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Chapter 1
The Knock at the Door


The knock came just as I stepped out of the shower. Three sharp raps. Confident. Unapologetic. It wasn’t the kind of knock that asked—it commanded.

My stomach twisted. I wasn’t expecting anyone.

I wrapped a towel around my waist and moved to the door, the tile still damp under my feet. I had a weird feeling, the kind that buzzes in your spine and makes your hands go numb. Like I already knew who it was—or perhaps it was a hope to see her again.

I peeked through the peephole and instantly felt my knees go soft.

It was her. Lisa.

She stood like she owned the world—tall and poised, blonde hair perfectly curled, her lips a vivid, wicked red. She wore a sharp black blouse tucked tight into high-waisted black leggings that hugged her hips, her thighs, her ass—every inch of her body like they’d been painted on. And those heels—black stilettos—clicking against the concrete, were the same ones that had dug into my mattress the night before while she fucked me senseless.

She looked like a goddamn dominatrix. And I… I was still sore from being her plaything.

I opened the door slowly, heart pounding as I wondered why she was here—why she had come back for me. Was it to unlock the cage she had left on me?

“Lisa?”

She breezed past me without waiting for a response, her duffel bag thudding against the floor.

“Hmm,” she said, glancing over her shoulder. “Still wet. At least you’re not pretending to be decent.”

“I—I wasn’t expecting⁠—”

“Of course you weren’t.” She turned around fully and gave me that smile—the one that saw straight through me. “But your expectations aren’t my concern anymore, sweetheart.”

Her eyes flicked down to my towel, then back up again, slow and deliberate. I felt it—the same shameful flush as last night, the same helpless ache in my cock, locked away and twitching with need.

“You still have your little cage on under there, don’t you?” she asked coolly.

I swallowed, feeling my cock strain against the chastity device she had locked over it. “Yes, I⁠—”

She took a step toward me, and I froze. Her heels echoed against the hardwood, her presence overwhelming. She didn’t need to raise her voice. She never did. One look was enough.

With a swift movement she reached down and grabbed me, her hand quickly encompassing the small cage through my towel. She smiled as she rubbed her thumb over the hard plastic.

“I hope you don’t think that I came back to free you. I didn’t.”

My lips parted. I didn’t know what to say. She was so close I could smell her perfume—warm, floral, decadent. It made my cock strain harder, feeling helpless against the pressure.

“I mean… I wasn’t sure.”

She laughed—soft and cruel—and reached for the towel. With one sharp tug, it was gone, and I was naked in front of her again.

“You poor, simple thing,” she murmured, eyeing the pink plastic cage that held my cock in its tight little prison. “I bet you did. You expected your release the second you saw me.”

I stood frozen, humiliated, trembling. And hard. Or trying to get hard.

Her fingers wrapped around the cage again, warm and firm. She gave it a squeeze that made me suck in a breath.

“This stays on,” she whispered. “Until I’m done with you. Understand?”

I nodded.

“Say it.”

“Until… until you’re done with me,” I whispered.

Her nails tapped the cage with a little click click click, like she was checking its integrity. Or reminding me that she held the only key.

“And let me make something very clear, Freddy.” She leaned in close, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “That night? That wasn’t a one-time fantasy. That was a beginning. I own this,” she said, giving the cage another squeeze, “and everything it controls.”

I whimpered.

“Now,” she said, stepping back and bending to unzip her duffel. “I have new pieces to test. I need a model. One with smooth legs and a pretty waist. One who moans when I touch her. You’re going to help me decide which outfits I recommend to my clients.”

“But I—Lisa, I’m not⁠—”

She pulled something from the bag and held it up. A black matte butt plug, tapered and shining, with a pink jewel at the base.

My breath caught.

“You’re exactly what I need,” she said, smiling as she unscrewed the cap on a bottle of lube. “Now bend over the couch and present yourself. This will help your posture… and your attitude.”

“Lisa—”

She looked at me like she was already bored of my voice. “Do I need to squeeze tighter to make my point?”

I didn’t move.

“Or do you want to make me proud this time?”

I turned and bent over the arm of the couch, my whole body trembling. I wasn’t sure if I was more terrified of what she’d do next… or how badly I wanted her to do it.

Because one thing was clear the moment I heard that knock:

She wasn’t done with me.

And God help me, I didn’t want her to be.


Chapter 2
Plug and Play


The plug slid in slowly, and I gasped—loud, sharp, unguarded. It didn’t hurt exactly. It was smooth, not oversized… but it was still something inside me. Something firm and cold and real, stretching me open in a way that felt so intimate, so filthy, I couldn’t make sense of the sounds I was making. Little gasps, stifled moans, broken whimpers.

Lisa just held it there, waiting, letting me squirm. She knew. Of course she knew. She always knew when to wait.

My cock throbbed inside its pink cage—pathetically, hopelessly—and I was sure she saw it.

“You’re still so tight,” she murmured, running a finger lightly between my cheeks as the plug nestled in place. “Poor thing. You had never done anything like this before last night, had you?”

“N-not really,” I said into the couch cushion.

“Not really?” she laughed. “That means you’ve thought about it. Touched yourself back there? Wondered what it would feel like?”

I said nothing.

She pressed the plug deeper. “Answer me.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Okay? Yes. I’ve thought about it.”

“Of course you did.” She gave it a twist, and I yelped. “All those late nights, jerking that sad little cock to sissy porn, imagining what it’d be like to wear heels and beg to get fucked. And now look at you.”

She slapped my ass—sharp and sudden—and I flinched, the plug shifting slightly inside me, the jewel at the base pressing harder against my skin.

“You’re getting exactly what you’ve always wanted.”

I was trembling when she finally pulled back. The plug stayed right where it was, a constant pressure that made me feel vulnerable and full. My breath was still shallow, my legs wobbly. But the worst part was how turned on I was.

I hated how much I liked it.

Or maybe… I didn’t hate it at all.

“Alright,” she said breezily, like she hadn’t just filled me with her plug. “Stand up. Slowly.”

I obeyed. Every movement made the plug shift. I could feel it with each step, every clench of my ass, the way it pressed deeper when I stood straighter. I reached behind me, trying to adjust.

She swatted my hand away instantly. “No touching.”

“I just⁠—”

“Don’t make me say it again,” she interrupted, her voice firm and powerful.

I froze. I could feel my chest heaving, my body trying to calm itself from the overwhelming changes happening so quickly.

She walked around me in a slow circle, like she was inspecting a mannequin. Her heels clicked across the hardwood, her leggings hugging her legs so tight they looked like leather. And the way she moved… fuck, it was hypnotic. Powerful. Casual cruelty in motion.

“I can already see a difference,” she said, stopping behind me. “Better posture already. Back straight, shoulders down. Perfect. The plug’s doing its job.”

I blushed.

She leaned in close, her breath warm on my ear. “And don’t think I didn’t notice that pathetic little twitch in your cage when I slid it in. You moaned, Freddy.”

“I didn’t⁠—”

She grabbed my cage again, hard enough to make me yelp. “You moaned like a good little sissy getting filled,” she whispered. “And you know what? I think you loved it.”

My breath hitched. My heart pounded in my ears. I couldn’t deny it.

“Admit it.”

“I… I loved it,” I whispered.

“Louder, my little sissy. Be proud of who you are.”

I gritted my teeth, finding it hard to say it again. But the feeling of the cage over my cock and the plug inside me—it told me that I had no choice. I needed to obey.

“I loved it,” I said louder, firmer, the words feeling like a weight off my chest.

She smiled and stepped back. “Good girl.”

She reached into her bag again and pulled out a pair of panties—white, sheer, trimmed with lace. She tossed them onto the couch beside me like she was feeding scraps to a dog. “Put them on.”

I picked them up with trembling hands. The lace was soft, the gusset lined in a silky fabric that I knew would press right against my cage. I stepped into them, dragging them up my legs slowly, the plug making me wince and shiver as I bent over.

As the fabric hugged me—tight, feminine, and humiliating—I felt my cock swell against the plastic. Useless, trapped, but still aching.

It had only been a short night since I last wore panties and already it felt so good to wear again.

Lisa crossed her arms and stared. “Look at that. You’re leaking through already.”

I glanced down. She was right. A tiny wet spot was forming where the tip of the cage strained against the lace.

She stepped closer and traced her finger over the fabric, slow and mocking.

“You’re so easy now,” she said softly. “I don’t even have to touch you anymore. Just a few words. Just the sight of me. And your little clit drools like it’s starving. You’re going to be so easy to train.”

I bit my lip, humiliated… and completely helpless to stop it.

“Time to finish getting you ready,” she said, pulling out her makeup bag. “Sit. Chin up. Eyes forward.”

I obeyed without a word, following her into the bathroom. She set me down in front of the mirror, just like last time. Except this time, there was no illusion of surprise. I wasn’t a confused man trying to impress his high school crush. I knew exactly what was coming.

Lisa stood behind me, pulling my hair back before pulling out the wig she’d brought—long, chestnut brown, with soft waves that fell to my shoulders.

As she pinned it into place, she murmured to herself, half-laughing, “You really were meant for this.”

“Meant for what?” I asked softly.

She met my eyes in the mirror, her smirk deepening. “To be beautiful. To be mine.”


Chapter 3
Dressed To Obey


Istared at my reflection. The wig framed my face in soft waves, falling past my shoulders like it had always belonged there. It didn’t feel like me. But somehow… it did.

Lisa stood behind me like a queen surveying her canvas. Her hands rested on my shoulders, fingers light but firm, like she was reminding me: You're mine now. I sat still, legs pressed together, posture straight—helped, of course, by the plug still snug inside me, a constant, throbbing presence I couldn’t ignore.

She set her makeup case on the counter and unzipped it slowly, the teeth of the zipper loud in the quiet bathroom. “Eyes forward,” she said, her voice low and smooth.

I obeyed without a word.

“Good girl.”

She started with foundation, her fingers gliding across my cheeks and chin with practiced ease. It was soft at first—gentle, almost intimate. But her words were anything but tender.

“I love watching you squirm when I touch you,” she murmured as she dabbed under my eyes. “It’s adorable. You try so hard to pretend you’re confused… like this wasn’t inside you all along.”

I bit the inside of my cheek, trying not to react, trying to stay still.

She switched to blush. “You’re blushing already,” she said with a smirk. “Let’s highlight it.”

A light sweep across my cheeks. The softest brush. The hardest humiliation.

“I bet you used to jerk off to pictures like this,” she continued, her voice a knife wrapped in silk. “Sissy makeup tutorials. Crossdressing captions. All those little stories about helpless boys turned into perfect girls.”

I said nothing. I didn’t have to. My cage was already betraying me again, twitching against the lace of my panties.

She moved to my eyes, leaning closer, her breasts brushing against my shoulder. “Close,” she whispered.

I did.

The smell of her perfume, the heat of her body—everything was dizzying. She worked in silence for a while, tracing liner, brushing shadow, her fingers steady and slow. Every now and then, she’d hum under her breath. I couldn’t tell if it was satisfaction… or hunger.

“Almost done,” she said finally. “Just the lips.”

She picked up a deep pink lipstick. “Pucker.”

I obeyed. Again.

She applied it with a delicate hand, pausing only to tilt my chin up or adjust the wig around my face. “Mmm, you have some nice, pouty slut lips.”

She laughed as she stepped back.

I opened my eyes, and froze.

I looked… pretty. Again. Not passably feminine. Not just “dressed up.” But pretty. Soft. Rosy. Erotic.

Like someone I’d want to kiss.

Lisa smiled, pleased. “You look so good that I think you need a new name—Felicity,” she said, her tone rich with possession. “You’re starting to look like the girl I knew you could be.”

“I hardly recognize myself,” I whispered.

“Good,” she said simply. “Because Freddy doesn’t exist anymore.”

I swallowed hard, feeling the excitement blossom in my chastity cage. There was no denying how much my look turned me on, how good it felt to look so pretty, so feminine.

She stepped behind me and reached into the bag again. “Now for the fun part.”

The outfit she pulled out looked like something straight off a boutique mannequin: a tight, high-waisted black miniskirt and a sheer pink blouse with puffed sleeves and a soft bow collar. Feminine. Delicate. Slutty.

“Let’s see how this fits,” she purred, her tone soft yet demanding.

My hands shook as I stood up, my brain racing as I imagined myself wearing the outfit—how it would look on me, how it would feel on me.

The plug shifted with every step, making me clench, making me wince—and Lisa noticed. She always noticed.

“Aww,” she cooed. “Poor baby. Is it hard to walk with your little hole stretched open?”

I didn’t answer. My cheeks were burning too hot.

She dressed me slowly, like she was savoring every second of the process—and driving me absolutely insane in the process.

Her hands were expert, clinical almost, but every brush of her fingers against my skin sent sparks skittering through my body. She slipped the straps of the bra over my shoulders with a deliberate slowness, tugging them into place and adjusting the cups until they framed my chest perfectly. I gasped when she slid in the breast forms—heavy, warm, perfectly shaped—and adjusted them with a gentle squeeze, molding me into the illusion of real curves. The sudden weight on my chest made my breath hitch, my heart race. I could feel the bra tighten with every shaky inhale, the fake breasts moving slightly with each movement, making me feel exposed... and beautiful.

She picked up the mini skirt next—tight, soft, almost indecent—and pulled it up over my hips, smoothing it down until it hugged my ass like a second skin. I could feel the plug inside me with every small shift, every twitch. The skirt was short enough that if I bent over even slightly, there would be no hiding the vulgar shape of the plug's jewel pressing through the fabric.

The blouse came next. She slipped it onto my arms, buttoning it up slowly, one button at a time, her knuckles grazing my skin, her nails teasing my chest. The sheer pink fabric clung to me, thin enough that the dark outline of the bra and the faint swell of my fake breasts were clearly visible beneath it.

Then, the stockings. Thigh-highs—black, silky, with delicate lace at the top. She rolled them slowly up each leg, her fingers smoothing them lovingly into place, taking her time, dragging the sensation out until I was panting. The feeling of the stockings hugging my thighs made me feel smaller somehow, softer. Every inch of me felt reshaped, repurposed, rewritten.

Each piece she added didn’t just dress me—it transformed me. Every brush of her hands, every soft tug, every whispered tease filled my head with dizzying, unfamiliar thoughts. I wasn’t just wearing women’s clothes. I was becoming something else. Something new.

Felicity

By the time she finished, I could barely breathe. My caged cock was throbbing, the plug pulsing gently inside me, my mind spinning with a cocktail of shame, need, and something deeper—something terrifying and thrilling all at once.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

I just knew I wanted more.

And when I caught sight of myself in the mirror again… I gasped.

I looked like I belonged to her.

I looked like I wanted to.

“Spin for me,” Lisa said.

Without thinking, I did. I just obeyed her like it was second nature.

She pulled a small remote from her purse and clicked a button.

The plug inside me buzzed to life. I yelped, nearly stumbling in my heels. My hands flew to the wall, catching myself.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.

Lisa grinned. “Now walk for me.”

“I—I can’t⁠—”

She pressed the button again. A stronger pulse. My knees nearly buckled.

“I said walk, Felicity. Models don’t get to say no.”

I took a step. Then another. The plug pulsed with each movement. My caged cock strained against the lace, desperate, throbbing, leaking. I whimpered, feeling heat rise between my thighs. The friction. The fullness. The humiliation.

And the worst part?

I loved it.


Chapter 4
Begging


Idon’t know how many outfits I modeled for her. It all blurred together—the feel of silky lingerie sliding over my skin, the soft tug of stockings being pulled up my thighs, the steady hum of the plug inside me making every brush of fabric a new kind of torture.

The first outfit was deceptively innocent: a pale pink babydoll dress, sheer enough that the matching lace panties and bra beneath were clearly visible. Lisa made me twirl for her, laughing lightly as the hem lifted to flash my caged cock pressed against the thin fabric.

Then she changed me again.

Next came a tight black pencil skirt that barely covered my ass, paired with a sheer white blouse tucked into the waistband. She buttoned it slowly, letting the edge of my lacy black bra peek through each time I moved. Every step in the short skirt was a reminder of the plug nestled deep inside me—and of how exposed I really was.

The third outfit was crueler still. A schoolgirl fantasy: a plaid mini skirt, white thigh-highs, a too-tight crop top that strained over my fake breasts. Lisa stood back and admired her work, tilting her head thoughtfully as if imagining even sluttier adjustments. My cage throbbed so violently against my panties I could barely walk.

And she wasn’t done.

The fourth change was the worst—or maybe the best—or maybe I didn’t know anymore.

A scarlet-red bodycon dress, thin and tight, fitting over me like a glove. Lisa slid it down over me inch by inch, tugging it into place so it molded to every curve, every fake breast, every humiliating erection trapped beneath lace and latex. She added glossy black heels—five inches high—that made my hips sway with every trembling step.

Each outfit made it worse. Each new layer of lingerie, every sheer blouse, every obscene skirt, made my skin feel hotter, my thighs weaker, my breath shorter. I could feel the wetness between my legs now—shamefully, unmistakably mine.

By the time I stepped out in the final dress, my mind was a haze of silk, lace, and need.

I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Lisa,” I croaked, gripping the counter for balance. “Please.”

She didn’t even look up from where she sat on the edge of the bed, legs crossed, remote in hand like a queen holding court. “Please what?”

I swallowed, humiliated already. “I—I can’t take it anymore.”

“Oh? What can’t you take, Felicity?” she replied calmly while a knowing smirk crept onto the corner of her lips.

She clicked the remote again, and the plug buzzed into a higher setting. I cried out, buckling forward, thighs pressed together.

“This,” I gasped. “Please, I need⁠—”

“You need what?” Her tone was light, cruel. “Words, darling. Use your words.”

“I need to… cum,” I moaned, voice breaking. “Please, Lisa. Please. I’m aching. I can’t think. I’m⁠—”

“You’re a mess,” she said, amused. “Just look at you.”

I did. The mirror didn’t lie. My makeup was smudged at the corners, my lips still painted but parted, needy. My hair was slightly tangled from the constant dressing and undressing. My dress clung to me and my cage was visibly twitching through the tight fabric.

I looked like a used-up slut begging for attention.

And I was.

I was in desperate need of attention, of her touch. I needed her to unlock this cage, to let me relieve myself—to help me.

Lisa stood slowly, crossing the room in long, deliberate strides. Her heels clicked. Her hips swayed. Her eyes never left me. She stopped in front of me and placed a finger under my chin, lifting my gaze to hers.

“You’ve done so well today,” she murmured. “So many outfits. So many little moans. And you haven’t touched your little cage once, have you? You haven’t tried to pleasure yourself?”

“No,” I breathed. “I swear I haven’t.”

“Of course not.” She leaned in, lips brushing mine without kissing. “Good girls don’t touch without permission.”

I whimpered. There was something about being called her good girl that was intoxicating. That made me want to do whatever it took to hear her say it again.

“And you’ve been a very good girl today, Felicity.”

A pause. My heart pounded.

“Does that mean…?” I asked, hope sparking in my chest.

Lisa grinned, wicked and slow. “It means I’m considering giving you a reward.”

I nearly sobbed.

She circled me, fingers trailing along my side, over my ass, to the remote. She dialed the plug down to a soft, low pulse—still present, still maddening, but no longer overwhelming.

I moaned in relief.

“But not just yet,” she said, moving back toward the bed.

She sat again, crossed her legs, and hiked her dress up her thighs. No panties. She spread her legs just slightly, just enough.

My mouth went dry.

“I am a generous mistress,” she said, tapping the edge of the bed. “And I think a good girl deserves something sweet after such a long, hard day.”

I stepped forward without thinking. But as I moved to climb onto the bed, she reached out and grabbed the cage through my dress—firm and possessive.

“Oh no, no,” she whispered. “Not like that. You don’t deserve me like that.”

She gave it a squeeze that made me whimper.

“Use your mouth, like a proper little sissy. Show me how much you want it. Show me what that desperate tongue can do.”

I sank to my knees without a second thought.

And as I pushed my face between her thighs, all I could think was:

Thank God she’s not done with me yet.


Chapter 5
Her Reward


Her thighs opened for me like a curtain rising on the most important performance of my life.

I was already on my knees, aching, panting, caged and plugged and so far past the edge of arousal I didn’t even know who I was anymore. Felicity. Freddy. It didn’t matter.

I was hers now.

Lisa lounged back on the bed, dress pulled up around her waist, heels still on, one dangling from her toes as she spread her legs wider. Her pussy glistened in the soft light—pink, flushed, soaked. I could smell her. Warm, sweet, heady. The scent alone made my knees wobble.

“Come here,” she said softly, tapping two fingers against her thigh. “It’s time for your reward.”

I crawled forward, trembling. The plug shifted with every movement, making me gasp. My caged cock twitched, leaking against the damp lace of my panties, so soaked now I could feel wetness dripping slowly down my thighs.

“Start slow,” she commanded. “Use your lips. Like you’re kissing something you don’t deserve—because you don’t.”

“Yes, Lisa,” I whispered.

I kissed the inside of her thigh—low, near her knee.

Another kiss, higher, lingering longer.

Another, just above her inner thigh where her skin turned delicate and hot, where her scent was thickest.

I felt her shift beneath me, a slight roll of her hips, the smallest encouraging sigh.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Such soft kisses. Like you actually mean them.”

“I do,” I breathed.

“Then prove it.”

I kissed her again, this time just beside her folds. Then again, right above her clit. I heard her breath hitch. I lingered, lips pressed just under her opening, my breath warm against her. She didn’t say a word.

I looked up at her. Her eyes were half-lidded, mouth slightly open, chest rising and falling beneath her bra. She didn’t even look at me. She didn’t have to. She was a queen receiving worship—completely at ease.

I kissed her again, directly on her slit.

“Tongue,” she said, not looking down.

I obeyed.

The first lick was slow, worshipful. A long, reverent stroke from the base of her entrance to the tip of her clit, where I circled gently with the tip of my tongue. Her body twitched. She still didn’t look down.

I licked her again. A little deeper. A little wetter.

This time, she let out a soft sound—half sigh, half moan.

“Don’t rush,” she said. “Take your time. Learn my body. That’s what a good girl does.”

I moaned softly and kept going, tongue sliding between her folds, savoring her taste—sweet and tangy, thick and addicting. I let my lips caress her, my tongue explore her. Every little noise she made was a spark in my chest, a pulse in my caged cock, a desperate tremble in my thighs.

She let me work for minutes—long, aching minutes. Each time I found the right spot, she rewarded me with a soft moan, a slight buck of her hips.

Each time I got too eager, too fast, she pulled lightly on my wig, reminding me: slow, obedient, worshipful.

“Right there,” she whispered, as I found her clit again and gently circled it. “Mmm. Stay right there.”

I focused, mouth moving slowly, tongue worshipful. She was so warm. So soft. So fucking wet.

Her fingers tangled in my wig—not to pull, just to hold. To keep me close.

“That’s it, Felicity,” she purred. “You were made for this. Your mouth was made to serve. To pleasure me.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage. I could feel myself leaking steadily now, hot and sticky, soaking through the panties and down my thigh. I didn’t care. I’d forgotten my own body entirely. My world was her.

"Faster," she finally ordered, voice tightening.

I obeyed. I flicked her clit with my tongue, circled it, sucked gently—mixing techniques, desperate to please her, to hear her moan again.

Her thighs clamped tighter around my head.

Her hands tangled in my wig, gripping tightly now.

Her hips started to roll against my mouth, slow and deliberate.

"You’re going to make me cum," she gasped, breathless.

"Felicity—fuck—you’re going to⁠—"

She cut off with a moan as her whole body tensed.

I licked harder, feeling her clit swell against my tongue, feeling her thighs tremble around me.

"Don’t stop," she cried. "Don’t—don’t you fucking dare⁠—"

She exploded against my mouth.

Her body bucked violently, grinding against my face, fucking herself on my tongue with wild, needy thrusts. Her thighs squeezed so hard around my head I could barely breathe. I could feel her wetness flood over my mouth, dripping down my chin, soaking my chest.

She screamed—high, broken, raw—clutching my head like I was the only thing anchoring her to the world. She was everywhere. Her scent, her taste, her voice echoing through the room.

I didn’t stop.

I licked her through it, lapped at her wetness, kissed her spasming clit, until finally—finally—her body collapsed back against the bed, trembling and gasping for air.

She tossed one arm over her face, finally letting go of my hair. Her chest was heaving, her breasts rising and falling majestically.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

I sat back on my heels, dizzy, covered in her, panting like I’d just run a marathon. My cock was still throbbing violently in its cage, every heartbeat a cruel reminder. The plug still pulsed inside me. My panties were soaked and clinging, my lipstick smudged, my wig crooked.

But I had never felt more fulfilled in my life.

Because I had made her cum.

Because I had made Lisa cum.

Because I had made the prom queen cum.

She peeked out from under her arm, smiled, then reached out and brushed a damp strand of hair from my cheek.

“You were incredible,” she whispered.

My chest swelled.

“Such passion. Such desire,” she breathed out, a pleased smile spreading across her face. “And I’m going to harness it all. I’m going to train you and use you. I’m going to make you mine.”

I nodded. I wanted to be hers. I would be hers. “Yes, Lisa.”

She leaned in and kissed my forehead.

I melted.

"You’re going to be so much fun to break," she whispered against my skin.

"And so beautiful when you finally stop pretending you were ever anything else."


Chapter 6
New Rules


Lisa adjusted her dress with casual elegance, like she hadn’t just ridden my mouth until she came. Her lipstick was only slightly smudged, her blonde curls tousled just enough to make her look more dangerous than disheveled. She was perfection in heels—untouched, in control, and entirely unbothered by the mess she'd made of me.

I was still kneeling, breathless, dazed, my face slick with her wetness. My makeup was smeared, my wig a little crooked, and my panties were absolutely soaked from the constant pulsing of the plug inside me and the ache in my locked-up clit. I looked like a slut.

I was one.

And I didn’t want to move.

Lisa walked to her bag and started sorting through the outfits she’d brought. She didn’t say a word at first—just hung a few dresses over the back of a chair and folded others neatly onto my bed.

“I think I’ll leave these with you,” she finally said.

I blinked. “You—what? Really?”

She gave me a quick glance over her shoulder. “The dresses. The skirts. The tops. They’re yours now.”

I sat up straighter, heart fluttering. Still not believing what was happening. “Mine?”

She turned fully and smirked. “They’re your new uniforms, darling.”

My stomach flipped.

“Uniforms?” I echoed, confused but trembling already.

She crossed the room, every click of her heels sinking into me like punctuation. “You’re going to wear one every day. Whenever you’re home. Plug in. Makeup on. Caged and ready.”

I swallowed hard, the thoughts of dressing up every day flooding me with arousal.

“I might show up tomorrow. Or next week. You won’t know. But when I arrive, I expect Felicity to answer the door looking like she belongs to me.”

My thighs clenched involuntarily, my cock pulsing with lust.

“No more lounging around in boxers and t-shirts. No more pretending you’re someone you’re not. That pathetic old boy version of you? Gone. From now on your body remains clean shaven, your cock remains caged and hidden, and your body pretty in lace and satin.”

She stepped closer and brushed her fingers beneath my chin.

“And if I ever show up and find you not dressed? If I walk in and find Freddy instead of Felicity? Let’s just say your punishment won’t be as fun as your rewards.”

I nodded quickly. “Yes, Lisa. I’ll be ready.”

“I know you will,” she said sweetly, tilting my chin higher. “You’re mine now. And I take care of what’s mine.”

She stepped back, then reached into her duffel once more. When she turned, she held something thick, veined, and terrifyingly realistic in her hand.

A dildo.

My breath caught.

Lisa grinned. “Don’t look so surprised. This is part of your training.”

I stared. “Training?”

“You’re my sissy now—my pet,” she said casually. “And that means you need to learn versatility. Presentation. Poise. And most of all? How to unleash your sissy desires.”

I stammered. “Y-you want me to—now?”

She walked toward me with purpose, dildo in hand. “Of course now. You’re already on your knees. And I’m not leaving until I know you can take at least some of this. We have a reputation to uphold—or we will.”

She stopped in front of me and pressed the toy against my lips.

“Open.”

I hesitated.

But Lisa didn’t.

She grabbed my jaw, thumb under my chin, and applied pressure until my mouth opened.

“Be a good girl.”

She slid the tip in, slow and steady, coating it with my spit. It filled my mouth instantly, stretching my lips wide. I gagged softly and she chuckled.

“Too big? Poor baby. But you’ll learn.”

She pushed a little deeper, then pulled back. Then again. Her rhythm was slow, controlled, methodical—more instructional than cruel, but no less humiliating.

“Use your tongue,” she coached. “Roll it. Don’t just let it sit there. You’re not a corpse, you’re a cock sucker. Be lively. Suck.”

I moaned around the toy, obeying, tongue flicking and swirling as best as I could. My jaw was already sore. My throat was tight. My lipstick smeared further with every thrust of plastic over my lips.

“You’re dripping,” she said softly, one hand trailing between my thighs. “I can see the wet spot through your dress. Leaking just from sucking a fake cock? How pathetic.”

I whimpered and sucked harder.

She tapped the back of my head with her fingertips. “Keep going. We’ll stop when I say you’re done.”

Minutes passed. My eyes watered. My thighs trembled from the effort of kneeling and holding the dildo without my hands. My arms shook. But I kept going.

Because she hadn’t told me to stop.

Because I was her good girl.

“Very good,” she finally said, withdrawing the toy. A string of saliva trailed between my lips and the tip.

“You’ll keep this,” she added, wiping it off with a tissue and placing it on my dresser like it belonged there. “Practice with it daily. And I mean daily. Because when I decide it’s time to show you off… you won’t embarrass me.”

I nodded, lips tingling, cheeks flushed. “Yes, Lisa.”

“No. No more calling me Lisa. From now on you call me Mistress,” she said sharply. “And you’ll stay locked. No touching. No cumming. Not even humping your pillow like a desperate little whore. When you feel overwhelmed, when you can’t resist touching yourself—that’s when you will practice your sucking. But you stop when it becomes too much. Is that understood?”

My body shuddered. “Yes.”

Her eyes narrowed, staring daggers into me. “Yes, what?”

“Yes… Mistress,” I stammered, gulping as I trembled with fear.

She walked toward the door, her heels clicking, then turned back for a final look. “Soon, pet. And when I come back... you’d better be ready to beg for me.”

And with that, she left—leaving behind the scent of her climax, a wardrobe full of shame, and a girl on her knees who didn’t know where Freddy ended and Felicity began.
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