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Chapter 1: Good Girls Dress Slutty

“Let’s get you something slutty to wear to dinner,” Julia chirped, already dragging me through the resort lobby, her fingers locked tightly around my wrist, her white strappy sandals slapping confidently against the tile. “God, I’ve always wanted a real-life doll!”

Though the hotel was women only, every head still turned to stare as Julia passed. Blonde and sun-kissed, her lightly freckled skin glowing, full high breasts bouncing beneath her crop top, her round succulent ass swaying with each step in that tight checkered skirt, every inch of her radiating that impossible mix of beach babe softness, girl-next-door charm, and unshakable, confident tease.

All the while, I tried not to trip in the pink platform heels she insisted I wear ‘for practice’.

“We are going to make you so pretty you won’t ever want to be a boy again,” Julia squealed, flagging a taxi. “Maybe you’ll just stay my sissy Missy forever.” She saw my expression and winked. “Kidding, kidding! I know it’s just for the weekend.” But something about her grin made me question how much she meant it.

Julia kept telling me how much of a good girly girl she was going to turn me into all the way to the boutique. My pulse began to quicken. It was all soft lighting and curated women’s clothing. There were racks of silk and satin, mannequins with delicate floral-patterned bralettes and see-through panties. The scent of vanilla and rosewater hit me first, then came the music, something soft and European, whispering through the air. Everything here was delicate, intentional and-holy shit-really fucking expensive.

The young clerk was already watching us. Around the age of a college senior, her brunette curls trailed over her pale, freckled shoulders. With the air conditioning so high in the store, I could see her tiny nipples through her tight work uniform. Her smile sharpened when she saw me.

“Hi there,” she purred, eyes flicking between Julia and me. “Shopping for something special?”

“Oh, very,” Julia grinned, squeezing my hand. “My bestie Missy lost her luggage, so we’ll need to replace everything. Theme-wise, I’m thinking soft and feminine, she’s very into the doll aesthetic, aren’t you,Missy?”

Julia gave me a cheeky wink and I went beetroot red.

Julia kept talking to the beautiful clerk. “Mostly pinks, but a few cherry-reds or lavenders will work too. I’ll need a few bits for the pool, clubbing, aventures, slutty adventures.” Here she reached around and squeezed my ass so hard I yelped. “And some regular day-to-day clothes. Oh, and pyjamas! For both of us. She’s my maid of honor.”

“Is that all?” The clerk raised a perfectly arched brow. “You’re going to get me a good commission, aren’t you?”

“My fiancé is loaded, and I have his credit card for the weekend,” Julia leaned in conspiratorially. “But Missy is not used to this yet. Be gentle?”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the clerk just smiled wider. “Of course. I can always spot the shy ones. They’re the cutest.”

She gestured toward a display draped in babydolls and sheer teddies. “Start there. I’ll grab a few things I think she’ll look precious in.”

Precious.

I followed Julia, cheeks burning, trying to walk like my hips weren’t swaying with every step, like the cage between my thighs wasn’t pulsing against the lace of my panties. The boutique was small and intimate. Every wall was mirrored. I felt as though I was on display. Christ, why was that getting me even harder?

Julia held up a sheer lavender nightie, eyed me, then tossed it over her arm. “You’ll look edible in this.”

“Stop it,” I blushed.

A few moments later,r the clerk returned with an armful of lace and satin—pastel sets, frilly bras, panties so thin they may as well have been dreams. “Dressing room’s back here,” she said sweetly. “Go on, hon.”

I hesitated. Julia didn’t.

She spun me by the shoulders and gave me a gentle shove. “Go on, Missy. Don’t make me strip you down and dress you right here.”

I rushged into the changing room, tottering in my heels like a bimbo slut.

My heart thudded against my ribcage. My hands shook as I peeled off the crop top and skirt, folding them like ritual garments. I stood there in my panties, my cage outlined against the fabric, the bow on the waistband mocking me. My lashes cast long shadows across my cheeks. My lips were still glossed. I looked like a boy pretending to be a girl.

I slipped the nightie over my head. It felt like a whisper against my skin. The hem barely covered the cage. I looked ridiculous. I looked...

“Come out,” Julia called.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“No, seriously—”

“Missy.”

That name cut through me like a collar tugged tight. I opened the door a crack, peeking out with as much dignity as a man with a locked cage, shaved legs and a full face of make-up in a babydoll could muster.

Julia beamed. “Oh my god, you look adorable. Come out.”

The clerk appeared beside her, arms folded. “Let’s see.”

“I—really, I—”

“Now,” Julia said, more firmly.

So I stepped out. Into the boutique. Into the light.

Into the moment.

The clerk’s face froze. Then—laughter. A short, delighted burst.

“Oh my god, you’re a sissy” she gasped. “Is that your... is that it?”

I froze.

“Sorry,” she said, giggling behind her hand. “It’s just—I’ve seen clits bigger than that.”

Julia laughed too, a little too loudly. “Told you she was new.”

The clerk walked around me like I was a mannequin. “You know what we used to call that back at my old job? A glitter nub.”

I flushed. My knees wanted to collapse.

“It’s cute, though,” she added. “Pathetic. But cute. Like a little party favor, remember those little whistles.”

Julia grabbed her phone. “Oh my god. I need a picture.”

“No—Julia—please—”

But she was already snapping. “Relax. For my private collection.”

The clerk reached out and flicked the tip of the cage. “I can’t believe it fits. God, it’s smaller than my pinky. Surely you’ve thought of becoming a girl before today? It's much more natural.”

I couldn’t speak.

I couldn’t breathe.

Julia stepped close and kissed my cheek. “You’re doing so good, Missy. I’m so proud of you.”

And somehow that made it worse.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “So brave. My sweet, brave girl.” She cooed the words like comfort, but they only made it worse, especially with the clerk still circling me, smirking like she’d just found her new favorite TV show.

“Renesmé,” the clerk said suddenly, offering her hand like we were making polite brunch plans instead of standing in front of the dressing room with my clit barely hidden under a sheer babydoll. “That’s my name. And if I can take your measurements, I can have everything sent right to the resort. One less thing for your Maid of Honor to worry about.”

“Wouldn’t that be nice, bestie?” Julia said, rubbing my back. “Let her take care of you.”

I nodded, too stunned to speak. My mouth felt glued shut, my whole body flushed with embarrassment. My clit-I mean cock-aching in my cage.

“Great,” Renesmée beamed. “Let’s get you into something more... appropriate for the rest of your day.”

She disappeared into the racks for a moment, humming, then returned with a pile of things that didn’t even look like clothes—just frills and lace and glossy bits of impossible girlhood.

“Just to get us started.”

First, the panties—bubblegum pink, sheer in the back with a lacy butterfly appliqué fluttering over the cage, a tiny satin bow perched at the waistband like a kiss. The cage strained visibly beneath the mesh.

Then the bralette: soft pink satin with heart-shaped cups and sheer lace edging, designed less for support than for suggestion. Julia slid the straps over my shoulders, fastened the back, and gave the cups a pat.

“A-cup, at best,” Renesmée said with a wink. “But I think this sexy bitch can work rock it anyway.”

Then came the garter belt—matching pink satin with adjustable straps—and the stockings, sheer white with a delicate pink seam that ran up the back of each leg. Julia rolled them on like she was wrapping a Christmas present, smoothing them with her soft, delicate fingers that sent goosebumps along my skin. She snapped the garters into place with a soft click.

The actual clothes came next.

The lavender dress made me gasp. It was barely fabric. Closer to a nightie than a dress. One of those skin-tight, mini things meant to show off every curve and leave nothing to the imagination. Julia held it up, then grinned and turned to me.

“Arms up, sweetie.”

I obeyed. The hem was tugged down my legs, catching on my thighs before Julia yanked it into place. It stopped half an inch beneath my ass cheek. My panties were visible if I so much as breathed wrong. I had never seen Julia more excited.

“God, you’ve got such a cute little shape,” she whispered. “This really shows it off.”

Finally, the shoes.

“Try these,” Renesmé said, holding up a pair of strappy heels—lavender patent leather with absurdly high stilettos and ankle buckles that glittered with rhinestones. “These will help you blend in. Only a true girly girl could walk in these whore heels!”

I stepped into them, wobbling immediately. They were way, way taller than Julia’s. When I stood upright, I could feel the tilt in my hips, the stretch of my calves, the way the stockings tugged tighter with every shift of weight. The air tickled my thighs. This was so embarrassing.

Renesmé stepped back and crossed her arms.

“There,” she said. “Now she looks like a girl who's ready to have the wildest bachelorette party of her life.”

I wanted to melt. Crawl under a display rack and disappear. But Julia just beamed. That helped.

“You’re gorgeous,” she said, cupping my cheek. “You’re going to turn so many heads.”

Then Renesmée handed her a pink business card with a kiss print in the corner. “I’ve got a special boutique across the square—more discreet, more... intimate stock. Come by in an hour. I’ll unlock the front door for you.”

Julia tucked the card into her purse with a grin.

“You heard her, Missy. Let’s get you all tidied up.”

She kissed my cheek again, then took my hand and started walking, heels clacking, skirt swaying, dragging me deeper into the day like this was all just normal, like there was nothing strange about dressing your best friend like a sissy doll and marching her through a resort full of women who didn’t even know she didn’t belong.

And God help me, I followed.


Chapter 2: Good Girls Are Waxed Smooth

The salon was too busy.

Gorgeous women sat about in half-open robes, getting their hair styles or their feet massaged. Pink marked the walls, the floors, and even the trim of the mirrors were pastel pink. It smelled like citrus and hot wax and perfume.

Leading me with her soft but firm hand, Julia strutted through the entrance like it was her birthday and she owned the building. I tottered behind her in my too-high heels and too-short skirt, the pink satin of my lingerie no doubt peeking out with every humiliation step, the cage between my legs a constant pressure that kept me aware that I was enjoying this way to much. Every step was a reminder that I was not in control. That I was Julia’s girl now.

A tall woman with jet-black hair and tattoos down both arms met us at the reception counter. She didn’t ask our names, just smiled knowingly and tilted her head.

“Ah,” she said, eyes scanning me from lashes to heels. “This must be the Maid of Honor.”

Julia beamed. “Isn’t she cute?”

“She’s precious,” the woman said, then turned toward the back. “Lina! We’ve got a dual appointment. Bride and... Missy.”

Julia squeezed my hand. “It’s all booked. Full package. Nails, hair, facial, and waxing. We’re getting girled up, bestie.”

My throat tightened. I wanted to object, to at least pretend I wanted it all to end, but I couldn’t seem to form the words. Instead, I followed them deeper into the mirrored maze of the salon, past naked women giggling as they got spray tans and staff gossiping between shifts.

We were led to a pair of pink velvet chairs in the waxing suite. Julia dropped into hers with a practiced sigh and fluffed her hair in the mirror.

“Isn’t this fun?” she said.

“Honestly?” I asked.

Julia rolled her eyes and reached under my skirt. I squealed like a girl when she pressed her fingers against my cage. All down her index finger was a smear of humiliating precum. She grinned.

“Doesn’t get any more honest than that? Eh, Missy?”

Another woman entered the room with a cart of supplies, her white latex gloves already on. She was small, curvy, with sharp cheekbones and lips painted cherry red. She looked at me the way a tailor looks at a suit that doesn’t fit right yet but might, with some heavy alterations.

“No modesty here, girlie,” she said. “Get those panties down. Let’s see what we’re working with.”

I looked at Julia. She just nodded. “It’s okay. This is Lina, I booked her especially for us. She’s a professional.”

Hands shaking, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my sheer pink panties and slid them down over my thighs, the cage catching momentarily before dropping with a soft whisper against the tiled floor. Then came the tiny dress and the rest of the lingerie. Lina didn’t blink. She just stepped closer, snapping her gloves.

“Cute,” Linda murmured. “Tiny. Locked. Very on theme.”

She applied the wax in slow, deliberate strokes. Hot. Then cold. Then—

Rip.

I yelped.

“Oh, hush,” Lina said, reaching for the next strip. “Good girls like a bit of pain.”

Julia was beside me, watching with amusement and warmth, like this was a shared spa day and not a slow, methodical erasure of whatever dignity I had left.

“Think how smooth she’s going to be,” she murmured. “Satin on satin. I can’t wait to see her in a thong.”

More wax. More rips. My legs twitched involuntarily. Lina moved expertly, stripping hair from my belly, my thighs, my arms, my chest. She worked in silence except for the occasional comment—“Such soft skin”—or a quick, sharp “Stay still.”

Julia laughed as another woman did the same to her. “Oh Missy, you’e such a little bitch aren’t you. Woman up!”

I tried, but a whimper slipped out of me as Linda knelt between my legs.

“This part’s special,” she said, looking up at me with a glint in her eye. “For the panty line.”

I gasped as she spread my cheeks. Julia reached out and took my hand, squeezing.

“You’re such a good girl,” she said. “Good girls are smooth and pretty and always ready to be looked at. You want to be a good girl for me, right, Missy?”

I nodded. What else could I do? I’d have done anything for that girl. Today was proving that.

Lina’s fingers were efficient, clinical, but not unkind. She applied the wax deeper, lower, closer, brushing my tight, sensitive hole. When she ripped the strip, I nearly cried out again—but Julia’s thumb brushed my knuckles and reminded me to be good.

“Almost done,” Lina said.

She leaned in and ran one slick-gloved finger down the crease between my cheeks, stopping just before the tight little knot of muscle that had never been touched like this before.

“I usually don’t give out rewards to new girls until their second visit,” Linda said, her voice calm, clinical, a little amused. “But you whine like such a little sissy whore that I just can’t resist.”

I froze.

Then I gasped.

Lina’s fingertip, coated in the same cooling moisturizer she’d been smoothing across my thighs, pressed directly against my hole. Light at first. Just a tease. Then firmer. More insistent. I tried to clench, tried to resist, but my body betrayed me—open from the waxing, trembling from the heat of her touch, too overwhelmed to stop her.

“Shhh,” she murmured, still humming that same soft tune. “This is part of the treatment.”

She circled my asshole, rubbing the lotion in slow spirals, spreading it with practiced grace. Then, without ceremony, she pressed two fingers inside me.

I gasped again, louder this time, and Julia reached out from her chair, gently taking my hand in hers, like she was comforting me through a scary dream.

“You’re okay, Missy,” Julia whispered, her voice all sugar. “It’s just part of being pretty.”

Lina’s finger slipped past the resistance, slow and unrelenting. She was inside me. Smirking and utterly in control. Like I was nothing. Just another silly little client who needed her asshole loosened along with her inhibitions.

I whimpered. My face burned.

The cage at my groin pulsed helplessly, already leaking against the paper lining of the wax bed.

“Good girl,” Lina said softly, curling her finger ever so slightly, stroking me from the inside like she was testing something fragile. I’m not ashamed to say I moaned like a bitch in heat. Okay, maybe I’m very ashamed, but it wasn’t my fault. It just felt so good.

And whatever boy part of me I thought I still had left- well, it curled up and vanished right there inside this sissy salon.

When Linda pulled out, she wiped her glove clean without a word and patted my cheek like I was a prized pig she was proud to have raised.

Then she stood, stripped off the gloves, and gestured toward the high-backed styling chair.

“Hair next. Sit.”


Chapter 3: Good Girls Love the Salon

Fresh from my first fingering, I put my clothes back on, pretending I couldn’t see Julia smirking at me as I slipped the panties up my now silky smooth legs.

“Feels so good, doesn’t it?” Julia said giddily, rubbing her own legs together. “Nothing beats it! Every girl agrees!”

I had to admit it did feel terrific to be so smooth. I quickly put on my scandalous lavender dress, surprised I could ever be glad to put it on.

Lina peeled off her gloves with a snap, eyes still glinting with power, then called casually over her shoulder, “Lindi, babe. You’re up.”

A second woman appeared in the doorway almost immediately, identical to Lina in height and build but with platinum-blonde hair in a sleek bob and glossy black nails that clacked as she adjusted her stylist’s belt. Her eyes flicked from my flushed face to the puddle of my clothes on the bench, to the caged clit still twitching pathetically between my legs.

“Well,” she said, grinning. “Aren’t you precious?”

I wanted to disappear.

Lina swatted her sister’s arm playfully. “Be nice. Sissy Missy was a good girl for her wax. Mostly.”

Lindi tilted her head. “Good girls deserve rewards.”

Julia clapped her hands. “Exactly! Time for the fun part.”

I was ushered-panties peeking out from my ridiculous slut dress—into the high-backed salon chair. Lindi swept a pink cape over me and began combing through my hair with practiced precision.

“So,” she said lightly, “what are we thinking today? Soft layers? A cute little shag? Beachy blonde?”

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

Julia stepped up behind us. “I was thinking we lighten her up. She’d look so cute blonde. Right, Missy?”

My heart pounded. “I’ve never— I mean, I don’t know—”

“You want to match me, don’t you?” Julia said, eyes wide, lips pursed just a little. “It’ll be so fun. People will think we’re sisters.”

“But I’m a boy,” I mumbled, knowing it was useful.

“Nobody would ever guess that when I’m through with you.” Lindi was already mixing dye. “Now let’s get started. Julia’s right, after all, blondes have more fun, sweetheart.”

Julia leaned down and kissed the top of my head. “You want me to be happy, don’t you?”

That settled it. I had loved this woman in secret my entire life. I would do anything to keep her happy.

I nodded.

Lindi worked quickly, applying the bleach with confident strokes, her fingers grazing my scalp, the cape warm around me. As she wrapped my hair in foil, another technician appeared to begin the mani-pedi. She brought out rows of polishes—pinks, reds, pastels. Julia took over completely, tapping her choices like she was designing her own personal doll.

“Bubblegum for the fingers, candy pearl for the toes,” she said. “Missy’s a sweet girl. She needs sweet colors.”

My nails were filed into soft ovals, delicate and glossy. My feet were scrubbed, massaged, and lotioned. That actually felt fantastic.

The whole time, I just sat there, helpless and pretty, my caged clit still aching.

Lindi returned to rinse the dye, humming a tune that matched the playlist—the tune dreamy and feminine. As she towel-dried and styled, she whispered, “You’ve got the face for this, you know. Big eyes, small features. We could turn you into a real heartbreaker.”


Chapter 4: Good Girls Love Jewelry

“Ears,” Julia added. “She needs her ears done.”

Before I could protest, Lindi was already snapping on gloves. “Just a little pinch. You’ll thank us.”

I nodded, dazed, as she marked my lobes with a soft pen. “You get to choose the earrings,” Julia offered kindly. “Obedient girls get to make little decisions….every now and then.”

I blinked up at the selection—gold studs, silver hearts, little hoops—and reached for a pair of soft pink hoops, small and delicate, like the kind that made you feel flirty and harmless.

“Oh, perfect,” Julia cooed. “So you. Trés Missy.”

The gun clicked once, then again. Just like that, I was pierced. There was no going back from that.

As the stylist admired her work, Lina stepped back in, arms folded and grinning.

“She’s been such a good girl,” she said. “Let’s give her the bonus.”

“The what?” I asked, wary.

“Navel piercing,” Lina said. “No charge. Pretty little belly button like that? It’s practically begging for a gem.”

I hesitated. My heart was already pounding. My skin felt paper-thin, my nerves raw.

Julia squeezed my hand. “You don’t have to. But... it would look so cute. And we could get matching ones?”

“Umm,” I said, thinking about how I’d explain it the next time I went to the gym.

“Pwetty pwease?” Julia said, bopping me on the nose with her finger. “With sugaw on top?”

The piercing chair was cold beneath me. I lay back, stomach exposed, as Lindi marked the spot and rubbed the skin with alcohol.

“You’ll look so good with a little sparkle right here,” she said, brushing her finger across my skin.

Julia perked up. “Something pink. Think sparkles.”

I clenched my fists as the needle went through, sharp and fast.

The jewelry was a tiny pink gem, heart-shaped, with a soft gleam that caught the light every time I moved.

When it was done, they led me to a full-length mirror.

Julia stood beside me in her crop top and pleated skirt, her tan skin glowing, her blonde waves bouncing as she moved. Her navel piercing alluring on her toned golden stomach.

I stood beside her—blonde now too, with pink hoops in my ears, glossy nails, matching polish on my toes, a little pink gem twinkling above the waistband of my panties, my face softened by makeup and submission.

She wrapped an arm around me and looked at our reflection.

“You look so much like a real girl,” Julia whispered.

And God help me, she was right!


Chapter 5: Good Girls Don’t Get Hard

Renesmé’s boutique didn’t have a sign. Just a single soft pink bulb glowing above a velvet curtain, and a heart-shaped lock etched into the brass plate by the door. It didn’t need a name. This wasn’t the kind of place you stumbled into. You were either invited… or owned.

Julia led me inside with a bounce in her step, her lavender heels clicking across the marble like she was bringing her pet to be fitted for a collar. I followed closely, the hem of my sundress fluttering dangerously high, the ache of the plastic cage beneath my panties constant now—a dull throb that reminded me of everything I couldn’t have, everything I was no longer allowed to be.

The boutique was plush and velvet, mirrors and chandeliers, and gentle perfume misting the air like a dream you couldn’t quite wake from. Every display glimmered: silk ribbons, jeweled plugs, heart-shaped locks, tiny cages in glass cases lined with pink satin. Nothing was for boys.

Renesmé appeared like a vision from the back room, wrapped in black satin that shimmered when she moved, her smile warm and wicked. “Welcome back,” she said. “I was hoping I’d see you again, Sissy Missy. Is see Julia’s made a proper girl of you! I’d never have guessed if it wasn’t for your little cage.”

“Speaking of little cages,” Julia kissed her cheek. “I’m worried about Missy’s silhouette! We’re ready to go smaller.”

Renesmé turned to me with a tilt of the head, like she was sizing up a doll for a shelf. “Of course you are.”

She beckoned us toward a velvet bench, then unlocked the case with a flourish. “Our bespoke collection is called The Unmaking Series. Designed for girls who need to learn that their cocklets are nothing more than a needless decoration. Like a little cherry on top of the main event.”

I swallowed.

“Don’t worry Missy, I promise this will all make you a better maid of honor!”

With that, Renesmée lifted the first cage with two fingers, presenting it like jewelry. It was a summer orange, glossy, and shaped like a soft flower bud. “This one’s The Petal. It’s adorable, super girly, and leaves almost no room to get hard. Sissies seem to leak more in this one than the others, which is an advantage or a disadvantage, depending on your Maid of honor duties...”

She set it aside and lifted another. This one was pussy pink, with the head moulded into the perfect image of a woman’s vagina. And somehow it was even smaller than the last one.

“I’ll never fit in that,” I balked.

Julia squeezed my exposed thigh. “Shhh. Renesmé’s talking silly girl.”

“This is The Sugarcup. Made of resin, self-cleaning, ultra-light, and it comes with a few special settings I won’t spoil right now. Plus the fact that it’s modeled after a real woman’s slit is a real mindfuck for most of the sissies that come through here. I thought it would be perfect.”

Julia gasped softly. “It’s beautiful.”

Renesmé smiled. “I designed it myself. Want to try it on?”

Julia beamed and turned to me. “Take your panties down, sweet thing.”

I hesitated. She didn’t repeat herself.

Julia helped me. She slid my girly panties down my thighs slowly, the lace catching on the cage, the waistband tugging against my skin like a ribbon being untied from a gift. The air hit my clit—small, locked, wet with shame—and I couldn’t look at either of them. Renesmée hoisted my skirt up, exposing my cage and making me pulse with humiliation and desire.

Julia crouched, unclipped the lock, and removed the cage I’d been wearing all day. My clit sprang out slightly, twitching, pathetic, glistening at the tip.

“Oh,” Renesmée breathed. “But how is it so little?”

Julia giggled, brushing her fingers over my hip. “It’s like she was made to be a girl.”

Renesmé nodded. “You know after long enough in the Sugarcup, most sissies forget they every had a cock in the first place. With enough time and training that is…”

Julia giggled. “Oh ,it’s just for the weekend….probably.”

I gulped, intoxicated by the way they were talking about my pathetic cock like I wasn’t even there. Why was I enjoying this so much? This was just supposed to be to stay at the hotel, why was I so into this?

“Well you have options,” Renesmée said sweetly. “May I?”

I nodded.

With a grin she clipped The Sugarcup into place. It enveloped me completely—tight, delicate, perfectly smooth. My clit vanished beneath it like a candle being snuffed.

“There’ll barely be an outline in her panties with this,” Renesmé said, locking it with a tiny silver padlock shaped like a heart and tossing it to Julia. “Cute, right? It’s like a little pearl tucked in her shell.”

Julia crouched down and kissed the tip of the cage. “You might actually be the best maid of honor ever! No other guy on the face of the planet would do this for a friend. Literally none. You’re so special to me, Missy!”

Renesmé stood and retrieved a small white box from the shelf. “Something else to consider,” she said. “Not for today. But soon.”

She opened it to reveal a small, pink silicone plug, jewel-tipped, shaped like a flower blossom that connected to the cage. “The Sparkle. It expands once inserted to ensure total security of the clit. It’s out maximum security clit cage”

Julia took it gently, smiling. “We’ll work up to that.”

They didn’t ask how I felt. They could tell by the inadvertent smile on my face.

The new cage pulsed softly, locked in place, almost completely flat, with all my vestiges of masculinity sealed with Julia’s key.

We left the boutique with nothing swinging between my legs.

Just pretty panties.

And a caged pink clit.


Chapter 6: Good Girls Love Compliments

The rooftop bar smelled like Bloody Marys and champagne. Glass panels lined the edge of the terrace, framing a panoramic view of the ocean glinting far below. There was ivy trickling down the walls, chiffon curtains caught in the breeze, and sculpted women sipping cocktails in wrap dresses that cost more than I’d made last month.

Julia looked completely at home.

And you know what? So did I.

Julia sat with her favourite drink, a White Russian, in her hand, her long, smooth legs crossed, a sandal dangling from her toes like she didn’t have a care in the world. I was beside her. The lavender minidress they’d stuffed me into was so short I couldn’t shift without flashing my bubblegum pink panties to everyone in the bar. Every breeze threatened to expose me, every movement hiked the hem another inch.

There was a group of men and women doing shots at the bar, they kept looking our way.

“I think you have admirers,” I said to Julia.

She looked over and then smacked my exposed thigh, sending shivers up my spine. “You ditzy little bimbo. They’re looking at you.”

I scoffed. “No way.”

“You’re just such a pretty girl, nobody here would ever guess about your embarrassing little secret.” Julia nodded and whispered. “Also, you’re not crossing your legs. Everyone can see those pretty pink panties.”

I gasped, pulled my skirt down with all my strength, and crossed my legs. Being a girl was harder than I had figured.

But at least I was sitting down. My feet were killing me. Those heels were out to get me. Strappy, girly, and so tall, it was a miracle I made it from the boutique to brunch without toppling. They made my legs look longer, daintier, and they forced my hips into a little sway that felt cartoonishly slutty. My ass jutted out all the time now. I felt like I was carrying around dump truck.

I sat perched on the edge of a velvet stool, back straight, knees together, thighs clenched tight, trying not to breathe too hard in case someone nearby noticed that I was not, in fact, a girl.

Julia glanced over and adjusted a curl near my cheek, tucking it delicately behind my ear. “Stop fidgeting,” she whispered. “You’re perfect. You’re just nervous.”

Of course I was.

Because Melanie was on the way.


Chapter 7: Good Girls Listen to Girlbosses

Melanie had always been known at college as force to be reckoned with.

In anticipation of her arrival, I could feel a droplet of sweat sliding down my spine. My clit, useless and caged in its new pussy shaped chastity device, was twitching against against my new pink panties.

And then she finally appeared.

Melanie.

She moved through the space like the air parted for her. Tall. Elegant. Lethal. She wore a black halter dress that hugged every inch of her figure, slit up one thigh, her heels sharp enough to kill a man. Her skin was porcelain-smooth, framed by glossy black hair coiled into a precise knot. Her lips were blood red. Her eyes surveying the room like a lioness. Every woman on the terrace looked at her. Some with envy. More with lust.

The men? The men almost fainted.

Julia stood and threw her arms around her. “Melanie! You look like the most beautiful bride-to-be on earth.”

Melanie kissed her cheek slowly, then looked at me, lingering.

“So,” she said, her voice velvet and low. “You’ve finally taken your ‘bestie’ as a sissy slave?”

I stood halfway, awkwardly, wobbling in the heels I could barely manage, my skirt riding up as I stumbled to offer a handshake or an explanation—I didn’t know which.

But Julia tugged me gently back down. “Missy isn’t my slave, don’t be crass,” she said sweetly, like I was an overeager puppy. “She’s just my sissy maid of honor for this week. One of the girls because of the hotel rules. But I think we still need some help if she’s going to pull it off.”

Melanie’s eyes never left me. “I see. Tell me everything, Julia.”

So she did, Julia explained everything. The no men rule at the resort. The girly masturbation session in our hotel room. How I spurted in my cage and begged for more. All the while, Melanie sat across from us, crossing and uncrossing her legs with a slow grace that felt like a dare to peek up her skirt. When the tale had ended, she folded her hands, tilted her head. My cheeks were on fire, and my cock was pulsing patethically.

“Tell me something, Missy.”

I blinked. “Yes?”

“Do you want to fuck Julia?”

The words hit like a slap. It's all I’d thought about since I’d met her.

My jaw dropped. Julia choked on her mimosa and turned, eyes wide, cheeks flushed with sudden color.

“I—what—” I stammered. “I mean—why—I mean—”

Melanie leaned back, inspecting me as though I were a piece of meat. “That wasn’t a no.”

“Mel,” Julia muttered, her voice nervous, “don’t tease Missy...”

But Melanie was already turning the screw.

“I’m not teasing,” she said coolly. “It’s called; motivating.”

She leaned forward, her voice dropping.

“You’ve been a good girl so far. Mostly. You’ve worn what she told you. You’ve let yourself be dressed, waxed, fingered, and painted. But the real test is coming. The weekend hasn’t even started. There will be more girls. More eyes. More games. It won’t be easy, and I need to make sure you know you’re fully committed to become a good little girl. The perfect, sissy, maid of honor.”

I felt my breath catch. Julia looked away.

Melanie smiled, slow and dangerous. “Cause... if you’re perfect—if you serve, if you don’t complain, if you act like the good little girl you’re supposed to be—then maybe, just maybe, Julia rewards you.”

Her eyes burned through me. “Maybe she lets you fuck her.”

The world tilted.

My cage pulsed uselessly, suddenly so tight it felt like it might snap.

Julia covered her mouth, embarrassed but smiling, eyes wide. “I mean... I hadn’t really thought about it like that but... maybe?”

Melanie raised an eyebrow. “That’s a yes.”

“Well, I have always been curious,” Julia looked at me, and her voice dropped to a whisper. “But only if you’re perfect, Missy.”

I swallowed hard. I couldn’t speak. I just nodded. I would do anything if it meant fucking Julia.

Melanie leaned back with satisfaction and took a sip of her cocktail.

“Good girl,” Melanie said.

And I nearly came right then and there.


Chapter 8: Good Girls Watch and Learn

Tired after lunch, Melanie declared she had a special activity planned. A trip down memory lane.

The theatre was velvet and shadow, the air softly perfumed with something floral and indulgent, the lights dimmed to a dusky hush that made it feel more like a boudoir than a cinema. We stepped into the room like slipping into a dream, our heels muffled by the thick carpet, the door locking automatically behind us with a soft, expensive click. No ushers. No staff. No one but us and the screen already glowing faintly with opening credits — cursive French looping across a wash of candlelight and silk sheets.

Une Nuit Entre Filles.

Julia giggled as she flopped onto a plush, low recliner in the middle row, her lavender mini-dress riding scandalously high over her tanned thighs. She kicked off her sandals with a soft sigh, her beautiful bare feet flexing in the cool air, her eyes already glued to the flickering images beginning to move across the screen.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, practically vibrating. “Melanie, remember this one?”

Melanie hadn’t sat yet. She stood at the edge of the light, tall and poised in her slitted black dress, her presence coiled like a question left hanging. She watched the screen for a moment—two women, soft and lit by firelight, tangled in a slow, silent kiss—and then she smiled, her lipstick gleaming like blood.

“Every finals week,” she murmured. “We played it on a loop. Always said we were just tired. Just needed background noise.”

Julia snorted, leaning back, arching a little. “God, that weekend...”

Melanie raised an eyebrow, finally sitting beside her. “Which one?”

“You know the one.”

They both laughed—low, private, thick with memory—and then Julia turned, straddling Melanie’s lap without preamble, her arms sliding around her neck as if no time had passed since college, as if they hadn’t changed at all. The kiss that followed was slow and deep, full of that casual authority women like them carry like a scent—one hand on the thigh, the other in the hair, no hesitation, no doubt. I sat frozen in my seat, dress tight, cage tighter, my panties so damp they were beginning to stick.

They touched like they’d done this a hundred times—playful, slow, and completely unaware of how it made me ache to watch. Julia’s hips began to roll gently, her lavender dress hiked up around her waist, revealing her bubblegum pink panties stretched over the swell of her ass. Melanie cupped her from beneath, kneading her softly as their mouths parted and their eyes met again.

“Missy,” Melanie said without even looking at me, her voice syrupy and slow. “Come here.”

I rose automatically, heels wobbling slightly on the soft carpet, my clit caged and twitching beneath the panties. I knelt beside them, dizzy with heat and submission, and waited, staring up into a scene that looked like desire itself—Melanie in black and danger, Julia flushed and breathless, their legs tangled, their arousal thickening the air.

“Lift her arm,” Melanie said.

I blinked. “What?”

“Now.”

Julia hesitated. “Melanie, come on... that’s not fair.”

But she raised her arm anyway, slowly, blushing as she exposed her underarm—soft, bare, and slightly dewy from heat and excitement. I leaned in, feeling utterly ridiculous, but too obedient to want to disobey.

“Lick,” Melanie commanded.

And so I did.

My tongue pressed against the warm, salted skin of Julia’s armpit. I tasted her—the faint trace of perfume and sweat, of skin warmed by sex and sun and power. Julia whimpered softly, not quite laughing, not quite protesting, and I felt the flush of humiliation pour over both of us like syrup.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, covering her eyes with her hand. “This is so weird.”

“But look at her,” Melanie said, her voice full of wicked delight. “So eager. So desperate to please a real woman.”

She was completely right. I kept licking, slow, reverent strokes, like it mattered, like it was sacred. When Julia lowered her hand, she looked down at me with something new in her eyes—part amusement, part arousal, part possession.

Melanie reached down and tugged off one of Julia’s sandals completely, then guided her bare foot to rest on my lap.

“These next,” she purred. “Worship your best friend properly.”

Julia’s foot was perfect. Arched, delicate, freshly pedicured with glossy pink polish. The pads of her toes were soft. Her soles were warm. I kissed along the top first, letting my lips press gently against her skin, then moved to each toe, sucking them one by one into my mouth like they were candy. Julia’s thighs shifted around Melanie’s waist. Her breath hitched. I could feel her eyes on me as I licked and suckled her foot with growing devotion, my cage aching, drooling into the gusset of my panties.

She was breathing faster now.

Melanie slipped her hand between Julia’s legs, pressing against the damp fabric of her panties. “She’s ready.”

Julia moaned softly, her hand sliding down to lift the hem of her dress. The pink panties were soaked. Melanie pulled them aside with two fingers and exposed her pussy—swollen, glistening, sweet-smelling.

“Go on,” Julia murmured. “You’ve earned it.”

I leaned in, tongue out, and began to lick—slow, deep, messy strokes, tasting every inch, every fold, every drop. Melanie kept her hand on Julia’s clit, circling slowly, timing her strokes with the rhythm of my tongue. Julia squirmed and bucked softly in Melanie’s lap, her thighs tightening around my head.

Her pussy was divine—sweet and slippery, flushed pink and perfect—and I licked like I’d die if I stopped. Julia’s moans got louder, more desperate, her hips grinding against my face, and Melanie’s hand never faltered, coaxing her closer, deeper, higher.

And then—Julia screamed.

She came with a cry, her thighs shaking, her hips jerking forward. Her pussy exploded, squirting suddenly, violently, straight into my mouth. It was warm, sharp, overwhelming. I choked. Swallowed. Kept licking. Her body trembled like a string being plucked, her breath ragged, her whole being undone.

Melanie finally pulled her hand away, slick with juice, and wiped it casually along my cheek.

I sat back on my knees, gasping, soaked in Julia’s scent, my own clit throbbing painfully in its tiny pink prison.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please, can I cum?”

Melanie stood behind me. “You want to cum?”

I nodded, my voice shaking. “I need to... please, I need to—”

She didn’t speak. She bent me over the edge of the velvet seat and yanked my panties down to my thighs, exposing my bare, trembling ass.

Then her hand came down hard.

Crack.

I yelped.

“Say thank you.”

“Th-thank you,” I sobbed.

Crack.

Another slap. Another wave of pain and heat.

Crack.

Julia giggled, still sprawled and shining with orgasm, her foot resting lazily on my back.

“Oh, Missy,” she purred. “You’re not going to cum.”

“Good girls don’t beg,” Melanie said coldly. “Good girls behave.”

I was shaking.

Julia kissed the back of my neck, my protector and savior and goddess all rolled into one.

“Maybe tomorrow.”


Chapter 9: Girls Cum from their Pussies

By the time we returned to the suite, the last pink glow of sunset had melted into violet dusk, the hallway hushed and carpeted in gold light, the hush of the resort pressing close like a secret. Julia padded barefoot ahead of me, her sandals in one hand, her hair mussed from Melanie’s confident fingers—and a flush still clinging to her cheeks like the memory of pleasure refused to leave. She looked undone in the most dangerous way, like a girl freshly loved and ready to ruin someone else.

I trailed behind, breath shallow, heels clicking softly with every step, the hem of my lavender sundress rising and falling with each movement, my satin panties still sticking to me, the cage inside them pulsing like a second heartbeat. My thighs were slick with humiliation. The memory of her taste still haunted my lips. My nipples still ached where they brushed the inside of my bralette. Everything about me was soaked in her.

Inside the suite, the world softened. Julia dropped her things by the bed and sighed, stretching her arms overhead with the lazy confidence of a girl who knows she’s been worshipped. “God,” she murmured, voice full of honey and sleep, “I needed that.”

She turned to me slowly, her green eyes gleaming with something soft and wicked. “Take that dress off, Missy. I want to see you properly.”

I obeyed without a word. Slipping the thin lavender thing off my shoulders and letting it slide to the floor like a veil, I stood there trembling in my pink panties and cage, my earrings catching the light, my soft waves still kissed by her brush, my glittery bellybutton ring glinting as I shifted nervously under her gaze.

She crossed the room in a few soft steps and tugged my camisole over my head, her fingers lingering as she smoothed down the pink satin sleep shorts she’d picked out earlier, the lace trim barely brushing my upper thighs. I felt like a doll in her hands. A bedtime toy.

“Get in bed,” she whispered. “It’s girl time.”

We curled up under the covers, limbs tangled, her bare legs warm against mine, her breath at my neck. She smelled like flowers and salt and the last trace of Melanie’s perfume. I could feel her heartbeat where our bodies touched. It felt slow, steady, and content. She kissed my shoulder, her lips barely there, then reached for the brush again and began to stroke through my hair with slow, measured movements.

“Do you know what I used to think about?” she said softly. “Back when we were just friends?”

I shook my head, afraid to speak.

She kept brushing, slow, slow strokes. “I’d think about how much better it would be if you were a girl like me. If you were soft, shaved. We could have been the two hottest sluttiest girls on campus, trading vibrators and lingerie. Then in the evenings, you’d always let me hold you like this. Let me brush your hair. And then, when you were relaxed enough, letting me teach you where your real pleasure lives.”

My breath caught.

She set the brush aside, leaned down, and pressed a kiss to the nape of my neck. Then her hand slipped beneath the waistband of my shorts and kept going—between my cheeks, lower, until her fingers hovered over the ring of my asshole.

“You’ve felt it, haven’t you?” she whispered, her voice wrapped in silk. “That deep little ache inside. The one that makes your clit twitch even though it’s trapped. That’s your g-spot, Missy. Girls have them too. Melanie always knew exactly where mine was.”

Her finger circled lazily, slick with lotion from earlier, teasing me open. “She used to make me cry with just two fingers. She wouldn’t even let me touch my pussy. She said that would make me think I was the one in control.”

Then, slowly, she pushed.

I moaned, burying my face into the pillow.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Let me in. Let me show you what girls like us are made for.”

Her finger slid deeper, curling slightly, and the jolt that followed sent a shiver through my whole body. I couldn’t stop the whimper that escaped me. I felt it in my thighs, my belly, in the tight lock of my cage. I tried to clench, to breathe, to focus, but she wouldn’t stop. I didn’t want her to.

“Right there,” Julia whispered as a spike of pleasure burst through my shaved feminized frame. “That little button. That’s what gets you off now. That’s what good girls cum from. Not strokes. Not rubbing. Not hands on a cock. Just delicate little touches.”

She kept fingering me, slow and sure, curling and pressing and coaxing, until my hips started to rock against the sheets without permission. My hands clawed at the pillow. My clit was weeping inside the cage, twitching, useless, frantic.

“Don’t you dare touch it,” she said. “Cum like a girl. From your pussy.”

I never knew how to disappoint Julia.

My whole body tensed, lifted, and shook. A silent, shaking climax ripped through me, pulsing out of the tiny pink hole at the tip of my pussy-shapped chastity, my cage jerking and leaking in pathetic spurts into the sticky heat of my panties. I sobbed into the pillow, overwhelmed, humiliated, and somehow grateful.

Julia held me as I came down, her fingers sliding free, her hand stroking my back like I’d done something right.

Then, softly, she whispered, “Clean it up.”

I looked at her, stunned.

“Now,” she said, tugging my cum-stained panties off and offering them to me. “You made the mess. Be a good girl.”

I obeyed. I reached down and licked the front of my panties, the cum-soaked fabric clinging to my tongue, salty and sharp and mine. I hated it. I loved it. My cage throbbed, and I couldn’t stop shaking.

She kissed the top of my forehead and pulled the covers over us.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “My perfect little Sissy Maid of Honor.”

And just as I thought we might finally fall asleep in the glow of aftercare and secrets, the door burst open.

“Wake up, bitches!” a voice screamed. “We’re going clubbing!”

I sat bolt upright as three beautiful girls tumbled into the room in a blur of noise and perfume and flashing skin. Tiny dresses. Towering heels. Hair curled to perfection. Glossed lips and glitter.

Dominique. Melanie. Candice.

They were chaos incarnate—stumbling, shrieking, flawless. Melanie had a champagne bottle in one hand. Dominique was filming everything. Candice was already stripping out of her coat.

“Slut check!” Dominique squealed, grinning with the camera. “Show us what you’re in bed with!”

“Don’t get excited, it’s not a real man,” Julia sat up beside me, laughing sleepily, still glowing. “It’s only Missy!”

“I thought Melanie was kidding about that,” Dominique giggled. “Okay, girls' night out, and you’re late. Grab your make-up and your sluttiest dress. Ten minutes. We’re getting ready in Candice’s room.”

Canice blew me a kiss. “Hope your heels are higher than your standards, Missy.”

And then they were gone, heels clacking down the hallway in a blur of perfume and glitter and cruel intentions.

Julia turned to me and smirked.

“Well,” Julia said, throwing back the covers. “You heard them.”

I looked down at myself, at the girl I had morphed into. My panties were still wet, my aching clit was still caged, and my wet ass was still tingling.

“But,” I said, elated as I saw Julia grin. “What will I wear?”


Teaser: Book 3: Sissy Maid of Honor: Just Another Sissy Girl

In another life, being in a room with a group of gorgeous women in their lingerie would have been a dream come true. But today, locked in a tiny chastity cage and aching for release, it was torture.

I, or rather Missy as Julia had renamed me, sat on the plush carpet in a circle of goddesses—legs folded, cheeks flushed, caged clit tucked painfully inside a pair of pale pink satin panties that offered no protection from the soft laughter around me.

Every girl there was impossibly beautiful in her own way: Dominique in sheer yellow lace with her red hair in rollers, Melanie draped in red silk that hugged every curve, Candice in nothing but a peach bra and wine-stained grin. They passed a bottle around like it was truth serum, giggling as each took a sip and confessed her type—cuddly hunks, cocky lesbians, tattooed softboys, a few shame-faced mentions of emotionally unavailable exes.

Then Candice looked over at me, her smile lazy and sharp.

“And what about you, princess?” she asked, voice slow and sweet. “What kind of girl does our little Maid of Honor dream about?”

Before I could even open my mouth, Candice waved a hand dismissively. “Please—we all know you’re in love with Julia.”

That earned a few gasps and giggles, a few fake scandalous moans.

“Not with that little clit,” someone snorted, and the whole room burst into laughter.

Julia, lounging on the bed with one long leg crossed over the other, didn’t deny it. She just smiled down at me with the same amused expression.

“Girls, don’t be mean. I think her teeny-weeny pearl is adorable,” she said, voice syrupy, eyes gleaming. “Perfect for a good girl like her.”


Like this? then try others by Lexie Locke

An American Sissy In London: A Sissy University Universe Story

Jennie stood shyly at Trafalgar Square, nervously adjusting her pink pastel cardigan and tugging anxiously at the hem of her short pleated skirt. The bustling square vibrated with life—tourists snapping selfies, pigeons scattering lazily into the sky, Londoners briskly rushing past on their way to important places Jennie couldn't even imagine. Her heartbeat quickened as she realized just how far she was from her quiet Texas town, how dramatically her life had transformed in mere months at Femtopia University.

But Jennie’s nerves were swiftly replaced by awe and admiration as her eyes settled on the statuesque figure awaiting her near the majestic fountains. Mistress Maisington was every inch the refined English lady: impeccably tall and poised, with luxurious chestnut hair artfully pinned into an elegant, sleek updo. Her eyes were sharp, piercingly intelligent, and a commanding smile played on her perfect lips. She wore a tailored red silk blouse, hugging every elegant curve of her slender figure, paired flawlessly with a sleek black pencil skirt that ended just above the knee, revealing sculpted calves in sheer stockings and polished black heels that were impossibly high yet worn effortlessly.

Jennie swallowed nervously, a gentle warmth blossoming between her thighs as Maisington stepped gracefully toward her. The dominant woman’s heels clicked authoritatively against the cobblestones, each step sending a pleasant shiver through Jennie’s caged cock, making her blush even deeper.

“Ah, you must be Jennie,” Maisington purred warmly, her voice honeyed yet undeniably authoritative. Her eyes swept over Jennie's petite figure slowly, taking in the girlish pastel ensemble, smooth blonde curls, delicate makeup, and visibly trembling knees.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jennie whispered shyly, her voice trembling slightly. She dropped her eyes instinctively, feeling utterly vulnerable yet irresistibly drawn to Maisington’s gentle dominance.

Maisington reached out with one gloved finger beneath Jennie's chin, tilting her face up gently, forcing eye contact that made Jennie’s heart skip painfully. The older woman’s gaze was penetrating, assessing her with quiet approval.

“Aren’t you just delicious?” Maisington murmured, her voice dripping with elegant sensuality. “I’ve been so looking forward to your arrival. We have much to teach you about being a proper British sissy.”

Jennie’s pulse quickened as her blush intensified. “Thank you, Mistress. I—I’m excited to learn.”

Maisington gave a satisfied nod. “Good girl. You’re quite lucky—I’ve brought my own personal sissy along today, to ensure your introduction to British sissyhood is both memorable and thorough.”

With a grand, dramatic gesture, Maisington beckoned forward a captivating, candy-colored vision that had Jennie gasping softly.

Poppy approached with an exaggerated sway of her hips, oozing playful confidence. She was a breathtaking sight—draped head-to-toe in bubblegum pink latex that clung to her curvy body, clearly emphasizing the voluptuous shape of her enhanced breasts and round, sculpted hips. Her hair cascaded in long, luscious waves of pastel pink, bouncing softly with every step she took. Her makeup was flawless and exaggerated: thick lashes, glossy lips, pink glitter accentuating her high cheekbones. Her impossibly long legs, beautifully toned and gleaming in sheer stockings, ended in sky-high platform heels that made Jennie’s ankles ache just looking at them.

“Hiya, sweetheart!” Poppy chirped brightly, her voice a bubbly rush of enthusiasm and mischief. “Welcome to London! You’re going to absolutely adore it here. I’ll make sure of that.”
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Sissy Nurse Training: Feminized. Locked. And Loving it!: Sissy University Universe 

Welcome to Femtopia University, where medicine meets submission.
When a promising young med student transfers to Femtopia's elite Med School, he expects cutting-edge science and progressive training. What he finds instead is a pink-and-latex paradise ruled by brilliant, dominant women—doctors, nurses, and mentors with very strict ideas about obedience, hygiene, and what it truly means to serve.
Under the cold, commanding gaze of Doctor Elkie, our shy protagonist is stripped of his past, reshaped into something softer, sweeter, and locked away into something much more....petite. With the help of mischievous nurses Trixie and Missy, he begins a journey of transformation—through beauty treatments, uniform fittings, etiquette lessons, and clinical trials that leave no part of him untouched.
Femtopia’s Sissy Clinic is a wickedly clever, deliciously teasing tale of erotic surrender and identity redefinition. Packed with glorious medical play, training humiliation, and high-gloss seduction, this is the ultimate curriculum for anyone who’s ever dreamed of being thoroughly broken down… and built back up in heels.



Chastity Model Photoshoot

When a shy young man is caught with his best friend Hannah’s lingerie, she decides it’s time he put his submissive urges to better uses...as the new chastity model for The Dirty Minds Club, the city's most exclusive and decadent venue for dominant women.
Locked up tight and teased to the brink, he’s stripped, styled, and photographed by a ruthless dominatrix and her entourage of gorgeous assistants; each one determined to test his limits and see just how far a blushing housepet will go for approval. From vibrating delights to designer cages, there’s no shortage of toys — or creative ways to showcase them.
Under the strict eye of Fredrika, a seductive Nordic photographer with a mean streak, and Dina, a “nurse” with a clinical obsession for frustration, the photoshoot spirals into an unforgettable spectacle of training, control, and shameless submission. And with his best friend cheering them on, he’s learning the hard way what it means to serve, obey, and stay locked — no matter how badly he aches.
Chastity Model Photoshoot is part of the From Best Friend to Keyholder series — a steamy, serialized journey through feminization, teasing, obedience, and surrender. Perfect for readers who crave playful power exchange, aesthetic kink, and wickedly creative chastity torment.


Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)


Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked!

I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.




Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club

It’s only Day 2 of chastity, and I’m already restless, frustrated, and totally under her control. My former best friend, Hannah, has embraced her dominant side—and I’ve surrendered to it completely.
When she brings me to The Dirty Minds Club, a sun-soaked private resort for the delightfully deviant, I discover what public obedience really means. Wearing her panties, carrying her toy, and kneeling at her side, I’m introduced to a new world where submission is expected—and punishment is pleasure.
Hannah’s confidence grows with every command, every teasing touch. By the end of the day, she’s orchestrating a display that pushes every boundary I didn’t know I had… and loving every second of it.
If you enjoy femdom, male chastity, playful humiliation, and the delicious tension between friends-turned-keyholders, you’ll love Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club.
From Best Friend to Keyholder is an ongoing erotic series filled with teasing, training, and the slow, exquisite surrender to a woman who knows exactly how to take control. Each book builds on the last—but each day brings a climax of its own.
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