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I stood in front of the mirror, utterly mesmerized by the transformation Mistress Maxine had sculpted. My gaze traveled down to the 4-inch heels she had strapped onto me, lifting my legs and ass higher than I’d ever felt before, putting my whole body on display in a way that made me tingle. Every angle, every curve of my stocking-clad feet was emphasized, and despite how many times I’d asked her where she found heels that could fit my absurdly large feet, she only responded with that same playful wink. There was a secret in it, something mischievous she enjoyed keeping to herself. But I didn’t press—letting her hold those little mysteries over me only deepened the allure.

The black stockings, smooth and luxurious against my freshly waxed skin, climbed up to my thighs, cinched perfectly in place by a delicate garter belt. Nothing too elaborate, but that thin strip of fabric held a world of sensation, a quiet promise with every snap she made against my skin. Mistress Maxine knew exactly how to make me blush. Stay-ups had their charm, but a garter… the way it forced me into constant awareness of what I wore, its subtle caress against my thighs as I moved, there was no contest.

A lacy black bra hugged my chest, the reverse heart window exposing my realistic silicone breast forms, and it made me smile. Seeing myself with boobs, even though they weren’t real, sent this electric giggle through me. Sure, most nights in her service I went without them, just enjoying the simplicity of being in her presence, but sometimes it was nice to go all out, to dive fully into the fantasy she had crafted for me. These little touches—the softness of the lace, the way the bra shaped my form—made me feel something close to feminine, as if for that moment, I could forget everything else and just exist like this.

But the final two pieces of my attire—those were non-negotiable. No matter what outfit she picked, no matter how she dressed me up, these last two items were permanent fixtures in my life now. They weren’t just accessories; they were symbols, reminders of my devotion, of what I had given over to her completely.

First, the collar. She had an entire collection of them, each one meant to match whatever ensemble she had planned for me that day. From simple chokers to elaborate posture collars that reminded me of her power over me, my neck was never bare. The feeling of it wrapped around my throat had become second nature—its absence now felt almost unnatural, like something essential was missing from my body. Even in the shower, she had made sure I had a waterproof version, so the collar would never truly leave me. It was a constant reminder of her ownership, and I had learned to crave that weight, that restriction

.

The second piece was the cage—my clit’s prison. Mistress had a selection of these too, all custom-fit, all tailored for different purposes, but each one served the same role. Over the years, I could count on one hand the number of times she had allowed me freedom. Pierced, lasered, and tattooed, I only had to look down at any point in life for a reminder of what I had given up for her. Looking down at myself now, the cage snug and unyielding, I knew I would never again be free in the ways I once was. But I didn’t want freedom. Not from her.

The final touch on the perfect outfit. The seal on the life I’d chosen. Serving Mistress Maxine was my purpose now, and every inch of me, every piece of lingerie, every collar and cage, was just an extension of that truth.

Her voice lingered in my mind, soft and teasing, yet so firm. Brutal in its subtlety, as she had always been. She never needed to shout her commands; they were embedded in every smile, every glance. It had taken years, but I had learned that beneath the gentle touch of her hand was steel. There was no question of what she wanted from me, but she never spoke it outright. That was part of her power, the way she directed my every move without ever needing to say it.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

I remember that first month all too well—those nights when I would sob into Mistress Maxine’s arms, my body trembling, the tension in my clit so unbearable that I felt like I was going to break apart. Over and over again, I begged her and pleaded for release, but it never came. Mistress would just smile softly, running her hands through my hair, calling me her good girl, all while gently rubbing my caged clit. It pulsed, straining for freedom, and every denied release pushed me deeper into her control.

"It’s exactly what you need," she’d say, her voice filled with that same calm certainty as if my suffering was something she’d meticulously planned. And of course, she was right. Oh, she was always right.

Now, just the thought of being released sends a shudder of dread through me. The constant strain on my clit has become more than just a sensation—it’s my anchor, the thing that reminds me of my purpose. I don’t just want it anymore; I need it. That ache keeps me grounded, keeps me focused on my true role in life: serving her. Without it, I would feel lost. My world has shrunk to that endless strain, that unrelenting need to be her good girl, and I couldn’t imagine it any other way.

And, honestly? It’s kind of adorable.

I giggled at the thought, spinning around again, admiring the way my heels and stockings made me feel so small, so controlled. Lost in the moment, my little twirl was cut short by the sound of a throat clearing behind me. I froze, blushing furiously as I quickly scampered over to Mistress Maxine, kneeling down just as she’d taught me, pressing my nose lightly below her belly button.

"Sorry, Mistress," I mumbled, keeping my eyes downcast, ashamed of letting myself get carried away.

She sighed, that exaggerated, playful sound she always made when I had gotten ahead of myself. With one finger under my chin, she tilted my head up, forcing me to meet her eyes. The smirk on her face told me I wasn’t really in trouble, but the power in her gaze still made me feel small, a silly little sissy at her feet.

"I know, Suzie. You always do, my little slut," she purred, her voice teasing and affectionate. I couldn’t help but giggle, biting my lip as I felt that familiar pull—sinking deeper under her spell, losing myself to her control.

"Are you ready?" she asked, her thumb sliding into my mouth. I moaned softly, wrapping my lips around it, sucking gently. The hunger in my eyes must have been obvious, fueled by the desperation she had so carefully nurtured in me.

Mistress smiled, clearly pleased with my eagerness, as she unclipped her leash from her belt and attached it to my collar with a loud click. The sound sent a thrill through my body, and with a soft tug, she led me forward. My eyes stayed lowered, dutifully following behind her as we moved down the hallway toward our destination.

The hallway was familiar—lined with doors, each leading to rooms rented out by various independent content creators. I had spent many nights walking this exact path, dressed in some form of my maid’s uniform, cleaning up after Mistress’s clients had left. Sometimes, they stayed behind to watch me, teasing me as I scrubbed floors, their eyes on my every movement, always amused by my blushes. I suspected Mistress Maxine had something to do with their lingering presence, purposely sending me in early to clean before they were fully gone. It was one of her little games, testing my limits.

Evil, wonderful woman.

But tonight was different. My duties weren’t about cleaning. Tonight, I had a more… involved role to play. We stopped in front of a room, and I kept my head down as Mistress warmly greeted Teanna, another regular in Mistress Maxine’s place.

"All set, hun? You’ve done your rounds and everything?" Mistress asked with a smile, her voice friendly but still carrying that unmistakable authority.

"Yup, all set, Mistress Maxine," Teanna responded cheerfully. She was always so upbeat, even though her nights were filled with catering to fans and clients. A glory hole wasn’t exactly her favorite part of the job, but Mistress Maxine had found a clever solution for that.

Me.

The stand-in, as Mistress had so delicately dubbed me, had become my regular Saturday night role. Every week, I found myself tucked into the small, dimly lit room with a neon pink light casting an eerie glow across my skin, making sure the camera captured everything from just the right angles. From the outside, no one could see in. It was as if I didn’t exist beyond the neon glow. A photo and name always hung up outside the door, letting whoever passed by know whose place I was filling. It changed from week to week, depending on who couldn’t—or simply didn’t want to—perform that night. I spent hours on my knees in that room, serving silently while others took all the credit for my efforts.

And yet, despite how thankless the role might seem, I couldn’t deny the thrill that coursed through me every Saturday night. There was no room for resentment in my mind, only excitement, that deep-rooted anticipation that left me breathless every time I knelt down in that familiar space. I loved it—craved it, even. This was my purpose, after all, to serve Mistress Maxine and anyone else she deemed fit.

"Good girl, sweetie. I'll get Suzie settled in and then get things started." Mistress Maxine said while Teanna's eyes went wide, grinning ear to ear.

"Ohh! Can I do it!? Please?" quipped excitedly Teanna, Mistress Maxine sighed, handing over the leash to the overly eager young woman.

"Be quick, dear. No dawdling." Teanna giggled, promising she'd be swift. With a playful shove, she ushered me into the room while Mistress Maxine headed down the hallway, her heels clicking with purpose. Inside, I obediently dropped to my knees, settling into my familiar spot, the cushioned gel pads beneath me a small mercy against the hours I knew I would be spending there. I whimpered softly, feeling Teanna grab my arms and pull them behind me, strapping them firmly in place. A strap connected to my collar completed the restraint—good girls didn’t need their hands, after all.

Teanna hummed with excitement as she worked, taking her time to find my aching clit. Her hand rubbed it in slow, teasing circles, drawing out desperate whimpers from me as my body trembled under her control. The moans escaping my lips only encouraged her further. Her other hand slid a vibrating dildo into me, pushing deeper with each gentle thrust. My clit pulsed in time with the toy, the denial I had grown so accustomed to mingling with my eager anticipation.

"Are you excited, Suzie?" Teanna's voice was a breathy whisper in my ear, each word laced with mischief. "To pretend to be me for an evening? The dutiful little cocksucker?" I nodded weakly, lost in the sensation of her hands working me over. Each thrust sent the dildo deeper inside me until it finally found its place, fully seated within. She quickly secured it with a strap between my legs, locking me into my role for the evening.

"Such a good little sissy you are, servicing my clients," she teased, biting gently at my ear. "Maybe if you're a good girl again tonight, I'll let you lick me like last time. You remember, don’t you? How much you loved it, being between my legs while I watched you suck cock for me?" Her words were like a spark to the fire already blazing inside me. I whined in response, memories flooding back of how I had trembled with excitement the last time I’d been rewarded with such intimate pleasure of being between her legs, below the office desk, eating her out as she watched my night of cocksucking on tape above me.

Teanna laughed softly, clearly pleased with my reaction. She gave my ass a playful slap before standing up and heading for the door. The lock clicked shut behind her, leaving me alone in the dim glow of the neon light. The familiar sensation of being denied my own release settled over me like a warm, uncomfortable blanket, but I relished it all the same. After so long without access to my own cock, sucking and pleasuring others was the closest I could come to my own satisfaction, and I cherished every moment.

I jumped slightly when the first cock slid through the hole in front of me, the slight tremble in its movements betraying the owner’s excitement. Stifling a giggle, I leaned forward and kissed the tip three times, just like Teanna had shown me in her videos. Left side, right side, and then a delicate kiss right on the tip. The cock twitched in response, clearly eager for more.

With practiced ease, I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the warm shaft, drawing it slowly into my throat. The satisfied groan from the other side of the wall was like music to my ears. I moaned softly as I began working the cock deeper into my mouth, ensuring it was wet and slippery for the pleasure to come. My tongue flicked against the tip, tracing slow circles while my lips slid up and down, alternating between deep, slow sucks and teasing shallow licks.

Mistress Maxine had trained me well, and I was proud of how far I had come. I knew exactly how to please, exactly how to make each cock throb with anticipation before it exploded. As I felt the cock in my mouth begin to stiffen and pulse, I moaned with delight, knowing the sweet reward that was about to follow. It was what I had been waiting for all evening—the moment when I, too, could feel a small taste of satisfaction amidst my constant denial.

The vibrator roared to life in my ass, triggered only when I had a cock in my mouth. It was fairly powerful, positioned just right to press firmly against my G-spot, teasing and torturing me with every thrust. Depending on how many people showed up, I could cum multiple times throughout the night, my clit leaking and dribbling all over myself and the floor, pleasure practically dripping from me. But on slow nights or frustrating ones where the teasing was too much, I was left on the brink, nearly in tears by the time Mistress Maxine came to collect me. She would lead me down the hallway, leash in hand, with my body trembling and begging for just one more cock—just one more chance at release—but she would always deny me.

Tonight, though, I swore it would not  be one of those nights.

I slowed my efforts, taking my time with the cock in front of me, savoring every moment it was in my mouth. But despite my best attempts to prolong it, the allure of Teanna’s gloryhole was too much for this one. The cock erupted with a thick load of cum, filling my mouth quickly. I had to swallow fast, trying to catch as much of it as I could before it spilled out. My pout was immediate as I watched the cock disappear back behind the wall, and with it, the satisfying hum of the vibrator dulled, leaving me wanting. I stared up at the camera, my face clearly showing my frustration and longing for more.

The message was clear: More.

I didn’t have to wait long. Several more cocks came and went, all excited and eager, each one cumming too quickly for my liking. Every time they filled my mouth, I was left just on the edge, desperate for my own release. My clit throbbed relentlessly in its cage, aching for relief, but the leash that held me firmly in place prevented me from doing anything about it. I could barely resist grinding against the strap between my legs, aching to feel the dildo move inside of me. But I knew better. Mistress Maxine would scold me harshly if she found out I had tried to steal even a sliver of pleasure without permission.

Still, it was so tempting to be bad sometimes...

Just as my bratty side started to stir, I was saved by the sight of a large, beautiful cock pushing through the hole. Immediately, my eyes went wide with excitement. This was what I had been waiting for. With a giggle, I leaned forward and kissed it three times, my lips brushing across its smooth, thick surface. The vibrator in my ass flared to life again, sending waves of pleasure through my body, making me whimper with delight. This was no quick release. This cock was patient, confident, and I knew without a doubt that it was going to be the one to make me cum.

I savored every moment, trailing my lips and tongue up the length of the shaft, running slow kisses along its sides as I worked myself up. Even before I became Mistress’s sissy, I knew my own cock had never been anywhere near this size, and now, it was laughable in comparison. Each time I swallowed it deeper into my throat, I moaned in response to the vibrations wracking my body. I wrapped my lips tightly around the head, my tongue flicking and teasing, drawing out every ounce of pleasure I could before slowly moving down again.

This time, I was determined. I was going to cum before it did.

As that familiar pressure built in my clit, my body trembling from the relentless vibrations deep inside of me, I wrapped my lips tighter around the cock, using it to muffle the desperate moans that threatened to escape. My whole body quivered, and just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, I began to cum—hard. Spurts of sticky wetness jetted from my caged clit, leaking uncontrollably down my thighs and onto the floor. I couldn’t even remember the last time I had been allowed such a release, and the intensity nearly knocked me out. My head swam with pleasure as I kept sucking, riding the waves of my orgasm, my mouth working slowly around the cock as I trembled with every lingering spasm.

Shaking and weak, I struggled to stay focused, barely registering the way the cock in front of me began to swell and pulse, pulling back just enough for the tip to slip from my mouth. I gasped as a hot stream of cum shot across my face, thick ropes landing on my cheeks, and my chin, and dripping down my lips. Desperately, I opened my mouth to catch what I could, but it was no use—the warm mess coated me, leaving me a trembling, cum-covered wreck. When I finally managed to wrap my lips around the head again, I cleaned it off as best as I could, sucking it gently, satisfied with the way it had outlasted me.

One final kiss sealed the end of our session, and I knelt there, breathless, my body spent but my heart full. The cock disappeared behind the wall, and I waited, still quivering, for the next one to come through. But before I could catch my breath, I heard the door open beside me.

I blushed deeply, blinking through the haze of cum still dripping down my face, as I looked up to see Mistress Maxine standing in the doorway. Laughter danced in her eyes as she took in the sight of me—her silly, little, exhausted sissy.

“Well, well,” she chuckled, clearly amused, “someone had some fun tonight.”

Unable to do much else, I giggled, the sound bubbling up despite the state I was in, my face a mess of sweat, cum, and smeared makeup. Mistress crouched beside me, shaking her head in fond disbelief before gently running her thumb over my cheek. “Let’s get you cleaned up, my little sissy cocksucker.”

There are some pet names that just send a shiver down your spine, and that was definitely one of them.

Later that night, Teanna proved true to her promise, moaning happily as I licked her pussy, watching and laughing as my painted face was displayed before her. There were many people that I stood in for at Mistress Maxine's request, but she was easily my favorite. Cumming twice on my face, she let a few playful slaps go on my clit before sending me off, happily curling up in my bed after a long, wonderful night

The next week, however, was a different story.

I found myself kneeling once again, my body shaking with frustration as I stood in for someone named Lucas—a regular who rarely had enough clients to make the night enjoyable for me. My thighs were strapped tightly to my shins, preventing me from bouncing on the dildo inside of me. I squirmed in my restraints, feeling the cruel torment of being unable to find any release. By the time Mistress Maxine came to collect me, I was nearly in tears, my entire body aching for relief. But, as always, she was there with her gentle touch, running her fingers soothingly through my hair, quieting my pitiful whimpers with soft shushing noises.

“My sweet little sissy,” she cooed, “you’ll have to be patient. Good things come to those who wait.”

All weekend, my clit throbbed with relentless need, pulsing with a painful mixture of envy, lust, and aching desire. But each time I thought release might come, all I received were playful pats and teasing touches, the soft, patronizing strokes that only deepened my frustration. My short and bright pink maid’s outfit clung tightly to my body as I cleaned Mistress Maxine’s apartment, the satin fabric soft against my skin but failing to bring the comfort I craved. Whimpers escaped my lips throughout the day, no matter how hard I tried to focus on my chores. Each time Mistress’s hands wandered up my frilly dress to squeeze my ass or clit, I would melt, collapsing into her touch, begging silently to be toyed with, fucked, tied up, and used. But every time, my arousal was dismissed with a knowing smirk, sending me off to complete my tasks with nothing more than a frustrated pout.

Even on the nights when I found myself strapped tightly into her padded fucking station, legs high in the air, ass and clit completely exposed, she refused to give me what I so desperately needed. For hours, she would rub my caged clit, feeling it tighten and strain against its bindings. Her fingers would work slowly, deliberately sliding in and out of my ass, sending shivers up my spine, but never enough to push me over the edge. She drank in the desperation in my eyes, my silent pleas for release, my breath hitching with every agonizingly slow movement. But Mistress Maxine would only smile, watching as I lost myself further, feeling my grip on reality slip as she kept me tethered to her whims.

Client after client—Emily, Autumn, Lucas, and Teanna once more—I knelt obediently in that tiny dark space, my body working tirelessly to bring cock after cock to orgasm, my lips and tongue wrapped around the pleasure that was so easily given to them but so cruelly denied to me. Each time, I was left wanting, trembling on the brink of release, only to be pulled back at the last possible moment, left to teeter on the edge of insanity.

At the end of it all, I would beg Mistress Maxine through tears. I begged her to fuck me, to pound into me with one of her beautiful cocks, to give me the satisfaction that had been withheld from me for far too long. But every time, she would offer the same response. Her long fingers would slide through my sweaty hair, nails gently scraping against my scalp as her touch sent electric chills down my body. And with that serene, knowing smile, she would look deep into my eyes, offering me one simple word.

“No.”

Each refusal drove me deeper into the abyss of my own longing, the aching tension that threatened to consume me entirely. And yet, despite everything, I couldn’t help but surrender fully to her control, addicted to the torment, unable and willingly unwilling to break free from the chains she had so skillfully wrapped around my heart, my mind, and my body.

A few weeks after my last orgasm, Mistress Maxine lent me out to Teanna and Emily for the night. I was tied up in one of the larger rooms available, a shocker placed snugly around my balls, while a vibrating plug was gently slid into my ass. My stomach dropped as I saw that both women had remotes, their eyes gleaming with mischief as they took turns wielding their power over me. Gagged with a pair of satin panties stuffed into my mouth and secured with a leather shield, my muffled moans and desperate whimpers filled the air, though none loud enough to disrupt their plans. The first shock shot through me, and I screamed against the gag, my entire body twitching in response.

The two women began their scene, kissing and touching each other in the most adorable lingerie I had ever seen. My cage strained instantly, though I couldn’t tell if it was the sight of the women or the frilly lace that had me aching for release. Every so often, one of them would shoot me a devious glance, and I knew what was coming—either the plug in my ass would pulse or the shocker would send jolts through my clit, forcing me to endure wave after wave of pleasure and pain. Tied to a chair, helplessly watching them strip each other, my cries of frustration were swallowed by the thick gag, my mind spinning in a haze of longing. They giggled, teasing me mercilessly as if I were nothing but their helpless plaything.

Toward the end of their scene, Teanna dangled her head over the edge of the bed, locking eyes with me, smiling wickedly as Emily’s tongue brought her to the brink. As she came, her legs spread wide, Teanna pressed the remote over and over, sending shock after shock through my overstimulated clit. I could do nothing but writhe and whine, my cries muffled, unable to do anything but watch helplessly as her orgasm unfolded in front of me. My mind, so warped by denial and envy, couldn't even distinguish the emotions anymore—it all became one overwhelming blur.

When the camera finally turned off, both Teanna and Emily sauntered over to me, pressing soft, loving kisses to either side of my cheeks. They called me a good girl, their voices dripping with gentle matronizing and they left the vibrator buzzing at a maddening middle setting. Without another word, they went off to shower and change, leaving me alone, trembling in the dark, the plug buzzing inside me just enough to drive me wild but never enough to bring me relief. I whimpered pitifully, my body twitching with need, and yet, despite everything, there was still a small flicker of hope—maybe this time, maybe this would be enough.

It wasn’t.

When they returned, my desperate, broken state only made them laugh. Teanna tugged at my leash as they led me out of the room, pulling me along like a docile pet. My mind reeled from the overwhelming mix of sensations—denial, lust, exhaustion. As I stumbled behind them, I knew deep down that I was going insane at the hands of these beautiful, wicked women. And yet, even as my thoughts spiraled, I craved more.

I always craved more.

But Mistress Maxine wasn’t cruel. Evil, yes… but never cruel. Strapped down in her pillory, my clit fully exposed, I felt the soft, teasing touch of her crop tapping lightly, almost affectionately, against my most sensitive spot. I whimpered into my gag, squirming in anticipation as her hands ran oil all over my trembling body.

"I know, Suzie, I know." She cooed softly, her voice laced with wicked amusement. Then came the first real smack on my exposed clit, sharp and sudden, making my body jerk in response. "You’ve been such a good girl this past month, with nothing to show for it." Her words danced in my mind as she resumed the gentle tapping, only to follow them with another hard strike, this one even sharper than the last, bringing tears to my eyes.

"But don’t worry, my good girl." She leaned in close, her breath tickling my ear. "I have quite the surprise in store for you. I just need you to behave… just a little. Bit. Longer." Each word was punctuated with another strike of her crop, each one coaxing a strangled cry from deep in my throat.

Then she knelt in front of me, lifting my chin so that I was forced to look into her eyes. The intensity in her gaze made my heart race, a beautiful, consuming intensity that left me helpless in her hands. “Can you do that for your Mistress?” she asked softly, and though I couldn’t speak through the gag, my clit answered for me, pulsing with need, betraying my body’s desperation.

I didn’t have the right to refuse her, not anymore. I had given that away a long time ago, entrusting her with everything—my body, my mind, my submission. There was only ever one answer, the one she always knew would come. I blushed, offering her the smallest of nods, my heart pounding with the familiar surrender I had given her countless times before.

Mistress Maxine smiled, that beautiful, knowing smile that warmed me to my core, the kind of smile that made every part of me tremble. She pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. "Good girl, Suzie."

Returning behind me, she worked her crop relentlessly, each strike more precise, more punishing. I sobbed into the pillory as pain and pleasure tangled inside me, my clit throbbing, my ass sore from the constant stimulation. But even through my tears, I clung to the ache, knowing that this was exactly where I belonged—in her hands, under her control. When she finally freed me from the pillory, I collapsed into her arms, trembling, broken. She rubbed soothing lotion over my raw skin, her touch gentle and comforting as she continued to coo loving soothing words into my ears while giving soft kisses on me, I slowly drifted off in her loving embrace, the way she does the aftercare is even more important than the domination part I’d say, because now, the ache between my legs is a constant reminder of her power even after the session, her promise of the surprise was still looming in my thoughts as fully went into a deep sleep.

And then, a few days later, Mistress Maxine kept her word. She took her time, carefully dressing me in pink leather straps, each one matching perfectly. They adorned every part of my body—my thighs, my wrists, my ankles, each one connected by sleek metallic D-clips that gave her complete control over me. My collar, too, was pink, soft leather wrapping snugly around my throat, while the strap at my waist connected to my clit, pulling taut as it wound around my thighs and under my ass, keeping me on edge with every movement.

Even my chest was tightly bound by a strap, a metal ring centered on my back, and though I didn’t know what it was for, I could guess—it wouldn’t be long before Mistress would use it to hogtie me, another layer to my delicious torment.

Slipping into the matching pink heels Mistress Maxine had chosen for me, I felt a rush of both excitement and self-consciousness as I admired how I looked. My reflection in the mirror showed a sexy, eager sissy, and I trembled with anticipation as Mistress's fingers trailed along my body, each touch sending shivers through me. My clit, strained and sensitive, responded eagerly to her attention, and I whimpered under her touch, losing myself in the pleasure she expertly administered.

"Are you ready for your surprise?" Mistress's voice was a tantalizing tease, filling my head with a blend of anxiety and excitement. Her hands continued their relentless exploration, squeezing and parting my ass cheeks, amplifying my desperation. I could only nod, my voice muffled and barely audible through my breathless moans, while Mistress Maxine's smirk spoke of her complete control over my frenzied state. "I really think you're going to like it, sweetie."

With a leash clipped to my collar, I followed behind Mistress Maxine, the usual comfort of our routine replaced by a heightened sense of nervous energy. Every step I took reverberated through my clit, the pulsing sensation between my legs relentless and consuming. My focus was solely on maintaining my balance in the heels, while the hope that tonight I might finally be allowed to cum gnawed at me with every step.

As we approached the Gloryhole, Mistress stopped before the door leading to her own dungeon/content shoot room door. My confusion was palpable, and her devious wink offered little clarity. She opened the door and pulled me through, the sudden transition from the dim hallway to the bright lights of the main area disorienting. I blinked, struggling to process the scene unfolding before me. The room was filled with a dozen expectant faces, their eyes fixed on us with a fiery hunger that made my heart race.

The atmosphere in the room was charged, a palpable sense of anticipation and desire hanging in the air as the crowd turned their attention towards me. I stood there, helplessly exposed and bound, the ache in my clit a constant reminder of my need, while Mistress Maxine’s triumphant gaze took in the scene she had orchestrated.

I squeaked, my voice muffled by the walls of submission, as the intensity of being thrust into the center of attention made my clit pulse harder. Mistress Maxine encouraged me forward, directing me into one of the many poses she had trained into me, my arms trapped behind me, palms pressed together, and my gaze fixed on my exposed, leaking clit.

"As promised, my little sissy is finally ready," Mistress's voice rang out, a chorus of murmurs and compliments surrounding me. The crowd’s voices blended into a buzzing hum, but one detail cut through the noise—my name. Suzie. They knew my name. The realization hit me with a jolt of shock and confusion. They knew me. They knew Suzie.

Hands began to explore my body, their touch both overwhelming and electrifying. Rubs, pinches, fondles, and spanks were delivered with a relentless enthusiasm, and I could only moan softly, my painted lips unable to form coherent words. Each touch intensified the euphoric state Mistress Maxine had meticulously orchestrated, pushing me further into submission. After some time, Mistress called off the crowd, promising them another opportunity soon.

Once the crowd was dismissed, Mistress tugged on my leash, guiding me with an automatic obedience that still left my mind foggy from the experience. We moved to the back area where Mistress placed me before a door. Her slow, deliberate tilt of my chin up made my eyes widen in shock at what lay before me.

"Surprise, baby girl." The door bore no stand-in, no familiar face to hide behind. Instead, it showcased a large poster of me in a silver glimmering nylon body suit, one I remembered from past photoshoots, with Mistress snapping pictures as I posed. Below the image, in sparkling pink cursive, was my name: SUZIE.

I was speechless, tiny squeaks of shock escaping my lips. Mistress Maxine giggled at my reaction and opened the door to reveal a dimly lit room filled with an array of equipment—benches, hooks, straps, X-frames, and a small bed. She patted my ass, guiding me inside with a mix of excitement and apprehension as I tried to process the whirlwind of surprises she had arranged.

Playing with my wig and twirling the hair around her fingers, Mistress placed a hand on my chest. "You are your own star now, hun, with many adoring fans, some of whom you met earlier." Her words sent a shiver through me, and I stared down at her in disbelief, the weight of the revelation almost making me cum on the spot. Pulling me close, she unclipped my leash and hooked a finger in my collar, holding me in place. "And they are just dying to play with you..."

The promise of what was to come sent a mix of terror and arousing excitement through me, as Mistress Maxine’s words hung in the air, the reality of my new role setting in with each trembling step I took into the room.

Pointing to a spot on the floor, I sank down into a familiar pose, the memory of her gentle touch on my cheek lingering as she closed the door behind her. Moments later, it swung open again, and a large, firm hand lifted my chin, forcing me to look up into the eyes of a strikingly handsome man. I shivered with anticipation, my excitement bubbling up as his deep, commanding voice greeted me.

“Hello, Suzie.”

He guided me to the wall, my hands bound above me, and I watched, breathlessly, as he revealed his massive cock. My eyes widened in recognition; it was the same cock that had made me cum so intensely a month ago, while the vibrator inside me had pushed me over the edge. Looking up at him, I saw him smirk, clearly enjoying my eagerness as he slid his cock past my lips.

There was no vibrator this time to drive me to be the perfect little cocksucker, but I eagerly took him into my mouth, moaning around him as best I could with my hands restrained. He let me show my enthusiasm for a bit before taking control, pressing my head back and guiding his cock deep into my throat, fucking my face with a measured force. My eyes watered, and I gasped for air whenever he allowed it, surrendering completely to being used and fucked, almost forgetting the constant ache in my clit.

Almost...

But this captivating stranger had more in store for me than just face-fucking. Soon, he pulled me off the wall and bent me over a bench, securing my cuffs to the wooden legs of the bench. With my ass exposed, I felt him remove the pink plug from inside me, causing me to gasp as his large lubed cock began to slide into my waiting hole. He took his time, pushing in and out slowly, listening to my grunts and grimaces until they softened into moans, my body expanding to accommodate his size.

His hands gripped my waist firmly, pressing me harder against the padded wooden bench, leaving me utterly exposed. My ass and clit twitched desperately as he ramped up the pace, fucking me relentlessly. He was a tease, just like in the videos I’d seen, treating me like a sissy slut on her knees, moaning as if taking cock was my sole purpose in life. And he was spot on. As his massive cock pumped in and out of my aching, desperate hole, the orgasm I’d been craving for so long finally surged to the surface.

I tried to beg him to keep going, but no sound came out. I tried to ask for permission, though I wasn’t sure if I needed it, but no words formed. I tried to cry, moan, whimper, groan, scream—anything—but my mouth only opened in silence as he fucked me past my limits. His relentless pace didn’t let up, driving me to the edge and beyond. I came hard, my clit exploding with the release, my body quaking as cum spurted from my caged cock all over the padded wooden bench I was bent over. The heightened, ecstatic state left my mind spinning, my entire being shivering with the long-awaited, intensely desired release.

Finally able to breathe, I gasped and screamed as he continued to fuck me through my intense orgasm. Each thrust sent waves of sensitivity crashing through me, leaving me on edge with every powerful pump. Tears streamed down my face, mingling with the flood of emotions that swirled within me. I could feel his cock growing even harder, clearly enjoying the effect he was having on me. I moaned in time with his grunts, my body aching for him to release his cum inside me. I wanted to be a good girl, to live up to the new persona Mistress Maxine had crafted for me, to truly embody Suzie.

Shaking and tensing with each of his thrusts, he groaned deeply, every muscle in his body flexing as he reached his climax inside me. His thrusts gradually slowed, each one leaving a mark of satisfaction. Panting heavily, he collapsed against me, both of us drenched in sweat and utterly spent. After a moment, he pulled out, his condom filled and discarded, leaving me to marvel at the mess I’d made, my clit still throbbing and leaking.

He unclipped me and helped me stand, a shared laugh between us as we both looked at the state I was in. Slightly embarrassed but exhilarated, I cleaned him up, my tongue savoring the last traces of his cum before running slowly up his shaft. I decided then that this would be my signature finish, my personal touch as a good little sissy cocksucker. He smiled down at me, giving my cheek a final, approving pat before dressing and heading out.

Exhausted but smiling, I blushed deeply as I tidied up the room, making it presentable again. Returning to the spot where Mistress Maxine had left me, arms positioned behind my back, chest out, and clit on full display, I heard the door open once more. I had seen nearly a dozen people in the lobby, each with their own desires and willing to spend their time and money on me.

Despite my fatigue, I steeled myself, determined to give each of them the same level of affection and eagerness that I had shown before my mind-shattering orgasm. The image of my name on that door, glowing with bold, sparkly letters, reminded me of who I was and what I represented. I was no longer simply a stand-in, no longer a face hidden behind a wall. It was me.

It was Suzie.

***

Sign up for my weekly newsletter  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!


“Did you love this book? Then you should also read:  

Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six-foot, mid-30s and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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