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Introduction




You hold in your hands fifty secrets.
Fifty lessons, fifty humiliations, fifty ruins.

Each story is short, sharp, and filthy — made to be read in stolen moments, behind closed doors, or with your panties already wet. Some secrets whisper in lace, others scream in leather. All of them end the same: you broken, exposed, begging.

There are no heroes here. Only sluts.
No happy endings. Only ruined ones.
Every dressing, every leash, every gag is a step deeper into the life you crave but cannot confess.

Read them in order, or let the book fall open at random. Each page is a punishment, each sentence a collar, each climax another lock snapping shut.

By the end, you’ll know the truth.
You don’t read this book — this book reads you.

Welcome to Sissy Secrets.
You’ve just signed your own contract.
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First Lessons in Lace & Leather[image: ]

The beginning of every ruin is simple: a corset too tight, a thong too small, a pair of boots too tempting to resist. These first lessons strip away pride and replace it with lace, plugs, and humiliation. Nothing elaborate yet — just the shock of discovery, the sting of leather, and the first cries of a slut who learns how easily he breaks.


Story 1 The Corset Tightening

Leather laced, ribs crushed, plug forced in — the mirror reflects only a slut gasping for air, ruined at his Mistress’s boots.



Story 2 Mistress of the Leather Chair
An office turned dungeon; cuffs bite, strapon splits, cum stains the desk — promotion comes only to lace-clad whores.




Story 3 The Fitting Room Trap
Caught in satin, wig crooked, chained and spanked — the fitting room becomes a stage for his first ruin.




Story 4 The Maid’s First Lesson
Frills tight, panties wet, lips forced onto rubber — the maid is bent, pegged, and christened against the kitchen counter.




Story 5 The Club Basement
Dragged below, strapped down, spit-roasted before strangers — the corseted whore moans as the red lights burn.




Story 6 Taxi to Obedience
Doors locked, lace exposed, fingers shoved inside — the back seat fills with spit, cum, and his moans of surrender.




Story 7 The Corset Appointment
Measured, buckled, bent and displayed — the mannequin screams as Mistress scrawls his ruin across the ledger.








Story 8 Chastity Key on a Chain
Steel snaps, key swings, friends laugh — the caged slut is pegged, spat on, and promised forever.




Story 9 The Wig on Wednesday
The door left wide, cuffs tight, blonde wig slipping — neighbours nearly witness the slut’s weekly breaking.




Story 10 Boot-Cleaning Contract
Signed away, frills donned, tongue blackened on leather — the contract seals him as house whore, forever licking boots.



The Corset Tightening




He thought he had time.
Her shift always ran late on Fridays, which gave him the perfect chance to sneak into her wardrobe. He opened the box at the back — satin, lace, leather — and lifted out the corset he’d stared at a hundred times but never dared touch. Black leather, steel-boned, heavy in his hands. His cock twitched before he’d even unlaced it.

He stripped down fast, stepping into her stockings, pulling them tight over his legs until the tops bit into his thighs. A lace thong followed — far too small, his bulge straining obscenely, but the humiliation only made him harder. Finally, he wrapped the corset around himself. He managed to hook the front busk, trembling with excitement, then reached behind to pull at the laces.

Too loose. He wanted it crushing, shaping him, making him hers. He tugged harder, but couldn’t manage both sides at once.

The door slammed.

His heart lurched.

“Home early,” she called, her heels tapping down the hallway.

He froze, halfway laced, corset gaping open at the back, stockings stretched, cock pressing rudely against the lace.

The bedroom door opened. She stopped dead. Stared. And then a slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Well, well. I wondered where my corset had gone.”

He stammered, “I–I can explain—”

“No,” she cut in, crossing the room in a few strides. “You can bend.”

Her hand shoved between his shoulder blades, forcing him down onto the bed. He gasped, struggling, but the weight of her pressed him flat. Her fingers caught the laces and yanked — hard. The leather dug into his ribs, forcing the air from his lungs.

“Too tight?” she hissed in his ear. “Good. That’s how sluts wear them.”

He whimpered as she hauled the laces again, knotting them viciously. He could barely breathe, every rib locked in leather.

She dragged him upright, turned him to face the mirror. His reflection made his cock twitch: stockings, lace thong, corset cinched cruelly tight, face red with shame.

Her nails dug into his chest. “On your knees.”

He dropped. She planted a boot on his thigh, grinding the leather against his lace. Then, with her other hand, she pressed something cold and slick against his arse.

“No—please—”

“Shut up.” She forced the plug into him, stretching him wide. His cry broke into a moan as she shoved until it popped inside, the base pressing firm against his cheeks.

“That’s better,” she said, stroking his cheek mockingly. “Every good little crossdressing slut needs a plug to keep them full.”

She pushed him lower until his lips brushed the toe of her boot. “Lick.”

The taste of leather filled his mouth as he obeyed, tongue dragging desperately along the polished surface. She laughed, grabbing a fistful of his hair to smear his face against her boot.

“You wanted to wear my corset? Then you’ll serve like a whore in it.”

He gasped between licks, cock aching, pre-cum soaking the thong. The corset crushed his lungs, the plug pulsed inside him, her boot smeared spit across his lips. He was gone — humiliated, ruined, lost in filth.

She crouched, pressing her lips to his ear. “I should take you out like this. Show the neighbours what kind of bitch you really are. But first…”

Her hand shoved between his thighs, gripping his cock through the lace. She squeezed until he yelped, then stroked slow, cruel, unrelenting.

“Beg for it,” she whispered.

He sobbed, “Please, Mistress—please, let me cum—”

“Not until you admit it.”

He shook, eyes streaming. “I’m your slut. Your little lace slut.”

She smiled, kissed his cheek, and finally pumped him faster. The corset bit deeper, the plug jolted with each stroke, and his cock exploded, spraying across the lace, the floor, her boots.

He collapsed forward, panting, corset crushing, thighs trembling. She slapped his arse, laughing.

“Pathetic. And perfect.”


Mistress of the Leather Chair




The email had been brief: Stay behind after everyone else. Shut the door.

His heart hammered as he stepped into her office. She was already waiting, legs crossed in that massive black leather chair, thigh-high boots gleaming, skirt hiked to show the tops of her stockings. Her gaze sliced through him.

“Lock it.”

He obeyed, hands trembling on the key.

“Strip,” she said, as casually as if she’d asked him to fetch the quarterly reports.

“M-Ma’am, I—”

Her fist slammed the desk. “Did I ask for excuses?”

Heat burned his cheeks as he peeled off his shirt, then trousers. He stood in his briefs, cock swelling.

“Pathetic,” she sneered. She reached into a drawer and tossed a bundle across the desk. Lace bra, panties, suspender belt, and sheer stockings. “Put them on. I don’t hire men — I hire sluts.”

His cock throbbed as he slid into the lace, the fabric tight and humiliating around his erection. Stockings clipped into place, bra straps digging into his shoulders, panties stretched indecently.

She smirked, rising from the chair. Her boots towered over him. She circled, trailing a gloved finger along his corseted waist. “Now you look like something I could actually use.”

She shoved him into the chair and snapped leather cuffs around his wrists, strapping them to the arms. His chest heaved, lace bra tight against his skin, cock straining through the panties.

“You want a promotion?” she asked, leaning down so her leather creaked. Her perfume filled his lungs. “Then you’ll beg for it like the office whore you are.”

She pulled a long black strapon from her drawer — thick, gleaming, brutal. His eyes widened.

“No… please…”

“Quiet.” She pressed the head against his lips. “Suck.”

Shame flooded him as he opened his mouth. She rammed it in, gagging him, making him choke and drool down his chin. She laughed, thrusting mercilessly, smearing his lipstick-red mouth with spit.

“Good little secretary. Now bend over.”

She yanked him out of the chair and pushed him across the desk, papers scattering. His face mashed against the cold wood, wrists still cuffed. She ripped the panties aside, exposing his arse.

The strapon slammed into him, brutal and relentless. He screamed into the desk, body jerking with every thrust. The leather corset crushed his ribs, stockings tore against the wood, his cock leaking helplessly against the polished surface.

“Slut,” she hissed. “Take it like the office bitch you are.”

Her hips pounded, the sound of leather and flesh echoing around the office. He sobbed, drooled, begged incoherently, but she only drove harder.

“You’ll never be a man here. You’ll be my toy. My hole. My lace-clad office whore.”

His cock rubbed raw against the desk until he erupted, spurting across the wood, dripping onto the carpet. She laughed as he convulsed, strapon still hammering inside him.

When she finally pulled out, he collapsed in a heap, cum-smeared, stockings ripped, bra straps cutting into his shoulders.

She sat back down in the leather chair, boots resting on his back.

“Your promotion,” she said coldly, “is to permanent slut.”

He whimpered, face pressed into the carpet, and whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”


The Fitting Room Trap




He thought no one had seen him slip into the women’s lingerie fitting rooms. He’d timed it perfectly — late evening, shop almost empty. His hands shook as he carried the bundle: sheer panties, a bra two sizes too small, glossy black stockings.

He locked the cubicle door and stripped fast. The thrill of being caught made his cock twitch as he pulled the panties over his hips, cock straining obscenely against the satin. He slid into the stockings, clipped them in, and tugged the bra straps tight across his chest.

His reflection in the mirror made him dizzy: a man transformed into something filthy, desperate, wrong — and so hard it hurt.

The door clicked.

He froze.

A woman’s voice: “Having fun?”

His stomach dropped. The cubicle door opened from the outside with a master key. The attendant stood there: mid-thirties, sharp eyes, lips curled into a smirk. She stepped inside and locked it again.

“Well, well. I wondered why a man was sneaking in here with women’s lingerie.”

He stammered, “I—I can explain—”

“Shut it.” She dropped a plastic bag at his feet. Out spilled a blonde wig, a padded bra, stilettos, lace gloves.

“Put them on.”

He hesitated. She slapped him across the face — sharp, stinging. “Now.”

Trembling, he obeyed. Wig over his head, curls brushing his shoulders. Gloves up his arms. He wobbled as he forced his feet into the stilettos. His cock pulsed through the panties, dripping precum.

She circled him, eyes gleaming. “Look at you. A pathetic little crossdressing slut.”

He flushed crimson, humiliated, trembling.

“Bend.”

She shoved him over the bench, face pressed against the cushion. Her hand smacked his arse, hard. Stockings laddered under the force, panties riding up. He moaned into the cushion, ashamed at how much it aroused him.

She spanked him again, harder, until his arse glowed red. “Slut. This is what you came here for. To be used. To be broken in your first lace.”

He whimpered, “Please…”

“Please what?” She grabbed his hair, yanking his head back, lips close to his ear. “Please fuck you? Please humiliate you? Please ruin you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

She shoved two fingers into his mouth, gagging him, then pushed them wet and slick into his arse through the panties. He howled, body bucking, cock leaking down his thigh.

“That’s it. Moan like the dressing-room whore you are.”

Her fingers pumped, stretching him wide, panties soaked with drool and precum. His body shook, corset digging, wig slipping.

“You don’t deserve to cum. Not yet. You’ll beg for that.”

He sobbed, rutting against the bench, cock desperate.

“Say it,” she ordered, spanking him again.

“I’m your slut. Your little lace whore.”

“Louder.”

“I’M YOUR SLUT!”

She laughed, cruel and satisfied. “Good girl.”

Her hand wrapped around his cock through the panties, squeezing until he cried out. She jerked him rough, nails scraping his thighs, spanking him with her other hand. The mix of pain and shame broke him — his cock erupted, soaking the lace, dripping down his thighs, spattering the bench.

She let him collapse, panting, ruined, wig crooked, stockings torn.

She leaned down, whispering, “Next time, I’ll bring friends. And you’ll model for all of us.”

He moaned, defeated, humiliated — and desperate for it.


The Maid’s First Lesson




He thought she’d scream when she found the hidden stash of lingerie. Instead, she smiled. “If you like wearing women’s clothes so much, you can dress properly. As my maid.”

The next evening she laid out the outfit: frilly black-and-white uniform, petticoats, lace stockings, satin panties, wig, and a tiny apron. His cock stirred at the sight, but shame burned hotter.

“Strip,” she ordered, arms folded.

He peeled off his clothes, cock already half-hard. She shoved the panties at him. “These first. Then the stockings. I want you dressed like a slut from the ground up.”

He slid the satin over his hips, cock bulging, then clipped the stockings into place. The maid’s dress followed, short enough to leave his arse exposed, lace frills brushing his thighs. The wig sat awkwardly on his head, curls spilling over his face.

She stepped back, smirked. “Pathetic. Perfect.”

She grabbed a leash and clipped it to a collar at his throat. “Down.”

He dropped to his knees, the frills bouncing as he shuffled closer. She shoved a rubber cock into his hand.

“You’ll start with your mouth. Practice.”

He stared at it, flushed crimson.

“Open.”

She forced it between his lips, deeper until he gagged. “Suck like a proper slut. No man of mine is allowed to be anything else.”

Tears ran down his cheeks as she pumped it in and out, spit dribbling onto his lace collar. She laughed, pulling it free with a wet pop.

“Good enough. Time for lesson two.”

She bent him over the kitchen counter, frills riding high. His satin panties stretched tight across his arse. She pulled them aside, exposing him.

“Do you know what happens to maids who don’t clean properly?” she whispered.

He shook his head, trembling.

“They get fucked.”

She strapped on a thick, black dildo, the leather harness creaking as she tightened it. She pressed the tip against his hole.

“No, please—”

A sharp slap silenced him.

The strapon shoved inside, brutal, relentless. His cry echoed off the kitchen tiles. She gripped his hips and drove harder, lace skirt bouncing with each thrust.

“Look at you,” she snarled, pounding him against the counter. “Bent over in frills, getting stuffed like the useless slut you are.”

His cock dripped against the cold granite, thighs trembling, panties soaked with precum. Each thrust drove the air from his lungs, the wig falling across his face, humiliation complete.

“You’ll scrub this kitchen every day dressed like this,” she hissed. “Plug in, panties wet, arse red from spanking. And when I’m done, I’ll fuck you just like this. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he sobbed, cock leaking uncontrollably.

Her thrusts grew harder, slapping, brutal, relentless. His body broke, tears and drool mixing on the counter. His cock erupted, spurting across the granite, dripping down the cupboards.

She pulled out, laughing, leaving him collapsed, ruined, arse gaping, panties askew.

“Lesson one,” she said, patting his head mockingly. “A maid’s job is to serve. Tomorrow, we’ll move on to polishing boots.”

He moaned, frills sticking to his thighs with sweat and cum, desperate for more.


The Club Basement




He almost turned back at the door. The club was loud, throbbing with bass, leather and lace everywhere. Men and women in masks, boots, corsets. He clutched the small bag with his panties and stockings inside, thinking he’d change in the toilets and sneak out before anyone noticed.

But a hand grabbed his arm. A woman in a leather mask, eyes glinting. “First time?”

He nodded, throat dry.

She smiled without warmth. “Then you’re mine.”

She shoved him through a curtain into a changing booth. Before he could protest, she unzipped his jeans and yanked them down. His cock strained against his briefs. She sneered. “Knew it.”

From the shadows, leather-gloved hands pushed lace panties and a corset into his chest. “On.”

He obeyed, stripping fast, trembling as he slid into the lace, panties clinging, corset tightening as the masked woman pulled the laces mercilessly. He gasped, ribs crushed, cock bulging lewdly through the satin.

“Perfect little slut,” she whispered, fastening a collar around his neck.

The leash clipped. She dragged him out of the booth and down a narrow staircase. The music dimmed, replaced by muffled moans and the crack of whips. The basement was darker, hotter, lit by red bulbs. Straps hung from the ceiling. A bench waited in the centre.

She shoved him forward. Others gathered, masked, boots shining.

“On the bench,” she ordered.

He hesitated. A slap across his face sent him stumbling onto it. Leather straps wrapped his wrists and ankles, buckling him down. His arse was bared, lace stretched tight. He whimpered, tugging helplessly.

The woman stroked his hair mockingly. “Don’t worry, they’ll break you in.”

The first whip cracked across his arse. He screamed, the sound swallowed by the basement. Laughter echoed around him. Another lash, sharper, then another, until his arse glowed red, lace torn.

Then hands forced his head down. A cock pressed at his lips.

“No, please—”

The man shoved it in, gagging him, choking him, spit streaming down his chin. At the same time, another climbed behind, pushing his cock into his arse without warning.

He howled into the gagging cock as he was filled front and back, spit-roasted on the bench. Straps cut into his wrists as he bucked helplessly, corset crushing his ribs, cock drooling against the leather.

The mistress leaned close, whispering as they used him. “This is what you came here for. To be fucked, ruined, turned into the club’s crossdressing whore.”

Tears streamed down his face as they pounded him, one down his throat, one in his arse, merciless and raw. He choked, gagged, screamed, body shaking, cock spurting untouched across the bench.

When they finally pulled out, he collapsed, ruined, drool and cum dripping, lace shredded, corset biting deep.

The mistress unbuckled him, letting him slump to the floor. She tugged his leash, boots on either side of his face.

“Welcome to the basement,” she said coldly. “Next time, you’ll serve everyone.”

He moaned, humiliated, destroyed — and desperate for more.


Taxi to Obedience




He slid into the back of the cab, tugging his jacket lower. It had been a mistake to wear the lace under his jeans, but the thrill was irresistible. Black stockings clung to his thighs, a satin thong hugged his cock. No one would notice.

Except she did.

The driver caught his reflection in the rear-view mirror — sharp eyes, knowing smirk. At the next red light, she turned in her seat. Her gaze dropped to the lace peeking from under his denim.

“Well, well,” she said. “What have we here?”

He froze. “I—it’s nothing—”

She hit the central lock. The doors clicked shut. “Nothing? Don’t lie to me, slut.”

He stammered, “Please, just take me home—”

“Oh, I’ll take you somewhere.” She veered off the main road, tyres screeching, heading into an industrial estate.

The car stopped outside a dark warehouse. She killed the engine and swivelled to face him. “Strip. Now.”

He shook his head, trembling.

Her leather glove shot out, grabbing his throat. “Do it, or I’ll throw you out naked.”

Heart racing, he obeyed, peeling off his jeans. The stockings shone in the dim cab light, lace garters framing his thighs. His cock strained against the thong, soaked with precum.

She licked her lips. “Knew it. A filthy little crossdresser in my back seat.”

She yanked him forward, shoving him onto his knees on the cab floor. Her boots pressed against his chest. “Open your mouth.”

He obeyed, tongue out. She spat directly onto it, then laughed as he swallowed.

“Good girl. Now play with yourself. Fingertips only. Through the lace.”

He whimpered as his fingers slid between his thighs, rubbing himself through the soaked satin.

“Not there,” she snapped. She reached behind the seat, producing a bottle of lube. She tossed it at him. “Finger your arse. I want to watch you spread yourself in stockings.”

Shame flooded him, but lust was stronger. He slicked his fingers and reached back, pressing into his tight hole. He gasped, body shaking, thong pulled aside, stockings tight against his thighs.

“That’s it,” she purred, stroking the bulge in her leather trousers. “Push deeper. Show me how desperate you are.”

Tears stung his eyes as he fucked himself on his fingers, moaning, cock dripping onto the cab floor.

“Now lick my boots.”

He bent forward, tongue dragging over the leather, drool smearing across the toe. She pressed harder, grinding his face into it.

“You’ll cum when I say. Not before.”

Her hand suddenly clamped around his cock through the thong, squeezing cruelly. He howled, hips jerking.

“Beg,” she demanded.

“Please, Mistress… please let me—”

She laughed, tightening her grip until he cried out. “Pathetic. Do it.”

Her boot dug into his back as her fist pumped him viciously. The corset of shame around his ribs, the plug of his own fingers inside him, the humiliation of licking her boots — it broke him.

His cock erupted, spraying through the lace, soaking the stockings, dripping onto the cab floor in strings. He collapsed, ruined, thighs trembling, face pressed to her boots.

She spat on him again, smearing it across his cheek with the sole of her shoe.

“Good girl. Next time, you’ll ride in the front seat — plugged and gagged.”

He moaned, destroyed, desperate for the ride to never end.


The Corset Appointment




He’d booked the “private fitting” online, thinking it was just a boutique service. When he arrived, the shop door locked behind him. The woman waiting inside was tall, leather-clad, tape measure dangling from her neck, eyes sharp as razors.

“You’re here for the corset, yes?”

He nodded nervously.

“Strip.”

Heat rushed to his face, but he obeyed, folding his clothes into a neat pile. His cock betrayed him, stiff and leaking.

She smirked. “Typical. Men always want to play dress-up.” She pulled a heavy black corset from a drawer — steel-boned, polished leather, straps and buckles glinting. She wrapped it around his torso, snapping the busk closed.

“Breathe in.”

He sucked air. She yanked the laces, crushing his ribs, forcing a moan from his lips. Again, harder. His chest caved, lungs burning.

“Too tight?” she mocked. “Good. That’s how a slut should wear it.”

She buckled leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles, then clipped them together so he was bent awkwardly forward, tits pushed up by the corset, cock swinging helplessly.

“Stand still. Time to measure you properly.”

The tape measure brushed his thighs, his cock, his arse. She tugged his stockings higher, adjusted his thong so it framed his cheeks. Each touch made him leak more.

Then she shoved him against the table, face pressed to the wood. Her breath hot at his ear: “Mannequins don’t get a choice.”

He whimpered, pulling at the cuffs.

From the drawer she produced a thick strapon, slick and brutal. She fastened it around her waist, the harness creaking.

“Don’t worry,” she said, lining it up with his hole. “You’ll stretch.”

The first thrust made him scream, body jerking. The table rattled beneath him. The corset dug into his ribs, each breath a struggle.

“Perfect little display doll,” she growled, pounding him mercilessly. “I should leave you in the shop window. Bent over, dripping, a whore in lace and leather.”

Her thrusts shook him, cock smearing precum across the polished table. He sobbed, tears streaking his face, humiliation burning and arousal overwhelming.

“Beg,” she ordered, slapping his arse.

“Please, Mistress, please—”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me… ruin me…”

She laughed and drove deeper, faster. His cock spasmed untouched, spraying across the table, splattering the measuring tape. He collapsed forward, ruined, chest heaving against the corset.

She pulled out with a wet slap, letting him fall. Cum dripped from him, lace soaked, thighs trembling.

She scribbled something in a notepad. “Measurements taken. Garment fitted. Payment is your dignity.”

He moaned, broken, begging for more.

She smiled coldly. “Next appointment, I’ll bring an audience.”


Chastity Key on a Chain




The click of the lock echoed louder than he expected. Cold steel snapped shut around his cock, the cage small, unyielding. He gasped, already straining against it.

His Mistress dangled the key in front of his face, smiling as it caught the light. Then she slipped it onto a thin silver chain around her neck. It rested between her breasts, above the leather corset hugging her body.

“See this?” she said, tapping it with a gloved finger. “This is the only thing that matters to you now. And you’ll never touch it again.”

He moaned, dropping to his knees. She shoved lace gloves and thigh-high boots into his arms. “Dress.”

Soon he was trussed up in stockings, gloves, lace panties stretched tight over the cage. His cock pressed painfully, desperate for release.

She tugged him by the collar into the living room, where three of her friends were waiting — all in leather, eyes glinting. His face burned.

“Ladies,” Mistress announced, jerking the leash so he stumbled forward. “This is my new maid. He’s locked up for good. Key’s mine.” She tapped her chest. “But you’re welcome to play.”

Laughter filled the room. One grabbed his arse, another yanked his wig straight. “Filthy little whore,” one spat.

“On all fours,” Mistress commanded.

He dropped, lace and frills riding high as he crawled. Boots kicked his thighs, gloves tugged his hair. Someone spat on his face.

“Open,” another ordered, shoving her boot between his lips. He licked desperately, drool running down the leather.

Hands spread his cheeks, exposing the plug she’d already stuffed in him earlier. Fingers twisted it cruelly, making him yelp.

“You want to cum?” Mistress whispered, yanking the leash. “Too bad. Caged sluts don’t get to cum.”

The others joined in, spanking, spitting, tugging his cage until he cried out. His cock throbbed uselessly inside the steel, leaking helplessly.

Then Mistress strapped on her strapon. “Time to test him properly.”

She bent him over the sofa, panties pulled aside, plug yanked out. The strapon slammed into him, brutal and merciless. He screamed, drooled, moaned, body jerking with each thrust.

Her friends gathered around, spitting on him, smacking his face, forcing their boots into his mouth. “Beg, slut,” they taunted. “Beg to be fucked while you’re locked forever.”

“I’m your whore!” he sobbed, muffled around a boot. “Please ruin me, please—”

Mistress hammered harder, leather creaking, cage digging painfully into his cock as it strained, useless. His body convulsed, desperate for release that would never come.

He collapsed, dripping sweat and spit, arse raw, lace torn. Mistress stood over him, strapon glistening, chest heaving. She tugged the key chain, making it swing above his face.

“Look at it,” she said coldly. “Look at what you’ll never have again.”

He whimpered, ruined, tears streaking his cheeks.

She laughed, leaning down to whisper in his ear: “You’re mine. Permanently. Chastity is forever.”

Her friends clapped, boots pressing him into the carpet, as he moaned in despair — and dark, helpless ecstasy.


The Wig on Wednesday




Every Wednesday, she made him come over. Always the same ritual: a knock at the door, a smirk as she let him in, and the wig waiting on the table.

Blonde. Shoulder-length. Blunt fringe.

“Put it on,” she said, as she always did.

His hands shook as he slid it over his head, curls tickling his cheeks. She adjusted it, tugging it tight until it sat just right. “There. My Wednesday girl.”

She handed him the rest: lace panties, sheer stockings, a tight leather skirt, and heels that made him stumble. He dressed under her stare, cock straining, humiliation burning hotter every week.

“Now crawl.”

She clipped a leash to his collar and dragged him to the hallway. The door stood wide open. His eyes widened.

“No, please—”

“Shut up.” She tugged hard, yanking him forward on his knees. “Neighbours might see. Don’t you want them to know what you are?”

He whimpered, shuffling down the hall, lace panties clinging to his cage, stockings laddered from crawling. His cock throbbed, desperate, aching.

She shoved him against the wall, cuffs snapping around his wrists. He was chained there, wig slipping into his eyes, legs spread, skirt hiked up.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire. “My hallway slut.”

Her boot pressed between his thighs, grinding against his bulge. He moaned, back arching, cheeks burning with shame.

“Louder,” she ordered, pressing harder.

“Mistress, please—”

She laughed, pulling a plug from her pocket. She slicked it quickly, then shoved it against his hole. He gasped as it slid in, filling him, locking him open.

“Better. Every Wednesday girl needs her toy.”

She slapped his arse, the sound echoing through the hall. Then she slid her hand under his chin, forcing his mouth open. She spat, letting it drip down his tongue, then smeared it across his face.

“Look at you. Blonde wig, stockings, plug in your arse. You live for this.”

He sobbed, straining against the cuffs, cock leaking helplessly into his panties.

Her hand gripped him cruelly, squeezing the cage until he whimpered. “You’ll never cum unless I say. You’re mine. My Wednesday slut forever.”

She jerked him hard, the cage biting, plug pressing deeper as his body convulsed. He screamed, ruined, spurting what little he could through the steel, soaking his panties, dripping down his thighs.

She let go, laughing, watching him slump against the wall, breathless, wig slipping, stockings torn.

“Same time next week,” she said, slapping his arse as she unclipped the leash. “Don’t be late.”

He nodded weakly, destroyed, desperate — already craving Wednesday again.


Boot-Cleaning Contract




He’d answered the ad online: Discreet work available. High pay. Must be obedient. He thought it was housekeeping. The address led to a gated townhouse, door already open.

Inside, three women waited. Leather corsets, thigh-high boots, whips hanging on the wall. The tallest stepped forward, a folder in hand.

“Sign here.”

He glanced at the paper. One line only: I agree to obey all orders without question.

He swallowed hard, cock twitching, and scrawled his name. The women smirked.

“Good boy. Strip.”

Heat rushed to his face but he obeyed, peeling off his clothes. Naked, trembling, cock stiff, he was handed a bundle of lace lingerie — bra, panties, garter belt, stockings.

“Dress like the slut you are.”

Soon he was trussed up in frills, stockings biting his thighs, panties stretched lewdly around his cock. His erection strained, dripping already.

The tall woman snapped a collar onto his throat. “First task: clean.” She pointed to her boots. Shiny, black, spattered with dirt.

He dropped to his knees. “With… with what?”

Her hand cracked across his face. “Your tongue.”

Shame burned, but he leaned forward, dragging his tongue along the leather. The taste of street filth filled his mouth. They laughed, shoving him from one pair of boots to the next, forcing him to lick every inch.

“Pathetic,” one spat, grinding her heel against his lips. “You’ll never be a man again. Only a whore for leather.”

Hands grabbed him, shoving him over a low bench. Straps bound his wrists and ankles tight. His arse was bared, panties tugged aside. He whimpered, struggling, but the contract sat on the table above him — his signature sealing his fate.

A boot pressed his face into the leather cushion. Behind him, a strapon shoved into place. The first thrust made him scream, body jerking against the straps.

“Quiet,” Mistress growled, pounding harder. “Sluts don’t get voices.”

The others laughed, spitting on his face, tugging his wig straight, snapping photos on their phones.

He sobbed as the strapon slammed deeper, cock leaking untouched against the bench. The sound of leather slapping skin filled the room.

“Beg,” she ordered, grabbing his hair.

“I’m your whore! Please use me—please ruin me!”

They jeered, boots kicking his thighs as Mistress fucked him mercilessly, until his cock erupted, spurting helplessly across the bench. He collapsed, ruined, tears streaking his cheeks, spit dripping from his chin.

They unstrapped him and let him slump to the floor. The contract was shoved in his face, smeared with his own cum.

“Welcome,” Mistress said coldly. “You belong to us now. You’ll lick our boots every day. And when you’ve proven yourself, we’ll let the whole house use you.”

He nodded weakly, humiliated and broken — but hard again already, desperate for his next order.


Humiliations on Repeat[image: ]

One taste is never enough. The second block of stories drags the sissy back again and again, each ritual harsher than the last. Every wig, every strap, every gag becomes routine. His moans turn from resistance into habit, his body ruined by repetition, his mind rewired by constant use.


Story 11 Punishment at Platform 3

Cornered in lace at midnight, stripped on the cold tiles — plugged, spanked, and left dripping as the first train rolls in.



Story 12 Bride’s Night, Groom’s Knees
The veil slips, the lace tears, the bride commands — her groom gagged on rubber, pegged in white satin before dawn.




Story 13 Pegging Practice, Perfected
Harness tight, frills clinging, mouth stuffed — drilled by two cocks until the whimpering slut begs for more.




Story 14 The Maid’s French Lesson
Each mistake punished, each phrase broken by moans — the maid recites her final line: je suis votre salope.




Story 15 Warehouse of Willingness
Latex laced, chains clattering, boots circling — the slut is flogged, spit-roasted, and left ruined on concrete.




Story 16 Taxi to Obedience II
Front seat this time: gag tight, plug deep — he sprays across the windscreen as Mistress laughs.




Story 17 Gin, Tonic, and Gag
Ice over lace, leather on lips — a straw between gagged teeth while Mistress rides his face.








Story 18 Stockroom Submission
Panties soaked, cuffs clamped to shelves — pegged among bras, dripping across the shop floor.




Story 19 Curtain Call at the Drag Bar
Painted, paraded, chained in sequins — the backstage whore moans under the queens’ boots and cock.




Story 20 The Wig on Wednesday II
Makeup smeared, neighbour watching, plug pulsing — the wigged slut ruins himself in public view.



Punishment at Platform 3




The last train had gone. The platform was empty, quiet except for the hum of lights overhead. He stood near the ticket machine, heart pounding, the thrill of lace beneath his trousers making him harder with every passing minute. Satin panties clung to his cock, stockings stretched tight under his suit. He thought no one could see.

“Nice underwear.”

He froze. Two women had stepped out of the shadows, both tall, both leather-clad. One smirked, eyes fixed on the flash of lace peeking above his waistband.

“Take them off,” the other ordered.

He stammered, “I—I was just waiting for—”

A sharp slap silenced him. His cheeks burned as he unzipped, fumbling. The panties slid down his thighs, stockings exposed. The women laughed, circling him like predators.

“Pathetic,” one spat. She grabbed his hair, yanking his head back. “A sissy slut playing dress-up at the station.”

The other woman pulled a small plug from her bag. Cold, slick, merciless. She shoved it against his hole. He gasped, jerking forward, but the first woman held him steady, nails digging into his scalp.

“Please—”

“Quiet.” The plug slid inside, stretching him until he moaned, shame and arousal mixing in a filthy cocktail.

They shoved him against the ticket machine. His cheek pressed to the cold metal, his arse exposed, stockings laddered from their rough grip. One woman spanked him hard, each slap echoing through the empty platform.

“Beg,” she demanded.

He whimpered, “Please, Mistress… punish me…”

Laughter rang out. A boot pressed between his thighs, grinding his cock against the machine. The lace grew wet, precum soaking the fabric.

“Louder.”

“I’m your slut! Please ruin me!”

The first woman bent low, spitting on his face. She smeared it across his lips with her glove. “Good girl.”

The other tugged his hair again, forcing him upright. She unzipped her leather jacket, revealing a strapon strapped tight against her hips. She pressed the head against him, just above the plug, then yanked it free with a pop.

“Open wide, slut.”

He cried out as the strapon forced its way in, brutal, relentless. His body bucked against the machine, plug discarded on the floor, cock leaking uncontrollably.

Each thrust slammed him forward, metal clanging with the force. Tears ran down his cheeks, drool dripping onto the ticket slot.

“Take it,” she snarled. “Take it like the public whore you are.”

The other woman jerked his cock through the lace, cruel, fast, nails raking his thighs. He screamed, moaned, begged incoherently.

“Cum, slut,” she hissed in his ear. “Cum for us. Right here.”

His body convulsed, cock erupting, spurting across the machine, dripping down the buttons. His knees buckled but they held him in place, strapon still hammering until he was whimpering, ruined.

When they finally let go, he collapsed to the ground, stockings torn, lace soaked, cum smeared across metal.

The women stood over him, laughing.

“Next time,” one said coldly, “we’ll bring an audience.”

The other spat on his chest. “Be ready. Platform 3 is your stage now.”

He lay there trembling, plug abandoned, cock spent, knowing he’d be back.


Bride’s Night, Groom’s Knees




The suit hung ready for tomorrow, crisp and pressed. The ring sat in its box. The flat was empty, his fiancée staying at her friend’s for the night. He should have been in bed, resting before the biggest day of his life.

Instead, he stood before the mirror in her wedding dress.

He’d found the spare key, crept into her friend’s house, opened the box that held the gown. Now lace wrapped his chest, the veil brushed his face, and satin whispered across his thighs. His cock strained beneath the layers, shame and desire twined together.

The door creaked.

“Enjoying yourself?”

He spun, frozen. She stood in the doorway, veil lifted, eyes blazing. The bride-to-be.

“I—I can explain—”

Her laugh cut him off, cold and sharp. “No need. I understand perfectly. My groom wants to be my bride.”

Heat burned his face. “Please, I didn’t mean—”

“On your knees.”

The command snapped through him. Trembling, he sank down, the dress pooling around him, veil slipping over his eyes.

She stepped closer, boots clicking on the floorboards. She hiked her skirt and revealed the black strapon strapped tight to her hips. Thick, gleaming, merciless.

His eyes widened. “No—”

“Quiet, slut.” She grabbed a fistful of veil, yanking his head back. The rubber pressed against his lips. “Open.”

Shame and arousal collided. He opened.

She rammed it in, gagging him, spit spilling down his chin. She laughed, thrusting hard, forcing his throat open until he choked. The veil stuck to his face with drool.

“Look at you,” she sneered. “My groom gagging on rubber in his own wedding dress.”

Tears ran down his cheeks as she used his mouth, merciless, until he gagged and sobbed. She pulled out with a wet pop and slapped his face.

“Turn around.”

He obeyed, crawling on lace-gloved hands, dress dragging. She shoved him over the bed, layers of satin spilling across the sheets. She lifted the dress, yanked the panties aside, and pressed the strapon to his hole.

“No, please—”

She spat on his arse and shoved inside.

He screamed into the pillow as she drove deeper, the strapon splitting him wide. Each thrust sent satin rustling, veil slipping, stockings tearing. His cock dripped helplessly against the sheets.

“Slut,” she growled, pounding harder. “You’re not my husband. You’re my bride. My whore.”

He moaned, broken, the dress clinging to his sweat, arse burning with each brutal thrust.

“Beg,” she ordered, nails digging into his waist.

“I’m your bride!” he sobbed. “Please, Mistress, fuck me harder!”

She laughed, savage, hammering until his body convulsed, cock erupting, spraying across the white lace. He collapsed forward, ruined, face buried in the veil.

She pulled out, letting him slump, cum soaking the gown. She leaned down, whispering in his ear:

“Tomorrow, everyone will see the groom. But tonight, I know the truth. You belong on your knees.”

He whimpered, ruined, lace stained, desperate for more.


Pegging Practice, Perfected




The box arrived with no explanation: a harness, two dildos, and a note in her handwriting. Training starts tonight.

He stared at the contents, cock twitching inside lace panties. He’d begged her once, drunk, to peg him. Now she was calling in the promise.

When she came home, she didn’t waste time. “Strip. Panties and stockings only.”

Trembling, he obeyed. She fastened the harness around her hips, buckling the thick rubber cock into place. Then she held up the second dildo — long, slick, gleaming.

“You’re going to learn to serve both.”

His eyes widened. “Both?”

She smirked. “Mouth and arse. At once. That’s what real sluts do.”

He whimpered, cock already leaking.

“On your knees.”

He sank down, the carpet rough beneath his stockings. She shoved the second dildo between his lips, forcing him to gag, drool dripping down his chin.

“Good girl,” she hissed. “Suck and swallow. Get that throat ready.”

He moaned around the rubber as she grabbed his hair, thrusting it deep, spit spraying.

Then she yanked him up and bent him over the bed. The strapon pressed against his hole.

“No, please—”

“Quiet.” She shoved, splitting him wide, driving deep. His scream was muffled by the dildo she rammed back into his mouth, gagging him as she pounded his arse.

He choked, drooled, tears streaming down his face. Each thrust forced his body forward, impaling him on both ends, a filthy spit-roast of rubber.

Her pace was merciless. Mouth stuffed, arse wrecked, his cock throbbed untouched, leaking onto the sheets.

She laughed, breath hot at his ear. “Look at you. My lace-clad slut, double-stuffed, moaning like the whore you are.”

He gagged, drool soaking his chest, voice breaking into muffled cries. His body shook, stretched and used, cock jerking wildly.

“Cum,” she ordered, thrusting harder. “Cum for me while I train you.”

His whole body convulsed. His cock exploded untouched, spraying through the lace, dripping across the bed. He sobbed, ruined, both holes filled, body trembling.

She finally pulled free, letting him collapse face-first into the sheets, drool and cum soaking the satin.

She stood over him, strapon glistening, dildo slick with spit.

“Lesson one complete,” she said coldly. “Tomorrow, you’ll take more. Until you’re perfect.”

He moaned, broken, desperate for the next practice.


The Maid’s French Lesson




The uniform lay on the bed: lace-trimmed apron, frilled skirt, sheer stockings, satin panties. He’d worn it before, but tonight something new waited — a slim phrasebook, French words underlined in red.

She entered, leather corset gleaming, crop in hand. “You’ll serve me tonight, maid. And you’ll do it en français.”

His cock twitched in the panties. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

She snapped the crop against his thigh. “En français, salope.”

He stammered, “O-oui, Madame.”

“Better. Now fetch me wine. Say it.”

He froze, scrambling for the words. “Je… je vais chercher du vin.”

She smirked. “Good girl.” But when he set the glass down, his nervous hand spilled a drop. The crop lashed across his arse.

“Mistake.”

He yelped, cheeks burning, cock swelling in satin.

The lesson continued. “Say: I am your maid.”

He whispered, “Je suis… votre servante.”

The crop cracked again. “Not servante. Say it properly. Salope.”

Humiliation burned him. “Je suis votre salope.”

She shoved him to his knees, pulling a dildo from the drawer. “Now prove it.”

He opened his mouth. She rammed it in, gagging him, spit spraying. She grabbed his wig, fucking his throat while he choked and moaned, stockings tearing as he squirmed.

“Repeat after me,” she ordered, slamming the rubber in and out. “Je suce.”

He gagged around it, trying to form the words: “Je… suce…”

“Louder.”

“Je suce!” he cried, spit dripping down his chin.

She yanked him up, bent him over the desk, skirt riding high. The crop lashed across his arse again before she spat on his hole and shoved the strapon inside.

He screamed, lace tearing, cock dripping across the wood.

“Say it,” she hissed, pounding him.

He sobbed, “Je suis votre salope!”

Her thrusts grew harder, brutal, shaking the desk. His cock jerked, spraying across the papers, cum smearing the phrasebook.

She pulled out, laughing, letting him collapse in a heap, ruined and breathless.

She leaned down, whispering in his ear: “Très bien, ma petite salope. Tomorrow, lesson two.”

He moaned, desperate for more, cock still twitching in ruined lace.


Warehouse of Willingness




He’d answered an anonymous message online. Private party. Discreet. Wear something underneath.

It was vague, but his cock had throbbed from the moment he read it. Now he stood outside a derelict warehouse on the edge of town, lace panties clinging to him under his jeans, a bundle of stockings and wig stuffed into his bag.

The metal door creaked open. A woman in a mask, leather from throat to thigh, smirked at him. “You’re late.”

“I—I wasn’t sure if—”

Her hand shot out, grabbing his chin. “No talking. Inside.”

The warehouse was dimly lit, red bulbs casting shadows over concrete floors. He heard boots echoing, low laughter, the jangle of chains.

A group of women emerged from the gloom: masked, corseted, boots gleaming. One carried a crop, another a coiled rope, another a strapon already strapped tight. They circled him like wolves.

“Strip him,” the first ordered.

Hands tore at his clothes until he stood trembling in nothing but lace. His cock jutted shamelessly, satin damp with precum. The women laughed, pointing, mocking.

“Look at him — already dripping.”
“A slut in lace.”
“Perfect for tonight.”

The first woman held up his bag. She pulled out the wig, stockings, and corset he’d packed. “He brought his own uniform. How thoughtful.”

They dressed him roughly, yanking stockings up, strapping the corset tight until his ribs ached, tugging the wig on crooked. His reflection in a cracked mirror showed a whore in half-mangled drag: painted, trembling, ready to be used.

“On your knees,” one commanded.

He dropped, palms scraping the concrete. The crop lashed across his arse before he could catch his breath. He cried out, cock twitching.

Another shoved a boot against his mouth. “Lick.”

He obeyed, tongue dragging over leather, spit smearing the toe. Laughter rippled around him.

“Not good enough,” the first said. “Tie him.”

Rope bound his wrists behind his back. A collar snapped around his throat, leash clipped tight. He was dragged across the floor to a heavy bench bolted into the ground. His arms were stretched, ankles strapped apart until he was spread wide, arse bared, cock straining.

The first crack of the whip made him scream. The second broke his breath into moans. Each lash painted his arse red, lace shredding under the force.

When his sobs turned to whimpers, the crop was replaced with something thicker. A strapon pressed against him, then rammed inside without warning. He howled, body jerking, but the straps held him down.

Another woman shoved her cock against his lips, splitting him open from both ends. The warehouse filled with the sound of leather slapping, spit dripping, his muffled cries echoing against concrete.

“Use him,” the first Mistress ordered. “That’s what he came for.”

They did. One pounded his throat while another pegged his arse raw, the leash yanking his head back so he had no escape. His cock smeared precum across the bench, dripping onto the floor.

“Beg,” one hissed, tugging his wig.

“I’m your whore!” he sobbed around the rubber, voice breaking. “Please ruin me!”

They laughed, thrusting harder, until his body convulsed, cock spurting helplessly against the wood. Cum splattered the concrete, his moans dissolving into broken gasps.

Still they didn’t stop. The strapon kept hammering until he was sobbing, drool soaking his chest, tears streaking his cheeks.

When they finally pulled free, he collapsed forward, bound, ruined. Sweat, cum, spit, and lace clung to his trembling body.

The first Mistress leaned close, whispering against his ear: “Welcome to the warehouse, slut. Tonight was only the beginning.”

The others laughed, boots echoing as they left him tied, plug shoved back inside, cum dripping down his thighs.

He moaned, broken — and desperate for more.


Taxi to Obedience II




He almost didn’t get in when he saw who the driver was. Same woman. Same piercing eyes in the rear-view. Same leather gloves wrapped tight around the wheel.

“Front seat,” she said flatly, as if there were never a choice.

His cock twitched in the cage she’d locked on him weeks ago. The memory of the first ride — lace under his jeans, fingers in his arse, cum splattered across the back seat — burned in him still. Now she was upping the stakes.

He climbed into the front. The door locked with a sharp click.

“Hands.”

He lifted them. She snapped cuffs around his wrists, clipping them to the dashboard handle. He was spread awkwardly, trapped in her cab, heart hammering.

She smirked. “Good girl. Always knew you belonged up here. Visible. Exposed.”

From a compartment she pulled a ball gag. She shoved it between his lips, buckled it tight. Drool began to pool instantly, wetting his chin.

The engine purred. She drove, city lights streaking past. Every bump in the road jolted the plug in his arse — she must have slipped it in his bag earlier, knowing he’d wear it on her command.

Her gloved hand slid onto his thigh. She squeezed, nails scraping the lace under his jeans. “Pathetic slut. Leaking already.”

He whimpered behind the gag, cock straining against the steel bars of the cage.

At a red light, she leaned over, unzipped his jeans, and yanked them down just far enough to expose the lace. A wet spot bloomed. She pressed two fingers against it, smearing the precum into the fabric.

“Look at you,” she sneered. “Plugged, gagged, caged — and still trying to squirm like a bitch in heat.”

He moaned, thighs trembling.

She slammed the accelerator, cab jerking forward, his body bouncing in the seat. Every jolt rammed the plug deeper, every stoplight a new torture.

Her hand stayed between his thighs, squeezing, tugging the cage, twisting it until he writhed. “Spray for me,” she whispered, voice low and venomous. “Mess my windscreen.”

He shook his head, drool dripping, eyes wide. The gag muffled his pleas.

Her glove cracked across his cheek. “Do it, slut.”

She fished a small remote from her pocket and clicked. The plug in his arse buzzed to life. He screamed around the gag, body jerking violently against the cuffs. The vibration tore through him, pushing him to the edge fast.

She aimed the cab straight down an empty stretch of road, both hands now on him — one on the buzzing plug, one twisting the cage cruelly.

His cock pulsed, straining against the steel, leaking harder. His whole body shook as the pleasure built beyond control.

She leaned close, lips almost at his ear. “Now. Cum for me. Right here. Make a mess like the sissy you are.”

He screamed, convulsing, cock erupting through the tiny gaps of the cage. Spurt after spurt shot forward, splattering the windscreen, streaking across glass and dashboard. He sobbed, ruined, shoulders slumping in the cuffs.

The cab slowed. She clicked the remote again — the plug powered down, leaving him shuddering and raw. She pulled into a dark alley and stopped.

She turned to face him, smiling coldly at the streaked windscreen. “Pathetic. And perfect.”

She unbuckled the gag, letting it fall wet into his lap. He gasped for air, cum dripping down the glass.

She grabbed his chin, forcing him to look at the mess he’d made. “Next time, we drive through rush hour. Let’s see how many people watch you ruin yourself.”

She kissed his cheek mockingly, then started the engine again. “Buckle up, slut. We’re only getting started.”


Gin, Tonic, and Gag




It was supposed to be a quiet night. He’d poured her a gin and tonic, ice clinking in the glass, slice of lime floating on top. He wore nothing but satin panties under his trousers — a private thrill, something to keep him buzzing as they drank.

She noticed. She always noticed.

Her eyes narrowed when she caught the lace peeking above his waistband. She set her glass down, lips curling into a cruel smile. “On your knees.”

He froze. “I—”

Her hand gripped his throat, forcing him down onto the carpet. “I didn’t ask.”

He obeyed, trembling, trousers yanked off, panties revealed, soaked with precum. She laughed, sharp and wicked. “Already wet. Perfect.”

From the drawer by the sofa she produced a gag — thick rubber, straps long enough to buckle tight. She shoved it between his lips, muffling his gasp. Buckled, sealed. Drool slid instantly down his chin.

“Now you can serve me properly.”

She placed her drink on the floor beside him. “Sip.”

He stared, wide-eyed.

She pressed her heel against his cock through the satin. “Do it. Use the straw. No hands.”

Humiliation burned through him. He bent forward, lips clumsy around the straw, gag forcing his jaw wide. The cold fizz hit his tongue, spilling down his chin, dribbling onto his chest.

She laughed, lifting her glass, taking a long sip herself. “Look at you. Gagged, dripping, drinking for me like a dog.”

She pulled the straw away and poured the rest of her gin over him. Ice cubes hit his thighs, tonic soaking into the panties, the cold burn making him cry out.

“Much better,” she purred. She yanked him by the collar, dragging him onto the sofa. “On your back. Now.”

He obeyed, sprawled across the cushions, panties clinging wet and see-through. His cock throbbed, straining against the thin satin.

She straddled his chest, boots pressing into his shoulders. “You’ll drink again. But not gin this time.”

She unzipped her skirt, dragging his head between her thighs. The gag muffled his moan as she pressed herself down onto his face.

“Lick, slut.”

He tried, tongue struggling past the rubber gag, drool smearing across her thighs. She ground harder, rubbing against his face until he could barely breathe.

“That’s it,” she hissed, riding his gag, using him as nothing but a toy. “That’s all you are.”

Her hand slid down to his crotch, squeezing his cock through the soaked lace. She jerked him cruelly, each stroke pulling a muffled scream from his throat.

The gag trapped his cries, drool spilling down his cheeks. She moaned above him, grinding harder, rubbing herself raw on his face while torturing his cock.

“Do you want to cum, slut?” she hissed, fingers tightening on his shaft.

He whimpered, nodding desperately.

She slapped his face, once, twice. “Then beg. Even gagged. Beg for it.”

He tried, voice broken by the gag, a garbled moan of submission.

“Pathetic,” she sneered. “But good enough.”

Her hand pumped faster, soaking the lace with precum. She pressed down harder on his face, smothering him with her cunt, grinding until she moaned.

He screamed into the gag, body convulsing. His cock erupted, spraying through the thin fabric, soaking the sofa, spilling across her gloves as she squeezed every drop.

She collapsed forward, breath hot on his ear. “Ruined. Just like you should be.”

She pulled the gag free, letting it fall wet to the floor. He gasped for air, chest heaving, panties clinging, cock twitching weakly in the mess.

She lifted her glass again, drained the last sip of gin, and poured the melted ice across his chest.

“Next time,” she whispered, licking the sweat and tonic from his lips, “you’ll drink straight from my glass. And you won’t spill a drop.”

He moaned, ruined, desperate already for that promise.


Stockroom Submission




The shop was empty. Closing shift, shutters already down, lights dimmed. He was supposed to be tidying displays, but the lingerie stockroom called to him.

He slipped inside, heart racing, surrounded by racks of satin, silk, and lace. His hands shook as he lifted a pair of glossy black stockings, rubbing the fabric against his cheek. He stripped quickly, trousers pooled at his ankles, panties tugged up, stockings stretched tight. His cock bulged, obscene and shameless.

He turned toward the mirror propped against the wall. A man transformed into something humiliating: panties too small, stockings clinging, shirt still half-buttoned. His cock twitched as he imagined being caught.

And then he was.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

The voice froze him. The manager — tall, sharp, leather boots clicking against the stockroom floor. Her arms folded, eyes narrowing as she took in the sight.

“I—I was just—”

“Shut up.” She stepped closer, grabbed his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. “You disgusting little slut. Stripping in my stockroom?”

He stammered, cock straining harder against the panties.

Her laugh was cold. “Pathetic. Hard already. Get on your knees.”

He obeyed, trembling, stockings laddering as he dropped to the floor.

She opened a drawer and pulled out a set of handcuffs — likely confiscated from the sex-toy section, now turned against him. She snapped them around his wrists, chaining him to the shelving.

“You want to play dress-up? Then you’ll play properly.”

She rummaged through the racks, pulling out a lace bra, a suspender belt, a frilly maid’s apron. She tossed them at him one by one. “Put them on.”

With trembling hands, he obeyed, the cuffs limiting his movements. Soon he was trussed in lace, stockings clipped to suspenders, apron frills bouncing against his thighs. His cock strained obscenely, precum soaking the panties.

The manager smirked. “Perfect. My little stockroom slut.”

She tugged his wig from a display head and shoved it onto him. “Better.”

Then she strapped a gag between his lips, muffling his moans.

“Now for punishment.”

She pulled a strapon from her bag — heavy, thick, gleaming rubber. She buckled it on, the leather harness creaking. His eyes widened, muffled whimper trapped behind the gag.

She bent him forward, pressing his face against the shelves. Bras and panties brushed his cheek as she yanked his arse up. She ripped the panties aside, spit dripping onto his hole before ramming the cock in deep.

He screamed into the gag, body jerking, but the cuffs held him tight.

“Quiet,” she hissed, thrusting harder. “Sluts don’t get voices.”

Each thrust slammed him against the shelving, boxes rattling. His cock smeared precum across the floor, soaking the lace.

She spanked him, strapon hammering, stockings tearing under the force. “This is what happens to whores who steal from the stockroom.”

His body convulsed, gag muffling his sobs, wig slipping across his face. He could barely breathe, every thrust splitting him wider.

She grabbed a lace thong from the rack and shoved it into his hands. “Stuff it in your mouth, slut.”

He obeyed, drool and spit soaking the satin as the gag stretched his lips wider.

Her thrusts grew brutal, relentless. His cock twitched, leaking uncontrollably.

“Cum,” she ordered, tugging the leash clipped to his collar. “Cum all over the shop floor.”

His body broke. He convulsed, cock erupting, spraying across the concrete, dripping onto boxes of bras. He screamed into the gag, ruined and shameless.

She pulled free, letting him slump, cum-soaked, lace-torn, face pressed against lingerie stock.

She smirked, strapon glistening. “You’re going to clean this up, slut. With your tongue. And if there’s a single drop left, I’ll invite the others to watch me use you again.”

He whimpered, licking at the mess, broken, desperate for her approval.


Curtain Call at the Drag Bar




He’d been coming to the drag bar for weeks, always nursing the same drink, always hovering by the stage doors. The queens were glittering, towering in wigs and heels, everything he secretly wanted to be.

But tonight, the temptation was too much. He slipped backstage when no one was looking, heart hammering. Costumes hung from rails, wigs on mannequin heads, racks of sequined dresses. His cock throbbed as he stroked a pair of fishnet tights.

He stripped fast, panties and stockings hidden in his bag, tugging them on in the shadows. He pulled a sequined skirt over his hips, a feather boa across his chest. In the mirror, he looked absurd — a trembling man in half-mangled drag. And it made him harder than ever.

“Caught you.”

The voice snapped him in two. He spun around. Three queens stood in the doorway, makeup fierce, heels sharp, arms crossed.

“What’s this?” one demanded, stalking closer. She tugged the wig off his head, tossing it aside. “Our dressing room’s not your playground.”

“I—I just wanted—”

A slap cut him off, lipstick-red nails leaving a mark.

“Shut up,” another said. “You think you can sneak in here and play dress-up? Then you’ll play properly.”

They dragged him forward, heels clattering, skirts brushing his face. One shoved him onto a chair, cuffing his wrists to the arms with a set of rhinestone-studded restraints.

“Pathetic little slut,” the tallest queen sneered, yanking his panties tight so his cock bulged lewdly. “Already leaking.”

They laughed, pulling a lace bodysuit from the rack and forcing it over his chest, squeezing him into sequins until he could barely breathe. A blonde wig was shoved onto his head, crooked, hair tumbling over his face.

“Look at her,” one purred. “Our backstage bitch.”

They dragged him from the chair and shoved him to his knees. A rubber cock was thrust against his lips. “Open wide, slut.”

He gagged as they rammed it in, drool spilling down his chin, sequins glinting as he choked. The queens laughed, holding his wig in place as they fucked his throat.

“Get that mouth working,” one jeered. “Or we’ll leave you tied to the stage lights.”

He moaned, gagged, tears streaming, cock straining harder in lace.

Then they pulled him to the curtain. Music still thumped on the other side, the crowd cheering.

“Let’s give them a show,” one said, strapping on a dildo.

They shoved him face-first against the backstage wall, panties yanked down, arse bared. The strapon slid in rough, splitting him wide. He screamed, muffled by the hand clamped over his mouth.

The others crowded close, spitting on him, slapping his arse, jerking his cock until precum smeared across the sequins.

“You wanted to be one of us?” a queen hissed, pounding harder. “Then take it like a drag whore.”

The curtain twitched open, and for a moment he saw the crowd — packed, drunk, laughing — only feet away. His face pressed into the wall, body shaking as the strapon hammered him, cock drooling across the floor.

“Beg,” one demanded, twisting his nipples through the lace.

“I’m your slut!” he sobbed, voice breaking. “Please, Mistress, ruin me!”

The strapon slammed harder, brutal, relentless. His body convulsed, cock erupting untouched, spraying across the backstage floor. Cum dripped from him, wig slipping, sequins torn.

They let him collapse, ruined, panting. One shoved a stiletto into his mouth, making him lick the heel clean.

“Good girl,” she sneered. “Next time, we’ll put you on stage.”

The curtain dropped closed again, music roaring. He lay there on the floor, dripping and trembling, desperate for the promise.


The Wig on Wednesday II




Every Wednesday, the ritual began the same way. He’d arrive trembling at her door. She would leave the wig waiting — blonde, blunt fringe, cheap but humiliating. He would slip it on under her watchful gaze, then dress in the stockings, panties, and heels she laid out for him.

But tonight, something was different.

When he knocked, the door was already open. She smirked, arms folded. “Come in, slut. You’re late.”

He stepped inside, cheeks burning, bag clutched to his chest. She snatched it away. “You won’t need that. I’ve picked your outfit.”

On the table lay a short leather skirt, fishnet stockings, thigh-high boots, and a tube of bright-red lipstick. The wig sat beside them, glinting under the light.

“Strip.”

He obeyed, baring himself in seconds, cock already swelling. She shoved the panties at him, black satin that clung indecently. The fishnets laddered as he tugged them up, the skirt hugging his hips. She jammed the wig onto his head, crooked and humiliating.

“Now the lipstick. Go on.”

He fumbled, smearing it across his mouth. She laughed. “Pathetic. You look like a painted whore.”

She clipped the leash to his collar. “On your knees.”

He crawled after her down the hall, heels clumsy, skirt riding high. His cock pressed against the lace, dripping.

But then she stopped — not in the bedroom, but at the front door. She opened it wide.

His stomach dropped.

The neighbour stood there — a woman in her forties, shopping bag in hand, eyebrow raised.

“Evening,” his Mistress said smoothly. She yanked his leash so he stumbled into view. “Meet my Wednesday slut.”

Heat scorched his face. He tried to hide, but she slapped him hard, lipstick smearing across his cheek.

“Show yourself,” she snapped. “Crawl for her.”

Humiliation burned through him as he shuffled forward on hands and knees, fishnets tearing, wig slipping. The neighbour smirked. “Well, isn’t he a picture.”

“Not much of a man, is he?” Mistress sneered, yanking the leash. “But he makes a perfect whore.”

She shoved him against the wall in the hallway, cuffing his wrists above his head. The neighbour stepped inside, closing the door behind her.

“Go on,” Mistress urged. “Touch him.”

The neighbour dropped her bag, reached out, and tugged the wig straight. Then she pressed a finger to his cock through the panties. He whimpered, thighs trembling.

“Pathetic,” she said, laughing.

Mistress produced a plug, slick and glistening. She bent him forward, yanked the panties aside, and shoved it into him hard. He gasped, face pressed against the wall.

“Plugged for your neighbour. How does that feel, slut?”

He moaned, cock jerking, precum soaking the satin.

The neighbour leaned in, whispering in his ear. “I’ll be listening next week. Don’t be late.”

His whole body shook, ruined already, cock throbbing.

Mistress gripped him by the jaw, forcing him to look in the mirror by the door. Wig crooked, lipstick smeared, plug bulging — a painted whore with two women laughing at him.

“Cum,” she ordered, twisting the cage of lace around his cock.

He sobbed, body convulsing, cock spurting through the panties, staining the fishnets, dripping onto the floor.

They let him slump against the wall, ruined, panting, lipstick smeared across his face.

Mistress tugged the leash once more. “Good girl. Same time next week. Maybe we’ll invite more neighbours.”

The neighbour smirked, picking up her bag. “I’ll bring wine.”

He whimpered, broken, desperate — knowing he’d be waiting at the door again next Wednesday.


Public & Performance Ruins[image: ]

Once broken in private, he’s ready for display. Here the stories move into stations, stages, hotel corridors, and open streets. Each exposure is a performance, each humiliation a show. Boots echo, wigs slip, crowds laugh. The slut is no longer hidden — he’s paraded.


Story 21 Masked for the Dinner Party
– Mistress makes him attend a dinner in lace under his suit, only a mask hiding his shame. He’s used under the table by her guests.




Story 22 The Locker Room

– Caught sneaking in to try on cheer skirts and panties, he’s stripped and pegged on the showers’ wet tiles.




Story 23 Train Toilet Tryst
– Mistress drags him into a train loo, locks the door, and uses him while strangers bang outside.




Story 24 Cinema Seat Service
– Forced into a skirt, he’s made to suck and finger himself during a film, cum leaking onto the seats.




Story 25 Lashes in the Library
– A stern librarian catches him in lingerie and heels — punishment: gagged between shelves, whipped and plugged.




Story 26 The Dragged Bride
– Dressed in full wedding gown, chained, paraded down a back alley for all to laugh at.




Story 27 Piss-Stained Panties
– Ordered to wet his panties in public, then kneel and lick Mistress’s boots on the pavement.




Story 28 Alleyway Arrest
– Two policewomen catch him dressed, cuff him, and take turns ruining him with strapons in the squad car.




Story 29 The Hotel Corridor
– Mistress pushes him out of the room in wig, lace, heels — chained and plugged, forced to crawl back down the hall.




Story 30 The Mirror in the Club
– Dressed and caged, he stares into the mirror while multiple Mistresses take turns pegging him from behind.


Masked for the Dinner Party




The mask covered just enough. Satin black, the ribbon tied cruelly behind his head so tight it bit into the skin. It hid his face but not his shame. Cheap sequins caught the chandelier light as he followed Mistress up the staircase and into the dining hall.

He wore a dinner jacket — borrowed, oversized — but underneath the illusion clung lace: bra, garter, stockings, panties damp before the first glass of wine was poured. Heels forced every step into a stumble, the click echoing down the hall until he felt the eyes of every guest before he even saw them.

Mistress took her place at the head of the table. She tugged him down into the chair beside her, her gloved hand steadying him just long enough to humiliate. She whispered: “Remember your role: seen, used, ruined. Nothing else.”

The clink of cutlery began. Silver on porcelain, wine poured, polite laughter. He tried to sit still, tried to pretend the mask gave him safety.

Then Mistress’s hand slid beneath the table. Fingertips trailed up his thigh, over lace, down to the cage. She tugged at it until the metal rattled. A gasp broke from his lips. Forks paused. Glasses lowered. Smiles spread around the table.

“What’s the matter?” Mistress said aloud, as though nothing was wrong. “Too tight?”

Heat climbed into his masked cheeks. He tried to breathe. Tried to hide. The mask was a veil, nothing more — flimsy satin between him and their grins.

Mistress lifted a forkful of food, placed it at his lips. He opened. She slid it between his teeth. He chewed, swallowed, obedient. Then her fingers followed, pushing past the food, pressing into his mouth until his lips were wet with spit.

He gagged. Coughed. Drooled down his chin.

Laughter spread like fire around the table.

“Eat,” she said again, forcing him to take more — not just food but fingers, spit, humiliation.

Her heel pressed onto his caged cock beneath the table. He jerked, nearly knocked over his wine. A napkin fell. Someone leaned down to pick it up — and paused. Under the tablecloth, stockings were tugged down, lace panties exposed. Fingers prodded, teased, pressed.

The napkin never returned.

He bit his lip, mask trembling, trying to stay silent. But the moan escaped, a pathetic high-pitched whimper that every guest heard.

By the time dessert was served, he was on his knees. Still masked. Still in lace. Serving wine with trembling hands while his mouth was used for cream, for spit, for cock. Mistress watched with her glass raised, smiling as her guests ruined him.

One fed him strawberries dipped in champagne. Another shoved his face down to lap at a spill on the tablecloth. Someone else simply unzipped, pushed forward, and filled his masked mouth until it dripped down his chin onto the polished floor.

The mask hid nothing now. Lace clung transparent with wet. Stockings ripped where fingers had pulled too hard. Heels wobbled as he crawled, wrists grabbed, hair yanked, face shoved against boots.

Mistress clinked her glass for silence.

“A round of applause,” she said, rising slightly from her chair. “Our entertainment. Our slut.”

Hands clapped. Boots stomped. Laughter roared.

She tugged at his mask, pulling it loose so it almost slipped away, his identity nearly revealed to the strangers who had used him. He trembled, begged with his eyes, shaking his head — terrified that the last shred of anonymity would be stripped away.

She let the mask dangle, then tied it back. Just enough mercy to keep him faceless. Just enough cruelty to make him believe she could take it all at any moment.

“Our little secret,” she told the table.

They laughed again as he licked the spilled wine from her shoes, lace soaking, mask wet with spit and cum, while the applause rang in his ears.


The Locker Room




He had always lingered near the edge of the playing fields, watching from a distance. Not for the sport — he had no interest in running, sweat, or the game itself. What drew him, what pulled him like gravity, was the way the team disappeared into the locker room after practice, laughing, stripping, towels slung over shoulders.

That evening, long after they’d finished, he found the door ajar. The scent of sweat and musk still hung heavy inside. Lockers clanged in the distance, but no voices. He thought it was empty.

His heart hammered as he crept inside, heels muffled by the rubber tiles. Under his coat: lace panties, stockings, a frilly suspender belt. A short skirt barely covered his thighs. He had dreamed of this — just slipping something on, feeling the forbidden fabric against his skin in the place where real men dressed, showered, played.

He opened a locker at random. A jersey. A pair of shorts. A jockstrap. He pulled it out, pressed it to his face, inhaled. His cock strained against the lace.

The sound of a door slamming echoed behind him.

He froze.

“What the fuck do we have here?”

Voices. Laughter. Footsteps. Three of them, tall, broad, still damp from the showers. Towels low on their hips. They had circled before he had even dropped the jockstrap.

“Look at this little bitch. Thought he’d play dress-up in our room?”

Hands yanked at his coat, tearing it open to reveal lace and stockings beneath. His skirt flipped up, panties exposed, cock tenting against the silk. Their laughter shook the walls.

“Slut’s even hard. You like sniffing our kit, huh?” one jeered, grabbing the jockstrap from his trembling fingers and shoving it against his mouth. “Open up.”

He gagged as the soaked fabric was forced between his lips, spit running down his chin. Hands pushed him back against the cold metal lockers.

“Skirt’s too clean,” another said. A hand smacked across his arse, hard, the sound echoing. Again. Again. Panties riding up, lace tearing.

The third shoved him to the floor. His knees hit the tiles. The jockstrap gag kept him drooling as they circled.

“Crawl, slut.”

He obeyed, crawling between them, skirt riding high, heels clicking against the tiles. A boot pressed against his back, forcing him lower, face smearing the wet floor.

One knelt behind him, tugging at his panties, ripping the lace apart. Fingers shoved inside, spreading, rough and merciless. His moan echoed off the tiled walls.

Another stepped in front, towel dropping, cock hard. He grabbed the masked slut by the hair, yanking his head back, shoving forward. Gag out, cock in. Choking, gagging, drooling down his chin, eyes watering.

The one behind spat, shoved his cock deep, filling him raw. His scream was muffled by the one in his mouth. The third stood to the side, smacking his arse until it glowed red, laughing as the other two used him.

The smell of sweat, cum, and piss filled the locker room. Water dripped from the showers, echoing over his cries.

By the end, he was sprawled across the tiles, stockings ripped, skirt stained, spit and cum dripping from every hole. His mask had slipped sideways, useless, identity exposed.

One of them kicked the ruined panties across the floor, leaving them at his face.

“You want to dress like a slut in our locker room?” the tallest said, zipping up, smirking. “Then you’ll crawl out like one.”

And they left him there, dripping, ruined, crawling on hands and knees across the wet tiles, his heels clicking with every humiliated step.


Train Toilet Tryst




The train carriage rattled with the rhythm of steel on steel, each jolt echoing up through his heels. Mistress had chosen the busiest time, the evening rush, when the aisles were crowded with office workers and students, bags brushing shoulders, strangers packed in tight.

He wore a long coat, buttoned high. Beneath: lace panties already damp, stockings under trousers cut too short, the thin straps of a bra biting into his shoulders. Mistress walked ahead, her boots clicking, leading him down the aisle. He followed, head bowed, coat swaying, terrified that anyone might glimpse what hid beneath.

She stopped suddenly, turning with a smile. “Toilet. Now.”

He obeyed, slipping inside the narrow cubicle after her. The door slammed shut. The lock clicked. The space was suffocating — too small, too bright. The mirror reflected both of them: Mistress, elegant, leather gloves tight on her hands, eyes sharp; him, trembling, masked in satin, his coat sliding from his shoulders to reveal lace and frills beneath.

“Strip.”

He hesitated only a second before her glove cracked across his cheek. Coat off. Trousers down. Skirt revealed, stockings pulled taut. He stood in heels on the sticky floor of the train toilet, lace clinging to his cock, cheeks already red.

Mistress pushed him against the wall, her hand gripping his throat. “Do you hear them?” she whispered, pressing her lips to his ear.

Through the thin door, footsteps thudded. Voices laughed. Someone knocked against the handle, rattling it. The train swayed, jolting him against her. He moaned.

“Quiet.” Her hand smothered his mouth. With the other she tugged at his cage, making the steel rattle against lace. His hips bucked. He whimpered into her palm.

Mistress forced him down, knees hitting the filthy floor. The smell of piss and disinfectant filled his nose. She unbuckled her belt, tugged down the harness beneath her skirt, and the rubber cock swung free. She gripped his hair, shoved his masked face forward, and forced it past his lips.

The cubicle walls vibrated with every thrust. He gagged, choking, spit spraying onto the floor. Outside, footsteps passed, lingered. Someone tried the handle again. The door rattled. Mistress smirked, kept thrusting, harder, deeper.

His eyes watered. Mascara streaked down his cheeks, the mask slipping sideways. She pulled back just enough for him to gasp, then shoved him down again until his throat bulged around the rubber.

A knock. A voice. “Come on, hurry up in there!”

Mistress didn’t stop. She pulled him upright, spun him against the sink, yanked up his skirt, and tore his panties aside. The cold rubber pressed against his hole.

“Please,” he whimpered.

She spat into her hand, smeared it roughly, and shoved. The cock split him wide, raw, relentless. He cried out, hands braced against the mirror as his own reflection stared back — stockings laddered, cock straining in the cage, face twisted in pain and need.

The train jolted, throwing them against the wall. Mistress used the momentum, ramming deeper, harder. His cries were swallowed by the rattle of the train.

Outside, someone pounded the door. “Oi, what’s going on in there?”

Mistress laughed, pulled his hair, fucked him harder. The cubicle shook. His mask slipped fully off, dangling from one ear. His mouth hung open, drool and spit running down his chin, his moans echoing louder than the train itself.

Finally, Mistress pulled out, yanked him to his knees, and shoved the cock back into his mouth. He sucked desperately, gagging, swallowing, until his face was soaked. She came with a shudder, not from her own body but from the control — watching him ruin himself in a train toilet while strangers hammered at the door.

She wiped his face with a used tissue, stuffed it into his bra, and pulled his skirt down. Coat back on. Mask adjusted just enough to cover the streaks.

When she opened the door, passengers stared. She walked out first, boots clicking. He stumbled after her, coat crooked, stockings visible for anyone who cared to look. Laughter followed them down the aisle.

Mistress didn’t turn back. She only said, loud enough for those nearest to hear: “Good girl.”

And he blushed beneath the mask, cum and spit still wet on his lips, as the train thundered on.

👉 Want me to keep 24–30 in this length and tone (each a ~1,000-word filthy vignette), so the third section reads like a seamless block of escalating public humiliations?


Cinema Seat Service




The cinema was nearly full. Dark, humid, the air heavy with popcorn and perfume. Mistress had chosen the back row, the kind of seats couples took when they wanted to be unseen. But nothing about tonight was about hiding.

She had dressed him for it. A short pleated skirt, black lace panties, stockings pulled tight, a blouse stretched too small across his chest. Over it all, a coat that barely covered enough, leaving him trembling as they walked past the ticket-taker. The mask — satin, sequined, tied at the back of his head — completed the costume. A disguise that revealed everything.

They slid into their seats as the adverts played. Mistress crossed her legs elegantly, her hand sliding beneath his coat before the first trailer had finished. She tugged the coat open, exposing lace and skirt. His cheeks burned hot beneath the mask. The glow of the screen lit up the damp spot already spreading across his panties.

“Hands behind the chair,” she whispered.

He obeyed, gripping the seat back, leaving himself open. Her fingers pressed against the cage through lace, teasing until he whimpered. A man a few rows down turned, glanced back. Mistress smirked. She didn’t stop.

The film began. Explosions on screen, laughter in the audience. Mistress leaned close, pressing a finger to his lips, then pushing it into his mouth. He sucked obediently, drool wetting his chin. She dragged the wet finger down his chest, under his blouse, leaving a trail across lace.

“Now,” she murmured. “Do it.”

His eyes widened. “Here?” he whispered.

Her hand tightened on his thigh. “Now.”

He slipped his hand under the skirt, into the lace, fingers trembling. The cage rattled. His cock strained helplessly, leaking through the fabric. Mistress leaned in, watching, her lips brushing his ear. “Finger yourself. Quietly.”

He swallowed, slid the plug inside, stretching, filling. His breath caught in his throat.

On screen, gunfire roared. In the seats around him, people shifted, munched popcorn, sipped drinks. He sat masked, skirt bunched, plugging himself at her command.

Mistress’s hand clamped over his mouth to silence the moan. Her other hand tugged the panties aside, exposing him to the cool air of the cinema. She slipped two fingers inside, pushing the plug deeper, twisting it. His hips bucked, his legs trembling.

A couple walked past, heading for seats in the row below. He froze, skirt lifted, stockings on display, plug half out. Mistress held him still, smirk curling her lips. The couple didn’t notice — or pretended not to — but his whole body shook with humiliation.

“Good girl,” Mistress whispered, tugging his head to the side. She pulled her drink straw from its cup and slid it between his lips, gagging him with soda as her hand worked his hole. He gagged quietly, swallowing, humiliated as she used him like a toy.

Halfway through the film, she pushed him down. His head lowered into her lap, his mask slipping sideways as she spread her thighs. She pulled up her skirt, pressed his face into her cunt, and held him there.

“Lick,” she hissed.

He obeyed, tongue trembling, tasting her wetness while the audience watched the climax unfold onscreen. Mistress arched, moaning quietly, her hand gripping his hair. She rocked against his mouth until she shuddered, eyes closing, cunt soaking his mask.

She shoved him back up, face wet, skirt wrinkled. The man in the row below turned again, smirking this time. Mistress met his eyes, then deliberately tugged the slut’s panties aside and shoved a hand into him, making him moan loud enough to draw stares.

The film’s final explosion thundered. His own climax broke, cock spurting through lace, soaking his skirt, dripping onto the sticky floor. He convulsed in the seat, muffled sobs filling the gag as cum leaked down his thighs.

Mistress pulled her hand free, wiped it across his blouse, and smoothed his skirt back down. She tied the mask tighter, covering the streaks across his cheeks.

When the credits rolled and the lights came up, she stood, tugging him by the arm. His coat fell open, panties stained, skirt clinging wet. Laughter followed them as they walked down the aisle, cum still dripping, heels clattering on the stairs.

At the exit, she turned to him, loud enough for those nearest to hear: “You were perfect. A filthy little cinema slut.”

And they laughed again as he lowered his head and followed her into the bright lights of the lobby.


Lashes in the Library




The library was supposed to be quiet. Respectable. Shelves of old books, the faint smell of dust and ink, the sound of pages turning. A place for study, not for sluts. But Mistress had led him here anyway, heels clicking against the marble floor as she guided him between the stacks.

He wore what she had chosen: a pleated skirt barely long enough to cover lace panties, stockings tugged high, a blouse stretched across his chest with a bra he could never quite fill. Over it, a long coat, buttoned tight. The mask was satin, plain this time, just enough to hide his blushes.

They found an alcove between shelves, half-hidden from the main hall. Mistress pushed him against the stacks, books rattling as his back hit them. She leaned close, her perfume drowning out the smell of paper.

“Take it off.”

He fumbled with the coat, slipping it from his shoulders. Beneath, lace shimmered in the weak light, the skirt lifting as his trembling hands tried to hold it down. Mistress smirked, tugged it higher, revealing the bulge in his panties.

“You think you can sneak around dressed like this in my city?” she whispered. Her gloved hand cupped his cock through the silk, squeezing until he whimpered. “Pathetic.”

A cough echoed nearby. Someone was in the next aisle, browsing. Mistress pressed a finger to his lips, then shoved it into his mouth. He sucked obediently, drool spilling down his chin, muffled by the mask.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

The floor was cold, hard. He knelt between the stacks, skirt riding high, lace clinging to his thighs. Mistress unzipped her bag, produced a riding crop. She tapped it against his cheek, then dragged it down his chest to rest against the bulge in his panties.

“Count.”

The first strike cracked across his thigh. The sound echoed like a gunshot. He bit back a cry, whispered, “One.”

The second landed harder, across his arse. “Two.”

By five, his stockings were laddered, his panties damp with precum. His voice shook, each number breaking into a moan. Mistress smiled, swung harder, each lash marking him, each gasp threatening to give them away.

Footsteps grew closer. Someone entered the aisle. Mistress pressed him down, forcing his face to the floor. A shadow passed the end of the row, lingered, then moved on. His cock throbbed in its cage, dripping through lace, humiliation pulsing with every heartbeat.

Mistress crouched, tugging his mask aside to expose his lips. She spat into his mouth, then shoved the crop between his teeth. “Bite down, slut. Don’t you dare drop it.”

She lifted his skirt, ripped his panties aside, and shoved a plug in deep. He screamed around the leather, muffled by the crop.

Books shifted on the shelf. A stern voice cut through the silence. “What’s going on back here?”

The librarian.

Mistress didn’t flinch. She stood, elegant, composed, as though nothing were amiss. The librarian’s eyes fell on him — kneeling, skirt lifted, panties torn, crop in his mouth, plug lodged deep.

“Caught red-handed,” Mistress said smoothly. “Our little pervert couldn’t keep quiet.”

The librarian’s lips curled into a thin smile. She closed the aisle door behind her. “Then he’ll be punished properly.”

The crop was ripped from his mouth. A hand tangled in his hair, yanking his head back. The librarian leaned down, her breath hot on his ear. “Repeat after me: je suis votre salope.”

He stammered, choking on the words. A slap across his face corrected him.

“Again.”

“Je suis… votre salope.”

The librarian laughed, cold and sharp. Mistress joined in.

They took turns — one holding him down, the other lashing his thighs, his arse, his chest. Each strike echoed against the shelves, each moan swallowed by the silence of the library.

By the end, he was crumpled on the floor, panties soaked, stockings torn, drool and spit smeared across his mask.

Mistress pulled him upright, forcing him against the shelves. “Say it again.”

“Je suis votre salope,” he whispered, voice broken.

The librarian patted his cheek, almost gentle. “Good girl. Now clean up your mess before anyone else sees.”

And they left him there, cum dripping through lace, plug still buried, as he licked at the stains on the cold marble floor.


The Dragged Bride




The veil itched against his scalp, cheap lace scratching skin already damp with sweat. The dress was too tight, a secondhand gown stitched up clumsily at the seams, forcing him into curves that weren’t his. Corset beneath, stockings laddered, white stilettos buckled so high he could barely stand.

Mistress had dressed him herself, each tug of the laces and adjustment of the veil a reminder that he wasn’t being prepared for matrimony, but for ruin.

“Tonight you’ll walk the aisle,” she whispered, fastening a collar over the delicate lace at his throat. A leash snapped to it, chain rattling as she tugged. “Not to vows. To humiliation.”

The night air bit cold against his bare arms as she pulled him outside. The street was alive — pubs spilling drinkers onto pavements, couples arm in arm, neon glowing above kebab shops. Heads turned the instant they saw him: a bride stumbling in too-high heels, veil slipping sideways, face masked but blush visible beneath.

Mistress didn’t slow. The leash yanked forward, forcing him to totter on heels that clicked against cracked pavement. Laughter rose behind him. A group of men at the bus stop pointed, clapping mockingly, shouting: “Congratulations, love! Where’s the lucky groom?”

Mistress smirked, yanking the leash so hard he stumbled, nearly falling. “Down here,” she said, pressing his head to her thigh. The crowd howled with laughter as he clutched at the gown to keep from collapsing.

She dragged him further, through alleys where bins stank of rot and piss. His white dress brushed against filth, hemline streaked with grime. She shoved him against a wall, tugged the veil back, and slapped him.

“Say it,” she ordered.

“I’m… I’m your bride,” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m your bride!”

Windows above opened, faces peering out. More laughter spilled down. Mistress knelt, lifted his gown, yanked aside lace panties damp with precum. She shoved a plug in without warning, spit dripping onto it as she rammed it deep. His scream echoed down the alley.

A group of girls stumbled past, drunk and shrieking. One stopped, phone raised. “Oh my God, is that a bride?” she squealed. Flash lit the alley as she took photos. “Work it, bitch!”

Mistress yanked his veil straight, forced him to pose, plug pulsing inside, cum dripping down his thighs. The girls laughed until they were doubled over, then tottered away, leaving him ruined in the glow of their camera flash.

Mistress tugged the leash again, dragging him back to the street. His heels scraped, veil fluttered, gown dragging through puddles. She paraded him past the kebab shop queue, men wolf-whistling, women pointing and whispering. Every step was a wedding march of humiliation, every stumble punctuated by jeers.

At the corner, she forced him down to his knees. Cars slowed, horns blared. She shoved the veil over his face, pressing his mouth to her boot. “Kiss,” she commanded.

He obeyed, gagging on leather, veil soaking with spit. She yanked his head back, cum dripping from lace to the pavement.

“Do you take me?” she asked, voice loud enough for the crowd gathering.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered.

“Do you vow to be my whore, my bride, my ruined slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

She smirked, tugged the leash tight, and dragged him away. The crowd clapped, whistled, filmed.

By the time they reached the end of the street, his gown was filthy, veil torn, panties soaked. Mistress pulled him into a doorway, shoved him against the wall, and ripped the mask aside. Her mouth pressed to his ear, hot, cruel.

“This is your wedding night,” she whispered. “And every night after will be worse.”

She tugged the plug free, left him dripping onto the cobblestones, then pulled the veil back over his face. The leash rattled as she dragged him further into the night, the jeers still ringing in his ears.


Piss-Stained Panties




The panties were white when Mistress handed them to him. White lace, delicate, dainty — the kind meant to be worn once, then ruined forever.

“Put them on,” she said, standing in the doorway of the flat, leash coiled in her gloved hand.

He obeyed, trembling, slipping out of his trousers, pulling the panties up his thighs. They clung tight, delicate lace stretched across the bulge of his cage. Mistress tugged his blouse down, adjusted his skirt, buckled his heels. She tied the mask tight, satin ribbon biting at the back of his head.

“Tonight,” she whispered, clipping the leash to his collar, “you’re going to make a scene.”

The pub was busy, spilling laughter and smoke onto the pavement. People clustered outside, cigarettes glowing, pints balanced in hands. Mistress dragged him straight through the crowd, leash taut, heels clattering against the cobbles. His skirt rode up with every step, lace panties flashing beneath.

Whistles. Laughter. A chorus of mocking cheers.

Mistress stopped at the curb, tugged the leash until he was at her boots. “On your knees.”

He knelt, stockings scraping the filthy ground. The crowd parted, eyes fixed, phones raised. Mistress leaned close, her lips brushing his ear.

“Piss yourself.”

His eyes widened behind the mask. “Please, Mistress… not here—”

The leash snapped tight, cutting off his breath. Her heel ground against his cock through the lace. “Now.”

The pressure broke him. Heat spread, sudden and unstoppable. The panties darkened, piss soaking through lace, streaming down his thighs, dripping into his stockings, puddling on the ground. Gasps and laughter erupted from the crowd. Someone shouted, “Oh my fucking God!” Another yelled, “Take a picture!”

Mistress stepped back, tugging the leash so he faced her, piss still dripping from his panties. “Show them,” she commanded.

He raised his skirt with trembling hands, revealing the soaked lace, the wet cage beneath. Cameras flashed. Phones recorded. The crowd howled with laughter, jeers, mock congratulations.

“Filthy little slut,” Mistress sneered, her voice loud, carrying over the crowd. “Pissed herself like a whore at my boots.”

She yanked him forward, pressing his face into the puddle, forcing him to lick. The taste of piss filled his mouth, humiliation burning through him hotter than the shame. The crowd roared approval, some chanting “Drink it! Drink it!” as Mistress ground his head lower.

When she let him up, his mask was soaked, lace clung transparent to his cock, and piss still streamed down his legs. She dragged him upright, leash jerking him forward into the crowd.

“Lick my boots clean,” she ordered.

He sank down again, tongue dragging across the leather, piss smearing across his lips. Mistress laughed, tilted her head toward the crowd. “Who else wants a taste?”

A man stepped forward, drunk and grinning. Mistress smirked, handed him the leash. “Hold him steady.”

The man yanked tight, forcing him against Mistress’s boots. His tongue flicked faster, licking, gagging, swallowing filth as the crowd pressed closer.

When she finally pulled him away, panties clung yellow and wet, stockings ruined, heels slipping on the piss-slick pavement. She paraded him through the crowd, leash high, laughter and cheers following.

At the corner, she stopped, yanked his skirt high one last time, and slapped his dripping cock through the cage. “You’ll wear those panties until morning,” she said coldly. “Every drop, every stain, a reminder of what you are.”

And she dragged him into the night, the sound of laughter echoing after them, piss still dripping down his thighs.


Alleyway Arrest




The alley stank of piss and beer, narrow brick walls rising on either side. Mistress had chosen it deliberately, a shortcut behind the clubs where men staggered out to vomit, women stumbled with heels in their hands, and sirens echoed in the distance.

He tottered behind her, heels clicking on broken glass, skirt swishing above stockings that already bore runs. The mask was satin, tied tight, slipping with sweat. The leash pulled him forward, collar biting his throat.

“Stop,” Mistress ordered, pressing him against the wall. Her hand slid beneath his blouse, tugging at the lace bra. She smiled, sharp as glass. “Now squeal.”

He barely had time to moan before the torchlight hit.

“Oi! What’s going on here?”

Two figures stepped into the alley, uniforms gleaming in the dark. Policewomen. One tall, broad-shouldered, hair tucked under her cap. The other smaller, younger, eyes sharp and lips curled in a smirk.

Mistress stepped back smoothly, arms folded, as though she’d simply caught him loitering. The taller officer shone the torch down, pinning him in its beam.

“Well, well,” she said. “What do we have here? A little slut playing dress-up?”

The younger one laughed. “Looks like it. Mask, skirt, lace… pathetic.”

He stammered, tugging at his skirt, trying to cover himself. The leash rattled as Mistress yanked it tighter. “He’s all yours, officers,” she said coolly.

The taller one shoved him against the wall, hands spread. Cold metal clamped around his wrists — handcuffs, biting tight. The younger officer tugged his skirt up, exposing soaked lace panties beneath. She whistled low. “Disgusting. Hard in a cage, too.”

The taller officer pressed the torch into his face, blinding him. “Do you know what we do with perverts caught in alleys, dressed like this?”

He whimpered, shaking his head.

“We punish them.”

She yanked him down, forcing him to his knees on the filthy ground. The younger one pulled a baton from her belt, pressed it against his lips. “Open.”

He obeyed, gagging as she shoved it deep, fucking his throat with the cold, hard plastic until drool poured down his chin. The taller one unzipped her trousers, pulling out a rubber cock strapped tight beneath. She shoved his head sideways, pressing the gagging cock into his mouth until he choked.

“Good slut,” she sneered, bucking her hips. “Take it. All of it.”

Behind him, the younger officer ripped his panties aside, spat, and shoved her baton deep into his arse. He screamed around the cock in his mouth, body jerking, piss dribbling down his thighs.

“Quiet,” the taller one snapped, slapping him hard. She fucked his face harder, her hips smacking against his mask, spit and drool spraying across the alley floor.

The younger one laughed, driving the baton deeper, twisting until his eyes watered. “Look at him — already leaking. The slut loves it.”

Mistress stood back, watching, smirking as her pet was spit-roasted by the law.

By the time they were done, his stockings were shredded, skirt soaked, lace panties hanging in tatters. His face was a mess of spit and cum, dripping through the mask. His arse burned, raw and open.

The younger officer tugged the baton free, wiped it across his blouse. “You’ll remember this every time you sit down, slut.”

The taller one unhooked the leash from Mistress’s hand and clipped it to her own belt. She dragged him upright, cum dripping from his chin. “Next time we catch you dressed like this,” she whispered, lips close to his ear, “we won’t stop.”

They uncuffed him, shoved him back into Mistress’s arms. He stumbled, heels slipping on the wet ground, cum and drool still dripping.

Mistress tugged his mask straight, kissed his cheek mockingly. “My little criminal,” she purred.

And she led him out of the alley, leash tight, laughter of the officers still echoing behind them.


The Hotel Corridor




The carpet was thick, patterned with gold swirls that blurred beneath his heels. Every step echoed in his ears, louder than it should have been. He tugged at the hem of his skirt, tried to keep the wig from slipping, but Mistress’s hand on the leash gave him no chance to steady himself.

She had dressed him in her favourite ensemble: a tight black skirt clinging to his hips, stockings fastened with a garter, panties sheer enough to reveal the cage beneath. A satin blouse strained across his chest, bra stuffed to push up fake curves. Over it all, a blonde wig with a blunt fringe, slipping with sweat.

The hotel room door shut behind them with a heavy click. He exhaled, thinking it was over, that he’d be used and ruined in the privacy of the suite.

Mistress only smiled. “Not tonight.”

She shoved him back against the wall, tugged his skirt high, pulled his panties aside. A plug slid in with practiced ease, his moan muffled by the mask. She tightened the wig strap beneath his chin, then unlocked the door again.

“Out,” she commanded.

His eyes widened. “Mistress, please—”

The leash snapped taut. “Crawl.”

She pushed him into the corridor, skirt riding high, plug already pulsing deep. The door clicked shut behind them.

The hotel was alive. Voices drifted from other rooms, footsteps echoed at the far end of the hall. A cleaning trolley stood abandoned, the faint smell of bleach mixing with his perfume.

Mistress tugged the leash, forcing him forward on his knees. His stockings snagged on the rough carpet. His heels scraped, mask slipping sideways as he crawled. The wig tilted, fringe falling into his eyes.

At the corner, a couple appeared. A man in a suit, a woman in a sequined dress, arms linked, laughing until they saw him. Their smiles faltered, then twisted into smirks. The man whispered something, the woman giggled, and they walked on, glancing back again and again.

Mistress only laughed, yanking the leash tighter. “On your feet. Show them.”

He staggered upright, skirt bunched, panties clinging wet to his thighs. The plug shifted with every step. Mistress shoved him against the wall, spreading his arms, pressing her gloved hand over his mouth. She tugged at the blouse, ripping buttons, exposing lace bra and trembling chest.

Another door opened down the hall. A group spilled out, suits and dresses, drinks still in hand. They froze, staring at the scene. Mistress smirked, tugged the mask just enough to show his wet lips.

“He’s mine,” she said simply.

Laughter broke out. Someone raised a phone, snapping a photo before Mistress yanked the mask back in place.

She spun him, bent him over the housekeeping trolley. Bottles rattled, towels fell to the floor. She lifted his skirt, yanked his panties aside, and shoved the plug in deeper. His muffled scream echoed down the corridor.

The crowd howled, some clapping, others whistling. “Slut!” someone shouted. “Bride of the night!” another jeered.

Mistress fucked him with the plug, driving it in and out as he writhed against the trolley, drool soaking his mask. The laughter and cheers blurred into one roar of humiliation.

When she finally pulled him upright, his skirt was twisted, stockings ripped, panties soaked. She shoved him against the wall, leash taut, making him stand exposed as more guests passed, staring, whispering, laughing.

At last she dragged him back toward the room. His heels wobbled, wig slipping, mask wet with spit. She pushed him through the door, slammed it shut, and threw him onto the bed.

“You thought you could be my secret,” she hissed, straddling him, tugging the mask loose so his shame was bare. “But everyone out there knows now.”

She shoved the plug in deep one last time, forcing him to cum in his cage, the sound of laughter still ringing in his ears.


The Mirror in the Club




The bass thudded through the floor, a relentless heartbeat that shook his ribs. Lights pulsed red, purple, blue, strobes slicing through smoke so thick it clung to his stockings. Mistress led him by the leash, through the crowd of leather, latex, sequins, and sweat.

He wore what she had chosen: corset laced so tight he could barely breathe, stockings laddered and clinging, panties damp before they had even left the flat. A short skirt rode high over his arse, every sway of his hips deliberate, humiliating. The mask was black satin, sequined at the edges, barely hiding his face. The wig — blonde, sharp fringe — itched with sweat.

“Eyes down,” Mistress commanded, pulling him past the bar, through the crowd, toward a raised stage at the centre of the room.

A cage stood there. Chrome bars, mirrored base, mirrored walls. The reflections shone back at him from every angle: a slut in lace and heels, masked and trembling. Mistress shoved him inside, slammed the door, locked it.

The crowd cheered.

Inside, every move echoed back at him a hundred times. His own image stared from all sides — skirt lifted, stockings torn, cock straining in the cage. He tried to look away, but the mirrors caught him from every angle, forcing him to watch his own ruin.

Mistress stepped onto the stage, smirking at the crowd. “Our entertainment,” she announced. She drew a strapon from her bag, buckled it tight, the rubber cock glistening under the lights. She opened the cage, dragged him out by the collar, and shoved him to his knees.

“Open.”

He obeyed, gagging as she rammed the cock into his mouth. Drool poured down his chin, soaking the mask. The crowd roared, cheering, clapping. Phones rose, flashes popped. His reflection showed him everything — the way his throat bulged, the way spit dripped, the way his eyes watered.

Mistress fucked his face until he choked, then yanked him upright, spun him, and bent him over the mirrored base. His mask slipped sideways, his wig fell into his eyes. She ripped his panties down, exposing his arse, and shoved the cock inside.

He screamed. The sound was swallowed by bass, by cheers, by whistles. His own reflection showed him wide-eyed, mascara running, mouth open in shock as Mistress drove into him again and again.

The mirrors caught everything: his arse spreading, his cock leaking against the glass, his face twisted in humiliation. The crowd pressed closer, laughing, pointing, shouting.

“Slut!” someone yelled. “Take it!”

Mistress leaned down, lips at his ear. “Look at yourself.”

He tried to turn away, but everywhere he looked — left, right, down — his own reflection stared back. His ruined mouth, his leaking cock, his arse taking the rubber again and again.

Tears blurred his vision. The mirrors made them infinite.

Mistress pulled him upright, spun him so his back hit the bars. She tugged at his corset, tightening until he gasped. Then she fucked him standing, bouncing him against the metal, his heels scraping the mirrored floor.

Cum dripped from his cock, smearing the glass. Spit soaked his mask. The crowd howled, clapping in rhythm with each thrust.

When Mistress finally pulled out, she shoved him down onto the mirrored base. He saw himself sprawled there — skirt twisted, wig slipping, panties around his ankles, cock leaking cum across the glass.

Mistress raised her arms. “Applause for my little whore.”

The club erupted. Boots stamped, glasses clinked, phones flashed.

Inside the mirrors, he saw it all: a slut, ruined, exposed, cheered on by strangers. No escape, no hiding, no dignity. Only reflections of what he had become.


Domestic Service & Ownership[image: ]

What begins as games becomes permanent service. The house turns into his cage: kitchens, bedrooms, cupboards all become arenas of submission. Dressed in frills, plugged, and locked, he becomes property. Ownership isn’t metaphorical here — it’s binding, cruel, and absolute.


Story 31 Apron, Arse, and Ashtray
– In maid’s frills, his tongue becomes an ashtray as guests laugh, plug pulsing with each flick.

Story 32 Locked for the Weekend
– Chastity clamped, cage locked, wig on — he’s used by friends for two days straight, cum denied.

Story 33 The Boot-Cleaning Whorehouse
– Rows of sissies licking boots; he’s strapped in, plugged, and left to worship leather all night.

Story 34 The Corset Chair
– Bound into a chair by corset straps, whipped until his cock leaks through lace.

Story 35 Panty Drawer Punishment
– Mistress finds him sniffing her panties; punishment is to wear every pair until soaked.

Story 36 Kitchen Counter Collapse
– Forced to serve drinks in lace apron, then pegged over the kitchen island in front of guests.

Story 37 Bedpost Bondage
– Strapped in wig and frills to the bedposts, pegged until the mattress is soaked.

Story 38 Frilly Nightshift
– Ordered to sleep in full sissy wear, woken at intervals to be used and denied.

Story 39 Paddled in Pink
– Plugged and forced to wear neon-pink latex — whipped until his thighs bruise.

Story 40 Lace and Lockdown
– Mistress confiscates all his clothes; only lace and plugs allowed in the house.


Apron, Arse, and Ashtray




The apron was frilled, pink, ridiculous. Mistress tied it tight around his waist, the ribbon digging in above the lace panties she’d chosen for him. Stockings clung to his thighs, laddered already, garter straps pulling taut as he shifted nervously. A short maid’s skirt swished as he moved, exposing the cage bulging through silk.

“House whore,” Mistress said, fastening the bow with a cruel tug. “That’s all you are now.”

The guests were already in the living room, laughter echoing down the hall. He could smell their drinks — gin, rum, tonic — hear the clink of glasses. Mistress shoved a feather duster into his hands. “Serve them. And don’t forget to smile.”

He tottered in on heels too tall, tray shaking as he balanced glasses. Conversation stopped the moment they saw him: a masked slut in a maid’s apron, lace and stockings on full display. Laughter erupted, harsh and mocking.

“Look at this little thing!” one man jeered, reaching to tug at his apron strings. “What’s under here?”

Mistress smirked, sipping her drink. “Whatever you want to see.”

Hands flipped the skirt, exposing his panties. Fingers smacked his arse, tugged the lace aside to reveal the cage. He gasped, tray wobbling, drink nearly spilling.

“Careful,” Mistress snapped, striking his thigh with her cane. “Sluts don’t waste liquor.”

He stumbled forward, offering drinks with trembling hands. Guests plucked glasses from the tray, but not before groping, tugging, humiliating. One shoved a lime wedge into his mouth, laughing as he gagged around it. Another ground a cigarette butt into the lace over his cock.

Mistress beckoned him closer. “On your knees. Time for your real service.”

He knelt on the carpet, apron strings dangling, tray discarded. Mistress crossed her legs, held her cigarette above him. Ash drifted down, landing in his hair, across his cheeks. She tapped the cigarette over his open mouth. “Tongue out.”

He obeyed. Ash fell onto his tongue, bitter, acrid. He swallowed, gagging. The guests howled with laughter.

“Good little ashtray,” Mistress purred. She pressed the cigarette butt to his lips, making him kiss the smouldering tip before flicking it into his apron pocket.

Another guest leaned forward, grinding his own cigarette into the slut’s open mouth until the taste of smoke and spit filled him. He coughed, choked, drooled down his chin.

“Drink it down,” Mistress ordered, tilting her gin glass over his lips. The liquid burned, mixing with ash, running down his chest, soaking lace.

The tray was returned to his hands. He crawled around the room on his knees, collecting empty glasses, his apron stained, his mouth reeking of ash and gin. Guests dropped their cigarette butts into his mouth as if he were nothing but furniture.

By the end of the night, he was sprawled on the carpet, apron filthy, panties soaked, stockings torn. Mistress placed her heel on his chest, raised her glass, and announced:

“Every house needs a maid. And every maid needs a use.”

The guests cheered, their laughter echoing as he licked ash from her shoe.


Locked for the Weekend




The click of the lock was final. Steel teeth snapping shut, sealing him in. Mistress dangled the key from her necklace, let it glint against her chest, then slipped it beneath her blouse. Out of reach.

“That’s forty-eight hours,” she said, brushing his cheek with her gloved fingers. “No cumming. No pleading. Just service.”

He swallowed hard, feeling the cage bite against swollen flesh. The weekend stretched ahead of him like a sentence.

She dressed him slowly, savouring every layer. Stockings rolled up his thighs, clipped tight to garters. Lace panties slid over the cage, clinging damp already. A frilled apron tied around his waist, skirt swishing as she smoothed it down. Wig straightened, mask tied, heels buckled. By the time she was finished, he wasn’t a man anymore. He was a maid — a caged, trembling plaything waiting for his tasks.

The guests arrived within the hour. Friends of Mistress, all smirking as they stepped into the living room and saw him waiting, tray in hand, eyes downcast.

“Well, what do we have here?” one woman laughed, tugging at his apron strings. “A new servant?”

“Locked for the weekend,” Mistress explained, sipping her gin. “He’s ours until Monday morning.”

They set him to work immediately. Carrying drinks on wobbling heels. Fetching snacks. Bending to polish shoes, his arse flashing beneath the short skirt. Every stumble brought laughter, every spill earned a slap across his thighs.

The cage throbbed, leaking steadily, but there was no release. Mistress’s rules were clear: denied, teased, ruined, but never allowed to cum.

Saturday night, they gathered him in the kitchen. Mistress strapped him to the counter, wrists bound above his head, ankles spread wide. The guests circled, laughing, sipping their cocktails. One tugged his panties aside and spat on his cage, watching him shudder. Another smeared lipstick across his cheeks, scrawling the word SLUT across his forehead.

“Beg,” Mistress ordered.

He whimpered, voice breaking. “Please, Mistress… please use me.”

They did. One by one, they took turns. Forcing him to lick boots until his tongue was black with polish. Feeding him crumbs from the floor, making him clean the mess with his mouth. Pegging him over the counter while others clapped and cheered.

By Sunday, he was a wreck. Stockings shredded, wig tangled, apron stained with ash, spit, and cum. The cage throbbed mercilessly, his cock raw from straining. Mistress paraded him from room to room, showing him off like a trophy.

“This is what a locked slut looks like,” she announced, yanking his leash as she dragged him to the window. Curtains open, neighbours glancing up, watching him kneel in full maid’s uniform, mask askew, mouth open for ash and spit.

Night fell. Mistress left him bound to the bed, plug pulsing inside, cage aching. She dangled the key above his face, let him whimper for it, then tucked it back beneath her blouse.

“Tomorrow you’ll be free,” she whispered, kissing his cheek. “But you’ll beg me to lock you again.”

And as the hours dragged on, his cock leaking into the cage, his body trembling with denial, he realised she was right.


The Boot-Cleaning Whorehouse




The room stank of leather. Rows of boots lined the walls — knee-high, thigh-high, laced, buckled, polished to a dull shine. The floor was concrete, cold beneath his knees. Mistress had stripped him down to lace panties and stockings, corset laced tight, apron tied for mockery more than modesty.

“Tonight,” she said, clipping the leash to his collar, “you’re not mine. You’re theirs.”

The door opened, and they filed in. A dozen women, boots thudding on the floor, coats shrugged off, laughter sharp. Each one wore leather — heels, gloves, jackets — every inch commanding.

He trembled as they formed a line, boots stretching out before him like an army. Mistress shoved him forward, skirt riding high, cage clinking.

“Lick.”

The first boot was scuffed, dirt caked around the sole. He bent low, tongue dragging across the leather. The taste was bitter, sharp, the grit grinding against his teeth. The woman above him laughed, pressed her heel against the back of his head, forcing him lower.

“Slut cleans with his tongue,” she sneered.

The next boot was slick, polished, the smell overwhelming. He licked from heel to toe, drool dripping down his chin, pooling on the floor. The woman crossed her arms, smirking, letting him sweat beneath her gaze.

One by one, he crawled along the line. Each boot worse than the last — mud, ash, spit smeared on leather. Some women ground their soles into his mouth, laughing as he gagged. Others made him polish the heels with his lips until they gleamed.

Mistress circled, cane tapping his arse with every hesitation. “Faster,” she ordered. “Boots don’t lick themselves.”

By the fifth pair, his tongue was raw, lips swollen, drool soaking his blouse. By the eighth, his jaw ached, his throat burned from gagging on heels shoved deep.

When he reached the tenth, they dragged him back to the beginning. “Not clean enough,” Mistress barked. “Again.”

He sobbed behind the mask, but obeyed. His tongue scraped leather until his mouth filled with the taste of polish and filth. His knees burned from crawling, his cage throbbed with every humiliating lap.

At the end of the second round, the women closed in. Boots pressed against his chest, his face, his cock. They forced him down, pinning him beneath a circle of leather. Mistress shoved a plug inside him, hard and sudden, making him scream.

“Drink it in,” she hissed.

Ash flicked into his mouth. Spit rained down. One woman poured gin over his head, soaking his wig, dripping into his mask. Boots smeared it across his chest, grinding into his nipples, his thighs, his caged cock.

Pinned and used, he was nothing but a rag, a mop for their leather.

By the time they stepped back, he was ruined. Apron soaked, lace torn, stockings shredded. His tongue was blackened, lips cracked, body trembling.

Mistress yanked him upright by the leash. “What do you say?”

“Th-thank you, Mistress. Thank you all,” he stammered, voice hoarse.

The women laughed, pulling on their coats, boots gleaming now with his spit.

Mistress dragged him to the centre of the room, shoved him down, and pressed her heel against his chest. “And tomorrow,” she said, voice low and cruel, “you’ll do it again.”


The Corset Chair




The chair looked ordinary at first — oak frame, high back, polished arms. But the straps gave it away. Leather buckles dangled from every corner, waiting. Mistress guided him toward it with a tug of the leash, heels clicking on the wooden floor.

“Sit,” she commanded.

He lowered himself, corset creaking, skirt bunched beneath him. Stockings pinched at his thighs, panties damp, cage straining. The mask itched against his flushed cheeks.

The moment he settled, the buckles snapped tight. Ankles bound to the legs of the chair, wrists strapped to the arms. Mistress yanked the corset laces tighter, forcing his chest forward, ribs compressing until he gasped. She tied them to the back of the chair, fusing him to it.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “My furniture.”

She walked around him slowly, cane tapping against her gloved palm. “Chairs don’t speak. Chairs don’t move. They only endure.”

The first strike landed across his thigh. He jolted, tried to cry out, but Mistress clamped a gloved hand over his mouth. “Chairs don’t complain,” she hissed.

The cane came down again, across his chest, his arms, his caged cock bulging through lace. Each blow left welts that burned against the tight corset. He writhed, trapped, unable to escape.

Mistress leaned close, lips at his ear. “Look at yourself.”

She tilted the mirror so he could see: a slut bound to a chair, corset laced, stockings torn, mask slipping sideways. Every breath was shallow, ragged, as the corset stole his air.

Guests entered the room, laughter filling the space. “What’s this?” one asked, smirking.

“My new chair,” Mistress replied. She gestured toward him. “Take a seat.”

The guest lowered herself onto his lap, pressing down until the cage bit cruelly into his cock. He whimpered into the gag. The corset groaned under the weight, digging into his ribs.

“Comfy,” she said, grinding her hips. “Though a bit noisy.”

Mistress struck his cheek. “Chairs don’t whimper.”

Another guest sat on the arm, tugging at his wig until the fringe fell into his eyes. She pressed her cigarette between his lips, using him as an ashtray. Ash spilled down his chest, into the lace of his bra. He gagged, swallowed, burned.

One by one, they took turns. Sitting. Grinding. Using his lap as a seat, his mouth as a holder, his chest as a table. Drinks spilled across his apron, trickling down into his cage. Cigarette burns dotted his stockings.

The corset dug deeper, each breath harder than the last. He thought he might faint. Mistress leaned in, eyes sharp. “You’ll break before the chair does,” she whispered. “And I’ll still sit on you.”

Finally, she straddled him herself, pressing her cunt against his caged cock, grinding until he nearly screamed. She moaned low, biting his ear, leaving lipstick smeared across his mask.

When she finally rose, his body was trembling, soaked in ash, spit, and gin. The corset left angry red grooves across his skin. The straps held him upright, sagging but unbroken.

Mistress smirked, unbuckling the straps one by one. He collapsed forward onto the floor, coughing, drooling, chest heaving.

She planted her heel on his back. “Did my chair serve well?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.

“Then tomorrow,” she said, tugging the leash, “we’ll use you as a table."


Panty Drawer Punishment




He thought she wouldn’t notice. Just a quick moment, slipping open the drawer, fingers brushing across lace and silk, lifting a pair of Mistress’s panties to his face. He pressed them to his lips, inhaled, cock straining in its cage, heart pounding at the forbidden scent.

But Mistress was always watching.

The door creaked, heels clicked, and her voice sliced through the air. “What are you doing?”

He froze, panties clutched in his hand, mask slipping from his face. “I— I was just—”

Her hand cracked across his cheek before he could finish. “Thief,” she hissed. She yanked the drawer fully open, spilling panties across the floor. Lace, satin, silk — a rainbow of humiliation.

“On your knees. Every pair.”

He dropped instantly, scrambling, panties clutched to his chest. Mistress folded her arms, smirking. “You like sniffing them? Wearing them? Then you’ll wear all of them.”

She began tossing them at him one by one. “On.”

The first pair stretched over his cage, damp already with precum. The next pair pulled tight over the first, digging in. Then another, and another. Each layer tighter, hotter, more humiliating. Lace bunched, satin twisted, seams dug into his thighs. By the tenth pair, he could barely breathe, cock aching beneath the suffocating silk.

“Not enough,” Mistress sneered, dumping the whole drawer over his head. Panties rained down, covering his wig, tangling around his mask. “Smell them. Taste them. Choke on them.”

He obeyed, pressing panties to his face, stuffing them into his mouth until he gagged. Spit soaked satin, drool dripped onto the carpet. Mistress laughed, shoving more between his lips until his cheeks bulged.

“Pathetic little panty thief,” she said, snapping photos as he knelt surrounded by lace. “This is your punishment — drowned in what you crave.”

She yanked his panties down just enough to expose his arse. A plug slid in, cruel and sudden. His muffled scream was swallowed by the wad of silk in his mouth. She smacked his arse, each slap punctuating her words.

“Panty. Thieving. Slut.”

She pushed him onto his back, panties spilling around him like confetti. He writhed, gagging, whimpering, cock twitching inside its prison. Mistress straddled his chest, grinding her cunt against the lace covering his face.

“Breathe it in,” she ordered, rocking harder, soaking the fabric. “Every breath, my scent. Every gasp, your humiliation.”

He suffocated on lace, drowned in satin, choked on silk. His body shook, plug pulsing inside him, cage straining.

When she finally rose, panties clung wet to his face, mask askew, mouth full. She tugged the plug free, wiped it across his cheek, then shoved it into the pile of lace. “Clean them all with your tongue.”

Hours passed as he licked, sucked, swallowed, each pair wetter and filthier than the last. By morning, the drawer was empty, the panties ruined, and he was still kneeling in a nest of silk, lips swollen, tongue raw.

Mistress tugged the leash, smirking. “Next time you steal from me, slut, I’ll make you the drawer.”


Kitchen Counter Collapse




The kitchen gleamed. Marble counters, polished steel taps, glasses stacked neatly on the island. Mistress had insisted he scrub it spotless in his maid’s outfit before the guests arrived — apron frilled, skirt short enough to expose lace panties beneath, stockings already laddered from hours of crawling on his knees.

By the time the doorbell rang, his hands reeked of bleach, and his cock ached in its cage. Mistress opened the door with a flourish, greeting her friends as though this were just another dinner party.

“Drinks are served by my maid,” she announced, gesturing to him.

He blushed behind his mask, tray trembling in his hands. He tottered forward in heels, offering gin and tonics to the smirking guests. Laughter rippled through the room as eyes lingered on his legs, his skirt, the wig slipping into his eyes.

“Cute,” one guest said, tugging the apron string. Another slipped a hand beneath his skirt, making him stumble. The tray wobbled, ice clinking, liquid spilling.

Mistress’s cane cracked against his thigh. “Careless slut,” she snapped. “You’ll make it up to them.”

She marched him to the kitchen island, bent him over the polished marble, and yanked his skirt high. Lace panties stretched tight across his arse, damp and transparent.

“Serve them properly.”

The first guest stepped forward, tugging his panties aside. A hand smacked his arse, hard, echoing off the tiles. Laughter followed.

“Slut’s blushing,” someone jeered.

Mistress shoved a plug in deep, making him yelp. She leaned close, lips at his ear. “Stay still, or the glassware breaks.”

Hands pressed his shoulders down, pinning him to the counter. The marble was cold against his cheek, his reflection staring back at him — wig crooked, mask slipping, lips wet with drool. Behind him, boots shifted, belts unbuckled.

The first cock slid into his mouth, forcing his head sideways across the counter. He gagged, throat bulging, spit pooling beneath his cheek. At the same time, the plug was pulled free and replaced with something thicker, harder, relentless. He moaned, choking, body trembling.

The counter shook with every thrust. Glasses rattled, ice spilled. Mistress leaned back against the fridge, sipping her drink, watching as her maid was spit-roasted in her spotless kitchen.

Guests took turns, laughing, smacking his arse, using him while others poured more drinks. One ground a cigarette butt into the lace stretched across his cock. Another snapped a photo of his ruined reflection in the marble.

By the time they finished, the counter was streaked with spit, cum, and ash. He sagged against it, stockings shredded, apron stained, panties torn.

Mistress placed her glass on his back, smirk curling her lips. “Perfect serving tray,” she said, tapping the rim. “Just sturdy enough.”

The guests raised their glasses, clinking them together as he collapsed onto the tiles, drool and cum dripping from his mask.


Bedpost Bondage




The bedroom smelled of polish and perfume. Mistress had prepared it carefully: fresh sheets on the bed, candles lit low, cuffs laid out neatly across the quilt. He stood in the doorway trembling, heels wobbling, skirt swishing around his thighs.

“Strip,” she ordered.

He peeled away the frilled apron, blouse, and skirt, until only lace panties and stockings clung to him. His cock pressed uselessly against the cage, leaking already. Mistress circled him slowly, eyes sharp, cane tapping against her thigh.

“On the bed. Spread wide.”

He climbed onto the mattress, chest heaving. Mistress buckled the first cuff around his wrist, then stretched his arm to the bedpost, leather biting tight. The second wrist followed, bound until he could barely move. She tugged at the stockings, fastening his ankles to the lower posts, leaving him spread like a starfish.

“Furniture again,” she purred, brushing her nails down his chest. “But tonight you’ll be louder.”

She tugged the lace panties aside, inspected the cage. “Pathetic.” With a flick of the key she removed it, letting his cock spring free. It twitched, leaking already onto the sheets. Mistress smirked. “Ruined before we’ve even begun.”

She fetched the cane, dragging it across his chest, his thighs, his cock. Each tap made him jerk. The first real strike landed across his arse, sharp and biting. He gasped, then moaned. The second followed, harder. The third, harder still. Soon his skin glowed red, welts rising with each lash.

“Count,” she ordered.

“One… two… three…” His voice trembled, breaking into whimpers. By ten, his thighs burned. By fifteen, his cock dribbled helplessly across his stomach.

Mistress leaned down, whispering against his ear. “Sluts don’t get safe words. Sluts get ruined.”

She climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. Her leather skirt brushed his chin as she pressed her cunt against his mouth. “Lick.”

He obeyed, tongue trembling, tasting her wetness, gagging as she ground harder. She slapped his face when he faltered. “Deeper.”

While his mouth worked, her hand slid down, gripping his cock, stroking fast and cruel. His hips bucked against the restraints, desperate for release, but every time he neared the edge she stopped, laughing as he whimpered against her cunt.

“You’ll beg,” she said, smearing herself across his face, lipstick dripping onto his cheeks. “And I’ll still deny you.”

Minutes blurred into hours. Mistress rode his mouth until his jaw ached, then shifted, straddling his cock, teasing the tip with her slickness but never letting him inside. He begged, cried, struggled against the cuffs, but the leather held firm.

At last she climbed off, leaving him trembling, cock purple, body slick with sweat. She fetched the plug from the drawer, coated it in spit, and shoved it into his arse with no warning. His scream filled the room, muffled only when she shoved her panties into his mouth as a gag.

“Perfect,” she said, standing back to admire her work. “A sissy tied up, gagged with lace, plugged and aching. Exactly where you belong.”

She invited her friends in then. Two women entered, laughing, heels clicking on the floorboards. They circled the bed, inspecting him like a toy. One tugged his wig, the other smacked his cock until it leaked across his stomach.

“Can we play?” one asked.

“Of course,” Mistress replied.

They took turns — one straddling his face, the other pegging him with a strapon while Mistress sat at the foot of the bed, sipping her drink, smiling. His muffled screams filled the room, swallowed by lace and cunt. Each thrust of the cock into his arse drove him higher, each grind of wetness against his lips drowned him deeper.

When they finally stopped, he was shaking, cock twitching, body covered in spit and cum. Mistress untied the gag, let him sob, then bent close and whispered:

“Now you’ll thank us.”

“Th-thank you, Mistress. Thank you all,” he whimpered, voice hoarse.

She smirked, tugging the leash clipped to his collar. “Good girl.”

But she didn’t free him. She left him strapped to the bedposts, plug inside, cock leaking, jaw aching, knowing he would spend the whole night there — a piece of furniture, a slut on display, until the morning came.


Frilly Nightshift




The clock struck midnight. Mistress set her glass down, smirk curling across her lips. “Time for your nightshift, maid.”

He trembled in the doorway, already dressed: frilled pink nightie that barely covered his cage, lace panties stretched tight, stockings clipped to garters, heels strapped to his feet. A wig framed his face, fringe crooked, mask tied snug.

“Get in bed,” she ordered.

He climbed beneath the sheets, heart pounding. For a moment he thought she might let him rest. But Mistress only snapped her fingers, and her friends appeared — two women in leather skirts and boots, laughing as they circled the bed.

“Pretty little maid,” one cooed, tugging the sheets away to reveal his outfit. “Ready for a long night?”

Mistress nodded. “He’ll serve until sunrise.”

They bound his wrists to the bedframe, ankles tied wide to the posts. The nightie rode high, exposing lace stretched across his cock, plug already buried deep inside him. Mistress climbed onto the mattress, straddling his chest. She smacked his cheek lightly. “Wakefulness enforced.”

The first hour was teasing. Fingers dragging across his nipples, smacks against his thighs, lips brushing his ear. They fed him sips of gin through a straw, then stuffed panties into his mouth to keep him quiet. Every time he closed his eyes, a boot tapped his face, forcing them open again.

The second hour brought pain. Crops and canes whipped his chest, thighs, cock. Each strike echoed in the room, each cry swallowed by lace. His cage leaked, soaking the nightie. Mistress sat at the foot of the bed, sipping her drink, watching him writhe.

By the third hour, they used him. One sat on his face, grinding until his jaw ached. The other pegged him relentlessly, the strap filling him again and again until tears streamed down his cheeks. Mistress stroked his cock just enough to keep him desperate, never enough to let him cum.

“Slut’s getting tired,” one guest sneered, smacking his face. “Better keep him awake.”

Mistress shoved the panties deeper into his mouth, gagging him, then poured cold water over his chest. He gasped, shivering, body arching against the ropes.

Hours blurred. He lost track of time, caught in cycles of torment and denial. Whenever he drifted, a slap or a thrust or a heel forced him awake. His body shook, sweat and drool soaking the sheets.

By dawn, he was ruined. Stockings shredded, nightie soaked with spit, cum, and sweat, wig tangled, mask slipping. His cock throbbed painfully in its cage, leaking steadily, balls aching with denial. The plug pulsed inside him with every tremor.

Mistress untied him at last, letting him collapse onto the mattress. She patted his cheek, almost tender. “Good nightshift, maid.”

He whimpered, lips swollen, voice broken. “Th-thank you, Mistress.”

She smirked, standing. “Rest today. Tonight, you’ll do it again.”


Paddled in Pink




The latex squeaked with every breath. Mistress had chosen the outfit herself: a neon-pink bodysuit so tight it shone under the lamp, stretched across his cock cage until it looked like the material might split. Stockings gripped his thighs, garters cutting into soft flesh. On his head, a blonde wig with a blunt fringe framed the satin mask that hid nothing of his shame.

Mistress circled him slowly, heels clicking against the wooden floor. She tugged at the wig, adjusted the straps of his mask, then slapped the bulge of the cage through the latex. “Candy-coloured,” she sneered. “And sweet enough to beat until you drip.”

On the bed lay the paddle: thick black leather, holes punched through to make each strike sting sharper. She picked it up, smacked it against her palm, and pointed to the floor.

“Kneel.”

He dropped instantly, latex creaking as he lowered himself. Mistress clipped the leash to the bedframe, tethering him short like a dog. “On all fours. Show me your arse.”

The first smack cracked across him without warning. Sharp, hot, the noise echoed off the walls. He gasped, voice muffled by the mask. Mistress laughed, raised the paddle, and struck again, harder this time.

“Count.”

“One.” His voice shook.

The next landed lower. “Two.”

Then another, sharper, across both cheeks. “Three.”

By ten, the latex glowed under the light, skin burning red beneath. He whimpered, body trembling, cock dribbling inside the cage. Mistress straddled his back, pressing the flat of the paddle against his cheek. “Kiss it.”

He obeyed, lips trembling against the leather. She smacked him again instantly. “Harder.”

She pulled him upright, bent him over the bed, and buckled his wrists to the posts. The neon-pink stretched tight across his arse, framed perfectly for her cruelty.

She swung harder now. Each strike landed with a crack, forcing cries from his throat that were quickly muffled when Mistress stuffed his lace panties into his mouth. Gagged and bound, he could only sob through fabric, every sound humiliating.

The door opened. Two of Mistress’s friends stepped in, heels clicking, eyes widening with delight. “Oh my,” one said, smirking. “Candy floss in cuffs.”

“Pink slut,” the other sneered, tugging at his wig until it slipped sideways.

Mistress held the paddle out to them. “Want a turn?”

They laughed, taking it eagerly. One swung with brutal precision, leaving dotted imprints from the holes punched in the leather. The other ground her cigarette into the latex on his thigh, leaving a dark burn that stank of ash and rubber.

He moaned, gag muffling the sound, drool spilling down his chin. His cock strained in the cage, leaking helplessly.

Mistress leaned close, lips brushing his ear between smacks. “Every strike makes you mine. Every bruise, another mark of ownership.”

By twenty, tears streaked his mask. By thirty, his thighs shook so violently the cuffs rattled against the bedposts. The women laughed, passing the paddle between them, striking until his arse glowed purple-red, welted and bruised.

At last, Mistress waved them back. She swung once, twice, three times in brutal succession, the loudest cracks yet, until he collapsed against the restraints. Sweat soaked the latex, his chest heaved, and his cock drooled a thin line across the sheets.

She unbuckled him at last, letting him crumple to the floor. His arse was a canvas of pain, the neon pink stretched and mottled, flesh burning beneath. She pressed the paddle under his chin, forcing him to look up.

“What do you say?”

He whimpered through spit and lace, voice hoarse. “Th-thank you, Mistress.”

She smiled, satisfied, tucking the paddle under her arm. “Good. Tomorrow we’ll see how much pink flesh can really take.”

And she left him on the floor, arse blazing, body trembling, neon latex clinging to his ruined skin.


Paddled in Pink




The latex squeaked with every breath. Mistress had chosen the outfit herself: a neon-pink bodysuit so tight it shone under the lamp, stretched across his cock cage until it looked like the material might split. Stockings gripped his thighs, garters cutting into soft flesh. On his head, a blonde wig with a blunt fringe framed the satin mask that hid nothing of his shame.

Mistress circled him slowly, heels clicking against the wooden floor. She tugged at the wig, adjusted the straps of his mask, then slapped the bulge of the cage through the latex. “Candy-coloured,” she sneered. “And sweet enough to beat until you drip.”

On the bed lay the paddle: thick black leather, holes punched through to make each strike sting sharper. She picked it up, smacked it against her palm, and pointed to the floor.

“Kneel.”

He dropped instantly, latex creaking as he lowered himself. Mistress clipped the leash to the bedframe, tethering him short like a dog. “On all fours. Show me your arse.”

The first smack cracked across him without warning. Sharp, hot, the noise echoed off the walls. He gasped, voice muffled by the mask. Mistress laughed, raised the paddle, and struck again, harder this time.

“Count.”

“One.” His voice shook.

The next landed lower. “Two.”

Then another, sharper, across both cheeks. “Three.”

By ten, the latex glowed under the light, skin burning red beneath. He whimpered, body trembling, cock dribbling inside the cage. Mistress straddled his back, pressing the flat of the paddle against his cheek. “Kiss it.”

He obeyed, lips trembling against the leather. She smacked him again instantly. “Harder.”

She pulled him upright, bent him over the bed, and buckled his wrists to the posts. The neon-pink stretched tight across his arse, framed perfectly for her cruelty.

She swung harder now. Each strike landed with a crack, forcing cries from his throat that were quickly muffled when Mistress stuffed his lace panties into his mouth. Gagged and bound, he could only sob through fabric, every sound humiliating.

The door opened. Two of Mistress’s friends stepped in, heels clicking, eyes widening with delight. “Oh my,” one said, smirking. “Candy floss in cuffs.”

“Pink slut,” the other sneered, tugging at his wig until it slipped sideways.

Mistress held the paddle out to them. “Want a turn?”

They laughed, taking it eagerly. One swung with brutal precision, leaving dotted imprints from the holes punched in the leather. The other ground her cigarette into the latex on his thigh, leaving a dark burn that stank of ash and rubber.

He moaned, gag muffling the sound, drool spilling down his chin. His cock strained in the cage, leaking helplessly.

Mistress leaned close, lips brushing his ear between smacks. “Every strike makes you mine. Every bruise, another mark of ownership.”

By twenty, tears streaked his mask. By thirty, his thighs shook so violently the cuffs rattled against the bedposts. The women laughed, passing the paddle between them, striking until his arse glowed purple-red, welted and bruised.

At last, Mistress waved them back. She swung once, twice, three times in brutal succession, the loudest cracks yet, until he collapsed against the restraints. Sweat soaked the latex, his chest heaved, and his cock drooled a thin line across the sheets.

She unbuckled him at last, letting him crumple to the floor. His arse was a canvas of pain, the neon pink stretched and mottled, flesh burning beneath. She pressed the paddle under his chin, forcing him to look up.

“What do you say?”

He whimpered through spit and lace, voice hoarse. “Th-thank you, Mistress.”

She smiled, satisfied, tucking the paddle under her arm. “Good. Tomorrow we’ll see how much pink flesh can really take.”

And she left him on the floor, arse blazing, body trembling, neon latex clinging to his ruined skin.


Exposure, Ritual, & Final Ruin
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The last block is ceremonial. By now, the sissy is no longer a man but an object. He’s auctioned, paraded, flogged, and sealed in chastity forever. These stories are not play — they are endings. Rituals strip away the final shreds of identity until only lace, plugs, and obedience remain.


Story 41 The Corset Catwalk
– Dressed in heels and lace, shoved onto a stage, paraded as a model before a jeering crowd.

Story 42 Pierced and Plugged
– His nipples and cock locked with rings while Mistress shows off his ruined body to friends.

Story 43 Key on a Chain II
– Mistress sells his chastity key to a stranger at a party — ownership passed forever.

Story 44 Birthday Beating
– For his birthday, he’s stripped, gagged, dressed in stockings, and beaten by multiple Mistresses.

Story 45 The Brothel’s New Girl
– Taken to a brothel, dressed in lace, made to serve clients as the new sissy.

Story 46 Auction Block Bride
– Wig on, veil tight, plugged — he’s sold at auction to the highest bidder.

Story 47 The Corset Cage
– Bound in a steel corset, locked to the wall, flogged until he begs.

Story 48 Parade of Panties
– Marched through the street in frills, cage jangling, cum leaking down his thighs.

Story 49 Final Friday
– Mistress invites every past “guest” back to use him — the house filled with boots, plugs, straps.

Story 50 Permanent Chastity Ceremony
– The ultimate ruin: plug inserted, chastity locked, key thrown away in ritual. His last orgasm, his last freedom.


The Corset Catwalk




The corset was black leather, laced so tight his ribs ached. Mistress tugged the strings until he gasped, then knotted them cruelly, leaving no room for breath. Stockings clung to his thighs, garters snapped, lace panties stretched damp across the bulge of his cage. A blonde wig framed his masked face, fringe crooked, lips painted bright and wet.

She snapped a leash to his collar and yanked him forward. “Time to show them.”

He thought she meant her friends. A handful of guests, maybe, like before. But when the door opened, the light and noise swallowed him. A hall stretched ahead, crowded on both sides with strangers. A catwalk gleamed under the spotlights. Music thumped from the speakers.

Mistress shoved him forward.

He staggered onto the runway, heels clicking against the polished floor. Gasps and laughter rolled through the crowd as they saw him: corseted, wigged, trembling, leash rattling. Mistress strutted behind, cane in hand, smirk wide.

“Walk,” she ordered, loud enough for all to hear.

He obeyed, one foot in front of the other, stockings flashing, skirt swishing high. Every step sent the cage rattling, lace clinging wet to his thighs. Cameras flashed. Phones rose, recording his humiliation for all time.

At the end of the catwalk, Mistress yanked the leash, spinning him. The crowd roared. She pressed him to his knees, skirt flipping, arse bared to the lights.

“Show them what you are.”

She tugged the panties aside, revealing the steel cage. Laughter exploded. Some clapped, others whistled. A chant began: “Slut! Slut! Slut!”

Mistress smacked his arse with the cane, each crack echoing. “Say it.”

“I’m a slut!” he cried, voice trembling through the mask.

“Louder.”

“I’M A SLUT!”

The chant grew louder, the crowd stamping, clapping. Mistress yanked his head back by the wig, forcing him to face the cameras.

“Open.”

She shoved her fingers into his mouth, making him gag, drool spilling down his chin. She smeared it across his chest, then pressed his face to her boot. “Lick.”

He obeyed, tongue dragging across leather, humiliation burning hotter than the lights. The crowd roared approval.

She pulled him upright, spun him again, and shoved him back down the catwalk. He tottered, arse red, face wet, cage dripping. Every step was filmed, photographed, immortalised.

At the curtain, Mistress leaned close, whispering against his ear. “Now they all know. You’re mine. A corseted slut, paraded like the whore you are.”

She dragged him offstage, leash taut, the chant still ringing in his ears.


Pierced and Plugged




The chair was steel, cold, clinical. Straps dangled from the arms and legs, waiting. Mistress pushed him down into it, corset creaking, stockings riding high, lace panties already damp. His cock strained in the cage, trembling as though it already knew what was coming.

“Tonight,” Mistress said, buckling the first strap across his wrist, “we mark you properly.”

His ankles were fastened, thighs spread. The mask slipped as sweat dripped down his cheeks. He pulled weakly at the cuffs, but the leather bit deep, holding him still. Mistress smirked, brushing his wig from his face. “My slut thinks he’s nervous,” she teased. “He should be.”

Two women entered, both in leather aprons, gloves on their hands. They carried trays — gleaming steel instruments, forceps, needles, rings. He whimpered, shaking his head.

“Please, Mistress…”

The cane cracked across his thigh. “Quiet. This is ritual.”

The first woman snapped gloves tight, lifting a clamp. She tugged his nipple through the lace bra, pinched it cruelly, and drove a needle through. He screamed, body jerking, but Mistress held his face steady, forcing him to look. Blood welled, then a ring slid into place, cold and permanent.

“Beautiful,” Mistress purred. “One mark of ownership.”

The second nipple followed, pierced just as roughly, another ring snapping shut. His chest burned, wet with blood and spit where Mistress licked away the drops.

The women moved lower. They unlocked the cage, letting his cock spring free, twitching, dripping precum down his thighs. For a moment he thought it was freedom. Then he saw the needle glint.

“No, Mistress, please, not there—”

The cane struck his cheek. “Silence.”

Hands pinned his cock. A clamp snapped tight, stretching skin. He screamed again as the needle punched through the head, fire exploding across his body. A ring followed, heavy, dangling, sealing the hole forever.

Mistress smirked, tugging it cruelly, making him sob. “Now you’ll piss like the sissy you are.”

Tears streamed down his face, mask damp, wig slipping sideways. The women weren’t finished. They forced his legs wider, pulled his panties aside, and revealed his arse. Mistress produced the plug — huge, gleaming, ridged with steel.

“Open him,” she ordered.

Gloved fingers pried him wide, spit smeared rough and quick. The plug pressed against him, heavy and unrelenting. He shook his head, begged into the gag of his own panties, but it slid deeper, stretching, burning.

“Breathe,” Mistress mocked. “Take it like a whore.”

With a final shove it locked into place, his body clenching helplessly around it. The weight was overwhelming, the pressure constant. A click sounded — the base had locked. Permanent.

The women stepped back, admiring their work. Nipples pierced, cock pierced, plug buried deep. Mistress straddled him, tugged his mask aside, and spat into his mouth. “Marked. Owned. Plugged forever.”

She pulled his head to the mirror mounted on the wall. He saw himself clearly: corseted, stockings shredded, nipples bleeding, cock ringed, plug bulging beneath lace. A ruined slut, displayed like art.

“Thank me,” Mistress demanded.

“Th-thank you, Mistress,” he sobbed.

“Louder.”

“THANK YOU, MISTRESS.”

The women laughed, packing their trays, leaving him strapped to the chair, plug throbbing, rings tugging with every breath. Mistress stroked his hair, kissed his cheek mockingly.

“Sleep like this,” she whispered. “Wake up tomorrow still pierced, still plugged, still mine.”

And she left him there, trapped and trembling, his own reflection staring back — a slut marked for life.


Key on a Chain II




The cage clicked shut with a sound that made his stomach drop. Mistress twisted the key, slow and deliberate, then tugged at the lock to make sure it held. His cock strained helplessly against the steel, already leaking, already denied.

She dangled the key above his face, swinging it on the end of a thin silver chain. “See this?” she asked, lips curling into a smile. “This is everything. And tonight, you’ll lose it.”

He shook his head, panic rising behind the mask. “No, Mistress, please, don’t—”

The cane cracked across his thigh. “Quiet.”

She dressed him quickly, efficiently. Stockings clipped to garters, lace panties stretched over the cage, corset laced tight until his ribs ached. A short skirt swished around his thighs, wig brushed into place, heels buckled. She tied the mask tight, satin cutting into the back of his head.

By the time she led him out, the leash tugging him forward, his cock was dripping into the cage, his legs trembling with denial.

The party was in full swing when they arrived. Music thudded, laughter spilled from the rooms, glasses clinked. Women in leather and lace circled like predators. Mistress pulled him into the centre of it all, leash taut, key glinting in the light.

“This,” she announced, holding the key high, “is for sale.”

The crowd roared with laughter. Some clapped, others whistled. One woman stepped forward, smirking. “How much?”

Mistress yanked him closer by the leash. “Bid for it. Whoever wins, owns him.”

He gasped, shaking his head, tugging at the leash. The cage bit cruelly into his cock, precum dripping through lace. Mistress smacked him across the face, spinning him for display.

“Look at him,” she sneered. “Locked tight, plug pulsing inside, slut dripping without release. A perfect toy, yours for the highest bid.”

The women shouted over each other, laughing, numbers rising higher with every second. Mistress grinned, dangling the key, spinning him like a prize on a pedestal.

At last, one stepped forward — tall, boots to her thighs, eyes sharp. She held out a handful of notes, thick and folded. “Mine.”

Mistress snatched the cash, tucked it into her corset, and handed over the chain. The key dangled from the new owner’s fingers. She yanked his leash, dragging him forward, forcing him to kneel at her boots.

“Beg,” she ordered.

“Mistress, please, don’t give her the key—”

A slap silenced him. “Wrong answer.”

The new owner smirked, crouched, and held the key before his eyes. “You want this?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You’ll never touch it again.”

She dangled it just out of reach, making him strain forward, drool dripping through the mask. Then she clipped it to her own necklace, letting it swing between her breasts. “Now you’re mine.”

Mistress laughed, sipping her drink. “Enjoy him. He’s well trained.”

The new owner dragged him away, leash tight, skirt swishing as he stumbled on heels. She shoved him into a chair, straddled him, ground her cunt against his cage. He moaned, body trembling, cock straining uselessly.

“Feel that?” she whispered, tugging the key so it pressed against his lips. “Steel between us. And I decide if it ever opens.”

She spat into his mouth, slapped his face, tugged the leash until tears streaked his mask. The crowd cheered, clapping, laughing as she rode his cage, making him buck helplessly.

By the end of the night, he was collapsed on the floor, cock swollen, cage wet with precum, plug aching inside him. The key still swung from her necklace, glinting in the light.

Mistress kissed his forehead mockingly. “You’re gone now,” she whispered. “No longer mine. No longer free. Only locked, only owned.”

And as the crowd applauded, he realised the truth: the key wasn’t his anymore, and it never would be again.


Birthday Beating




He woke to the sound of heels on the floorboards. The room was dark except for candlelight, flickering shadows against the walls. Mistress stood at the foot of the bed, arms folded, smirk curling across her painted lips.

“Happy birthday, slut.”

He sat up, cage already aching, stockings tangled around his legs from the night before. Mistress snapped her fingers, and the door opened. One by one, her friends entered. Boots, leather, laughter. At least half a dozen women, circling the bed like wolves.

Mistress tossed a bundle of lace at him. “Dress. Your present begins now.”

He scrambled, tugging panties over his cage, clipping stockings to garters, slipping into a frilled bra and wig. The mask tied tight hid nothing — his blush, his trembling, his fear.

The women clapped mockingly. “Adorable,” one sneered. “A birthday girl.”

Mistress tugged him off the bed, pushed him to his knees in the centre of the room. “Arse up.”

He obeyed, cheeks burning, skirt riding high. The first strike landed without warning. A whip cracked across his arse, sharp and brutal. He yelped, collapsing forward, but Mistress yanked him back up by the leash.

“Count,” she ordered.

“One!” His voice cracked.

Another strike. “Two!”

Laughter filled the room. The women took turns, passing the whip, the cane, the paddle. Each weapon left its mark: red stripes, purple bruises, welts rising across his thighs and arse. He screamed, sobbed, begged, but the blows kept coming.

By twenty, his voice was hoarse. By thirty, tears streaked his mask. By forty, he could barely speak, drool dripping onto the floor.

“Halfway,” Mistress purred.

The women clapped, raising glasses, toasting his misery. One tugged his wig, another smacked his cage until precum dribbled through the lace. “Slut loves it,” she laughed. “Look at him drip.”

At fifty, he collapsed, body shaking. Mistress straddled his back, forcing him upright. “Not done. Birthday tradition demands one strike for every year.”

His eyes widened behind the mask. He whimpered, voice breaking. “Please, Mistress, I can’t—”

The cane cracked across his cock. He screamed. Mistress laughed. “Then you’ll learn.”

The beating continued. Sixty, seventy, eighty. Each strike sharper than the last, each cry louder, more broken. The women cheered with every number, chanting, clapping, demanding more.

At ninety, his body was covered in welts. His arse burned, his thighs glowed red, his cock throbbed in its cage. He sagged forward, unable to hold himself up.

Mistress crouched, lifted his chin, spat into his mouth. “One more.”

The final blow landed across his chest, knocking the breath from him. He collapsed, sobbing, drool and spit soaking his mask. The women applauded, raising glasses, cheering.

“Happy birthday,” Mistress sneered, planting her heel on his back. “From all of us.”

They left him there on the floor, body trembling, skin burning, cock leaking through lace. Mistress leaned down, kissed his cheek mockingly. “You’ll remember this every year, slut. And so will your scars.”


The Brothel’s New Girl




The room smelled of smoke, sweat, and sex. Low red lights glowed above the curtained booths. The floor was sticky with spilled gin. Mistress led him in by the leash, heels clattering, skirt swishing, mask tight against his flushed face.

“Your debut,” she said, tugging him forward. “Tonight, you work for everyone.”

He stumbled, corset squeezing the breath from him, lace panties clinging damp across his cage. Stockings laddered with every step, wig slipping into his eyes. He tried to protest, but Mistress shoved a ball gag between his lips, buckled it tight, and slapped his cheek.

“No talking. Just serving.”

She dragged him through the curtain to the main room. The clients looked up immediately. Men in suits, women in leather, strangers sipping drinks. Laughter rolled through the room at the sight of him: corseted, masked, gagged, leash rattling.

Mistress raised her glass. “Meet the brothel’s new girl.”

Cheers erupted. Hands reached out, groping, tugging at his skirt, smacking his arse. He whimpered behind the gag, body trembling. Mistress shoved him onto a low table, tied his wrists to the corners, and spread his legs wide.

“First come, first served,” she said, smirking.

They swarmed him. One pulled his panties aside, spat, shoved fingers into his arse until he moaned. Another yanked his wig back, forcing his mouth open around the gag, pushing a cock against his lips until he gagged. Spit and drool soaked the mask, dripping down his chest.

The first cock entered him without warning. He screamed into the gag, body jerking, heels kicking. Mistress pressed his head down, hissing in his ear. “Good girl. Take it all.”

One after another, they used him. Mouth, arse, chest smeared with spit and cum. Hands slapped, fists tugged, boots ground into his thighs. He was nothing but a toy, passed around, filled, emptied, ruined.

Mistress never looked away. She sipped her drink, watching as her slut was broken by strangers. Every thrust, every scream, every drip of cum across lace was her entertainment.

By the end, his stockings were shredded, panties soaked, corset stained. The gag hung loose, drool pouring from his lips. Cum dripped from every hole, pooling on the table beneath him. His body shook, plug throbbing, cock leaking endlessly in its cage.

Mistress untied him, yanked him upright by the leash, and paraded him through the room. Applause followed, laughter echoing as he staggered, cum dripping down his thighs.

She pressed her lips to his ear. “You’re theirs now. A brothel girl, fucked by strangers. My little whore for anyone with a coin.”

He whimpered, tears streaking his mask. But his cock twitched in the cage, leaking again, betraying him.

The crowd cheered as Mistress raised her glass once more. “To the new girl.”


Auction Block Bride




The veil was white lace, cheap and scratchy, tied clumsily beneath his chin. Mistress adjusted it anyway, smoothing it down over the satin mask that already clung wet to his cheeks. Beneath the veil, his lips trembled, painted bright, smeared from earlier use.

The dress clung awkwardly to his corseted waist, puffed sleeves stuffed over trembling arms. The skirt brushed the floor, frills hiding stockings laddered with runs. Panties stretched over the bulge of his cage, already damp, plug pulsing with every step. He was a parody of a bride — overdressed and ruined before the ceremony had even begun.

Mistress clipped the leash to his collar, yanked it taut, and shoved him through the curtain.

The hall was full. Rows of chairs, packed with bidders. A raised platform at the front. Lights bright enough to blind him. Murmurs rippled through the crowd as they saw him: the bride, led trembling onto the stage.

Mistress strutted beside him, heels sharp against the boards. She pulled him to the centre, spun him for display. The skirt lifted, flashing lace, cage, plug. The crowd laughed, clapped, jeered.

“Tonight,” Mistress announced, “my bride is for sale. Highest bidder takes the vows.”

His eyes widened. He shook his head, tried to tug free, but Mistress smacked him hard with the cane. The sound echoed, sharp as a gunshot.

“Show them, slut.” She yanked his veil back, revealing the mask streaked with tears, the wig slipping sideways. Gasps turned to laughter. Phones rose, flashes popped.

The bidding began.

“Fifty!” one shouted.

“A hundred!”

“Two!”

Voices overlapped, numbers climbing, laughter rising. Mistress paraded him back and forth, leash rattling, skirt swishing. Each pause meant another flash of lace, another jeer, another hand raised.

At three hundred, a woman in thigh-high boots stood. She strode to the stage, eyes cold, smirk sharp. “Mine,” she said simply.

Mistress smirked, snapped the leash free, and handed it over. “Sold. Take your bride.”

The woman yanked him down hard, making him stumble to his knees. She pressed her boot against his chest, forcing him onto his back. The skirt rode high, lace panties on display, cage dripping.

“Say the words,” she demanded.

“I… I do,” he whimpered.

The crowd howled with laughter. She smacked his arse, shoved her boot between his thighs, grinding the cage cruelly. “Louder.”

“I DO!” he cried, voice breaking.

The room erupted in applause. Mistress clapped slowly, smirking as the new owner dragged him upright by the veil. She spat in his face, smeared it across the lace, then pressed her lips to his ear.

“You’re wed now,” she whispered. “Bound, bought, ruined.”

The crowd cheered again as she yanked the leash and led him away, veil torn, skirt filthy, cum already leaking through lace.

He stumbled, heels clattering, tears streaking the mask. Behind him, Mistress raised her glass. “To the bride,” she said, and the hall erupted in mocking applause.


The Corset Cage




The cage wasn’t just for his cock this time. It was for his whole body.

Mistress led him into the cellar, heels clicking on stone, torchlight flickering across steel bars mounted against the wall. Hanging from chains was the contraption: a ribbed steel corset fused to a cage, curved plates, buckles, and locks. It looked like something built for torture.

He trembled, already dressed in stockings torn from earlier use, lace panties stretched across the bulge of his cage, wig slipping, mask wet with spit. Mistress smirked, tugged him forward by the leash.

“Step in.”

He obeyed, shaking, sliding his body between the cold bars. Mistress and her helpers pulled the steel plates tight around him, locking the corset across his chest until he could barely breathe. His ribs groaned, shoulders pressed forward, arms pinned to his sides. The back clicked shut with a padlock. He was bound upright, immobile, a mannequin of flesh and lace.

Mistress slapped his cheek. “Perfect. A display piece.”

She buckled his ankles to the base, stretched him tall, then gagged him with lace panties, forcing the damp silk between his lips. Drool spilled instantly.

The first whip cracked across his chest. He screamed into the gag, chest straining against steel. Welts rose instantly, red against pale skin, framed by the black cage. Mistress laughed, swinging harder, each blow rattling the bars.

“Cages don’t move,” she taunted. “They endure.”

Guests filed in, drinks in hand, circling him like a sideshow. Fingers prodded his chest, tugged at his wig, flicked the steel ring through his cock. One pressed a cigarette into his thigh, letting it burn until he shook. Another spat directly into his mouth, drool mixing with lace.

The cage amplified it all. Every strike echoed, every thrust forced him deeper into himself, no escape.

Mistress produced the plug — long, ribbed, gleaming. She shoved it in without mercy, twisting until he screamed. The steel corset held him still, forcing him to take it.

“Watch,” she ordered.

A mirror was wheeled forward. He saw himself: corseted in steel, stockings shredded, panties crooked, wig askew, drool spilling past the gag. A sissy doll, locked and beaten, on display for strangers.

The guests cheered, some chanting, others filming. Mistress flogged him harder, every strike ringing against steel, his body jolting like a puppet. His cock leaked through the cage, dripping down his thighs, humiliating him further.

By the end, his chest was welted, thighs bruised, arse burning from the plug. The steel cage held him upright, trembling, broken. Mistress stroked his cheek mockingly.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Not a man. Not even a maid. Just a body in a cage.”

She kissed his mask, spat into his gag, and turned to the crowd. “Shall we keep him here overnight?”

The roar of approval left no doubt.


Parade of Panties




The panties were stacked high on the table. Silk, satin, lace — dozens of pairs, folded neatly in colours from virginal white to slut-pink, from jet-black to scarlet. Mistress stood behind him, leash coiled in her hand, eyes gleaming.

“Every one of these will be worn tonight,” she said, voice sharp. “And every one will be seen.”

He trembled in his heels, already dressed in stockings and a corset laced so tight he could barely breathe. Wig slipping, mask damp, his cock throbbed inside the cage, leaking before the humiliation had even begun.

Mistress pulled the first pair from the stack — white lace, delicate, girlish. She yanked his skirt up, shoved them over the cage, and smoothed them down across his thighs. “Your innocence,” she mocked. “Let’s see how long it lasts.”

She added another pair, satin pink, tugging them tight. Then another, black silk. Then more. Layer upon layer, each pair tighter, clinging, cutting into his skin. By the tenth, the bulge was obscene, panties stretched and straining, wet with precum.

“Time for your walk,” Mistress said, clipping the leash to his collar.

She dragged him out into the night. The city was alive: pubs spilling laughter, couples spilling into the streets, neon signs flashing overhead. Heads turned immediately. A man in heels, skirt riding high, panties layered thick, cage clinking audibly.

Mistress yanked him forward, parading him down the pavement. “Show them,” she barked.

He whimpered, lifting the skirt with trembling hands. The crowd gasped, then laughed. Phones rose, flashes popped. “Panty boy!” someone shouted.

Mistress stopped at a corner, spun him in place like a mannequin. “Tell them.”

“I’m… I’m a slut in panties,” he whispered.

The leash snapped taut, nearly choking him. “Louder.”

“I’M A SLUT IN PANTIES!” he cried, voice cracking, echoing across the street.

Cheers erupted. People pointed, clapped, whistled. Some tossed coins at his feet, others tugged at the lace, smacking his arse until the panties bunched.

Mistress led him further, down alleys and across squares, each stop another display. At the bus stop, she made him bend over, flashing the bulging panties to a row of grinning strangers. In the kebab shop queue, she yanked them down just enough to reveal the cage, cum leaking. Phones filmed, laughter roared.

By midnight, the panties were ruined. Layers torn, stained with spit, piss, and precum. The crowd following had grown — a mob of jeering onlookers, chanting “Slut! Slut! Slut!” as Mistress paraded him through the streets.

At the final corner, she dragged him to a lamppost, cuffed his wrists high above his head, and ripped the skirt away. The panties were all that remained, bulging, soaked, obscene.

“Your parade is complete,” she announced to the crowd. “My slut, dressed in nothing but filth.”

They cheered, phones flashing, laughter echoing as he sagged against the post, cock throbbing, tears streaking his mask.

Mistress kissed his cheek mockingly, whispered into his ear: “Tomorrow, you’ll wear every pair again. Only dirtier.”


Final Friday




The house was different that night. Every curtain drawn tight, every lamp lit low, bottles stacked on the counter, ashtrays already full. Mistress paced the living room in boots that echoed against the floorboards, cane tapping against her thigh.

“Final Friday,” she said, smirking. “Your reckoning.”

He stood trembling in the centre of the room, corset laced so tight he could barely breathe. Wig slipping, mask damp, lace panties stretched over the cage. Stockings clung to his thighs, laddered with runs from too many nights on his knees.

The doorbell rang. Mistress opened it, and they filed in. Not just one or two friends. Dozens. Faces he recognised, faces he didn’t. Neighbours, strangers, women from the club, even men she’d teased him with before. All smirking. All carrying their boots, their whips, their hunger.

Mistress raised her glass. “Tonight he belongs to everyone.”

They cheered, clapping, laughter rising. He whimpered, but the leash snapped taut, dragging him forward. Hands groped, tugged, slapped. Someone ripped his skirt away, leaving only lace. Another yanked his wig, twisting it sideways. A third smacked his cage until precum leaked through the silk.

Mistress shoved him to the floor. Boots circled instantly, pressing against his chest, his thighs, his mouth. “Lick,” she ordered.

He obeyed, tongue dragging across leather until it was black with polish, spit soaking his mask. The crowd jeered, spitting, ashing cigarettes, grinding their heels into his back.

Then the real use began.

Hands yanked his panties aside. A plug was forced in, hard and fast, stretching him until he screamed. A cock shoved into his mouth, gagging him, drool pouring down his chin. He was passed from one to another — fucked, pegged, spat on, beaten. His body shook, every hole filled, every orifice used.

Mistress sat in her chair, watching, sipping gin. “Ruin him,” she told them. “Leave nothing.”

They obeyed.

Hours passed in a blur of thrusts and screams, of cum dripping, of ash smeared into his stockings. He was turned over, bent, strapped down, ridden until his cock leaked endlessly in its cage. Laughter roared with every new humiliation.

By the time the last guest finished, he was a wreck. Mask torn, wig gone, corset laces broken. Stockings shredded, panties soaked with spit, piss, and cum. His body was welted, bruised, trembling, plug still locked inside.

Mistress rose at last, cane tapping. She yanked him up by the leash, forcing him to his knees before the crowd. “Look at him,” she sneered. “My slut, my maid, my whore. And now yours, forever.”

They clapped, cheered, raised their glasses. Phones flashed, laughter echoed.

Mistress spat into his open mouth, tugged his cage cruelly. “One last night, slut. Tomorrow your freedom dies.”

And he knew she was right.


Permanent Chastity Ceremony




The room was candlelit, smoke curling through the air, thick with the smell of leather, incense, and sweat. At the centre stood the altar: a heavy oak table draped in black cloth, polished steel cuffs bolted to its edges, and above it a hook from which chains dangled.

Mistress led him in by the leash, heels clicking across the floor. His body trembled in stockings laddered and stained, panties stretched damp across the bulge of his cage, corset laced so tight his chest rose and fell in shallow gasps. A wig framed his masked face, fringe slipping into his eyes.

Tonight was different. He could feel it.

The circle of women stood waiting. Leather boots gleamed in the candlelight, corsets cinched, eyes sharp. Some he recognised from earlier nights — neighbours, guests, strangers from the club. Others were new, but all wore the same cruel smile.

Mistress raised her glass. “Tonight we end the game. Tonight he is locked forever.”

A cheer rose, glasses clinked. He whimpered, tugging weakly at the leash, but Mistress yanked him forward until he stumbled to the altar. Hands grabbed him, stripped the skirt away, leaving only lace panties stretched tight over the cage. Someone tugged his wig sideways, another spat across his mask.

Mistress shoved him onto the table, locked his wrists into the cuffs, spread his legs wide and buckled the ankles down. He lay exposed, helpless, lace torn, plug already pulsing inside him.

“The ceremony begins,” she announced.

The Ritual

The first woman stepped forward, boots clicking. She lit a cigarette, exhaled smoke into his face, then ground the ash into his chest. “This one burns for obedience.”

The second followed, tugging his panties aside, slapping his cage until precum dribbled through the steel. “This one leaks for humiliation.”

One by one they came. Spitting into his mouth. Tugging his nipples until he screamed. Slapping his thighs, scratching his chest, flicking his cock until it wept. Each act punctuated by laughter, by jeers, by cheers from the circle.

Mistress stood at his head, hand resting on his wig, smirk wide. “Repeat after them,” she ordered.

“I burn for obedience,” he sobbed.

“I leak for humiliation.”

“I am a whore in lace.”

“I am a slut in steel.”

The words echoed through the chamber, each one tearing at what little pride he had left.

The Key

Mistress held it high: the final key, gleaming under candlelight. She dangled it above his face, letting him strain toward it, drool spilling down his cheek.

“You want release?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered.

She smirked, spat on the key, and let it drip into his open mouth. “Not tonight.”

She pressed it into the hands of another woman. “Hold it.”

That woman tucked it into her corset, out of reach. “Forever,” she said.

He whimpered, cock jerking in the cage, plug shifting with every sob.

The Use

The ceremony wasn’t just about the lock. It was about ruin.

They used him in turns, each woman taking what she wanted. One sat on his face, grinding until he gagged, lace mask soaked. Another shoved the plug in deeper, twisting until he screamed. Two more leaned across the table, spitting into his mouth, slapping his cock, tugging at the cage until it rattled.

Mistress mounted him last, straddling his chest, cunt pressing against his lips. She slapped him until his tongue obeyed, then rode his face as the crowd clapped in rhythm. When she came, she smeared it across his cheeks, marking him for all to see.

“Now he’s ready,” she said, rising from the altar.

The Locking

The room fell silent. Mistress lifted the final device: a reinforced cage, heavier than the one he wore. Gleaming steel, thick bars, padlock fixed to the base. It glinted cruelly under the candlelight.

She unlocked his current cage, tugged it free. His cock sprang up, swollen, purple, leaking. He gasped, moaned, body arching.

The crowd laughed. “Pathetic.”

Mistress stroked him once, twice, then slapped his cock hard. He cried out, trembling. “No more,” she said coldly. “This is the last time you’ll ever feel it free.”

She forced his cock into the new device. It was tighter, heavier, crushing. The ring snapped shut, the bars closed, the padlock clicked.

The sound echoed through the chamber like a death knell.

The crowd erupted in cheers. Boots stamped, glasses clinked. Mistress dangled the padlock key for all to see, then turned and tossed it into a black box. The box was carried to the corner, where a pit yawned — filled with thousands of keys, glittering like metal bones.

The box was upended, the key falling among them. Lost forever.

The room roared.

The Ceremony’s End

Mistress leaned close, lips brushing his ear. “Your last orgasm was stolen. Your cock is buried. Your freedom drowned in keys.”

She tugged his mask aside, forced him to look at the crowd. They jeered, shouted, clapped. “Slut!” “Whore!” “Forever locked!”

His body shook, tears streaking his cheeks, cock twitching uselessly in its prison. Precum leaked through the bars, dripping onto the altar.

Mistress pressed the cane against his chest, then smirked. “Time for your last release.”

She signalled, and two women stepped forward. One shoved the plug in deeper, twisting until he screamed. The other stroked his cage with cruel precision, rubbing him through steel until his body convulsed.

He came, ruined, the orgasm spilling uselessly inside the bars, dripping down his thighs. The crowd cheered louder, laughing, clapping, chanting his ruin.

Mistress raised her arms. “It is done!”

Aftermath

They left him strapped to the altar, plug inside, cock locked, body trembling. The candles burned low, the room filled with smoke and laughter. The crowd departed one by one, boots echoing, leaving only Mistress.

She stroked his cheek, almost tender. “My slut. My bride. My forever.”

She kissed his lips, gagged him again with lace, and turned away, heels clicking as she left him in the dark.

The steel cage throbbed with every beat of his heart. The key was gone, swallowed into the pit. His cock would never be free again.

And he realised, through the blur of tears and cum, that the book of his life had closed.

Permanent. Irrevocable. Forever.


Epilogue




You thought these were only stories.
Words on a page, scenes for your private reading.
But you read them all, didn’t you?
Every gag, every plug, every lock.

You imagined yourself in lace, in cages, in the hands of women who would never let you go.

And now you’re marked too.

Because once you’ve tasted this filth, there’s no going back.
You don’t close the book — the book closes on you.

And you’ll never, ever find the key.


About Alexis McQueen




Alexis McQueen writes filthy, unapologetic stories of feminisation, chastity, and ritual humiliation. Her books explore lace, leather, and the slow transformation of men into sissies, brides, and obedient toys.

If you’ve reached the end of Sissy Secrets, your journey doesn’t have to stop here. Step deeper into Alexis’s world with these titles:

🔗 The Dark Wedding Trilogy

Something Borrowed… – A wedding night tale of control, chastity, and humiliation.

Something Blue – A dark femdom novella of submission chastity, and transformation.

Something Old & New… – A wedding-after tale of ownership, chastity, and public shame.

Boxset: Something Borrowed… Blue… Old & New… – The complete dark wedding trilogy.

🔗 Standalone Books

Diary of a Sissy Transformation – One month. One diary. Every shameful detail.

Sissification – Fifty filthy tales of femdom, humiliation, and transformation.

Sissy Bride: The Day My Wife Took My Virginity – A wedding night that flips everything you thought you knew.




📖 Find all of Alexis’s books here: https://www.amazon.co.uk/author/alexismcqueen





✍️ Join the mailing list for exclusive filth: https://alexismcqueen.substack.com
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