.

And no one stared.

No one questioned.

I passed completely.

“How does it feel?” Victoria asked, sipping her smoothie.

“Surreal,” I admitted. “Like I’m playing dress-up, but everyone believes it.”

“You’re not playing dress-up. This is who you are now.” Victoria reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “Alexis. My sissy. My girl.”

After lunch, we headed to a makeup store. Victoria wanted to upgrade my makeup collection with better products.

“Your current stuff is decent for learning, but now we’re getting you proper cosmetics,” she explained.

The makeup artist at the counter was a friendly woman in her thirties named Rachel. “What are we looking for today?”

“Full makeover,” Victoria said. “Foundation, concealer, eyeshadow palettes, lipsticks—everything. She needs a complete kit.”

Rachel examined my face professionally. “You have beautiful skin. What’s your skincare routine?”

I explained my basic routine—cleanser, moisturizer, sunscreen.

“Perfect. Let’s enhance that with some serums.” Rachel led me to a chair and began working on my face, explaining each product as she applied it. Foundation to even my skin tone, concealer for under-eyes, eyeshadow in neutral tones, eyeliner to make my eyes pop, mascara to lengthen lashes, and finally a pink lipstick that complemented my coloring.

When she finished and turned me toward the mirror, I barely recognized myself. The makeup was subtle but transformative—I looked unmistakably, completely female.

“Gorgeous,” Rachel declared. “You’re a natural beauty.”

We purchased over $300 worth of makeup products, Rachel explaining the purpose of each one and how to apply it.

Final stop: accessories. Victoria picked out jewelry—earrings (I’d need to get my ears pierced, she noted), necklaces, bracelets. Then purses—I needed a proper purse for carrying my things as Alexis.

By the time we left the mall, we had a dozen shopping bags full of clothes, shoes, makeup, and accessories. Everything I needed to live full-time as a girl.

Back at Victoria’s apartment, she had me model every outfit while she took photos. Dress after dress, outfit after outfit, each photo showing a different version of Alexis—cute, sexy, casual, elegant.

“These are going everywhere,” Victoria said. “Social media, dating apps, everywhere. From now on, all your online presence is as Alexis.”

That night, she helped me update my profiles. My old Facebook photos—generic shots of Alex in guy clothes—were archived. New photos of Alexis in dresses and makeup replaced them. My profile picture became a cute selfie in the pink sundress.

Instagram, Twitter, Snapchat—all updated with Alexis photos and pronouns. She/her in every bio.

“There,” Victoria said, satisfied. “Now the world knows who you really are.”

I stared at my updated social media profiles, seeing Alexis reflected back at me from every screen. This was real. This was permanent in a way that felt more final than the physical changes.

My old life as Alex was being systematically erased.

“How do you feel?” Victoria asked.

“Scared,” I admitted. “What if people from my old life see these?”

“Then they see them. You’re not hiding anymore, Alexis. You’re being your authentic self.” Victoria wrapped her arms around me from behind, her chin on my shoulder as we both looked at the screen. “This is who you’re meant to be.”

That night, Victoria let me sleep in her bed for the first time—not at the foot, but in the actual bed. We lay together, her body curled against mine, her leg draped over my hips.

“Tomorrow, you’re going to campus as Alexis,” she murmured against my neck. “Full makeup, dress, heels. You’ll go to classes, study in the library, eat lunch—all as Alexis. Think you can handle it?”

My cage strained. “Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Good girl.” Her hand found my breast through my nightgown, squeezing gently. “These are beautiful. I’m so proud of how you’ve developed.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“And your clitty is so tiny now. Barely even there.” Her hand moved lower, finding the smaller cage. “Soon it’ll shrink away to nothing. Just a nub. Completely useless.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you’ll be happy that way. Happy with your tits and your locked clitty and your plugged hole. Happy being my sissy girl.”

“I’m already happy, Mistress Victoria.”

It was true. Despite the fear, despite the irreversible changes, despite everything—I was happy. This felt right in a way nothing else ever had.

Victoria kissed my neck softly. “I know you are. Now sleep. Tomorrow is a big day.”



Monday morning, I stood in front of my dorm room mirror, barely recognizing the person staring back.

Full makeup—foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, lipstick. Hair styled in soft waves from my high-quality wig. A cute floral dress that showed off my small A-cup breasts and my legs. Four-inch heels that made me walk with an unconscious hip sway. A leather purse over my shoulder containing my phone, wallet, and makeup for touch-ups.

I looked like a girl. Completely, undeniably like a girl.

The walk across campus to my first class was terrifying. Every person I passed felt like they were staring, judging, seeing through the illusion.

But no one stared.

People glanced at me the way they’d glance at any moderately attractive woman walking by—casual acknowledgment, nothing more.

In my chemistry class, I sat in my usual seat. The guy who normally sat next to me—Jake, someone I’d chatted with occasionally as Alex—sat down and did a double-take.

“Oh, sorry, is this seat taken?” he asked, not recognizing me.

“No, it’s fine,” I said, and he sat down without a second glance.

He didn’t recognize me. Jake, who’d sat next to me for weeks, had no idea I was the same person.

I was passing completely.

The rest of the day continued the same way. Library study time—no one questioned my presence in the women’s area. Lunch in the cafeteria—other students gendered me female automatically. Even the professor in my afternoon class called on me as “Miss” when I raised my hand.

By the end of the day, I was exhausted but exhilarated. I’d done it. I’d lived a full day as Alexis, and no one had clocked me as anything other than a woman.

I texted Victoria: Made it through the whole day. No one knew.

Her response came immediately: Of course not. You’re a girl now, Alexis. Time to accept that.

That night, back in my dorm, I stood in front of the mirror again, removing my makeup carefully. Even without makeup, my face had feminized enough that I looked more female than male.

My small A-cup breasts were visible on my chest, even when not in a bra. My micro-caged clitty was barely visible between my legs. My body had begun curving in all the feminine places.

I was a girl now. Not pretending. Not playing. Actually living as female.

And the scary part wasn’t that everyone believed it.

The scary part was that I believed it too.

I fell asleep that night still wearing my panties and cage, dreaming of Victoria’s feet and the taste of her toes, my mind fully surrendered to my new identity.

Tomorrow, I’d wake up and do it all over again.

Because this was my life now.

Alexis’s life.

And I couldn’t imagine going back.


Chapter 13: Escalating Denial

Ten weeks locked. Seventy days without any real orgasm except for the occasional sissygasm that Victoria allowed—and those were becoming rarer. The smaller cage had become such a constant part of my body that I barely remembered what it felt like to be uncaged.

My cock had shrunk to match the cage. Claire’s latest measurements confirmed it: approximately six centimeters hard now. About two and a half inches. My “clitty” was the right word for it now—it wasn’t a cock anymore.

The denial was driving me insane.

Every morning, I woke up with my cage straining uselessly. Every night, I fell asleep leaking and desperate. My plug kept my prostate constantly stimulated, creating a low-level arousal that never went away. My nipples had become so sensitive that even fabric rubbing against them through my bra made me gasp.

I was in a constant state of need.

Victoria knew this, of course. And she used it mercilessly.

“Two more weeks until you hit the three-month mark,” she announced one evening while I knelt at her feet, worshipping her soles. “That’s when I’ll consider letting you cum. Maybe.”

“Please, Mistress,” I begged between licks. “I’m so desperate. I think about orgasms constantly.”

“Good. Desperation makes you more devoted.” Victoria wiggled her toes, and I sucked them eagerly into my mouth. “Tell me what you think about.”

“Your feet, Mistress,” I mumbled around her toes. “Your feet in my mouth, on my face, rubbing my cage. I dream about them every night.”

“What else?”

“Cumming, Mistress. Being unlocked. Feeling pleasure again.”

“And which do you want more? Orgasms or my feet?”

I didn’t even have to think about it. “Your feet, Mistress Victoria. Even if I never cum again, I just want access to your feet.”

It was true. Somewhere over the past ten weeks, my priorities had shifted. The foot worship had become more important than the orgasms. Victoria’s feet were my drug, my addiction, my purpose.

“Good girl,” Victoria praised. “That’s exactly the answer I wanted to hear.” She pulled her feet away from my face, making me whimper at the loss. “But I’m feeling generous tonight. I’m going to give you something special. Something rare.”

My heart leaped. “Mistress?”

“Lie down on your back. Right here on the floor. Spread your legs.”

I obeyed immediately, lying flat on the cold hardwood floor in front of the couch, spreading my legs wide, my caged clitty straining with desperate, painful hope after ten weeks locked.

Victoria stood and positioned herself so she was standing directly over me, one bare foot on either side of my cage. She lowered herself into a squat, placing both of her soft bare soles directly on my tiny micro-mini cage, her full weight pressing down.

The sensation was electric, overwhelming. The warmth of her feet, the impossibly soft skin of her soles, the firm pressure—all focused directly, exclusively on my trapped, desperate caged clitty.

“I’m going to give you a footjob,” Victoria announced with a cruel smile. “Sort of. You’re still caged, so you won’t really feel much of anything. But you’ll feel my feet on your cage, and you’ll leak like the desperate, pathetic sissy slut you are.”

She began moving her feet slowly, deliberately, rubbing them up and down along the length of my tiny cage, applying firm pressure. Even through the hard, unyielding plastic, the sensation was overwhelming, unbearable after ten weeks of complete, total denial.

I moaned loudly, my hips involuntarily trying to thrust up into her feet, seeking more friction, more pressure, anything.

“Stay still,” Victoria commanded sharply. “Don’t you dare move. Let me work.”

I forced my trembling body to stay motionless, every muscle tense with effort, while Victoria’s perfect feet moved over my cage in slow, deliberate, torturous strokes. Up and down, up and down, applying increasing pressure, her impossibly soft soles caressing the pink plastic that imprisoned my aching clitty.

“You’re leaking already,” she observed with cruel amusement, looking down at me. “Look at that pathetic wet spot. My feet on your cage for thirty seconds and you’re already dripping like a faucet.”

She was right. I could feel precum leaking steadily, constantly, soaking through my panties beneath the cage, creating a visible dark wet spot.

Victoria increased the pressure significantly, her feet rubbing faster, harder, more aggressively. The sensation was absolutely maddening—enough to create intense, desperate arousal, but nowhere near enough to actually bring me to orgasm through the thick plastic cage.

“Do you like this, sissy?” Victoria asked, her voice teasing and cruel. “Do you like feeling my perfect feet on your pathetic, tiny little caged clitty? Do you like being so desperate you’re leaking just from this?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, struggling to breathe. “Yes, it feels amazing. Please don’t stop.”

“Could you cum like this? If I kept rubbing long enough, hard enough?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress. Maybe? Please let me try. Please.”

Victoria’s feet moved even faster, the pressure increasing to almost painful levels. My cage strained desperately, violently, the hard plastic biting cruelly into my swollen flesh as my clitty tried uselessly to get hard, to expand. The leak became a constant flow, dripping down my balls. My breathing quickened, became ragged. My whole body tensed. I was getting close to… something. Not a full orgasm, but maybe a ruined one, maybe a hands-free release, maybe just the edge—

Victoria removed both feet completely, suddenly, cruelly.

“No!” I gasped involuntarily.

“Shh.” Victoria placed one foot on my face, her sole covering my mouth. “You don’t get to cum from a footjob, sissy. This was just a tease. A reminder of what you’re missing.”

I whimpered against her sole, my body trembling with need.

“But you can taste my feet now,” Victoria continued, her other foot moving to join the first on my face. “Both feet on your face. This is your real reward.”

I opened my mouth and began licking desperately, my tongue working over both of her soles. The taste grounded me, centered me. This was what I really needed—not the orgasm, but the feet. Always the feet.

“That’s my good girl,” Victoria murmured. “My perfect little foot slave. I can give you a footjob anytime I want and still deny you. Because your clitty is locked away where it belongs.”

She was right. Even the rare privilege of a footjob meant nothing when I was caged. The only pleasure that mattered was worshipping her feet.

“Stand up. Strip completely.”

I obeyed, removing my dress, bra, and panties until I stood naked except for my smaller cage and the plug in my ass. My A-cup breasts were firm on my chest, nipples already hard and sensitive.

Victoria circled me slowly, appraising. “Look at you. Developing tits, shrinking clitty, plugged hole. You’re a work of art, Alexis.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I think it’s time to test your limits.” She picked up her phone and typed something quickly. “Diana is on her way over.”

My blood went cold. “What?”

“Diana. You know, the dominant who’s been trying to steal you from me? I’ve decided it’s time to settle this properly.” Victoria’s smile was sharp. “She’s going to try to make you cum. If she succeeds before I give you permission, you’ll be punished. If you resist her and stay loyal to me, you’ll be rewarded.”

“Mistress, I—”

The doorbell rang.

Victoria went to answer it, leaving me standing naked in the living room, trembling with a mix of fear and arousal. I heard voices at the door, then footsteps approaching.

Diana entered the living room, dressed in her signature black—tight jeans, tank top, boots. Her dark eyes locked onto my naked body immediately, a predatory smile spreading across her face.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Look at you. Even more feminized than last time I saw you.”

“Diana,” Victoria said coolly, “the rules are simple. You have thirty minutes to try to make Alexis cum using whatever methods you want—except unlocking the cage. If you succeed, you win. If you fail, you admit I’m the superior dominant and you stop trying to steal what’s mine.”

Diana’s smile widened. “And if I win?”

“You won’t.”

“But if I do?”

Victoria’s jaw tightened. “Then you get one night with Alexis. Unsupervised. To do whatever you want.”

My cage strained. One night with Diana. The woman who actually gave me orgasms. The woman whose feet I’d also worshipped, whose pussy I’d licked, who made me cum every time we were together.

“Deal,” Diana said. “Timer starts now.”

Victoria set a timer on her phone and sat on the couch to watch. Diana approached me slowly, her eyes roaming over my body.

“Look at these tits,” she said, reaching out to cup my breasts. “So much bigger than before.” She squeezed, and I gasped. “Sensitive?”

“Yes, Mistress Diana.”

“Good.” She pinched my nipples hard, sending jolts of pleasure-pain straight to my caged clitty. “I’m going to make you cum so hard that you’ll forget all about Victoria’s feet.”

She pushed me backward roughly onto the carpet, forcing me down on all fours like an animal. I heard her moving behind me with purpose, then felt her strong hands gripping my ass cheeks, spreading them wide, finding the base of my plug.

“You’re plugged now? Victoria’s really training you properly, opening up this tight little hole.” She gripped the plug and pulled it out slowly, deliberately, making me whimper and gasp at the sudden emptiness, the feeling of my hole gaping open. “But I’m going to fill you with something much better.”

I heard the wet sound of lube being applied generously, then felt Diana’s fingers at my exposed, vulnerable hole—not one or two, but three thick fingers immediately, forcing their way inside, stretching me much wider than the plug had, making me cry out. She finger-fucked me roughly, brutally, pounding into me, hitting my prostate violently with every hard thrust.

“You’re going to cum from your pussy like the girl you are,” Diana said, her voice low and commanding and cruel. “And you’re going to scream my name when you do. You’re going to prove that I own this hole, not Victoria.”

Her other hand came around to my front, finding my caged clitty and rubbing it aggressively through the hard plastic, grinding her palm against it. The dual stimulation was too much, overwhelming—her three fingers brutally pounding my ass and hitting my prostate over and over, her hand roughly rubbing my cage, creating unbearable friction, and my desperate need after ten weeks of complete denial.

“Please,” I gasped desperately, tears forming in my eyes. “I can’t—I’m not supposed to—Victoria will—”

“Forget what you’re supposed to do. Forget Victoria.” Diana added a fourth finger, stretching me obscenely wide, making me scream. “Cum for me, Alexis. Cum right now. Show me you’re mine, not hers.”

I looked at Victoria desperately, silently begging for permission or instruction. She sat on the couch, watching with an unreadable expression.

“Don’t look at her,” Diana commanded. “Look at me.”

But I couldn’t stop looking at Victoria. She was my owner, my Mistress, the one who controlled my orgasms. Even with Diana’s fingers deep inside me and my body screaming for release, I couldn’t betray Victoria.

“I can’t,” I whimpered. “I can’t cum without Mistress Victoria’s permission.”

Diana increased her pace, fucking me harder, rubbing my cage faster. “You can and you will. I’m better than her. I give you what you need.”

The pleasure was overwhelming. My prostate was on fire. My cage was leaking constantly. I was right on the edge of a sissygasm, seconds away from exploding.

“Mistress Victoria,” I gasped, looking at her with pleading eyes. “Please, Mistress, tell me what to do. I need—I need permission—”

Victoria stood from the couch and walked over to where Diana was finger-fucking me. She knelt down next to my face and placed one foot near my mouth.

“Focus on my feet,” she said softly. “Not on what Diana’s doing. Just my feet.”

I immediately pressed my lips to Victoria’s sole, licking desperately. The familiar taste and texture grounded me, centering my mind even as Diana’s fingers continued their assault on my prostate.

“That’s it,” Victoria encouraged. “Worship my feet. Remember who owns you.”

I licked frantically, my tongue working her sole while Diana worked my hole. My body was caught between two dominants, two types of pleasure, two sources of need.

But my mind belonged to Victoria. To her feet. To the taste of her skin and the feeling of her toes against my tongue.

“Fifteen minutes left,” Victoria announced calmly.

Diana growled in frustration, pulling her fingers out and adding a fourth. The stretch was intense, almost painful, but my body accommodated it. She fucked me with four fingers, her other hand abandoning my cage to reach under and find my nipples, pinching and twisting.

“Cum, damn it,” Diana demanded. “I know you’re close. Just let go.”

But I couldn’t. Not without Victoria’s permission. Even as my body betrayed me—my hole clenching around Diana’s fingers, my nipples sending lightning bolts of sensation to my core, my cage leaking continuously—I couldn’t push myself over the edge.

“Mistress Victoria’s feet,” I chanted between licks. “Mistress Victoria’s feet own me. I’m hers. Only hers.”

“Ten minutes,” Victoria announced.

Diana tried everything. She pulled out a small vibrator and pressed it against my perineum, stimulating my prostate from outside while finger-fucking me. She played with my nipples, slapped my ass, whispered filthy promises in my ear.

But I kept my mouth on Victoria’s feet, kept worshipping, kept focusing on her instead of the overwhelming pleasure Diana was creating.

“Five minutes.”

Diana’s fingers were a blur now, fucking me desperately hard. The vibrator buzzed against my taint. My nipples were bright red from her pinching. I was trembling, whimpering, right on the edge of the most intense sissygasm of my life.

But I didn’t cum.

“Time,” Victoria announced.

Diana pulled her fingers out roughly, making me gasp. “Fuck!” She threw the vibrator across the room. “How did you not cum? I’ve never failed to make someone cum before.”

I collapsed onto the carpet, still licking Victoria’s foot weakly, my body trembling but orgasm still denied.

“Because Alexis isn’t just anyone,” Victoria said calmly. “She’s mine. Completely, utterly mine. Her orgasms belong to me. Her body belongs to me. Her worship belongs to me.” She pulled her foot away from my face and stood. “You lost, Diana. Admit it.”

Diana’s jaw clenched. “Fine. You’re the superior dominant. For now.”

“And you’ll stop trying to steal Alexis.”

“For now,” Diana repeated, her eyes locked on me with unfinished hunger. “But this isn’t over, Victoria. One day, she’ll choose me.”

Diana left without another word, slamming the apartment door behind her. I lay on the carpet, exhausted and denied and trembling with need.

Victoria knelt beside me, stroking my hair gently. “You did so well, my sweet sissy. I’m so proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered.

“You were so close to cumming. Diana almost won. But you stayed loyal to me.” Victoria lifted my face to look at her. “Why?”

“Because I’m yours, Mistress Victoria. Your feet own me. I couldn’t betray that, even for an orgasm.”

She smiled—a genuine, soft smile that I rarely saw. “Good girl. Now, let’s take care of you properly.”

She helped me onto the couch, positioning me on my back. My legs spread. My caged clitty still leaking. My hole still stretched and empty from Diana’s fingers.

Victoria produced a dildo—not her largest, but substantial—and lubed it carefully. “I’m going to fuck you now. And you’re going to cum from my toy, not Diana’s fingers. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

She pushed the dildo inside me slowly, filling the emptiness Diana had left. When it was fully seated, she began to fuck me with long, steady strokes.

At the same time, she positioned her foot near my face. “Worship while I fuck you.”

I lifted her foot to my mouth and began licking immediately. The combination was perfect—her dildo in my ass hitting my prostate, her foot in my mouth satisfying my deepest need, her presence above me confirming my ownership.

“Cum for me, Alexis,” Victoria commanded. “Cum from my toy and my foot. Show me you’re mine.”

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave. My hole clenched around the dildo. My cage spasmed, weak spurts of cum leaking out. But the real pleasure was internal—deep, overwhelming, all-consuming. I moaned around Victoria’s toes, my body convulsing with the intensity of it.

Victoria kept fucking me through the entire orgasm, prolonging it, making it last. When I finally came down, I was sobbing—not from sadness, but from overwhelming relief and devotion.

“Good girl,” Victoria said softly, pulling the dildo out and removing her foot from my mouth. “That’s my loyal sissy. That’s my devoted foot slave.”

She cleaned me up gently, then helped me to her bed. “Sleep here tonight. You’ve earned it.”

I curled up in Victoria’s bed, my mind still foggy from the intense scene. I’d resisted Diana. I’d stayed loyal to Victoria. I’d chosen feet over orgasm.

And I’d been rewarded.

Ten weeks and five days locked. Not quite eleven weeks yet. But tonight, I’d proven that the lock on my cage was nothing compared to the lock Victoria had on my mind.

I was hers. Completely. Forever.

And that knowledge filled me with more satisfaction than any orgasm ever could.


Chapter 14: The Nightclub

“We’re going dancing tonight,” Victoria announced on Friday evening. “Wear the little black dress I bought you. Full makeup. Five-inch heels. I want you looking like the perfect sissy slut.”

The nightclub was called Velvet, a femdom and BDSM-themed venue downtown. As we approached the entrance, I could hear thumping bass from outside. The bouncer—a large woman in leather—looked me over appraisingly before stamping my hand and waving us through.

Inside, the club was dark with pulsing colored lights. The dance floor was packed with bodies—mostly women in dominant attire and submissive men and sissies like me. Some of the men wore collars and leashes. Others wore cages visible through tight clothing.

I fit right in.

Victoria led me to the bar first, ordering herself a cocktail and me water. “You need to stay sober, sissy. I want you aware of everything that happens tonight.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

We found a booth in the VIP section—apparently Victoria was a regular here. She sat down and patted the seat next to her. I slid in, my dress riding up slightly, very aware of my caged clitty underneath.

“Look around,” Victoria instructed. “Tell me what you see.”

I scanned the club. On the dance floor, several sissies were grinding against dominant women. In the corners, I saw collared submissives kneeling at their Mistresses’ feet. Near the bar, a woman had her sub bent over, spanking him in full view of everyone.

“I see… a lot of people like me,” I said quietly.

“Exactly. You’re not alone, Alexis. There’s a whole community of sissies and submissives who live this lifestyle.” Victoria sipped her drink. “And tonight, you’re going to be part of it. Visibly. Publicly.”

A woman approached our booth—tall, confident, wearing a tight red dress that hugged her curves. She had long black hair and sharp eyes that reminded me slightly of Diana, but softer.

“Victoria! It’s been too long,” the woman said, sliding into the booth across from us.

“Scarlett, good to see you.” Victoria gestured to me. “This is Alexis, my sissy.”

Scarlett’s eyes raked over me appreciatively. “Gorgeous. How long has she been in training?”

“About three months. She’s progressing beautifully.”

They talked about me as if I wasn’t there, discussing my transformation like I was a project. Part of me should have been offended, but mostly I was aroused. Being objectified by two beautiful dominant women made my cage strain.

“Does she worship feet?” Scarlett asked.

“Obsessively. It’s her primary drive.”

“Mind if I test that?” Scarlett smiled at me directly for the first time. “Alexis, crawl under this table and worship my feet for ten minutes. If you do a good job, I’ll tell Victoria you’re well-trained.”

I looked at Victoria for permission. She nodded.

I slipped off the booth seat and crawled under the table, my dress riding up, very aware that others in the club could probably see me disappearing under there. The space was cramped and dark, but I could see Scarlett’s feet clearly—she wore strappy heels that she kicked off immediately.

Her feet were beautiful—well-maintained, red nail polish, slightly tanned. I lifted her right foot and pressed my lips to her sole reverently.

The taste was different from Victoria’s—slightly more perfumed, less familiar—but still intoxicating. I licked her sole from heel to toe, then sucked each toe individually. Above me, I could hear Victoria and Scarlett continuing their conversation, occasionally laughing.

I was furniture. An object. A toy for their amusement.

And it made my cage leak constantly.

After worshipping both of Scarlett’s feet thoroughly, she finally pulled them away. “You can come out now, sissy.”

I crawled out from under the table, my makeup probably smudged, my hair disheveled. Several people nearby had watched me emerge, their expressions ranging from amused to aroused.

“She’s very good,” Scarlett told Victoria. “Well-trained indeed.”

“Thank you,” Victoria said, as if I’d accomplished something impressive. To me: “Good girl, Alexis. You represented me well.”

The praise made my chest swell with warmth.

Victoria made me dance with her on the crowded floor—grinding against her, my caged clitty pressing against her thigh, her hands roaming over my body possessively. Other dominants watched with interest. A few made offers to “borrow” me, which Victoria declined firmly.

“Mine,” she said repeatedly. “This one’s mine.”

After dancing for an hour, Victoria leaned close to my ear. “I need to use the bathroom. Come with me.”

She led me through the crowd toward the back of the club where the bathrooms were located. The women’s bathroom was surprisingly clean for a nightclub—black tile, several stalls, a long counter with mirrors and sinks.

Two other women were inside, touching up their makeup. They glanced at me when we entered, but didn’t seem surprised or concerned to see someone as feminized as me in the women’s restroom.

Victoria checked the stalls quickly. “Empty. Good.” She turned to me. “Hop up on the counter. Sit.”

I looked at the two women still at the mirrors. “Mistress, there are—”

“I know. Sit.”

My face burning, I hoisted myself onto the bathroom counter, my short dress riding up, my caged bulge visible. The two women watched with interest now, pausing their makeup application.

Victoria stood directly in front of me, spreading her legs slightly for balance, and lifted one bare foot up onto the edge of the counter right next to my hip. “Lick my feet. Right here. Right now. With them watching. Show everyone what a good little foot slave you are.”

My heart hammered violently in my chest. This was public foot worship at a completely new level—not in a dark corner of a club where people might not notice, but in a brightly-lit bathroom where these women could see everything in perfect detail.

“Mistress—please—there are people—”

“Do it now. Or I’ll drag you back out to the dance floor, bend you over a table, and spank your ass raw in front of everyone in the club.”

I looked at her raised foot—perfect, red-painted toes, impossibly soft sole that I’d licked a thousand times—and my mouth watered automatically despite my crushing embarrassment. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her sole, kissing it reverently, submissively.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured with satisfaction. “Now use your tongue. Long, slow licks. Show these women how well-trained you are.”

I extended my tongue and dragged it slowly up her entire sole from heel to toe, tasting her skin, tasting the slight sweat from dancing. Behind us, I heard one of the women gasp, then whisper to the other: “Oh my god, are you seeing this? She’s actually doing it.”

“Such a devoted little foot slave,” Victoria said loudly, clearly, making sure they heard every word. “She’ll worship my feet anywhere I command, no matter who’s watching. Won’t you, Alexis?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I mumbled desperately around her toes as I took them into my mouth, my face burning bright red with humiliation and shameful arousal.

Victoria’s other foot came up to join the first, both of her feet now on the counter, positioned so I had to lean forward awkwardly, uncomfortably, to worship them properly. I licked frantically, desperately, my tongue working overtime, trying to please her despite the audience, despite my humiliation.

“How long has she been locked?” one of the watching women asked Victoria conversationally, casually, like they were discussing the weather.

“Ten weeks and five days,” Victoria answered matter-of-factly, continuing to watch me lick. “Her pathetic little clitty is completely useless now. Shrunk down to nothing. All she’s good for is serving me with her mouth.”

“That’s serious dedication,” the other woman said appreciatively, impressed. “My sub only made it six weeks before I gave in and let him cum.”

They were talking about me like I wasn’t even there, like I was just an object, a toy for their discussion and amusement. My cage strained desperately, painfully, leaking into my panties.

Victoria’s hand moved between her own legs, pulling her dress up slightly, pushing her panties aside. She touched herself directly, her fingers working her exposed clit while my mouth worked her feet. “She’s going to make me cum right here in this bathroom. In front of both of you. From foot worship alone. Want to watch? Want to see how pathetic and devoted she is?”

“Absolutely,” one of the women said eagerly. They both leaned back against the opposite wall, arms crossed, settling in to watch the show.

I intensified my worship frantically, my tongue moving faster, harder, licking every inch of her soles, sucking her toes deeper into my mouth, gagging slightly. Victoria’s breathing quickened dramatically, her fingers working her clit faster, more desperately. The humiliation of being watched so closely, of being displayed like an animal, of being used as public entertainment—it all mixed with my desperate, overwhelming need to please her, to make her cum.

“Fuck,” Victoria gasped loudly, her voice echoing off the bathroom tiles. “Yes, just like that—good girl, such a good little foot whore—keep licking—yes—”

She came with a loud, uninhibited moan that filled the entire bathroom, her feet pressing hard against my face, almost suffocating me, her body shaking and convulsing. Her fingers worked frantically at her clit, prolonging her orgasm. I kept licking desperately through her entire orgasm, my tongue never stopping, not stopping until she finally pulled her feet away, leaving my face wet with saliva.

The two women applauded. Actually applauded.

“That was amazing,” one of them said. “You’ve trained her so well.”

“Thank you,” Victoria said, catching her breath. She helped me down from the counter, my legs shaky. “Come on, sissy. Let’s get you to the next part of tonight.”

As we left the bathroom, I heard one of the women say to the other: “I need to find myself a foot-worshipping sissy. That looked incredible.”

My face was still burning as we walked back into the main club. Victoria had just made me worship her feet in front of strangers. Had made me perform for an audience. Had used me as entertainment.

And my cage was leaking desperately because despite the humiliation—or maybe because of it—I’d loved every second.

“Good girl,” Victoria whispered in my ear as we walked. “You represented me perfectly. Now, there’s someone I want you to meet.”

She led me through the club to a private back area—past a security guard who nodded at Victoria—into a hallway lined with doors. We entered one of the rooms.

Inside was a medical examination setup—stirrups, a table, clinical equipment. And standing next to it was Nurse Claire.

“Hello, Alexis,” Claire said clinically. “Victoria thought you might benefit from a public examination.”

My face burned. “Here? Now?”

“Yes. Strip and get on the table.”

I looked at Victoria, who nodded encouragingly. Trembling, I removed my dress, bra, and panties, climbing onto the examination table in just my micro-mini cage.

Claire worked efficiently, snapping on latex gloves. “Let’s see how you’re progressing.” She examined my breasts, measuring them, testing sensitivity. Then she moved to my cage, unlocking it with Victoria’s key.

My clitty sprang free—tiny, barely three centimeters even trying to get hard.

“Excellent shrinkage,” Claire noted, measuring with a small ruler. “Down to 3.2 centimeters erect. You’re officially in micropenis territory.”

She measured my breasts next—confirming B-cup development, trending solidly now—then checked my plug, pushing it slightly to test my capacity.

“She can handle larger,” Claire told Victoria. “I recommend upgrading to a large plug for overnight wear.”

“Done,” Victoria agreed.

Claire replaced my cage and plug, then surprised me by producing a tattoo gun. “Victoria wants to mark you. Hold still.”

“Wait, what—”

But Victoria’s hand clamped over my mouth. “Shh. It’s just a small one. Trust me.”

I felt the buzzing of the tattoo gun on my inner thigh, very close to my caged clitty. The pain was sharp but bearable. After a few minutes, Claire wiped away excess ink and held up a mirror.

Tattooed on my inner thigh, in delicate script, were the words: “Property of Victoria.”

Permanent. Branded. Owned.

My cage strained at seeing it.

“Perfect,” Victoria said, admiring the tattoo. “Now everyone will know you’re mine.”

We left the private room and returned to the main club. The rest of the night was a blur of dancing, foot worship, and public displays of submission. By the time we left at 2 AM, I was exhausted, denied, and completely fulfilled.

In Victoria’s car, I asked, “Why did you want me to get the tattoo?”

“Because you needed a permanent reminder of who owns you,” Victoria said simply. “And because Diana seeing it will drive her crazy.”

Diana. I hadn’t thought about her in days. The rival dominant who’d tried to steal me.

“Do you think she’ll try again?” I asked.

“Probably. She doesn’t give up easily.” Victoria glanced at me. “But you’ll stay loyal to me, won’t you?”

I looked down at my inner thigh, at the fresh tattoo declaring me Victoria’s property. “Yes, Mistress. Always.”

“Good girl.”

That night, sleeping at the foot of Victoria’s bed as usual, I dreamed of the nightclub and the feeling of multiple Mistresses’ feet in my mouth, but always returning to Victoria’s—the feet that truly owned me.

Eleven weeks locked. My body completely feminized. My mind completely surrendered.

And a permanent tattoo marking me as property.

There was no going back now.

Not that I wanted to.


Chapter 15: Micro Cage

“It’s time for the micro cage,” Claire announced during my twelve-week checkup.

Twelve weeks. Three months since I’d started hormones, since Victoria had locked me in my first cage, since my transformation began. I stood in Claire’s examination room wearing only panties, my body on full display for her clinical assessment.

“Strip completely,” she instructed.

I pushed my panties down and stepped out of them, revealing the smaller pink cage I’d been wearing since week six. My breasts—now a full A-cup—bounced slightly with the movement.

Claire circled me, making notes on her clipboard. “Breast development is excellent. Confirmed 32A, trending toward B-cup. Nipples highly sensitive. Hip widening is progressing well. Skin feminization complete.” She gestured to the examination table. “Up. Legs in stirrups.”

I climbed onto the table and positioned myself, vulnerable and exposed. Claire snapped on latex gloves—that familiar sound that always made me shiver—and began her examination.

“Penis measurement first,” she said, producing the key to my cage.

The lock clicked open and the cage fell away. My cock was freed for the first time in six weeks—since my last checkup. It looked even smaller than I remembered.

Claire touched it clinically, stimulating it to full hardness. It stiffened slowly, reaching its maximum size. She measured carefully with her ruler.

“Six centimeters erect,” she announced. “Down from eight centimeters at your last visit. Excellent shrinkage rate. The accelerated hormone protocol is working perfectly.”

Six centimeters. Less than two and a half inches. My cock had shrunk by nearly half its original size in just three months.

“How do you feel about that?” Claire asked, watching my reaction.

“It’s… it’s what Mistress Victoria wants,” I said quietly.

“That’s not what I asked. How do you feel about it?”

I looked down at my tiny cock in her gloved hand. It looked pathetic. Useless. Like a clitty, not a cock.

“I feel like it doesn’t matter anymore,” I admitted. “My pleasure comes from other places now. From my ass. From my nipples. From worshipping Mistress’s feet. My cock is… irrelevant.”

“Good girl,” Claire said with approval. “That’s exactly the mindset we want. Your penis is becoming decorative rather than functional. And speaking of which…”

She walked to her cabinet and pulled out the smallest cage I’d ever seen. It was pink, like all the others, but impossibly tiny—barely two inches long and very narrow.

“This is the micro cage,” Claire explained, holding it up. “Maximum capacity four centimeters. Your penis is currently six centimeters erect, which means this will be quite restrictive. This cage will prevent any significant arousal. You’ll barely be able to get a partial erection. It’s designed for sissies who are transitioning away from penile pleasure entirely.”

My stomach fluttered with nerves and arousal. “Yes, Mistress Claire.”

She fitted the ring around my cock and balls first, adjusting it carefully. Then she slid the tiny tube over my soft penis. It looked absurd—so small, so restrictive, like a pink cap over my shrunken cock.

When she locked it, the reality hit me. I couldn’t get hard in this. Not really. Maybe a tiny bit of swelling, but nothing close to a full erection. My cock was truly caged now—imprisoned in a way the previous cages hadn’t quite achieved.

“Try to get aroused,” Claire instructed.

I thought about Victoria’s feet. Her perfect arches, her painted toes, her soft soles. My cock tried to swell, but the micro cage contained it completely. There was pressure, a tight ache, but no real growth. It was frustrating and overwhelming.

“Good,” Claire said, observing my reaction. “The micro cage is working perfectly. You’ll wear this until further notice. Probably several weeks at minimum.”

She took photos of me in the new cage from multiple angles, documenting the change. Then she continued with the rest of her examination—breast sensitivity test (very sensitive), anal capacity check (improving), prostate stimulation (still highly responsive).

When she pressed on my prostate while I was in the micro cage, I whimpered. The pleasure was intense but the frustration was even more intense. My cock wanted to swell but couldn’t. It was exquisite torture.

“Your body is adapting perfectly to anal-focused pleasure,” Claire noted. “Victoria will be pleased.”

After the examination, Claire gave me updated instructions: continue the accelerated hormones, wear the micro cage at all times, use progressively larger plugs to continue stretching my hole.

“And one more thing,” she said, handing me a bottle of vitamins. “These will help with breast growth. You should reach B-cup within the next month or two.”

I left the clinic wearing my new micro cage under my panties and dress. Walking felt different—the cage was so small and tight that I was hyper-aware of it with every step. The plug in my ass added to the constant sensation of being controlled, owned, modified.

Victoria was waiting in her car outside. When I climbed in, she immediately asked, “How did it go?”

“New cage,” I said quietly. “Micro cage. And I’m down to six centimeters.”

“Show me.”

We were in a public parking lot, but Victoria didn’t care. She made me pull up my dress and push down my panties, exposing the micro cage.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, staring at it. “It’s so tiny. Your clitty looks like it’s barely there.”

“Claire said it’ll keep shrinking with this cage.”

“Good.” Victoria reached out and tapped the cage with one finger. It barely moved—locked so tight against my body. “Soon you’ll be down to four centimeters or less. And then your cock will be truly useless. Just a little sissy clitty that can’t do anything except leak.”

Her words made my cage strain—painfully, given how restrictive it was. Victoria noticed and smiled cruelly.

“Does it hurt when you try to get hard?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“Perfect. That’s the point. Every time you get aroused, you’ll be reminded that your cock doesn’t matter anymore. That you’re being feminized, transformed, turned into my perfect sissy girl.”

She pulled my panties back up and smoothed down my dress. “Now, let’s go back to my apartment. I want to test that new cage properly. I’m going to put my feet in your face and watch you struggle while your useless clitty tries and fails to get hard.”

We drove to her apartment, my micro cage aching the entire way. When we arrived, Victoria sat on the couch and placed her bare feet on the coffee table.

“Strip except for the cage and panties,” she commanded.

I obeyed, removing my dress and bra. My A-cup breasts were exposed, nipples already hard from arousal and anticipation.

“Kneel between my feet.”

I knelt on the floor between the couch and the coffee table, Victoria’s feet inches from my face. Her toes were painted pink—my favorite color—and her soles looked impossibly soft.

“Don’t touch them yet,” Victoria said. “Just look. Just breathe in their scent. Just think about how much you want to lick them.”

I obeyed, staring at her perfect feet, breathing in the faint scent of lotion and skin. My mouth watered automatically. My cage strained desperately, the micro cage biting into my flesh, the pressure building but unable to find release.

“It hurts, doesn’t it?” Victoria asked. “Your clitty wants to get hard but the cage won’t let it.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I gasped.

“Good. Suffer for me. Struggle. Show me how desperate you are.”

I knelt there, trembling, my cage aching, my mind foggy with frustrated arousal. Victoria’s feet were right there—so close I could almost taste them. But she hadn’t given permission yet.

“Please,” I finally begged. “Please let me worship them, Mistress. Please.”

“Not yet. I want you more desperate.”

She flexed her toes, spreading them slightly, then curling them. The movement was hypnotic. My cage strained harder, the pain mixing with pleasure in a way that made my head spin.

“Do you know what I’m going to do?” Victoria asked conversationally. “I’m going to make you worship my feet for two hours straight. Non-stop. And your cage will hurt the entire time because you’ll be constantly aroused. And at the end, you won’t get to cum. You’ll just go home frustrated and aching. Doesn’t that sound perfect?”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” I breathed. Because it did sound perfect. Torture and heaven combined.

“Then begin. Worship my feet. Show me your devotion.”

I dove in, my tongue making immediate contact with the sole of her right foot. The familiar taste flooded my senses—salt and skin and perfection. I licked long strokes from heel to toes, savoring every inch.

The micro cage ached terribly. Every lick, every taste, every second of worship made my cock try to swell. But the cage held firm, containing me completely. The frustration built and built with no outlet.

I sucked her toes one by one, my tongue swirling around each digit. I licked between her toes, tasting the intimate spaces. I kissed her arches, her instep, the tops of her feet. My worship was desperate and devoted, driven by the aching need that the micro cage made impossible to satisfy.

Victoria moaned above me, her pleasure clear. Her hand moved between her legs, touching herself while I serviced her feet. The knowledge that she was getting off while I was denied made my cage strain even harder.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Such a good little foot slave. Your clitty is useless but your tongue is perfect.”

One hour passed. Then two. My jaw ached. My tongue was numb. My micro cage was a constant throb of denied pain-pleasure. But I didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop.

Victoria came three times from my worship—three orgasms that I gave her with my mouth while my own pleasure remained completely out of reach.

When the two hours finally ended, she pushed me away gently. I sat back on my heels, panting, my face wet with saliva, my cage leaking steadily into my panties.

“Go home,” Victoria said, looking thoroughly satisfied. “Tomorrow night, come back. We’ll do this again. And again. Until your body completely accepts that your cock is irrelevant and only my feet matter.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. Thank you, Mistress.”

I got dressed in a daze and left her apartment. The subway ride home was torture—the micro cage aching, my mind replaying the taste of her feet, my body desperate for release that wouldn’t come.

Back in my dorm room, I looked at myself in the mirror. A-cup breasts. Feminine face. Micro caged cock. Panties and feminine clothes.

I was becoming exactly what Victoria wanted. A sissy. A girl. A devoted foot worshipper with a useless clitty.

And despite the aching frustration, despite the denial, despite everything—I was happy.

Because this was who I was supposed to be.

Six centimeters and shrinking.

Micro caged and denied.

Perfectly, completely Victoria’s.


Chapter 16: The Clinic

Victoria’s text came on Friday afternoon:

MistressV: Tomorrow. Special appointment. Feminization clinic. Be ready at 8 AM. Wear something comfortable.

The clinic was in a discreet building downtown, unmarked except for a small brass plaque: “Advanced Wellness Center.” Victoria led me inside, where a receptionist greeted us with a knowing smile.

“Ms. Victoria and Alexis? Right this way.”

The interior was luxurious but clinical—white walls, modern furniture, soft lighting. We were led to an examination room where three women in medical attire waited.

The first was Claire, my regular nurse—blonde bob, clipboard, professional demeanor. The other two were new to me: Jillian (tall, dark hair, intense eyes) and Kate (shorter, curvy, friendly smile).

“Welcome to the Feminization Clinic,” Claire said. “This weekend, we’ll be conducting comprehensive evaluations and treatments to advance your transformation. These are my colleagues—Nurse Jillian and Nurse Kate. They specialize in advanced feminization procedures.”

I noticed something unusual about all three women—a certain presence, a confidence that seemed almost predatory. And the way their scrubs fit suggested… interesting anatomy underneath.

“Strip completely,” Claire commanded. “We need baseline measurements.”

I removed my clothes, standing naked except for my smaller cage. The three nurses circled me, examining every inch with clinical detachment.

Claire measured first: “Breasts: 32A, developing well. Hip-to-waist ratio: improving. Body fat redistribution: on track.”

Jillian unlocked my cage—Victoria had given them the key—and examined my penis critically. “Approximately six centimeters erect,” she noted, stimulating me clinically to measure. “Shrinkage is progressing nicely.”

Kate examined my ass, inserting lubed fingers to test capacity. “Can accommodate medium plugs comfortably. Prostate responsive. Good elasticity.”

They took photos from every angle, documented everything on their tablets, discussed my body as if I wasn’t there.

“Let’s begin with hormonal assessment,” Claire said, producing a blood draw kit. She extracted several vials of blood, labeling each one precisely. “We’ll test current hormone levels and adjust your regimen accordingly.”

Next came physical capacity tests. They had me walk in heels of increasing heights—three inches, four inches, five inches—analyzing my gait, balance, and poise. They tested my flexibility, my posture, my ability to maintain feminine positions.

“Excellent adaptability,” Jillian noted. “Natural grace despite masculine upbringing.”

They examined my face, discussing potential future procedures—cheek fillers, lip enhancement, brow shaping. “Feminization is progressing naturally,” Kate said. “But we could accelerate with minor interventions.”

“Not yet,” Victoria interjected from her seat in the corner. “I want natural progression for now.”

The nurses nodded, making notes.

Claire produced a series of dildos in increasing sizes. “Anal capacity testing. Lie back on the table, legs in stirrups.”

I obeyed, positioning myself vulnerably. One by one, Claire inserted progressively larger toys, measuring how much I could accommodate.

Small (1 inch): Easy. Medium (1.5 inches): Comfortable. Large (2 inches): Stretching but manageable. Extra large (2.5 inches): Difficult but possible.

“Excellent capacity for current stage,” Claire noted. “Ready for larger play with proper preparation.”

They tested my nipple sensitivity next, applying various stimuli—touch, temperature, pressure, suction. My nipples had become extremely responsive from hormone treatment, and I gasped and moaned at their clinical exploration.

“Highly sensitive,” Kate observed. “Ideal for pleasure training.”

The examination continued for hours. Every part of my body was measured, tested, documented. Breast tissue density, penis size variability, skin softness, hair removal completeness, voice pitch range.

By the time they finished the initial assessment, I felt completely exposed—not just physically, but mentally. They knew everything about my body, its capabilities, its limitations.

“Baseline documentation complete,” Claire announced. “Alexis is an excellent candidate for advanced treatments. We recommend proceeding with the full weekend protocol.”

“What does that involve?” I asked nervously.

Claire consulted her clipboard. “Today: examination and preparation. Tomorrow: specialized training rooms. Sunday: final procedures and potential catalyst treatment.”

“The catalyst?” Victoria asked.

“An experimental hormone injection that accelerates and partially locks in feminization,” Claire explained. “It makes changes more permanent. But there are prerequisites.” She looked at me seriously. “We’ll discuss that tomorrow if you qualify.”

Victoria stood. “We’re proceeding with everything. Whatever it takes to feminize her completely.”

“Excellent,” Claire said. “Alexis, you’ll stay here overnight. We have comfortable accommodations. Victoria, you can return tomorrow at noon to observe the training.”

Victoria came over and cupped my face. “Be a good girl. Do everything they say. This is for your transformation.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

She kissed my forehead, then left. I was alone with the three nurses.

“Let’s get you settled,” Kate said kindly. “This way.”

They led me to a small but comfortable room—bed, bathroom, everything I needed. A pink nightgown lay on the bed.

“Put this on,” Jillian instructed. “Dinner will be brought to you. Get some rest. Tomorrow will be… intense.”

After they left, I changed into the nightgown and sat on the bed, my mind racing. What had I agreed to? What would tomorrow bring?

My smaller cage felt tight. My body felt strange—examined, documented, prepared for something I didn’t fully understand.

But Victoria had sent me here. Victoria wanted this for me. And I trusted her.

I trusted her with my body, my transformation, my future.

Even if I didn’t know exactly what that future would look like.



I slept fitfully that night, dreaming of examination tables and clinical hands and Victoria’s feet just out of reach. When I woke, a breakfast tray waited outside my door, along with a note:

Good morning, Alexis. Eat and shower. Your training begins at 9 AM. —Claire

I ate mechanically, showered carefully, and waited. At exactly 9 AM, a knock came at the door.

Jillian stood there, holding what looked like a leash. “Time for your training. Follow me.”

She led me down a corridor I hadn’t seen before, past several closed doors with numbered plaques. We stopped at Room Four.

“This is where your journey begins,” Jillian said, opening the door.

I stepped inside, not knowing what awaited.

But trusting Victoria had sent me here for a reason.

And that reason was my complete transformation.


Chapter 17: The Four Rooms

Room Four—the Pet Play Suite—looked less clinical and more like a playroom. Padded mats covered the floor. Various pet accessories hung on the walls: collars, leashes, tails, muzzles. A large dog kennel sat in one corner.

Jillian entered behind me, still holding her ever-present clipboard. “Pet play is about ego reduction. You’ll spend time behaving as a pet—specifically a puppy. No human speech, only barking or whimpering. You’ll crawl on hands and knees. You’ll eat from a bowl. You’ll be treated as an animal.”

She produced a collar—pink leather with a metal ring—and fastened it around my neck. Then a leash, which she attached to the collar.

“On all fours,” she commanded.

I dropped to my hands and knees. The position felt vulnerable and degrading, but also strangely natural after everything else I’d experienced.

Jillian produced a tail plug—larger than my usual plug, with a fluffy pink tail attached. She lubed it generously and pressed it against my hole.

“This is going to stretch you more than you’re used to. Breathe and relax.”

The plug was indeed larger—nearly two inches in diameter. Jillian worked it slowly, pushing past my resistance, until it finally seated fully inside me with a pop. The tail hung behind me, swishing slightly when I moved.

“Perfect,” Jillian said. “Now you look like a proper puppy. Bark for me.”

I hesitated.

“Bark, or you’ll be punished.”

“Woof,” I said quietly, my face burning with humiliation.

“Louder.”

“Woof! Woof!”

“Good girl.” Jillian tugged the leash. “Come. Walk with me.”

She led me around the room on all fours, the tail swishing behind me, the large plug keeping me constantly aware of my filled hole. Every movement made my cage rub against my body, creating low-level arousal.

Jillian led me to a corner where two bowls sat on the floor—one with water, one with some kind of food paste.

“Eat,” she commanded.

I lowered my face to the bowl and ate the paste without using my hands, like an animal. It tasted bland but edible. When I finished eating, I drank from the water bowl, some of it spilling down my chin.

“Such a messy puppy,” Jillian said, but her tone was almost affectionate. “Now, back to your kennel. You’ll rest there while we prepare the next room.”

She led me to the large dog kennel in the corner. It was barely big enough for me to curl up inside, with a thin blanket and no pillow.

“In you go.”

I crawled inside, and Jillian shut the kennel door, locking it with a small padlock. “Rest now, puppy. In twenty minutes, we move to Room Three.”



Room Three was different—darker, more ominous. The walls were padded with black latex, and the air smelled of rubber. In the center was what looked like a bondage frame, and along one wall, several glory holes at different heights.

Kate was waiting. “Welcome to the Latex Room, Alexis. This is about sensory enhancement and deprivation.”

She helped me out of the pet collar and tail plug, then guided me to a full-body latex suit hanging on the wall. “Step in.”

The suit was tight, restricting, covering everything except my face, cage area, and ass. Kate zipped it up the back, sealing me in. The latex pressed against my skin, warm and constrictive.

“Now the hood,” Kate said, producing a latex hood with only nose holes. She pulled it over my head, plunging me into darkness. I could breathe but couldn’t see or hear well.

Kate strapped me to the bondage frame—arms spread, legs apart, completely vulnerable. Then I felt vibrators being attached to my cage and a probe being inserted into my ass.

The vibrations started—low at first, then building. The probe in my ass moved rhythmically, hitting my prostate with each thrust. The cage vibrations sent pulses through my clitty.

I couldn’t see, could barely hear, could only feel. The sensations built and built, bringing me close to orgasm, then backing off. Edging me again and again.

Time became meaningless. Minutes? Hours? I had no idea. I existed only in the dark latex prison, being edged endlessly by mechanical devices.

Finally, the vibrations stopped. The probe withdrew. Kate’s voice penetrated my latex hood: “You lasted forty-five minutes without cumming. Excellent control.”

She unstrapped me, removed the hood, helped me out of the latex suit. I was sweating, trembling, desperately aroused but still denied.

“Room Two next,” Kate said. “This way.”



Room Two had a clinical feel—bright lights, medical equipment, and a specialized chair that looked like a gynecological exam table combined with a glory hole setup.

Claire was waiting. “The Denial Room. You’ll be positioned so your caged clitty protrudes through this hole. On the other side, someone will edge you continuously. Your job is to not cum, no matter what.”

She helped me into the chair, positioning my hips so my caged penis stuck through the hole. I couldn’t see who was on the other side, but I felt hands—multiple hands—touching, stroking, teasing my cage.

Fingers rubbed along the cage bars, stimulating my trapped clitty. Oil was applied, making the touches slick and maddening. Something vibrated against the cage tip. Warm breath ghosted over my sensitive skin.

“Please,” I whimpered. “I can’t—I’m so close—”

“Don’t cum,” Claire commanded from beside me. “If you cum, you fail the test.”

The hands on the other side worked expertly, bringing me to the edge again and again. My cage leaked constantly, my body trembled, my mind fractured between the need to cum and the command not to.

An hour passed. Maybe longer. The edging never stopped, never relented. My clitty was hypersensitive, my prostate aching from denied orgasms, my mind breaking from the constant stimulation and denial.

Finally, mercifully, the hands withdrew.

“Fifty-seven minutes,” Claire announced. “No orgasm. You passed.”

She released me from the chair. I could barely stand, my legs shaking, my cage dripping, my mind foggy with denied need.

“One more room,” Claire said. “The most challenging.”



Room One was the largest, and the most intimidating. Multiple glory holes lined the walls—some at face height, some at hip height, some at chest height. And standing in the center, waiting, were all three futanari nurses—Claire, Jillian, and Kate—and a fourth woman I hadn’t met (Kelsey, according to her nametag).

“The Futanari Room,” Claire announced. “This is optional. You can refuse and proceed to the final treatment with what you’ve already completed. But if you participate, it will… enhance your results.”

“What do I have to do?” I asked nervously.

“Service us,” Jillian said bluntly. “Through the glory holes. Oral only. We’ll cum in your mouth or on your face. You need to collect enough of our cum to activate the catalyst injection fully.”

Kate added more gently, “It’s a lot to ask, we know. But the catalyst works better with futanari semen as an activation agent. It’s up to you.”

I thought about Victoria. About my transformation. About how far I’d already come.

“How much… how many?” I asked.

“Eight loads total,” Claire said clinically. “Approximately thirty minutes of work, depending on your skill.”

Eight loads. From four futanari women. Through glory holes.

This was the most degrading thing they’d asked me to do.

But it was for my transformation. For Victoria. For becoming Alexis completely.

“I’ll do it,” I whispered.

The four nurses smiled. “Excellent decision,” Claire said. “Let’s begin.”

One by one, thick futanari cocks appeared through the glory holes at different heights. I serviced them on my knees, crawling from hole to hole like an animal, sucking and licking desperately. The first cock was Jillian’s—impossibly long and thick, at least eight inches. I wrapped my lips around the swollen head, tasting the salty precum already leaking from the tip, and worked it with my tongue, swirling and licking, taking it deeper into my throat. She lasted maybe five minutes before groaning loudly on the other side of the wall, flooding my mouth with thick, hot cum. I swallowed it all, gulp after gulp, the taste overwhelming.

The second cock that appeared was Kate’s—slightly curved, hitting the back of my throat at a different angle. She lasted longer, grabbing my head through the hole and fucking my face brutally through the wall, making me gag and choke, until she finally came with a roar, pulling out at the last second to shoot warm, thick spurts all over my face, covering my cheeks, my lips, my closed eyelids.

The third and fourth cocks—Claire and Kelsey—both came in my mouth after I sucked them frantically, desperately. Both deposited huge, copious loads that I struggled to swallow, some of it spilling out of the corners of my mouth and dripping down my chin onto my chest.

Then they switched positions, moving to different glory holes, and I had to service all four of them again. And then again. Eight loads total, just as they’d promised. Eight times I sucked futanari cock until completion. Eight times I swallowed or took their cum on my face.

By the end, I was absolutely covered in thick, sticky cum—face completely glazed, chest dripping, even my hair matted with it. My mouth tasted only of their semen, salty and musky. My throat was raw and sore from swallowing so much, from being face-fucked so roughly.

“Excellent work,” Claire said, producing a sample cup. “We have enough now. Time for the injection.”

She scraped some of the cum from my face into the cup, mixing it with other compounds, drawing it into a large syringe.

“This goes intramuscularly into your hip. It will hurt initially, then you’ll feel warmth spreading through your body. The full effects will develop over the next two weeks.”

I was positioned on my side. Claire swabbed my hip with alcohol, then pushed the needle deep into my muscle.

The injection burned. I whimpered as she depressed the plunger, the pink liquid flooding into my body. When she withdrew the needle, she pressed a cotton ball against the injection site.

“Done. You can get up slowly.”

I sat up, feeling the warmth she’d described beginning to spread from my hip throughout my body. It wasn’t unpleasant—just strange, like internal sunshine.

“You’ll need to return in two weeks for follow-up measurements,” Claire said. “But for now, you’re free to shower and get dressed. Victoria is waiting in reception.”

They gave me clothes to wear home—a simple dress and flats—since my clothes were soiled from the day’s activities. I walked through the clinic hallways in a daze, the injection site throbbing slightly, my body full of futanari cum and hormones and transformation.

Victoria was indeed waiting in reception. She stood immediately when she saw me, her eyes scanning my body.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Changed,” I said simply. “Permanently changed.”

Victoria smiled. “Good. Let’s go home.”

In her car, I told her everything about the weekend—the four rooms, the edging, the futanari, the injection. She listened intently, occasionally asking questions, clearly pleased with my experiences.

“Claire texted me updates throughout,” Victoria admitted. “I know you did well. I’m proud of you, Alexis.”

The praise made my chest swell.

“When we get to my apartment, you’re going to worship my feet for three hours straight,” Victoria said. “As a reward for completing the clinic training. And also because I missed having your tongue on my feet all weekend.”

Three hours. The thought made my cage strain immediately.

“Yes, Mistress Victoria. Thank you, Mistress.”

That night, I worshipped Victoria’s feet with religious devotion—licking every inch, sucking every toe, kissing every curve. The taste of her feet was even more intoxicating after two days without them. She came four times from my worship, each orgasm making her press her foot harder against my face.

And the whole time, I felt the injection working inside me—warmth spreading, changes beginning, permanence settling into my bones.

I was Alexis now. Completely, permanently, irreversibly.

And I’d never been happier.


Chapter 18: Peak Feminization and Departure

Two weeks after the catalyst injection, my body had transformed dramatically.

I stood in front of the mirror in Victoria’s bedroom, naked except for my cage, examining the changes. My breasts had grown to a full B-cup—noticeable, real, impossible to hide under clothes. My hips had widened further, creating a distinctly feminine silhouette. My face had softened, features becoming delicate and feminine.

And my penis… my penis had shrunk to approximately four centimeters. About an inch and a half. It was so small now, truly a clitty. Even the smaller cage felt loose around it.

“You’re beautiful,” Victoria said from behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and resting her chin on my shoulder. “Absolutely gorgeous.”

“I don’t even look like Alex anymore,” I said quietly.

“Because you’re not Alex. You’re Alexis. This is who you were always meant to be.”

We had an appointment with Claire that afternoon for post-injection measurements. The clinic was less intimidating now that I knew what to expect, though walking through the doors still made my stomach flutter with nervous energy.

Claire greeted us professionally, leading us to the same examination room where this had all started months ago. “Let’s see how the catalyst worked. Strip completely, please.”

I removed my clothes and stood for her examination. She measured methodically—breasts (confirmed 34B), hips, waist, weight. Then she unlocked my cage and examined my penis.

“Excellent shrinkage,” she said, measuring carefully. “Down to approximately four centimeters. Just over an inch and a half. Your testicles have also shrunk noticeably. Sexual function is increasingly prostate-focused. Your penis is becoming much less functional for traditional intercourse.”

She took photos from multiple angles, documenting my transformation. Then she pulled up a series of comparison images on her tablet—showing my body at day one, after four weeks, after eight weeks, and now at fourteen weeks.

The progression was shocking. I’d gone from a skinny boy with a flat chest and normal-sized penis to a feminine form with B-cup breasts and a micropenis.

“The catalyst injection was remarkably effective,” Claire said. “Your body has responded better than most subjects. The changes are now largely permanent. Even if you stopped hormones completely, your breasts would only reduce slightly. Your penis would not regrow significantly. Your face and body shape would remain feminized.”

Permanent. The word hit me with full force.

“Are you satisfied with the results?” Claire asked.

I looked at Victoria, who nodded encouragingly.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m… I’m happy with how I look.”

“Good. Then let’s discuss maintenance. You’ll need to continue hormones indefinitely to maintain and potentially advance your current levels. Based on your penis size, we should consider an even smaller cage. Perhaps a micro cage designed for 4cm capacity.”

“We’ll get one,” Victoria said immediately. “I want her completely restricted.”

Claire made notes. “I’ll send you specifications for appropriate cages. Now, let’s assess anal capacity.”

I was positioned on the examination table with my legs in stirrups. Claire lubed her gloved hand and began probing my hole—one finger, two, three, four.

“Excellent capacity,” Claire noted. “Subject can accommodate large toys easily now. The weekend training was very effective.”

She withdrew her fingers and produced a large dildo—at least three inches in diameter. “Let’s test with this.”

She pushed the massive dildo into me slowly, working it inch by inch until it was fully seated. I could feel it pressing against everything inside me, filling me completely.

“How does that feel?” Claire asked.

“Full,” I gasped. “Very full.”

“But not painful?”

“No, Mistress Claire.”

“Perfect. Victoria, I recommend purchasing toys in this size range. Alexis’s hole can now accommodate significant penetration without discomfort.”

Victoria grinned. “I’ll buy an entire collection.”

Claire fucked me with the massive dildo for several minutes, demonstrating proper technique. Every thrust hit my prostate, sending waves of pleasure through my body. My cage leaked constantly, but I couldn’t build toward orgasm—my penis was too small, too restricted.

When Claire finally removed the dildo, I felt suddenly empty, my hole gaping slightly before closing back to normal.

“Outstanding transformation,” Claire declared. “Alexis is now at peak Book 1 feminization level. B-cup breasts, 4cm penis, excellent hip development, fully trained hole. I have no further medical recommendations except continued hormones and regular checkups every three months.”

We left the clinic with documentation of my transformation and recommendations for my ongoing care.

That night, Victoria had me dress in the most feminine outfit yet—a tight pink dress that showed off my B-cup cleavage, five-inch heels, full makeup, jewelry. She took dozens of photos, each one capturing how feminine I looked.

“These are going in your portfolio,” Victoria explained. “Because eventually, I might share you with select friends. Other dominants who appreciate properly trained sissies.”

My cage strained at the thought—being used by multiple Mistresses, serving multiple women, worshipping multiple sets of feet.

“But first,” Victoria said, sitting on the couch and placing her bare feet on the coffee table, “you’re going to worship my feet for four hours. Non-stop. I want to see your devotion.”

I knelt immediately, lifting her right foot to my face. The familiar taste and texture of her skin made my entire body relax into submission. This was home. This was purpose.

I worshipped her feet with complete devotion—licking every inch, sucking every toe, kissing every curve. My tongue never stopped moving, my lips never stopped kissing. The hours blurred together into a meditation of service.

Victoria came six times from my worship, each orgasm more intense than the last. She didn’t reciprocate—didn’t touch me, didn’t allow me release. She just took her pleasure from my mouth on her feet.

When the four hours ended, my jaw ached terribly and my tongue was numb, but I felt more satisfied than any orgasm had ever made me feel.

“Good girl,” Victoria said softly, her voice thick with emotion, stroking my hair tenderly. “You’re the best foot slave I’ve ever had. The most devoted. The most perfect.”

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria,” I said, my voice hoarse and raw.

“Now I have something important to tell you.” She pulled her feet away from my wet, worshipful mouth and sat up straighter on the couch. “I need to talk to you about my plans. About my future.”

My heart began to pound with dread, sensing bad news.

Victoria took a deep breath, her expression conflicted. “I’ve been accepted to a graduate program. It’s an amazing opportunity—full scholarship, prestigious school, everything I’ve worked for. But it’s… it’s far away. On the other side of the country. And it starts next week.”

No. Please no. Not this.

“How far?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“Three hours by plane. The program is extremely intensive—full immersion. I’ll need to focus completely, totally on my studies for the first semester, which means…” She paused, her eyes meeting mine with genuine regret. “I’ll be gone for approximately three months. No visits. Minimal contact.”

Three months. The words echoed in my head like a death sentence, like the end of everything.

“Three months without you?” My voice cracked, tears forming. “Without your feet? Without… without you?”

“I know. It’s a long time. It’s an eternity for someone in your position. But Alexis…” Victoria cupped my face with both hands, forcing me to look at her. “I need you to be strong. Stronger than you’ve ever been. I need you to stay loyal to me, keep taking your hormones every single day, stay locked in your cage no matter how desperate you get, and wait for me. Can you do that? Can you prove your devotion is real?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to beg her not to go, to stay with me, to keep me. I wanted to tell her I couldn’t survive three months without her feet in my mouth, without her control over my body, without her presence in my life.

But instead, choking back tears, I said, “Yes, Mistress Victoria. I’ll be good. I promise. I’ll wait for you. I’m yours.”

“Good girl.” She kissed my forehead—a rare tender gesture. “I’ll call you every week. Video chat. We’ll stay connected. And when I come back, we’ll pick up right where we left off. You’ll be even more feminized, even more devoted.”

“When do you leave?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Next Wednesday. Five days from now.”

Five days. I had five more days with her.



The next five days passed in a blur. Victoria and I spent every possible moment together. I worshipped her feet for hours each day—long, devoted sessions where I tried to memorize every detail of her perfect soles, her delicate toes, the taste of her skin.

She came countless times from my worship. I was denied every time, my smaller cage aching but never released.

“I want you desperate while I’m gone,” Victoria explained. “I want you thinking about my feet constantly. Craving them. So when I come back, you’ll worship them with even more devotion than ever.”

On Tuesday night—the night before her departure—Victoria made me dress in my most beautiful outfit. She took photos of me in various poses, her eyes full of emotion.

“I want to remember you looking like this,” she said. “My beautiful sissy girl. Look how far you’ve come, Alexis. From a nervous boy in panties to this gorgeous feminine creature. I’m so proud of you.”

Her pride made me glow despite the sadness of her impending departure.

“Now,” Victoria said, her voice trembling slightly with emotion, sitting on the bed and positioning her bare feet on the edge, spreading her legs, “worship my feet one last time before I go. Take all the time you need. Savor every second. Every taste. This needs to last you three entire months.”

I knelt before her perfect feet, my heart breaking into pieces and my cage straining desperately, painfully simultaneously. I pressed my lips to the top of her right foot, kissing it gently, reverently, tears already starting to form in my eyes.

I worshipped her feet for four hours that night—four precious hours that felt both endless and far too short. I licked every single inch, tasting every bit of her skin, sucking every toe individually and in groups, kissing every curve and arch. My tongue traced her arches lovingly, my lips caressed her soft soles, my mouth savored her taste like it was the last meal I’d ever have. Tears streamed continuously down my face as I worked—tears of devotion, of fear, of desperate love, of anticipated loneliness.

Victoria came five times from my worship, her hand working frantically between her legs while my mouth worked her feet. Each orgasm made her moan my name loudly, her feet pressing harder and harder against my face, smothering me. “Good girl, Alexis. Such a perfect little foot slave. My perfect girl. I’m going to miss this so much. I’m going to miss you.”

When the four hours finally ended, my jaw was completely numb, immobile, and my tongue was utterly exhausted, raw and sore. But I felt satisfied in a deep, spiritual way that transcended physical pleasure. I’d given her everything I had. Everything.

“Go home,” Victoria finally said, though her voice was thick with emotion. “Get some sleep. I’ll text you when I’m settled at school.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

“And Alexis?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“I love you. Don’t forget that. Even when I’m gone, even when we’re apart, you’re still mine. You belong to me. That doesn’t change.”

“I love you too, Mistress Victoria. I’m yours. Always.”

She kissed me—a real kiss, soft and tender and heartbreaking. Then she pushed me gently toward the door. “Go. Before I change my mind about leaving.”

I left her apartment, my heart heavy but my resolve firm. I would be good. I would wait for her. I would prove my loyalty.



Wednesday morning, I woke up to a text from Victoria:

MistressV: Leaving now for the airport. I’ll call you this weekend. Be good, sissy. Remember who you belong to. I love you. —V

I stared at the text for a long time, my vision blurring with tears. She was gone. Really gone.

I pulled myself out of bed and looked in the mirror. My body had changed so dramatically. B-cup breasts, feminine curves, a face that looked like a girl’s face. And between my legs, the smaller cage containing my four-centimeter clitty.

I was Alexis now. Completely feminized. Victoria’s property.

And Victoria was gone for three months.

I took my morning hormone pill—pink, same as always. I adjusted my cage. I looked at my reflection and saw a girl staring back.

This was who I was now. Alexis. Feminized. Owned.

And even though Victoria was gone, I would stay loyal. I would stay locked. I would wait.

Because I was hers.

Completely.

Forever.



END OF BOOK 1: CRUSH & CAGE



Alexis has reached peak feminization—B-cup breasts, 4cm micropenis, completely passing as female. The catalyst injection has made most changes permanent. But Victoria has left for three months of graduate school, leaving Alexis alone, locked, and desperate. Can she stay loyal without Victoria’s constant presence? Will the denial and isolation break her? And what will happen when Diana inevitably comes calling?

The story continues in Book 2: SEPARATION & SUBMISSION—where Alexis faces her greatest test: surviving without Victoria, resisting Diana’s advances, and discovering what it truly means to be owned…


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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