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Inever thought I would say this, but I wish this job never ended. Lynn has surprised and shocked me with so many thing during the past week that I lost count. No, that’s a lie. I am keeping track of every single delicious torture she has put me through. I still remember the way it felt when I put that first cute pink outfit on, or the way she caught me red-handed in her panties and heels.

And, when I thought things couldn’t get worse (or better, depending on the way you look at it), she organized a party that soon turned to be something else entirely. She made sure I was sated, then the next minute, she denied my pleasure, having another guy jerk me off.

I must admit, she has had me confused, frustrated and vulnerable from the word go, but the weirdest thing about it is that I just can’t get enough of it. I don’t know if it’s the way she is, or if it is the way I am, but with her, I feel like I don’t have to pretend anymore.

And now, well… I look at her ample breasts as she towers over me, authoritative as ever. Ready to please me, only to deny my pleasure the last moment. I know how this works now. I know how she works. The promise is there, but not quite. A sigh escapes me as I steal a glimpse at her perky nipples through the fabric of her red blouse.

She is wearing a see-through muslin full-sleeve top this time, with a black bra underneath. To tease me further, I’m sure. She walks up behind me, placing her delicate hands on my shoulder. Those hands slowly begin their journey down my naked body, until they reach their destination.

‘How do you like your new toy, sissy-boy?’

She grabs my cock through the chastity cage, making me squirm in my seat. Because I’m not still as I’m supposed to be, she slaps my balls. Hard. I grit my teeth to stop moaning. And here I was, thinking that the cock ring was bad. This is bad.

My cock is basically trapped in a steel prison. Lynn holds the only key, as she so conveniently confided in me earlier. She is also the only one who decides what happens to me and when. Of course, she is making damn sure that my cock stays erected in said steel cage, straining painfully against its confines.

‘I love it, Mistress.’

I say, and I would be lying if at least part of me didn’t enjoy this kind of torture. She is giving me an unusual amount of attention right now, which hasn’t exactly been the case for the past week. Of course, this made me crave it more and more, to the point of me having wet dreams of her fucking me. I gulp as her hand moves along my thighs, caressing so lightly that I can hardly feel it.

‘That’s a good sissy. Now, tell me, little sissy-boy… Have you earned an orgasm yet?’

A whimper escapes me as she trails one of my naked nipples, then pinches it between her forefinger and thumb, causing me just enough pain to arouse me further, but not enough to really hurt. I nod, and she twists again, reminding me of my place. I gladly oblige, knowing too well that I want this badly. I want her. A tiny voice at the back of my head tries to remind me that this will all end tomorrow morning when I leave her place, but I refuse to listen. I still have almost a full day to be whatever she wants me to be. And, if I behave well enough, maybe my dream of having sex with her finally comes true.

‘Yes, please, Mistress. I would be honored if you gave me the authorization.’

I cringe when I realize that I must sound like a school-kid asking his teacher for a toilet break. I don’t think I’m good at this sissy-stuff, but when Lynn steps in front of me, regarding me with hunger in her eyes, I know I must be doing something right.

She leans down, placing a wet kiss onto the base of my neck, just above my collarbone. It tickles a bit, but I don’t mind. It certainly has another effect, too. This time, I don’t mind the sting the metal cage means. I gladly have my cock strain against it if Lynn continues to kiss and lick me the way she does.

And she doesn’t disappoint. Her soft lips circle the nipple she pinched earlier, the mixed sensation of the still lingering pain and the gentleness of her lips creating a perfect combination. A combination that is soon followed by the same process on the other nipple, then my chest, arms and legs. She is making sure not to touch my cock though, even through the cage. Her lips and tongue are driving me crazy, and there is nothing I can do about it.

My fragile confidence returns when she straightens her back, looking me deep in the eye. I almost close my eyes in anticipation, expecting her to remove my chastity cage, but instead of producing the key, she holds out a hand. I look at it, baffled for a moment.

‘Come, little sissy-boy. Let me show you something first.’

Mesmerized by her beauty and the way her denial turns me on, I accept the offered hand, letting her lead me into a room I haven’t visited before. Once inside, she points at a black and white maid outfit that’s laid out neatly on the pink bed covers. There is a matching black pair of heels by the side of the bed, too. Size ten, as usual. Ready for me.

Anticipation rushes through my body as I realize this is one of her games again. But then another idea pops to my mind, one that doesn’t let me enjoy this moment fully. I run my hand through the fabric, but I need to blurt it out before I change my mind:

‘I can’t do this, Lynn. This will all be over tomorrow and I…’

There is a moment’s silence and my heart sinks.

What have I done?
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To my utter surprise, a sob escapes me. But what’s even more shocking is the fact that Lynn steps up behind me, wrapping her arms around my torso.

‘Hush now, little sissy-boy. It doesn’t have to be that way. This could be yours. All of it.’

I glance back over my shoulder, shock palpable on my face.

‘What do you mean?’

She motions for me to look around and I do. The room is dollhouse pink, with gorgeous fluffy curtains and a matching throw over the bed.

‘Look around you, dear sissy-boy. What do you see?’

I open my mouth to reply, wanting to tell her that I see heaven, but I can’t. I simply shrug. The way she smiles at me makes my cock twitch inside it’s metal cage, and when I turn around and she steps up to give me a chaste kiss, I shudder.

‘Let me tell you something, dear sissy-boy. Yes, originally I only wanted this to be a short-term thing. But when I first saw you in my pink babydoll, I knew you were special. So special that I’m ready to make you an offer.’

I raise and eyebrow and she picks up the black and white maid outfit, motioning for me to lift my hands. I do as I’m told, and she tells me what I wanted to hear all this time:

‘It is similar to the offer I gave you at the beginning, and yet it’s different in many ways.’

She says, smoothing the material over my chest. This time, she doesn’t bother making me look like a woman by enhancing my boobs. She doesn’t bother with putting a set of panties on me, either, nor does she take my chastity cage off. She points at the heels and I step into them without an issue. They are a bit higher than what I’m used to, but at least I can say I’m used to this as well now.

With heart in my throat I watch as she moves around the room with ease, running her delicate hands along everything: the pink dresser, the mirror on top, the matching pink wardrobe. The room truly looks like a man-sized dollhouse.

‘You could stay with me for a whole year. I mean, think about it. No more pretending to be someone you are not. And…’

She adds, opening the wardrobe to reveal an array of pink, red, purple, turquoise and black outfits and matching heels:

‘All this could be yours. You would have to wear the uniform I gave you, of course, and do chores around the house, like the good and reliable maid you are, but…’

I gulp, walking up to the wardrobe timidly, suddenly losing that fragile confidence of mine. This was all I wanted ever since I saw her, but can I really do this? Can I be this new person for the whole year, or is this simply a phase I can get over once I’m out of here?

‘But?’

I ask, and Lynn steps away, allowing me to touch the exquisite materials. Again, I can touch them, but I can’t wear them. Not yet. That will be my reward if I say yes. There is a checkered miniskirt with a white blouse that has a knot in the middle, reminding me of one of my schoolgirl fantasies. I just never imagined that I would want to be the schoolgirl, but now that I’m looking at the dress it send another electric bolt to my cock.

‘But there is a catch.’

Lynn says, biting her lip. There is a wicked glint in her eyes and a mischievous grin on her face. The same one that got me to try many new things during the past week, and the same one I grew to like so much. I sigh before motioning for her to go on, half pretending to be engrossed in the collection of clothes she prepared for me.

‘It’s a minor sacrifice, really. And, if you do a good job and become the best sissy that ever served me, I will waive this criteria in the near future. Let’s just say that for now, you would have to keep wearing the chastity cage.’

My head is spinning from all the mixed emotions. I want to say yes, but I know it will be tough. And then again, if I say no, that will be tough as well. I miss being able to fantasize and masturbate, releasing the built-up tension, but I also know that it wouldn’t be enough. Not anymore. Not after the way Lynn brought the real me to the surface. She lets out a sigh, closing the wardrobe. It shuts with a bang, making me jump slightly.

‘You don’t need to give me an answer yet.’

She purrs, running her fingers along my jaw, lifting my head up.

‘Now, let me look at you. You do make a perfect maid. Okay, I will tell you what. I have some business to attend to today, so why don’t you familiarize with your new uniform? I don’t know, clean the house up, make dinner, that sort of thing. Then, when I get back, we can go for a nice walk.’

She waits a few seconds, letting her words sink in, then she adds, biting her lower lip:

‘I might even let you wear the clothes you wore before, just to see whether it’s something you are missing. If it isn’t, well… Then I will help you with the other thing you are missing.’

She winks at me before walking out of the door, leaving me alone with my thoughts and the temptation of the forbidden outfits. Of course, I could betray her and wear them anyway, spending my last day enjoying their feel. But, the same way as pleasuring myself wouldn’t be enough anymore, that wouldn’t be, either.
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Today wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. It was weird though. Going around the house, looking for things to clean, then cooking dinner in that black and white maid outfit and way-too-high heels was stressful and tiring. But not just because of the outfit itself, but mostly because I wanted to please Lynn.

I haven’t made my decision yet, but I wanted to make sure that whatever happens after today, we spend an unforgettable evening together. And we did, up to this point. The dinner didn’t turn out to be too bad, and she praised me on my cooking skills (which are pretty much limited to the ten dishes my grandmother taught me when I was a teenager).

Apparently, Lynn had the same idea, even though in a slightly different way. Her version of a perfect evening involved me licking her out in public. She wasn’t even shy about it, not like me. I hate being on show at the best of times. Okay, I must admit I didn’t really have an issue with it at the party (well, not in the end anyway), so I guess if this is the way she wants me to repay her for all the fun I had, then so be it. At least I get to taste that delicious pussy of hers once again.

‘Oh, come on, move your sexy ass over here. Or do I have to make you?’

She teases and I take a tentative step. I look around nervously, but there is nobody in sight. It’s dark, and thankfully she is standing behind a tree, covered by its shadow.

‘I am here.’

I whisper, heart thumping so loudly I’m afraid it will blow our cover. But it doesn’t. Nobody comes this side of the park, unless it is for similar reasons. Lynn lets out a sigh, and I kneel down in front of her. I watch as those delicate hands of hers lift her skirt up and I don’t hesitate for even one more moment. Partly because the chastity cage has been killing me all this time, and having seen her delicious pussy lips made my cock grow even harder and larger within its confined space. And partly because I simply can’t wait to lick her out. Okay, the fact that I want to make her cum quickly, so we don’t get discovered plays a huge part, too.

‘Easy, sissy-boy. Remember who you are and take your time. Pleasure me the way you want me to pleasure you.’

That’s all the magic words she needed to utter. I grab the back of her legs, lifting them over my shoulder. She lets out a shriek, surprised by my vehemence. A moan escapes her when I blow hot air onto her clit, then suck down on it gently. I go slowly, taking my time, just like she asked. But I’m clever about it.

I use the pace to my advantage, leisurely placing a finger at her wet slit, while my tongue gently teases her sensitive nub. She gasps, grabbing onto a lower branch. Someone giggles in the background, which makes me blush. Although I know that many layers are covering my chastity cage, I know it’s there, and that’s all that matters.

The idea that I’m doing something so naughty under the moonlight, while wearing something that doesn’t belong to me, drives me crazy with desire. Not to mention that the chastity cage is now covered by a pair of frilly pink panties as well. The ones that make your mouth water when you look at them.

‘Yes, just like that, my sissy-boy. You are mine, understand?’

The way her words claim me sends a shiver down my spine. This is too much torture, so I increase the pace of my tongue and push a finger inside her wet pussy. This time she doesn’t object, stifling her moan by biting her lower lip. Of course, her arousal is making me suffer in more ways than I can bare.

‘It’s not long now. Make me cum. Please.’

She pleads and I do as I’m told. I try to focus on the cool night air that’s tickling the nape of my neck. Anything, just to keep me from cumming into my chastity cage myself. I know Lynn would be really angry for that. And I don’t want that. Not on our last night together. With a last stroke of my tongue I curl my fingers up inside of her pussy and she cries out in pleasure, not masking what’s happening anymore.

There are a few gasps, a gentle cough and the sound of someone whistling, but I don’t care. Like a man obsessed I lick every last drop of the sweet manna Lynn’s pussy produces. I have a secret that none of these people can tell, and I think I’m proud of that. How funny that something I didn’t want anyone to see now gives me a different joy for the same reason. And all that is thanks to Lynn.

As I’m licking her juices off my lips and she looks down at me with a satisfied smile on her face, I make my decision. But she doesn’t need to know that. Too afraid to kiss her or do anything else she hasn’t ordered me to, I simply help her down from her straddling position. When she snuggles into my arms, I feel like I’m already in heaven, frilly panties and sexy outfits aside.

‘Let’s go home.’

She whispers and I put an arm around her shoulder. Home. It sounds right.
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‘Don’t worry, this will only hurt a little.’

She chuckles and my heart sinks a little. I thought she would finally let me fuck her the way she wanted to be fucked. But I was naïve. Yet again, her plans are different than mine. I gasp at the massive strap-on she secures around her naked waist, only getting a fleeting glimpse at her gorgeous pussy lips. They are still swollen from my previous attention, which fills me with pride.

What doesn’t fill me with pride is the way I’m spread out like an eagle, naked as a bird. Naked, apart from the chastity cage. What makes this even worse is the fact that Lynn has strapped my legs onto the bedposts (yes, I am laying on the gorgeous four-poster pink bed that’s supposed to be mine if I say yes), along with my arms.

The restraints aren’t hurting me, but they are leaving me in a quite vulnerable position. I glance at the huge purple dildo that’s now protruding from where Lynn’s pussy is supposed to be, and she licks her lips as she applies a generous amount of lube onto my asshole, rubbing the leftover along the shaft of her strap-on.

‘Is this really necessary? I mean… I thought I did everything you asked…’

I whimper, my ass automatically closing up. Being kind of fucked first time was one thing, but this plastic cock is fricking huge. I’m pretty sure it will rip my ass apart, and then there is no chance of me ever enjoying anything else ever again.

‘Hush now and relax, or it will hurt more.’

There is an almost evil glint in her eyes, and for a moment I wonder whether she is punishing me for not giving her an answer yet. Although this wasn’t the way I wanted to tell her, I don’t think I have a chance, so I blurt it out:

‘I want to stay. Please don’t do this.’

She rolls her eyes at me, resting her hands at the back of my knees, drawing lazy circles. The weird tickling sensation sends a shock down to my cock, making it strain once again against it’s metal prison. She makes a ‘tsk’ sound, suddenly pushing the dildo against my asshole. I gasp, rolling my head back.

‘You will enjoy this, I promise. Besides, if you want to stay, you need to get used to being fucked like this.’

And with that, she pushes the dildo all the way in. I automatically pull on the restraints as my tight asshole tries to open up, but I feel like it fails.

‘Oh my god, it’s too tight.’

I whimper, trying to wiggle my way out of everything that’s happening right now. The way I’m being filled to the brim, with my painfully erect cock trapped with no way out, I start to panic. Lynn ignores me, cruelly gyrating her hips back and forth, repeating the motions until all my nerves go numb and there is nothing left but the weird friction.

After what feels like hours, she finally pulls out, but only to apply some more lube onto the dildo. This time when she plunges it deep inside my ass, a moan escapes me. Somehow the extra lubrication and the fact that my ass has started to accumulate to the purple dick’s enormous size has changed the unbearable pain to something else entirely.

The numbness soon turns into a pulsation that shakes me to my core. Lynn shifts on her knees, pushing those awesome tits of hers closer to my face. In response, my ass opens up even more, giving her full access. And she takes it with all she’s got. I groan, loudly, because the weird sensations are catching up to me, driving me to the brink of an orgasm.

‘Can I please come, Mistress?’

I ask, eyes closed shut in pure ecstasy.

‘Oh, the little sissy-boy loves being fucked in the ass by a huge dick, does he?’

I nod, unable to speak anymore. My cock twitches, a drip of precum oozing out of the tip.

‘How about you get the real thing next time then? I might even let you lick me out at the same time. Does that make you crazy with desire?’

I nod again, and she increases her pace, fucking my ass mercilessly. I cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure as my ass constricts around her dildo, ready to cum. I’ve never had an anal orgasm before, but when Lynn slaps my balls, while pushing her strap-on as deep as it will go, I lose it. My ass squeezes that purple cock like it owned it, and my own cock squirts into the metal cage its trapped in.

Except it doesn’t feel like it’s a prison anymore. Lynn pulls out ever so slowly, and I only wince a little when the plastic cock leaves my asshole. I must be looking at it in a baffled way, because she chuckles.

‘Didn’t I tell you it was going to be fun?’

She asks, brushing a stray strand of hair out of her eyes, gently untying me. Right this moment I’m confused as hell, and sated in a way I have never been sated before. I have no idea what this woman is doing to me, but I’ve never been so happy in my entire life.

Once I’m flat out on the bed again, she cuddles up to me and I place an arm around her shoulder, while she draws lazy circles on my chest. I try to get used to the wet and cold sensation of the chastity cage, hoping that I will get to clean myself up later. But I guess that will be something I need to earn, too. Lynn suddenly lets out a sigh and I turn my head to place a tentative kiss onto her forehead.

‘Thank you for today. It was perfect.’

She whispers, surprising me. There is so much emotion, so much tenderness in her voice that it baffles me. I clear my throat, doing what I wanted to do for so long. She lets me brush her hair aside, placing another kiss onto her neck. A groan escapes her, but I know my place. I lean back onto the silky pink throw, looking up at the staccato ceiling. There are tiny cherubs pointing love arrows at each other.

Cute.

‘Lynn, I meant what I said earlier. I want to stay, if you will have me.’

There is silence for a moment, then she jumps into my neck. Like literally.

‘Oh my god, I thought you would refuse. I was so scared.’

She clears her throat, realizing what she just said, quickly adding:

‘But that doesn’t mean I’m going to go easy on you. The rules are rules and I’m extremely strict with them.’

I nod.

‘I know you are.’

I tease and she smacks me lightly, reminding me of my place. I clear my throat again.

‘Look, Lynn. You have given me something I never knew I was missing, and yet I can’t live without. And I want to keep experiencing things with you. I want to be your one and only sissy-boy.’

She raises an eyebrow at me, and she has that mischievous glint in her eyes again. I don’t know what to make of it, but I have a feeling that it means exactly what I signed up for. More torture, and also more ways to acquire pleasure.

With a sigh we both settle in under the covers. Sleep soon takes over and my last thought is that I can’t wait to start this journey with the most special person I have ever met.
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