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I’m sure many sissies are familiar with or at least have fantasized about the experience of standing at the hotel desk, nervously wondering if the staff has noticed that their luggage seems a bit too overstuffed for just a short ‘business trip’. It’s a little nerve-wracking, imagining that someone might see through you, but eventually, you remind yourself that nobody cares—except maybe The Vision. And he’d be the only one who could tell that my rolling bag was packed with more plugs, lingerie, and toys than work-related product samples.

But truthfully, anxiety didn’t have much room to grow in my mind this time. My thoughts were fully consumed by the three cocks I needed to find—and suck—if I wanted to earn the combination to my chastity key. That alone made my pulse race faster than any potential judgmental glance from a front-desk clerk.

This wasn’t my first time facing this particular kind of challenge. My girlfriend—whom I lovingly call Mommy—had made this game the centerpiece of my three-night business trip. The rules were simple yet utterly humiliating. She’d locked my chastity key in a small combination lock box and would only reveal the code to me, one number at a time, after receiving photo evidence. Specifically, a picture of a hard wet cock nestled between my freshly painted lips sent directly from the source - the men. No dick pic, no code.

If I managed to find three men willing to indulge me on the first night, the rest of the trip would be mine to enjoy. That would mean two glorious evenings to stroke myself into an exhausted puddle of sissy bliss, assuming Mommy let me. But if I failed—if I couldn’t find the required three or even one—I’d be driving home in chastity, knowing I hadn’t pleased her and would have to wait until she decided to grant me another chance. Mommy didn’t let those chances come often, either. This trip had been marked on my calendar for months, circled in pink glitter pen with little hearts around the date.

After completing check-in, I slipped into the elevator, gripping the suitcase handle tightly as I watched the floors tick upward. The soft ding of my floor brought a little jolt of adrenaline, and I stepped out, pulling the suitcase to my room. Once inside, I let the bag drop onto the corner of one bed, already feeling the buzz of anticipation. But I wasn’t quite ready to jump into action. First, I needed to prepare—properly.

The bathroom was my first stop. I closed the door, pausing to survey the clean, white space, then reached for the taps to fill the tub with hot water. A bath was just what I needed to relax, unwind, and get perfectly smooth for the night ahead. As the tub filled, I began to undress, my clothes slipping off piece by piece until I stood bare, staring at my reflection.

My eyes drifted downward to the fluorescent pink chastity cage snugly locked around my little sissy clit, the color matching the bright polish on my toes. I sighed, emotions tumbling inside me as they always did when I saw it. Chastity had become a double-edged sword in my life—an object of both longing and frustration. I missed the freedom of stroking whenever I wanted, the luxury of long edging sessions that stretched on for hours. Yet, I craved the denial, the control, the aching reminder of submission that the cage represented. It was a close-but-not-quite feeling that almost felt like pleasure—but not quite. Never quite.

For a moment, I cursed the tiny device and the power it held over me. Then, almost instinctively, I smiled. I was one of the lucky ones—a sissy with a Mommy who not only accepted this side of me but actively encouraged it. Mommy had driven me deeper into submission, pushed me further when I hesitated and molded me into something better, more complete. Her presence in my life was as intoxicating as it was commanding, and the thought of pleasing her tonight made my heart flutter.

Determined, I retrieved the lockbox from my suitcase and set it on the bathroom counter. My fingers hovered over the tumblers as a mischievous idea crossed my mind. I spun the numbers to our anniversary—4-8-6—just to see. A little thrill shot through me, but I stopped myself from checking if it opened. If it did, I’d have no choice but to re-lock it and continue the challenge. Mommy would expect no less, and the consequences of disobedience were too severe to entertain.

After that little tease, I turned back to the bath, slipping into the steaming water with a sigh. I let the heat relax my muscles as I grabbed my razor and began the meticulous task of shaving. Every stroke of the blade was deliberate, ensuring my legs, arms, chest—every inch—were silky smooth. By the time I stepped out, I felt renewed, my skin gleaming with a soft, pink glow.

Dinner was a quick affair—a takeout box I’d picked up earlier, devoured while I perched at the desk. The real fun began when I opened my makeup case. Tonight’s success depended on how well I could transform myself, and I was determined to give it my all. Mommy had been a patient teacher, helping me refine my skills, and I could see the improvement every time I practiced.

The process was familiar but still thrilling. Moisturizer first, followed by foundation, concealer, and powder. Brows came next, carefully shaped and filled, then eyeshadow—a shimmering gradient that made my lids pop. Eyeliner, lashes, and mascara followed, the falsies giving my gaze an irresistible doe-eyed charm. Contour and highlight were still works in progress, but I did my best, blending carefully to accentuate my cheekbones. Last came the lips—a glossy, cherry-red shade that screamed sissy perfection.

My wig stayed off for now—it was more comfortable to wait until someone was coming—but I didn’t skimp on the rest of the outfit. A matching pink bra, panties, garter belt, and sheer stockings clung to my freshly shaved skin as I sprawled across the bed. I was ready—so ready—to be Mommy’s good little sissy. All I needed now was the first knock at the door.

It was a little early in the evening for the apps to really heat up, but they weren’t entirely dead either. The slow, tentative trickle of messages and profiles was enough to keep me occupied, though I knew from experience that finding the right kind of guy wasn’t always a quick process. Not every man is into sissies, and even fewer are willing to entertain the added twist of texting my girlfriend mid-encounter to prove my submission. It usually took chatting with quite a few people before I stumbled upon someone who seemed both open-minded and interested.

Tonight wasn’t shaping up any differently. I thumbed through messages and profiles, replying to the promising ones with a mix of coy flirtation and openness about my unique situation. Some guys ghosted after the first mention of my challenge, while others simply weren’t my type. But persistence was key, and I kept at it, determined to earn my first number of the night.

After what felt like an eternity of polite rejections and dead-end conversations, I finally connected with someone who seemed promising. He was cute in a rugged, boy-next-door kind of way and looking for something quick and uncomplicated—my kind of guy. When I told him about the challenge and explained the whole 'texting my girlfriend' angle, he let out a laugh.

"That’s wild," he said, his tone amused rather than judgmental. "But hey, whatever. I’ll play along."

Relief washed over me, mingling with a giddy thrill. With someone officially on their way, I shifted gears, swapping the light tension of waiting for messages for the nervous excitement of getting everything ready. I took the extra femme clothing I’d laid out on the other bed—lace panties, a sheer babydoll, and fishnet thigh-highs—and carefully folded them away to keep things tidy. In their place, I arranged the contents of my bag: a sleek assortment of toys and accessories. Plugs, cuffs, a gag, a blindfold, clamps, and my favorite paddle. Not every guy was into the kinkier stuff, but I’d found that the squeaky girl often gets the plug—or something equally satisfying.

Once the toys were set, I sent the guy the hotel address and my room number. I checked myself in the mirror, smoothing a few stray hairs before securing my wig in place. The glossy blonde locks framed my face perfectly, adding that final touch of femme allure to my look. To steady my nerves, I fished a bottle of whiskey from my suitcase and poured myself a quick sip. While I wasn’t new to meeting guys for Mommy’s challenges, I wouldn’t have called myself an old pro either. That lingering moment before they arrived—or decided not to—always set my heart racing.

Fortunately, this guy didn’t flake. He showed up exactly when he said he would, knocking firmly on the door. I took a deep breath, smoothed my hands over my thighs to steady myself, and opened the door with a welcoming smile.

"Hey," he said, stepping inside. His presence filled the room instantly. He wasn’t particularly tall, but he was built like a tank, with a wide chest, muscular arms, and thick, powerful legs that made him look like he could crush me without breaking a sweat. I gestured for him to come in, and he strolled in confidently, dropping into the desk chair with ease. The chair creaked slightly under his weight as he spun to face me, his gaze appraising and direct.

"You want a drink?" I asked, motioning to the bottle of whiskey on the counter.

"Sure," he replied with a nod, his deep voice resonating through the room. I poured him a glass and handed it over, my fingers brushing his briefly. He took a sip, his eyes never leaving me, and leaned back, the picture of casual dominance.

"I’ve only hooked up with a handful of sissies," he said after a moment, swirling the whiskey in his glass. "But the ones I’ve met liked to serve. Do you like to serve?"

"Yes, Daddy," I replied softly. He’d told me earlier in our messages that he liked being called that, and I appreciated the way he was already taking the lead.

"Good," he said, his lips curving into a satisfied smirk. "Over here, on all fours."

I didn’t hesitate. Dropping to the floor, I crawled to him, the soft carpet brushing against my knees and palms. He leaned forward, setting his drink on my back as if I were a coffee table. The weight of the glass sent a shiver through me, a tantalizing reminder of my submission.

"Hold still," he instructed, his voice low and commanding. His hand slid over my ass, the touch light and exploratory. When his fingers brushed against my swollen balls, I couldn’t stop the tremble that rippled through me.

"Hmm," he murmured, his hand pausing for a moment before retreating. "Am I risking my drink? Let’s find out. We’re going to do a quick pass/fail, sissy. Don’t spill the drink."

His hand returned to my ass, delivering a series of soft pats, teasing me with the promise of what was to come. The gentle rhythm broke suddenly as his hand pulled back, only to swing forward with a sharp, stinging spank. His palm was heavy and solid, the force of it reverberating through me. I clenched instinctively, trying to stay as still as possible. The drink didn’t spill.

"Good girl," he praised, and my little sissy clit swelled in its cage at the words. His approval was intoxicating, and I basked in it as he reached for the drink, downing it in one smooth motion.

"On the bed," he commanded, standing and gesturing toward the mattress. "On your back, head over the side."

As I crawled over to the bed, a flicker of disappointment lingered in my mind. I’d hoped he’d get a little more into the domination aspect of things—taking control, using me, making me feel like I existed solely for his pleasure. But those thoughts quickly gave way to my deeper need to please. I never feel more submissive or subservient than when I’m fully dressed in my feminine best, kneeling before a “real” man. Whatever he wanted, that was exactly what I was going to do.

I climbed onto the bed, arranging myself as he’d instructed, with my head hanging off the side and my body stretched out invitingly. My pulse quickened as I watched him approach, his movements deliberate and confident. He tugged down his pants, revealing a hard cock straining against tight, typical white briefs. The sight sent a fresh wave of arousal through me, and I felt my little sissy clit swell against its cage while dampening my panties even more.

“Beg for it,” he ordered, his voice calm but commanding.

“Yes, Daddy, please let me suck your cock,” I started, my voice trembling with eagerness. I thought of the lockbox on the bathroom counter and the freedom waiting on the other side of this challenge. I summoned all the desperation I could, letting it pour into my words. “Please, Daddy, I need your cock in my throat. I need it so bad. Please, please, Daddy—please, please, please fuck my throat!”

There’s something uniquely exhilarating about begging, a rawness that strips away all pretense. Who begs? Only those who are desperate, those who know they’re asking for something they don’t deserve, driven by an overwhelming need. Begging wasn’t just words—it was a full-body confession of my place, my purpose. Even after all the time I’d spent embracing my true self, this moment—sprawled on a hotel bed, begging for cock—still carried a potent mix of humiliation and satisfaction.

My humiliation deepened in the most gratifying way when he pulled down his briefs, releasing his thick cock, and immediately drove it deep into my throat. The force of it took my breath away, but I welcomed it, focusing on relaxing into the position he’d put me in. With my head hanging over the side of the bed, I didn’t have to worry about rhythm or neck strain. All I had to do was take him—and take him well.

He seemed to like the setup as much as I did. His hands gripped the sides of my face as he pumped into my throat, each thrust growing faster, harder, more demanding. His grunts filled the room, mingling with the wet, unmistakable sound of a proper face-fucking. My lips stretched wide around him, my throat spasming to accommodate his length, and I relished the feeling of being completely used.

To his credit, he wasn’t completely thoughtless. Midway through, he paused long enough to grab his phone and snap a picture. The humiliating click of the camera was like a jolt of electricity, reigniting the fire burning inside me. Proof for Mommy. Proof that I was doing exactly what she wanted.

The break didn’t last long. He set the phone aside and dove back in, thrusting with renewed enthusiasm. I could feel him getting close, the tension in his body mounting with each powerful stroke. Suddenly, he pulled out, gripping his cock tightly as he hovered above me. With a few quick strokes, he grunted loudly and came, hot ropes of cum splattering across my face. The heat, the texture—it was intoxicating. He snapped another picture, capturing me in my post-use state, before stepping back and sinking into the chair.

I knew better than to linger in the afterglow. Many men bolted as soon as they were done, and I wasn’t about to let this one leave without sending the pictures to Mommy. I sat up quickly, licking my lips as I asked, “Would you mind sending those to my girlfriend? Please, Daddy.”

He chuckled, clearly amused. “I was thinking about it,” he admitted. “Honestly, it’s funny to imagine you failing this little task of yours.”

“That’s fair,” I replied, my voice soft but insistent. Relief flooded through me when I heard the familiar ding of a message being sent. He had chosen to play along, after all.

He stood and made his way to the bathroom, presumably to clean himself up. When he emerged, he was dressed and ready to leave. “I decided to go with good luck,” he said with a smirk before heading out the door.

The moment he was gone, I grabbed my phone, eager to see Mommy’s response. She hadn’t wasted any time. Her text read: “And a facial, good girl! The first number is 8. It may amuse you to know I told your friend he had a gorgeous cock when I was thanking him for using you!”

Her words sent a delighted shiver through me. I replied immediately: “Thank you for encouraging me to find real men to service Mommy.”  Her reply was a simple kiss with a heart emoji, but it made me swoon. I stared at myself in the mirror, basking in the glow of her approval even as I cursed the state of my makeup. The cum had ruined it entirely, and there was no way to clean it off without starting over completely.

Or maybe… maybe I wouldn’t clean it off. The sticky mess felt like a badge of honor, a mark of my success. I snapped a quick selfie, letting the cum-smeared makeup speak for itself, and logged back into the apps. Maybe someone out there would find it just as hot as I did. Hell, the idea of being used again, already marked by another man, had me squirming with excitement.

The first number was mine, but there were still two to go. The lockbox sat on the bathroom counter, and I knew it wouldn’t take long to brute-force the remaining combinations. But Mommy had thought of everything. She could text me at any time, demanding a picture of the key safe alongside my watch showing the date and time. It wasn’t foolproof, but it was enough to keep me honest—and I wouldn’t dream of disappointing her.

My suspicion that some men would find the cum still on my face hot turned out to be entirely correct. Unfortunately, most of them seemed content to use the image for their own gratification before vanishing into the ether of the apps. One guy stood out, though. He was charming, flirtatious, and even hinted at heading over. But when I told him the hotel name and room number, he suddenly went silent. I waited, holding onto the slimmest hope that maybe, just maybe, he’d surprise me. But no one knocked on my door for the rest of the night.

It was a disappointment, sure, but I tried to focus on the positive—I’d secured one out of the three numbers I needed. That was a good start. After washing my face and undoing the damage to my makeup, I slipped into something comfortable for the night: a pink satin babydoll. The silky fabric clung to my smooth skin, the lace trim teasing my thighs with every little movement. I snapped a quick picture in the bathroom mirror, admiring the way the soft fabric complemented my freshly shaved legs and the glowing pink of my toenails.

I texted Mommy to tell her how much I loved and appreciated her, pouring my heart into the message. Then, needing to unwind, I smoked a little to relax and settled in to watch some of my favorite hypno videos. The soothing mix of femininity and surrender lulled me into a calm haze before I rolled over and drifted off to sleep.



The next day was spent at work, which felt like an endless stream of presentations and discussions that I only half-absorbed. My mind kept wandering back to the challenge, to the lockbox waiting in my room, and to the two cocks I still needed to find and service. What if I could just host two men at once tonight? That would solve everything in one bold, slutty swoop. The thought alone kept me buzzing with anticipation and horniness all day.

When the day finally ended, my coworkers invited me to happy hour, but I made my excuses, claiming exhaustion. My real plan was far more thrilling. Back at my hotel, I decided I could skip a full-body shave, opting instead to carefully shave my face, ensuring my skin was smooth and flawless. Then it was time for my routine: moisturizing, makeup, and preparing to transform myself into the perfect sissy.

Dinner was another quick, barely-remembered affair, inhaled in anticipation of what was to come. I decided to step up my look tonight, moving beyond just lingerie. After some deliberation, I chose a cute white bra-and-panty set trimmed with pink lace. The soft cups of the bra held my realistic C-cup breast forms perfectly, while the panties sat snugly against my hips, the delicate fabric hugging every curve. Over this, I slipped into a tight Latex skirt that gleamed under the light, the material clinging like a second skin and ending just below my ass to show off the tops of my stockings. The matching sleeveless Latex top hugged my torso, the high neckline dipping into a zipper that I left halfway down for just the right amount of cleavage.

I added the finishing touch—a pair of white patent heels with delicate ankle straps—and posed in front of the mirror. The outfit was playful and provocative, the shiny white Latex contrasting beautifully with my smooth, tanned skin. Satisfied, I snapped a few selfies, adjusting my pose to show off every angle. One went to my growing collection of pics for Mommy, while the rest were uploaded to my profile on the app.



The chats began, each interaction a mix of hope and frustration. There were the usual pic chasers, the men whose wives or girlfriends were always about to walk into the room, and, of course, the ones who were hot enough to bypass me for someone more conventionally attractive. But patience paid off, and soon enough, I had someone promising.

"I will be there in 30–40 minutes," a cute guy with a nice beard messaged me. "I want you to keep the door unlocked and wait on your knees, facing the door, blindfold on."

"Got it," I replied immediately. But I couldn’t resist adding a playful touch: "Taking charge already, huh?"

His response was swift and firm. "Excuse me? You'll regret that, slut." He logged off before I could reply, leaving me trembling with equal parts nervousness and excitement.

When the time came, I prepared the room as he had instructed. I propped the door open slightly, brushing away a fleeting worry about the risk of someone else wandering in. I poured myself another quick shot of liquid courage and checked my lipstick in the mirror one last time, ensuring it was flawless. Then, with my heart pounding, I positioned myself on the floor. My knees pressed into the soft carpet, my legs tucked neatly beneath me as I faced the door. The blindfold was snug over my eyes, shutting out the world and leaving me utterly vulnerable.



I knelt there, listening intently to the sounds of the hallway outside. Around minute 36, I heard the door creak open, the air shifting as someone stepped inside. The fact that I couldn’t see made my mind race. What if there were several people? What if I’d miscalculated and was about to be robbed—or worse?

But those fears dissolved as quickly as they’d surfaced. Only one person moved through the space, and I heard the door click shut behind him. He brushed past me, his steps deliberate and unhurried as he toured the room. I stayed perfectly still, my breathing shallow, as I heard the faint clink of the cuffs I’d left on the bed being picked up.

Moments later, I felt him crouch behind me, his presence a solid, commanding weight in the space. The intoxicating sound of the cuffs clicking into place around my wrists sent a shiver down my spine. My body hummed with anticipation, ready and waiting for whatever he had planned.

“Stand up,” he commanded, his voice firm and unyielding. I scrambled to obey, rising to my feet as he moved to stand in front of me. His hand reached out, fingers curling under my chin to lift my face toward his. The other hand slipped effortlessly beneath my Latex top and down to the front of my panties.

He grabbed my caged package, his grip firm yet teasing, and gave it a gentle shake. The sensation shot through me, and a soft moan escaped my lips before I could stop it.

“Shhh,” he said sharply, his fingers leaving my chin to cover my mouth. The dominance in his touch sent shivers down my spine, rendering me speechless as he held me there, both in his grip and under his control.

“What was that ‘got it’ at the end of our conversation?” he asked, his tone cold and measured. “Do you think that was an appropriate way to respond to my instructions?”

He moved his hand away from my mouth, giving me space to answer. My voice was small, trembling with submission. “No, Master.”

“Oh, now it’s ‘Master,’ is it?” he replied, a small smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. “An improvement, but I still think you should pay for earlier.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, my voice almost a whisper.

“Skirt off,” he ordered, stepping back slightly to give me room to comply. With my hands still cuffed behind me, it wasn’t easy, but I managed to wiggle the zipper down and shimmy out of the tight Latex skirt. It slid to the floor in a glossy heap, leaving me standing there in just my pink lace panties, garter, and stockings.

“Good Girl,” he said, gripping my arms and steering me toward the bed. His movements were rough but controlled, pushing me forward with enough force to remind me who was in charge. As I approached the edge of the bed, he shoved me down, and I landed belly-first onto the mattress. A few pillows had been arranged under my hips, propping me up so that my ass was raised high in the air, the perfect target.

“Count and thank me for each stroke, slut,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “Is that clear?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, the words barely leaving my lips before the first blow landed.

The paddle struck my ass with a satisfying crack, the impact a mix of sting and dull thud that sent heat radiating through my body. “One,” I said quickly, my voice shaking with the effort to keep steady. “Thank you, Master.”

“Thank me for what?” he demanded, his tone sharp.

“I—I don’t know,” I stammered, knowing full well that I was inviting punishment. The next strike came harder, a full swing that left me gasping as the delicious pain blossomed across my skin.

“For helping me remember how a sissy should speak to her superiors!” I yelped, the words spilling out in a frantic rush. “Two, Master. Thank you, Master.”

“You better watch it, slut,” he growled, his words dripping with warning.

I bit back the sarcastic thought that almost flitted through my lips— Don’t threaten me with a good time —and braced myself for the next blow. The paddle came down again, and I counted and thanked him just as I was supposed to. Each stroke drove the point home, the rhythm of the punishment punctuating my submission. The heat building in my ass spread deeper, the pain transforming into a heady, intoxicating sensation that left me yearning for more.

He didn’t hold back, delivering a full 15 strokes, the final one as hard as the second had been. My ass felt hot, sore, and gloriously marked. I heard the click of his phone’s camera, capturing the flushed, punished state of my skin, before his hands were on me again, pulling me up and steering me to another spot in the room.

He pushed me to my knees, the carpet rough against my skin but grounding me in my place. My heart raced as I heard him undo his pants, the soft rustle of fabric followed by the unmistakable, earthy scent of his masculinity. It wasn’t unpleasant—just raw, musky, and undeniably male. A moment later, I felt the warm, firm weight of his cock pressing against my lips.

I opened eagerly, taking him into my mouth and swirling my tongue around his head. His thickness filled me, and I focused on experimenting, trying different techniques to see what he liked. He responded most to the flick of my tongue against his sensitive tip, so I made sure to revisit that often, drawing out soft grunts of approval from him.

After a few minutes, his hands moved to the back of my head, gripping tightly as he guided me deeper. His cock slid down my throat, and he held me there, the pressure making me struggle for breath. The sensation was overwhelming, every nerve in my body was alight with submission. I heard the faint click of his phone camera again, no doubt capturing my tear-streaked face as I worked to accommodate him.

He finally let me return to a shallower position, and I focused on moving my tongue faster, flicking and swirling with practiced precision. “Tell me what you are,” he muttered, his voice thick with arousal.

I pulled back just enough to speak, my lips brushing against his cock as I answered. “A sissy cocksucker, Master.” Then I sank back down, taking him deep once more.

“Goddamn right you are slut,” he growled, his fingers tightening their hold on my head. His grip was firm, and controlling, as he began to move me back and forth, each thrust of my mouth perfectly timed with his words. “You – are – only – a – fucking – toy– for – my – hard – cock – my – little – fucking – sissy – girl.”

The intensity of his voice, and the rhythm of his movements, pushed him closer to the edge. A few more thrusts and he groaned deeply, the sound raw and primal, as his cock erupted in my mouth. I swallowed eagerly, savoring the salty heat of his release.

Before I could even catch my breath, he pulled out and stepped behind me, leaving me trembling and ready for whatever he had planned next.

From behind he pressed the handcuff key into my hands, and then walked out of the room. You have a nice night too, I thought, then mildly panicked when I realized I didn't know whether or not he had sent the picture.

Uncuffing myself took a moment but I'd had a lot of practice. When I removed the blindfold, I discovered that I was kneeling in front of the room's full-length mirror, and when I picked up my phone, I saw that another text message had arrived from Mommy, and the panic subsided.

She had sent a heart-eyes and a drooling face emoji and a series of exclamation points. "Your ass!" she said. "Is someone being a naughty little sissy?" She quickly added that the next number in the combination was 2.

"A little Mommy," I texted back with a full moon with face emoji, glad that the guy had taken and sent pictures of my spanked ass. I was waiting for more texts from her when another from a number I didn't immediately recognize came in. I opened it and realized it was from the guy I had seen the day before.

"Is your little sissy hole available for use today?" he asked, sending along a picture of his hard cock. I returned to the text thread with Mommy and quickly updated her on recent developments.

"You must have been a really great little cocksucker yesterday!" she texted back and I blushed. "Anyway," she sent, "You are obviously an available little fuckhole, on one condition. You put your phone somewhere with a good view and Facetime me. Also, since it's the same guy I am delighted to inform you that you will not earn another part of the combination. Serving such a man is simply your duty as a sissy baby girl."

"Yes, Mommy," I typed back, sighing. I was excited to get fucked, but I could have spent that time trying to figure out the third part of the combination. It also occurred to me that there were now only ten possible combinations, and the thought of trying them all was very appealing, even though I knew I wouldn't.

I texted the guy back and told him about the video call and if he was down I would be glad to be a little fuckhole for him. He told me to warm myself up and be ready for him when he came by in an hour.

I returned the paddle and blindfold to the bed, arranging everything so it did not appear that anyone had been playing with anything. Then I got up on the bed, applied my lube, and stretched myself out with my fingers, attempting to relax in anticipation of his arrival.

As his arrival drew closer, I took the time to prepare myself meticulously. My makeup was retouched to perfection—sharp eyeliner, glossy lips, and just the right touch of blush to accentuate my features. The outfit I’d chosen was snug and provocative, designed to highlight every curve. The shiny black Latex skirt clung tightly to my hips, paired with a sleeveless top that zipped halfway down, revealing just enough to tease. Underneath, a delicate white bra-and-panty set trimmed with pink lace added a touch of soft femininity. To complete the look, I strapped on white patent heels with elegant ankle straps.

I poured myself a small drink, just enough to calm the nervous flutter in my chest, and positioned my phone carefully on the desk. Connecting with Mommy via video call, I made sure the camera captured the perfect angle, then muted the call to keep things focused on the encounter ahead. Knowing she was watching filled me with a heady mix of pride and anticipation, motivating me to put on my best performance.

When the knock came, my pulse quickened. I rushed to the door, opened it, and stepped to the side, ready to greet him. He wasted no time. In a swift, commanding motion, he closed the distance between us, his broad frame pressing against mine. Before I could fully register what was happening, he dropped low, his strong arms wrapping around my thighs. With a single motion, he hoisted me over his shoulder effortlessly, as though I weighed nothing.

The feeling was instant and overwhelming. I’d always thought of myself as average in build, neither too tall nor particularly slight, but the ease with which he carried me made me feel small, powerless, and undeniably submissive. The sensation was a heady mix of emasculation and exhilaration, and it left me breathless.

I instinctively squirmed, trying to regain some sense of control, but his hand landed sharply on my already tender backside, the smack reverberating through me. “Stay still,” he commanded his tone firm but not unkind. The sting of his palm against my skin brought heat to my cheeks, both from the physical sensation and the deepening sense of submission.

He carried me across the room as though I were nothing more than a doll, finally tossing me onto the bed with the same ease one might toss a coat onto a chair. I landed with a soft thud, my heart racing as I scrambled to adjust myself. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him grab a few things from the other bed—though I couldn’t see exactly what—and then he was on me again, his weight pressing me into the mattress.

His legs straddled my body, pinning my arms to my sides. I squealed softly, the sound muffled by the bed as his hands found the zipper on my skirt. He tugged it down swiftly, the shiny material sliding off my hips. My panties followed in one smooth motion, leaving me exposed beneath him. I tried to move, to free my arms, but his weight was too much. Any attempt to struggle felt futile, the imbalance of power making my situation crystal clear.

“You’ve been a naughty sissy,” he exclaimed, his voice both teasing and authoritative. The comment caught me off guard, and then I realized he was staring at my reddened skin from the earlier spanking.

“Yes, Daddy,” I breathed into the bed, my voice soft and trembling with submission.

His hand landed on my bare skin again, reigniting the fiery sting in my backside. He alternated between cheeks, each strike measured and deliberate, until the redness returned in full force. I let out another squeal as the heat from the spanking spread, sending a rush of sensation through my body.

I heard the unmistakable sound of lube being squeezed onto his fingers, and a moment later, he was probing me gently, his touch confident and practiced. His fingers worked their way deeper, quickly moving from one to two, and then to three. The stretch was intense but satisfying, and I exhaled shakily as he worked to prepare me.

“You’re nice and loose back here,” he commented, his tone laced with approval. “You’re good and ready to be taken, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

“If you were mine, I’d keep you plugged 24/7,” he added, his fingers continuing their deliberate motions. “Always ready for me, always prepared to take what I give you.”

A soft sound escaped my lips, somewhere between a whimper and a moan, as his words sunk in. The idea of such complete submission, of being constantly prepared for him, sent a thrilling shiver down my spine.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he asked, his tone almost teasing.

“Yes, Daddy,” I murmured again, my body responding instinctively to the dominance in his voice.

Before I could process what was happening, he shifted his weight and placed his hands under my side. With an effortless motion, he flipped me onto my back. I barely had time to react before he stepped off the bed, pulling off his jeans and underwear in one swift motion. My breath hitched as I saw him fully exposed, his arousal evident and commanding.

He quickly rolled on a condom, adding a slick layer of lube before climbing back onto the bed. His hands gripped my thighs, pinning them up as he positioned himself above me. His body was solid, strong, and unyielding, holding me in place as his length pressed against my prepared entrance. He slid inside with a steady motion, filling me completely. The sensation was overwhelming, and we both moaned in unison, the sound breaking the stillness of the room.

His movements were powerful and rhythmic, the force of his thrusts driving something deep within me. Each motion sent waves of pleasure and submission coursing through my body, and I felt myself surrendering completely to the experience.

“Oh, thank you, Daddy,” I moaned, knowing Mommy was watching and wanting to give her a show. She could see everything from the camera—his commanding presence, the way his body moved against mine. I wished she could have seen my face, the mix of ecstasy and submission written across my features, but there was no time to dwell on it. The intensity of the moment pulled me deeper, my thoughts dissolving into a haze of sensation and satisfaction.

By the time he was pounding into me, I had stopped thinking entirely. My mind was blissfully blank, consumed only by the sensations and the reality of what was happening. Dressed in my tight outfit, my little sissy clit caged, and my body being used and taken by a stranger—I was no longer analyzing or resisting. I was fully immersed, responding instinctively to the situation. Every thrust pushed my sissy noises and behaviors to the forefront.

I begged him to go harder, my words tumbling out between breathless moans. I thanked him profusely, telling him how grateful I was that he was blessing my worthless little hole with his gorgeous cock. And in the spaces between words, my moans filled the room—high-pitched and shameless, like the whore I was.

He grunted loudly as he finished, his body tensing before he collapsed beside me. For a moment, the only sounds in the room were our ragged breathing. Then, without missing a beat, he reached over to grab the plug from the bed. Rolling back toward me, he slid it effortlessly into my still-spread hole, chuckling as it met no resistance.

“Just to keep you ready for next time,” he said with a smirk. The casual dominance in his tone sent another wave of heat through me, even as I lay there completely spent.

He excused himself to the bathroom to clean up, leaving me sprawled on the bed. I slowly sat up, trying to collect myself, though my mind and body were still buzzing from the encounter. When he returned, freshly cleaned and composed, he looked at me with a teasing glint in his eye.

“Did I just get you your combination?” he asked, his voice light and playful.

“Mommy is strict and follows through on what she says,” I replied, shaking my head slightly. “And what she said was I have to find three men.” I realized he’d assumed he was the third and thought I had managed to find someone else right after him. The realization made me blush deeply, the idea of being mistaken for that much of a slut only reinforcing the truth of it—I was exactly that.

He shrugged, unfazed. “Too bad,” he said with a smirk. “If you had the key right now, we might be able to have a little more fun.”

I pouted instinctively, my lower lip jutting out as I let out a soft whimper. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Mommy laughing on the muted video call, clearly enjoying my predicament.

He snapped his fingers as an idea struck him. “Actually,” he said, “if you’d be interested, I have a friend who I think would appreciate your… services. If that’s OK with you.”

I perked up at the suggestion, my exhaustion momentarily forgotten. “I’d appreciate it, actually,” I said, my voice eager. “The apps are good, but it’s a lot of effort with no guarantee.”

“Well, he’s no guarantee either,” he replied with a grin. “But I’ll send him a pic or two and pass along your number if you want.”

“Thank you,” I said sincerely, my cheeks warming at his generosity.

“No problem,” he said. He paused, his eyes lingering on me for a moment before he added, “And thank you, you little slut.” His words made my blush deepen, but I couldn’t deny the thrill that shot through me at being called exactly what I was.

“Don’t hesitate to text me if you’re back in town at some point,” he said, nodding slightly before turning and heading out the door.

The room felt quieter after he left, the absence of his commanding presence leaving a void. I sank back onto the bed, my body still tingling from the encounter. Part of me wanted to jump back onto the apps and try to earn the third number of the combination, but I was utterly spent. My body and mind needed rest.

I undressed slowly, slipping out of my lingerie and carefully removing the plug. After washing my face and taking a quick shower, I texted Mommy to let her know I was done for the night. Her reply was as warm and teasing as ever, and her words made me smile as I finally collapsed into bed and fell asleep.



The next morning, I woke up groggily, groaning as I checked my phone. A text had come in from a number I didn’t recognize, and I cursed myself for missing it. Thankfully, it wasn’t a missed opportunity. The message opened with an explanation: “I wasn’t available last night, but text me tomorrow afternoon and we’ll see if we can connect.”

The day passed in a blur, my focus on work even worse than usual. My coworkers were all glued to their phones as well—checking emails, sending reminders, and juggling their own tasks—so I didn’t feel too conspicuous as I fired off a quick text to Daddy’s friend. It didn’t take long to work out the details, and we settled on a time: 8 PM.

He texted, "I am kinkier than William," and I blinked in surprise. That was how I learned last night’s Daddy’s name.

“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” I replied, feeling a thrill of satisfaction at getting to use the line for real.

“Haha LOL, got it,” he wrote back.

Deciding not to beg off happy hour again, I joined my coworkers for one drink, making polite small talk and nodding along to whatever they were discussing. I picked at a few small plates to keep things light, knowing it was best not to eat too much before 8 PM rolled around. After an appropriate amount of time, I excused myself with a smile, eager to return to the hotel to prepare for the evening ahead.

Once back in my room, I wasted no time. A quick bath helped me relax and refocus, followed by a thorough once-over with my razor to ensure my skin was smooth and flawless. Then I turned my attention to my makeup, perfecting every detail—foundation, eyeliner, shadow, blush, and lips, all carefully applied to highlight my features.

Choosing an outfit proved trickier. Most of my femme clothes were at home, leaving me with limited options, but I pieced together something that felt appropriately slutty. I settled on a matching floral lace red bra, panty, garter belt, and stocking set, topping it off with a barely-there black miniskirt and a snug white tank top. The skirt was so short that my red garters were clearly visible, and the tank clung to my body, the outline of my lace bra unapologetically showing through. Looking at myself in the mirror, I couldn’t help but smirk—I looked like a complete slut.

I snapped a selfie and sent it to Mommy, who quickly replied with her approval. “Such a naughty little thing,”  she wrote, and the words filled me with pride and anticipation.



When Daddy’s friend arrived, he knocked promptly at the agreed time. I opened the door and stepped aside, letting him in. He carried a gym bag in one hand, his confident stride making my heart race. As he stepped inside, he took my hand, raising my arm and spinning me slowly. His eyes roved over my body, drinking in every detail.

“Fuck, you look good,” he said, his tone low and appreciative. “I’m going to have so much fun with you. Are you mine to play with?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied without hesitation, instinctively knowing the title suited him. “I do need the photograph for Mommy, but otherwise, I am here to serve.”

“Good,” he said, his lips curving into a smirk. “Turn around and put your hands palm to palm.”

I obeyed immediately, placing my hands behind my back as instructed. The feeling of the rope brushing against my skin sent a thrill through me. His movements were quick and precise as he looped the rope around my wrists, pulling it tight with practiced ease. This wasn’t the casual, makeshift bondage I was used to; this was something else entirely. The knots were firm, the binds secure, and within moments, he had tied everything off.

“A good start,” he said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. I instinctively twisted my wrists, testing the bonds, but they held fast. He reached for my bound wrists and used them to guide me toward the bed. I barely had time to process before he pushed me face-down onto the mattress.

Within seconds, he had my feet in his hands, the same efficiency applied as he tied them tightly together. The folded pillow he placed beneath my feet propped them up, and I could feel him wrapping rope around my legs, binding me above and below the knees. With another length of rope, he pulled my wrists toward my ankles, tightening them until my hands were snugly nestled between my feet. A final knot secured everything in place, leaving me hogtied and completely at his mercy.

Forced by the position to look toward the wall, I tugged at the ropes experimentally. There was no give. The binds were expertly done, tight enough to immobilize me but not uncomfortable.

From across the room, I heard the pop of a cork and the faint clink of a glass. “Struggle for me,” he called, his voice teasing. “I like seeing you wriggle like the little slut you are.”

Obliging, I rocked back and forth, twisting against the ropes. The binds didn’t budge. No matter how I moved, the knots held firm. It was clear he was far more experienced than anyone I’d been with before, and the thought sent a delicious shiver down my spine.

After a moment, I heard him set his drink down and approach the bed. He placed his hands on my shoulders and spun me effortlessly so that I was facing the foot of the bed. His pants were gone now, and as he climbed onto the mattress, his cock hung heavy and fully hard in front of my face.

“You see this?” he asked, gripping his cock and giving it a slow stroke. “This is all you’re good for, isn’t it? Being a filthy little cocksucker.”

“Yes, Master,” I breathed, my voice trembling with anticipation.

“Say it,” he demanded, the tip of his cock brushing against my lips.

“I’m a filthy little cocksucker, Master,” I said, the words spilling out eagerly.

“Goddamn right you are,” he growled. “And you’re going to show me just how much you love it.”

With that, he pressed forward, his cock sliding into my mouth. The weight of it on my tongue was intoxicating, and I closed my lips around him, sucking softly at first. His hand tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I worked my tongue over his shaft.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice low and rough. “You love this, don’t you? Being tied up, helpless, and stuffed full of cock. You’re such a needy little whore.”

I moaned in response, the sound vibrating against him as I took him deeper. His grip tightened, and he began to thrust, his movements growing more demanding.

“You don’t need anything else, do you?” he taunted, his words punctuated by the rhythm of his hips. “Just a hard cock in your mouth and a tight knot to keep you in place. That’s all a slut like you needs.”

The raw dominance in his voice, combined with the sensation of being completely bound and used, sent me spiraling into submissive bliss. I surrendered fully to him, letting him take control, my only focus on serving and pleasing him.

He was only half-hard when I started, which made it easier to work his length deeper into my throat. I felt him swelling quickly, his girth expanding and testing my limits. Hogtied as I was, with him lying back and letting me do all the work, I had no choice but to focus entirely on the task at hand. I bobbed my head as much as the position allowed, setting a rhythm that I hoped would get him fully hard before the strain on my neck became too much to bear.

Thankfully, after a few minutes, he rolled me onto my side, gripping my bound body firmly as he began thrusting into my mouth. His cock pushed deeper with every movement, filling my throat entirely. I was helpless to do anything but take it, and the sensation was electrifying. This was my second proper face-fucking in three days, and I couldn’t help but revel in how thoroughly I was being used.

Midway through, he paused briefly to grab his phone from his pocket. My heart swelled, and my little caged clit throbbed as I heard the unmistakable sound of the camera capturing the moment. He was documenting me, this moment, my submission—and that alone made my cheeks flush with heat. I knew it wasn’t much past 7:45. Once he was done, I’d have the third number in the combination and the rest of the night to indulge in hours of delicious edging. The thought was intoxicating.

I was so caught up in my fantasies of what awaited me that I was caught off guard when his thrusts grew harder, his breath more labored. Just as I thought he was about to finish in my mouth, he pulled out abruptly, reaching down to grab a pair of my panties from the floor. My eyes widened as I watched him stroke himself, his cock twitching furiously. With a grunt, he came all over the soft fabric, the sticky warmth soaking into the delicate material.

Before I could react, he grabbed a roll of bondage tape from his gym bag, balled the panties up, and stuffed them into my mouth. The taste was overwhelming, musky, and salty, as he quickly secured the gag with several layers of tape wrapped tightly around my head. I grunted and whined, my protests muffled by the gag.

“I know, I know,” he said mockingly, his voice dripping with amusement. “But you look so damn pretty like that.” His words sent a shiver through me, and I couldn’t deny the thrill of being bound and gagged for his pleasure.

He excused himself to the bathroom, leaving me tied up on the bed, my mind racing. My eagerness to move on to the next step quickly turned into impatience. Why couldn’t he have been one of those tops who finishes fast and leaves just as quickly? Instead, I was left waiting, hogtied and helpless, the taste of his cum filling my mouth.

When he returned, he was dressed only in his underwear, his confident stride sending another wave of arousal through me. He picked up the nipple clamps from the bed, and my eyes widened as he approached. He pulled down the cups of my bra, exposing my nipples, and carefully attached the clamps, one at a time. I let out a muffled grunt as the sharp pinch sent a jolt through my body.

“Such sensitive little nipples,” he teased, tweaking one of the clamps lightly before pushing me onto my stomach. The motion twisted the clamps, pinning them awkwardly under my body and sending a burst of pain through my chest. I groaned into the gag, trying to adjust my position to relieve the pressure, but there was nowhere to go.

“Breathe through it, slut,” he said casually, picking up his phone from where it lay on the bed. He snapped a few more pictures, and for a brief moment, the humiliation gave way to arousal. The thought of him documenting me like this, helpless and bound, sent a fresh rush of heat to my cheeks.

“Let’s see,” he mused aloud, scrolling through the photos. “I’ll send the dick-in-mouth picture to your Mommy in a second, but I figure she might also want to see the state you’re in now. Plus, I’ve got a question for her.”

I groaned softly, unsure what he meant, but my attention shifted as I heard the telltale ping of a sent message. Then another, and another, as he and Mommy began exchanging texts. My concern grew with each notification. What could they possibly be discussing?

“Oooh,” he said after a particularly long pause, his voice thick with amusement. “She’s a devilish one, isn’t she?” My heart raced, the uncertainty of their exchange making me squirm against my bonds.

Before I could dwell on it too much, he reached for his pants and pulled out his wallet. Digging out his license, he snapped a quick picture of it and sent it off. I yelped softly into the gag, confused and anxious.

“Okay,” he said with a grin as he returned to the bed. “She knows who I am, and we both like the idea, so I’m going with it.”

He walked to the bathroom briefly, and when he returned, my eyes widened in shock. My chastity key dangled from his keychain, gleaming under the hotel lights.

I let out a muffled, panicked noise, my mind racing. He laughed, clearly enjoying my reaction.

“I know, right?” he said, his tone gleeful. “Your Mommy loved seeing you like this so much that she asked if there was anything else I might like to do to you. I told her the hotel room wasn’t ideal for what I had in mind, and, well—one thing led to another, and she gave me the combination.”

He leaned in close, his grin widening. “If you want this key back, you’re going to spend Friday and Saturday with me. Think of it as an extended playdate, slut.”

The mixture of amusement and dominance in his voice left me breathless. There was no question—I’d do whatever it took to get that key back.

He moved between the two beds, his movements deliberate as he began untying the ropes binding me in the hogtie position. I felt a small rush of relief as he released the tension on the rope pulling my wrists to my ankles, but he paused before completely freeing me. Instead, he reached for his phone again, scrolling and typing with an air of focus. I could only lie there, unable to do much beyond squirm or roll off the bed, as my wrists and ankles were still tightly bound.

Taking advantage of the moment, I rolled onto my back, finally relieving the pressure on the nipple clamps. The sharp, burning sensation of the clamps being twisted against the mattress subsided slightly, though the ache still lingered.

A few more messages pinged back and forth on his phone before he broke the silence. “Mmmhmm,” he said, more to himself than to me. “Thought so. No good reason not to start now.”

I made a muffled noise of surprise, my eyes narrowing as I tried to decipher what he meant. He walked over to the other bed, where I had laid out my femme clothes and gear. His gaze landed on a satin corset dress I had packed—a piece I’d brought without any real plans to wear. In truth, I loved the feel of the soft satin against my skin and had been fantasizing about using it to stroke my caged little clit in private.

“You’re starting tonight,” he said decisively, picking up the dress and holding it out for me to see. “You can wear this out of here.”

Before I could respond, he stepped over to remove the nipple clamps. The rush of blood back into my tender nipples was sharp and immediate, and the jump in pain left me momentarily speechless. I gasped softly, biting back a moan as the sensation slowly ebbed.

The gag was next. As soon as he peeled the tape away and removed the panties from my mouth, I coughed lightly and worked my jaw. Then, with a few practiced movements, he untied the ropes binding my wrists and ankles. I scrambled off the bed instinctively, backing away slightly as I tried to process everything. My phone was still on the desk, and I grabbed it quickly, glancing at the screen.

There was a text waiting from Mommy. I opened it with trembling hands.

"I know this is a change of plans,"  it read, "and you can safeword if you need to. But I like where this is going, and I think you’ll have fun."

I took a deep breath, letting the words sink in. Mommy trusted him enough to have asked for his license, and he’d readily provided it. That had to mean something, right? If he was going to do something dangerous, he wouldn’t have gone through the trouble of giving her that kind of leverage. Still, my mind raced with the possibilities, balancing caution with the intoxicating thrill of surrender.

He watched me silently for a moment, giving me space to process. Then, with a faint smirk, he said, “I understand if you might need a minute. But… I think you’re outvoted here.”

The attempt at humor didn’t exactly land, but I let it slide. I took several more deep breaths, trying to center myself.

“I wasn’t planning on leaving the room while dressed,” I said finally, my voice hesitant. The words felt almost surreal coming out of my mouth as if my resistance had already melted away and I was simply trying to voice a logistical concern. Mommy was clearly into the idea, and the skill he’d shown with the rope had left me both impressed and deeply aroused. My resistance crumbled further with each passing second. “I have work in the morning,” I added weakly, grasping at straws.

“Oh honey, I know,” he said with a dismissive wave. “I do too. And you look more than good enough to stroll on out of here. It’s not anybody down there’s business who you are or where you’re going.”

“True,” I murmured, though the thought of driving while dressed sent a flicker of unease through me. Memories of news stories about people being pulled over in similar circumstances flitted through my mind. “How far is your house?” I asked, my tone resigned.

“Not far,” he said casually. “Just outside of downtown.”

I sighed deeply, the sound carrying my resignation. “I’d offer to help you pack up,” he continued as he began gathering the ropes and tossing them back into his gym bag, “but I’ve got a few things to take care of. Come by around 11?”

Leaving and driving in the dark felt more manageable, and I nodded slightly. “Yes, Master,” I said quietly.

The words earned me a wide, satisfied smile. “On your knees,” he commanded. “I want a goodbye kiss.”

The meaning behind his words was immediately clear, and I dropped to my knees without hesitation. He reached into his underwear, pulling out his cock and holding it in front of my face. I leaned forward and pressed a delicate kiss to the swollen head, my lips brushing against him with soft reverence.

He gave me a playful cock slap on the cheek, his grin widening. “See you soon,” he said, tucking himself away and grabbing his bag before heading out the door.

I stood up from where I’d been kneeling, flopping down onto the bed with a dramatic exhale. My head swam as I tried to process everything that had just happened. This sudden shift in plans had thrown me for a loop, leaving me both anxious and exhilarated. There weren’t any glaring red flags, at least—not the kind that screamed danger. Maybe a few questionable puce ones, I thought wryly. But life’s short, isn’t it?

My phone rang, snapping me out of my spiraling thoughts. It was Mommy checking in. Her calm, steady voice immediately grounded me.

“Is he gone?” she asked.

“Yes, he’s gone,” I replied.

“Good. Now listen, if you want to back out, you absolutely can,” she said firmly. “Block his number. Don’t show up. What’s he going to do? Call the sissy slave police?”

The image made me laugh, and I felt a small rush of gratitude for her care. “Thanks, Mommy. I really appreciate you making space for that,” I said earnestly. Then, unable to resist, I asked, “But… do you want me to go through with it?”

There was a brief pause before she answered, her tone warm but insistent. “I do,” she admitted. “Sucking dick is one thing, but I want you to spend some time with an honest-to-goodness dominant man. He promised me lots of videos and pictures, too!”

If Mommy wanted this, I was in. Her desires, her approval—they always tipped the scales. We chatted for a moment longer, her words both reassuring and motivating, before saying our goodbyes.

I spent the next while packing up the toys and clothes I’d brought, carefully folding my lingerie and laying out my work clothes for the next day. The methodical task helped settle my nerves, and by the time I was done, I felt more focused.

Leaving the hotel turned out to be a complete non-event. At 11 PM, the elevator was empty, and the two people in the lobby didn’t so much as glance in my direction. Still, my heart raced as I walked out to the car in my deep blue satin corset dress, stockings, and business cap-toe oxfords. Driving dressed like this was new to me, and I wasn’t entirely thrilled about the possibility of being pulled over or getting into an accident. Still, the drive was mercifully short, and I pulled into his driveway in a quiet, upscale neighborhood just before 11:15.

Before stepping out, I swapped my oxfords for heels, telling myself not to rush. There was nothing wrong with what I was doing, and if he didn’t care whether the neighbors saw his guest, then neither did I. I grabbed my luggage, walked confidently to the door, and rang the bell. Barely a second passed before the door swung open. He’d been waiting, I realized, and the thought was unexpectedly flattering. He was looking forward to this. Truthfully, I had to admit—I was too.

The house looked pristine, clean, and orderly, at least from the entryway. He beckoned me inside without hesitation, gesturing for me to follow him.

“I know we both have work,” he said over his shoulder, his tone casual yet commanding, “so let me show you where you’ll be sleeping. After that, I’d like to use your pretty little mouth again before we get to bed.”

The directness of his words made my cheeks flush as I followed him upstairs. He led me down a hallway and opened the door to his bedroom. My jaw dropped the moment I stepped inside. Dominating the room was a full-sized cage, the kind you’d only see from a professional fetish furniture maker. It was sturdy, imposing, and utterly inescapable.

He turned to catch my reaction, a smug smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “Most of the girls I bring in here are pretty excited to get the opportunity to sleep in a cage,” he said smoothly. “Are you excited?”

Embarrassment flooded through me as I lowered my gaze to the floor. “Yes, Master,” I mumbled quietly, my voice barely audible.

His smile widened. “What do you think you should do about that?” he asked, his tone teasing but firm.

“May I show you my gratitude, Master?” I asked tentatively, looking up at him.

“You may,” he said simply, pulling his pants and underwear down as he sank onto the bed.



This time was different. At the hotel, I’d been strictly restrained, nothing more than a hole for him to use. Now, with my hands free and no ropes binding me, I had the opportunity to take my time, to indulge in the act, and to show him just how good I could be. I knelt before him, eager to make an impression.

Leaning forward, I started with soft, teasing kisses along the length of his cock, my lips brushing against his skin as I worked my way up to the head. He groaned softly, his hand reaching out to rest on the back of my head.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Show me how much you want it, slut.”

I let my tongue flick against the tip, swirling it slowly before taking him into my mouth. The weight of his cock on my tongue sent a thrill through me, and I closed my lips around him, applying gentle suction as I began to move.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he growled, his hips lifting slightly to meet me. “You’re already better than most of the whores I’ve had here.”

The praise made my cheeks flush, and I doubled down, hollowing my cheeks as I took him deeper. My hands rested on his thighs, steadying myself as I built a steady rhythm. I let my tongue glide along the underside of his shaft, savoring the taste and texture of him.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “So desperate to please. You really are a perfect little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” I managed to mumble around him, the words muffled but still clear enough to make him chuckle.

“Damn right, you are,” he said, his hand tightening in my hair as he guided my movements. “Take it all, slut. Show me how much you love being on your knees for me.”

I did exactly that, letting him take control as he began to thrust into my mouth. His movements were deliberate but not rushed, allowing me to adjust and match his rhythm. The sounds of his pleasure, the weight of his cock, the praise—it all pushed me further into a headspace of complete submission. I wanted to impress him, to leave him thinking about this long after tonight.

I worked his cock with everything I had, alternating between deep-throating, swirling my tongue around the head, and gently massaging his balls. Each moan, grunt, or subtle shift in his breathing gave me clues about what he liked best, and I honed in on those cues, focusing on what seemed to bring him the most pleasure.

It worked well for a while, but eventually, he took control, gripping the sides of my head and pumping into my mouth with steady force. My role shifted to simply relaxing, opening up, and letting him take what he wanted. The pressure of his thrusts and the growing urgency in his movements told me he was getting close.

After a few minutes, he pulled his cock from my mouth, the head glistening and twitching as he stroked himself. “On your knees, by the side of the bed,” he ordered, his voice thick with arousal.

I quickly obeyed, kneeling on the floor as he stood over me. His hand moved faster, and with a deep grunt, he released into my open mouth, his hot load spilling onto my tongue.

“Stay like that,” he commanded sharply, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’re not to swallow until I return.”

I froze, the taste lingering heavily as he stepped away. He rolled off the bed and disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me kneeling there with my mouth full, the remnants of his release coating my tongue. The seconds stretched painfully long, and every moment the flavor lingered was a test of my submission.

I heard the water running as he washed his face and brushed his teeth. My hopes lifted slightly, thinking he might return soon—but then I heard the shower turn on. My heart sank. He was taking his time, testing my patience and willingness to follow his commands to the letter.

The thought of standing up, grabbing my things, and leaving crossed my mind more than once. But every second I stayed made me hornier, more submissive, and more determined to see this through. Submission is a rabbit hole, after all, and I was falling deeper with each passing moment.

When the shower finally shut off, he emerged wrapped in a towel, his body still glistening with moisture. “Swallow,” he said casually, as though it was an afterthought.

Grateful to be free of the lingering taste, I obeyed instantly, tilting my head back slightly as I swallowed every drop.

“I presume you have sleepwear,” he continued, his tone calm and businesslike. “Bring your bags upstairs and change. You can wash up before bed.”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, standing up and stretching slightly. My mouth was finally free, but the night wasn’t over yet. I retrieved my bags, carrying them upstairs to his bedroom. I chose a soft, silky nightie, slipping into it quickly as he watched, his eyes roaming over me with clear appreciation. His hand reached out, sliding beneath the hem to grope me lightly, his touch lingering just long enough to make my cheeks flush.

After excusing myself, I headed to the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. When I returned, the cage door was open, and a small pillow and a thin blanket waiting inside.

“I’m up at 6:30,” he said, his tone casual. “That work for you?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, my voice soft.

He smiled faintly. “Good. I had fun using you tonight, and I’m looking forward to more. But now, get in the cage—and don’t disturb me unless it’s a real emergency.”

“Yes, Master,” I said again, lowering myself to my hands and knees. Meekly, I crawled into the cage, the act of entering making my heart race with a mixture of submission and arousal. He swung the door shut behind me, the soft click of the lock sealing me inside. I glanced toward the nightstand, where the key now rested, distinctly out of reach.

Before turning off the light, he snapped a quick picture of me in the cage, the camera flash illuminating my position. “I’ll send this to your Mommy,” he said with a smirk, and my cheeks burned as I nodded silently.

The cage wasn’t quite long enough to stretch out completely, but the bottom was a padded board instead of bare metal bars—a small mercy I was grateful for. I adjusted myself as best as I could, sticking my feet through the bars at the far end to relieve some of the tension in my legs. Sleep didn’t come easily, but it came eventually. Waking up in the middle of the night, unable to turn or move freely, filled me with another submissive thrill, the weight of my situation settling heavily over me.



The sharp blare of an alarm startled me awake, and in my groggy state, I accidentally smacked my hand against the side of the cage. Wincing, I pushed myself up slightly, my body stiff from the cramped position. Master unlocked the cage, sending me to the guest bathroom to get ready for work.

The morning unfolded surprisingly normally—almost as if Master was just a particularly dominant roommate. But before I left, he had me kneel before him. “Kiss it goodbye,” he ordered, pulling his cock from his boxers.

I leaned forward, pressing a soft kiss to the head before looking up at him. He smirked, tucking himself away and patting my cheek lightly. “Good girl. Now get going.”



If I thought focusing on work had been hard earlier in the week, Friday was nearly impossible. My thoughts were a whirlwind of arousal and distraction, and I got lightly chided more than once for not being fully present. I mumbled something about a poor hotel bed leaving me tired, and thankfully, no one pressed further.

A little after lunch, my phone buzzed with a text from Master. “Send me your measurements/general sizes.”  The message sent a thrill through me, sparking another round of daydreams that left me grinning at my desk.

Thankfully, there were no happy hour plans or lingering after-work gatherings to deal with. As Friday’s workday ended, many coworkers with short drives were eager to head straight home. I, on the other hand, headed directly back to Master’s house, my stomach fluttering with anticipation and nerves.

Pulling into the driveway, I immediately noticed a note pinned to the front door. My pulse quickened as I stepped out of the car, reading the handwritten message:

“The door is open, but from here on you are permitted no male clothing in my presence. Leave any male clothing outside.”

My breath hitched. I glanced around the neighborhood, noting that Master’s house was directly across from an open lot—a small blessing. Still, there were houses on either side of his, and while I couldn’t see any people or movement, the risk was there. My heart thudded in my chest as I took a deep breath and considered my options.

There wasn’t much to consider. I wasn’t about to disobey.

Starting with my shoes and socks, I removed them quickly, the easiest part of the request. Next, I faced the door, hands trembling slightly as I unbuttoned my shirt. My belt came undone with a soft click, and I unzipped my trousers, steeling myself for what came next.

At Master’s insistence, I had gone to work wearing panties, a garter belt, stockings, and a bra beneath my suit. I’d kept my jacket on all day to avoid any suspicion from coworkers catching a glimpse of bra straps. Now, though, I was about to expose all of it to anyone who happened to glance my way. Checking the street one more time for cars or neighbors, I decided to go for it.

Shrugging off my jacket and shirt, I quickly pushed my pants down to my ankles, stepping out of them. Or at least, I tried to. In my haste, my foot caught in the fabric, and I stumbled, lurching awkwardly across the porch. Clad only in my bra, panties, and stockings, I scrambled to keep my balance, taking several clumsy steps before finally planting my feet. My cheeks burned with embarrassment as I lunged for the door, yanking it open and slipping inside.

I barely had a moment to collect myself before I heard Master’s laughter. He was seated at the kitchen island, a tablet in hand, his gaze fixed on the screen. It didn’t take much to figure out what he was laughing at—the doorbell camera had captured my entire struggle.

I winced, feeling the heat in my cheeks intensify. The knowledge that there was now a recording of my awkward, half-dressed entrance felt mortifying, but I couldn’t bring myself to dwell on it too much. After all, Master already had pictures of me in far more compromising positions.

“On your knees,” he called, standing up from the island.

I obeyed immediately, dropping to my knees and clasping my hands behind my back. He walked past me, opening the door to collect my discarded clothing from the porch. Tossing them over the arm of the couch, he returned to stand in front of me. Without a word, he pulled out his cock, presenting it for a greeting kiss.

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the tip, soft and reverent. His low hum of approval sent a warm thrill through me.

After a moment, he reached down, grabbing a shopping bag, and handing it to me. “Make yourself fully presentable and try on what I got you,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

“Yes, Master,” I said, standing and taking the bag. I retreated to the bathroom, taking my time to prepare. Master always appreciated the attention to detail, so I made sure to do a full face of makeup, ensuring every line and contour was flawless. I adjusted my wig carefully, styling it to perfection.

Once satisfied with my appearance, I turned my attention to the shopping bag. Inside was a classic slutty French maid outfit, the quintessential piece of sissy attire. I chuckled softly—of course, this was his choice. Sliding the dress on over my head, I adjusted the fabric and checked the fit in the mirror. It was snug but thankfully long enough to cover my ass and cage. I paired it with calf-high black boots from my suitcase, the sharp click of the heels adding to the overall effect.

Stepping out of the bathroom, I walked toward the kitchen, deliberately letting my heels announce my presence. As I approached Master, I dropped to my knees and crawled the rest of the way, presenting myself at his feet.

He murmured approvingly, motioning for me to spin in a slow circle. I obeyed, turning gracefully to give him a full view of the outfit. “Stand up,” he commanded, and I rose to my feet.

Master stepped closer, his hand slipping under the skirt to fondle my caged clit through the thin fabric of my panties. I gasped, leaning into his touch as heat flooded my cheeks.

“That’s how I like my girls,” he said, his voice low and smooth. “Horny, pliable. You’re ready to serve this evening?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, my voice breathy.

“Good,” he said with a smirk. “Food delivery will be here in a moment, and I think you’re in charge of the tip.”

My stomach flipped. Was he saying what I thought he was saying? Blowing the delivery driver was a common enough fantasy, but the idea of actually doing it in real life felt daunting, even inappropriate. My mind raced with concerns—wasn’t this crossing a line? The driver wouldn’t even know what he was walking into.

Before I could voice my hesitation, the doorbell rang. The sound sent a jolt through me, and I turned to look at Master, wide-eyed. He pointed at the door, his expression firm and expectant.

I opened the door, heart pounding, preparing myself to steer the encounter in another direction if necessary. The plan was to capitalize on any uncertainty shown by the poor delivery driver and subtly guide things away from the scenario I feared was unfolding.

But all my worries turned out to be unnecessary. Standing on the porch, grinning at me, was none other than William—Daddy—the same man I’d sucked and been fucked by at the hotel. He held up a bag of takeout, his smile widening as he took in my French maid attire.

Relief mixed with excitement as I stepped back to let him in. Remembering my training, I immediately dropped to my knees in welcome. He stepped inside, his confidence as palpable as ever, and accepted my greeting by pulling out his cock. I leaned forward, pressing a soft, reverent kiss to the tip, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks as the submissive gesture settled me into the role I craved.

William and Master exchanged a warm greeting, their camaraderie evident. “Pour us each a beer,” Master said, “and fix two plates.”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, standing and heading to the kitchen. While the food was still warm, I prepared the plates carefully, arranging everything neatly before pouring two cold beers and placing them on the tray.

As I served them, Master decided to take things a step further with my outfit. In addition to the French maid dress, he fitted me with an armbinder, my arms securely restrained behind me. The stiff leather collar he fastened around my neck felt heavy, the large ring at the front adding a touch of functional dominance. Finally, he belted a tray around my waist, chains running from the tray’s corners to clip onto the collar. The weight of the tray shifted slightly with each movement, forcing me to be mindful of my posture and steps.

The two men retired to Master’s game and TV room, a space filled with rich wood paneling, a large pool table, and a flat-screen mounted on the wall. They began a game of pool, chatting and laughing as I stood nearby, balancing the beers on my tray.

After a while, Daddy had an idea. He picked up a pair of Bluetooth headphones, connected them to the TV, and slipped them over my ears. “Let’s keep her focused,” he said with a smirk. With a few clicks, sissy hypno videos began playing on the screen in front of me.

The hypnotic affirmations and swirling visuals pulled me in almost immediately. Words like “Serve, obey, submit”  repeated rhythmically in my ears, the cadence, and imagery helping me sink further into the mindset I longed for. My tasks remained simple—clearing dishes and fetching beers—but my mind stayed immersed in the hypno. I felt my body relax as my thoughts became singularly focused on being the perfect, obedient sissy for Master and Daddy.

Time slipped away, but I was jolted back to reality by a pair of loud cries—one triumphant, the other dismayed. Turning my attention to the table, I saw Daddy grinning with his hands in the air while Master looked decidedly less pleased.

Master approached and removed the headphones, his voice calm but firm. “Daddy just earned the right to decide who gets to use you and how,” he explained. “That last shot was the wager.”

The revelation sent a shiver down my spine. The idea that they had wagered my use—while I was obliviously immersed in the hypno—made me feel both objectified and special in the best possible way. I was nothing more than a submissive set of holes for them to enjoy, and that reality sent a warm rush of arousal through me.

I turned to Daddy, my voice soft and eager. “I’m happy for you, Daddy. Have you decided yet?”

Daddy smirked, his gaze locking onto mine. “Correct me if I’m wrong,” he said, “but several people have used your throat this week, haven’t they?”

I nodded silently, unsure if I should answer directly.

“But has anyone else fucked you?” he asked, his tone pointed.

“No, Daddy,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “Just you.”

“Good,” he said, clearly pleased. “We’re going to keep it that way.” He glanced at Master, his expression amused. The possessiveness in his voice was undeniable, and it was clear he relished the idea of having something no one else could.

Master wasn’t about to let Daddy have all the fun, though. He unclipped the tray from my collar, set it aside, and hooked a finger through the ring on my collar. “Come,” he said, tugging gently. I followed on unsteady knees, Daddy trailing behind us as we moved down the hall.

Master stopped in front of a closed door, opening it to reveal a home dungeon. The space was impeccably designed, with a spanking bench, a throne chair, and a corner where the cage I’d slept in must have been stored before it was moved to Master’s bedroom. But the centerpiece of the room was something entirely new—a bench-like structure, unlike anything I’d seen before. Its feet were bolted securely into the floor, and its design was both intimidating and intriguing.

Daddy chuckled behind me. “I like your setup,” he said, his tone approving. Master simply smirked, leading me further into the room.

I couldn’t take my eyes off the bench. My imagination ran wild, wondering what role it would play in the evening’s events. Every step deeper into the dungeon only heightened my anticipation, my body thrumming with nervous energy.

The bench’s design became clearer as I stared at it. One end was nearly flush with the ground, sloping steeply upward before leveling off briefly and then rising again. The high end, I realized with a flush of both embarrassment and arousal, was positioned perfectly at crotch height. The purpose of the contraption was unmistakable, and my heart raced as I pieced together what was about to happen.

Daddy moved behind me, his hands firm yet deliberate as he unstrapped and removed the armbinder that had kept me restrained. With deft movements, he unzipped the French maid’s uniform, peeling it off my body. One by one, he removed the remaining pieces of clothing until I was standing there completely exposed, my skin tingling under his gaze. Master, meanwhile, was rummaging in an equipment chest, eventually emerging with several rolls of self-adhering bandage wrap.

“On the bench,” Master ordered, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

I obeyed, lowering myself onto the sloped surface. They wasted no time securing me, wrapping the bandage material tightly around my ankles, chest, and waist. As the layers built up, my mobility vanished. My arms were pinned to my sides, and the bindings grew tighter with each pass of the material. Soon, everything below my neck was encased in the firm, unyielding black fabric—everything except for my ass, which had been deliberately left exposed.

Daddy’s strong hands gripped my hips, steadying me as his fingers began working my hole. He was thorough, applying generous amounts of lube as he stretched and prepared me. The sensations sent shivers through my body, a mix of anticipation and submission flooding my senses.

At the other end of the bench, my head hung slightly over the edge. Master began wrapping it in the same bandage material, leaving my mouth exposed. I felt the cool metal of a ring gag slide between my teeth, propping my mouth open, and a harness was fitted snugly over my head. The harness seemed to anchor to something above me, pulling my head into a precise, arched position that left my throat vulnerable.

Moments later, I heard the sound of an outbound video call, followed by a familiar squeal of delight. Mommy’s voice rang out clearly, filled with excitement.

“Is that her?” Mommy exclaimed.

“It is,” Master replied, his tone tinged with amusement. “I know you’ve been enjoying the pictures, but I figured you might want to watch this part as it happens.”

“You thought right!” she said, practically beaming through the speaker. “I am deeply grateful. I hope my slut makes it worth the effort and rewards your thoughtfulness.”

“She doesn’t have much of a choice,” Master said smoothly, and then I felt the weight of his half-hard cock against my tongue. He slid it into my mouth, growing quickly as I worked my tongue as best I could within the constraints of the ring gag. My focus was singular: to please him, to be the perfect submissive sissy he expected.

At the same time, Daddy positioned himself behind me. I felt the tip of his cock pressing against my prepared hole, and with a slow, deliberate thrust, he slid inside. His hands gripped my wrapped hips firmly, his movements purposeful as he began to pump. Each stroke grew deeper, his pace increasing as he used the bench—and me—for support.

Being fucked from both ends was a completely new experience, and the intensity of it left me breathless. The combination of the restrictive bondage, the methodical thrusts, and the sounds of their pleasure surrounded me in an intoxicating haze. In the background, faint but distinct, I heard the hum of what I was sure was a magic wand. My heart swelled with pride and arousal—Mommy was enjoying this just as much as the rest of us, her delight adding another layer to my submission.

The beauty of my position was that I didn’t need to think or act; I was simply a set of holes for them to use. Like a fleshlight, I wasn’t responsible for their pleasure—I was merely the vessel for it. This realization allowed me to sink deeply into the moment, reveling in the feeling of being completely objectified and used as a sissy.

Time lost meaning. The rhythm of their movements and the sounds of their grunts and groans blurred together, creating a symphony of dominance and submission. Master’s cock swelled in my mouth, signaling that he was close. He grabbed my head firmly, thrusting as deep as he could. The heat and unmistakable scent of his release filled my senses as he came down my throat, holding me there until he was spent.

Daddy wasn’t far behind. His fingers dug into my hips as his thrusts became erratic, his pace quickening until he buried himself deep inside me with a low grunt. His release filled me, the intensity of the moment leaving me completely overwhelmed.

“Would you like to keep an eye on her for a minute?” Master asked, his tone casual yet tinged with amusement. “Make sure she doesn’t get into any trouble?”

“It seems like you two have things well in hand,” Mommy replied through the speaker, her voice warm and teasing. “Sissy, enjoy yourself and make me proud.”

Her words sent a thrill through me, and before I could respond, the call ended. The silence left behind was filled with the low hum of anticipation as Master and Daddy began debating what to do with me next.

“I’m feeling it tonight,” Daddy said, his voice firm. “I might want to go back at it in a little while.”

“Me too,” Master agreed. “The downside is, we’ll have to serve our own drinks.”

“True,” Daddy mused, considering this for a moment. “Worth it, though.”

“Agreed.”

Before I had time to process what that meant, I felt the cool press of lube as a plug began working its way into my already-stretched ass. At the same time, a dildo was pushed gently into my mouth, coming to rest halfway in.

“Just so you stay ready,” Daddy said, his tone almost playful.

With that, they left the room, the door shutting behind them. The sound of their laughter and the faint clatter of pool balls reached me moments later, leaving me alone, bound, and thoroughly used. The realization of my situation struck me like a wave—I had never felt more like an object in my life. I wasn’t just their plaything; I was a tool, carefully set up and left “ready” for their next use.

I had no way of knowing how long I’d be left like this. Time felt both endless and nonexistent. My mind wandered to Mommy, her approval and delight giving me strength. I tried to focus on the sensations coursing through me—the stretch of the plug, the weight of the dildo, the tightness of the ropes bounding my body. The helplessness was intoxicating, and I allowed myself to sink into the feeling of being a horny, submissive object.

At one point, I felt the dildo in my mouth shift slightly. A flicker of panic shot through me—what would happen if it fell out? The thought of punishment for such a failure made my heart race, but I managed to tilt my head back just enough to keep it in place. The weight settled again, and I let out a soft sigh of relief, returning to my daydreams.

The next interruption came without warning. The dildo was suddenly withdrawn, and before I could react, Master’s cock replaced it, sliding deeply into my throat. The abruptness stole my breath and sent a jolt of arousal through me.

The plug was removed moments later, and I felt Daddy mounting me once again. His hands gripped my hips as he drove himself inside, fully hard from the start. Both men began thrusting in tandem, using me with a steady, almost mechanical rhythm. The sensation of being taken from both ends was overwhelming, the intensity leaving me teetering on the edge of a sissygasm. The angle wasn’t quite right, though, and the sensation lingered tantalizingly out of reach.

Daddy reached his peak first this time, his hips slamming against me as he buried himself deeply and released with a grunt. He stayed there for a moment, catching his breath, before pulling out and stepping back. Master wasn’t far behind, gripping my head tightly as he thrust into my throat one last time. The warm, salty rush of his release filled my mouth, and I swallowed it eagerly, the scent lingering in the air around me.

As they finished, I heard Daddy step out to the restroom. Master remained behind, pulling out a pair of scissors to begin cutting away the ropes bounding me. He worked efficiently, starting at my head and unwrapping me until I was finally free. My muscles felt stiff and sluggish, but the freedom was a relief nonetheless.

Daddy returned shortly after, taking me gently by the arm to guide me down the hall. By now, I was steady on my feet, but his touch remained firm and steady. He led me to the Master’s bathroom and instructed me to prepare for another night in the cage.

I nodded, murmuring a soft “Yes, Master,” before stepping into the bathroom. The shower was quick but thorough, the hot water washing away the sweat, lube, and remnants of the evening’s activities. I took my time washing my face, savoring the moment of solitude before the next phase of submission.

When I emerged, clean and refreshed, Daddy was waiting patiently outside the door. He took my arm again, leading me back to the bedroom where the cage awaited. I climbed inside without hesitation, positioning myself as comfortably as the small space allowed. Daddy shut the door behind me, locking it with a soft click.

“It’s been a lot of fun,” he said, his tone lighter now, almost conversational. “I hope we can connect the next time you’re in town.”

“I had fun too, Daddy,” I replied, my voice soft but sincere. “Thank you.”

He nodded, smiling faintly as he turned to leave. The sound of his footsteps faded, and I was left alone in the dimly lit bedroom.

A short while later, Master returned. He moved about the room quietly, preparing for bed without much fanfare. He didn’t say anything as he climbed under the covers, leaving me to reflect on the evening’s events. Despite the ache in my muscles and the cage’s confines, I felt a deep, satisfying sense of submission. I had served, obeyed, and pleased—and I couldn’t have asked for more.

The second night in the cage passed more smoothly than the first. My body was adjusting to the confinement, and I drifted in and out of light sleep. When Master’s alarm went off the next morning, the sharp sound startled me awake. He rose from bed without a word, leaving the room briefly before returning with the French maid uniform and boots I’d worn the night before. They must have been retrieved from the dungeon floor.

Unlocking the cage, Master gestured for me to step out. “Fetch fresh underwear and get dressed,” he instructed his tone as commanding as ever.

“Yes, Master,” I replied, moving quickly to my suitcase. The ritual of slipping into the outfit—complete with fresh panties, garter, and stockings—helped center me, grounding me in my role. The boots clicked softly against the hardwood as I stood ready, waiting for his next command.

“You’ll find what you need to fix me bacon and eggs,” he said. “Scrambled. Bring it back here with a cup of coffee on your tray.”

“Yes, Master,” I replied, already envisioning the task. Fantasies always painted these domestic moments with a layer of impracticality—ballet heels, bound hands, or other restrictive elements. In reality, the simplicity of movement made the task seamless. Within minutes, I was kneeling by the bedside, the tray balanced in front of me, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee filling the air. Master sat propped against the headboard, casually scrolling through porn on his phone.

I stayed quiet, waiting patiently as he ate. When he finished, he placed the empty coffee cup on the tray and handed me his dish. “You can make yourself something,” he said, “and when you’re done, come back here.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, rising to my feet. Though I moved at a measured pace, excitement coursed through me—Master was clearly still in a mood, and I was eager to see what he had planned.

When I returned to the bedroom, Master’s instructions were brief and to the point. “Go get your makeup and wig in order. Come back naked.”

“Yes, Master,” I said, my voice steady. Back in the bathroom, I took my time applying foundation, shaping my brows, and blending the eyeshadow until it was just right. The wig settled perfectly, and I ensured every strand was in place. Satisfied with my appearance, I stripped off the maid uniform and underwear before stepping back into the bedroom, completely bare.

Master had prepared the room in my absence. The bed was neatly made, with a towel laid out in the center. He sat on the edge of the mattress, holding a thick leather cuff in one hand while three more rested beside him.

“Come here,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. I approached without hesitation. One by one, he fastened the cuffs around my wrists and ankles. Each buckle was firm, secure, and unyielding.

“Get on the bed,” he instructed, “face up, stretched out.”

I climbed onto the bed, lying back and extending my arms and legs as directed. Master worked quickly, securing each limb to a bedpost with sturdy ropes. The bindings left me spread wide, completely at his mercy.

I watched as he approached with a blindfold and a pair of large over-ear headphones. He knelt beside me, sliding the blindfold over my eyes before placing the headphones snugly over my ears. For a brief moment, there was silence. Then the headphones came to life, and the sounds that filled my ears took a moment to decipher.

Wet, sloppy blowjob noises layered over each other, the unmistakable sound of lips and tongues working hard. Mixed in were moans—some feminine, some distinctly sissy—and the occasional sharp crack of an ass being slapped. Every now and then, a low masculine grunt punctuated the audio. The cacophony was overwhelming, erotic, and disorienting all at once, completely immersing me in the experience.

Without sight or sound cues, I was left entirely unaware of Master’s movements. The first thing I felt was the gentle tug of my chastity cage, followed by the unmistakable sensation of the tube sliding off. For the first time in months, my little sissy clit was free. The cool air against the sensitive skin sent a shiver through me.

The headphones shifted slightly as one side was pulled back, and Master leaned close to whisper into my ear. His voice was low and intimate, each word dripping with authority and care. “I think you’ve more than fulfilled both the letter and spirit of your Mommy’s challenge,” he said. “After clearing it with her, I thought you’d earned a little reward.”

The headphones snapped back into place, plunging me once again into the wet, noisy symphony. A moment later, a warm, well-lubricated hand wrapped around my clit, stroking slowly. The sensation was heavenly. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been touched like this—definitely not since summer, and even then, only briefly by Mommy during a teasing session.

Master’s technique was masterful, far beyond anything I’d experienced before. Once I was fully hard, his touches grew lighter, more deliberate. A single thumb pressed gently against the sensitive underside of the head, rubbing in slow, tantalizing circles. Fingertips danced along the shaft, barely making contact, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. Long, deliberate strokes with a single finger kept me teetering on the edge, every movement precise and purposeful.

I moaned and writhed beneath his touch, the restraints holding my limbs taut as I tugged at them in a futile attempt to gain more control. At one point, unable to resist, I lifted my hips off the bed, trying to meet his hand and hump against it. The response was immediate—his hand disappeared, replaced by a sharp but measured slap against my sensitive balls.

I whimpered, the sting pulling me back into submission, and my mind flashed with the dreaded possibility of him snapping my chastity cage back into place. “I’m sorry, Master,” I said quickly, my voice trembling. “I’ll be good, I promise.”

There was no response, only silence. I couldn’t hear or feel him on the bed anymore. Panic bubbled in my chest. “I’m sorry for being such a naughty horny sissy,” I added, desperation creeping into my tone. Still, no answer came.

Minutes passed—perhaps longer; I had no way of knowing. The layered cacophony of moans, slurps, and grunts in the headphones made it impossible to gauge time or discern when the loop restarted. I was adrift in a sea of overstimulation, unable to do anything but wait.

Finally, his hand returned, stroking me again. I exhaled deeply, relief washing over me. This time, I kept my hips glued to the bed, my obedience rewarded with faster strokes. The approaching orgasm sent a surge of heat through my body, and I could feel my muscles tensing.

“I’m getting close, Master,” I managed to say, my voice trembling with need. But just as I felt the crescendo building, his hand vanished again, leaving me aching and desperate. Another gentle slap landed on my balls, punctuating the abandonment.

I groaned, frustration mixing with longing, but I bit back any further complaints. He was silent, as if my pleas were inconsequential. It happened again and again—slow teasing that escalated into a quick, merciless buildup, only for him to pull away at the last second. Each time, I was left trembling, the denial more agonizing than the last.

It dawned on me that I wasn’t the focus here; this wasn’t about bringing me pleasure. I was an object for his amusement, a toy he could edge endlessly. Yet, even in my haze of need, I recognized the thrill in that—being the plaything of an edging enthusiast had its perks, even if those perks came wrapped in merciless torment.

Time ceased to have meaning. Minutes stretched into what felt like hours, and by the time the headphones were removed, I was adrift in a fog of submission and arousal.

“How badly do you want to cum, sissy?” Master asked, his voice cutting through the haze like a sharp blade.

“So badly, Master,” I gasped, my desperation palpable. “Please let me cum. I’ll do anything, Master, please let me cum, please, please, please—”

“Shhhhhh,” he interrupted, pressing a finger gently against my lips. His soft touch silenced me instantly, and I stared up at him, my body trembling with unspent need.

Another round of edging began, more torturous than the last. The ropes securing my feet were loosened, and he lifted my hips off the bed, propping me up with several pillows. The new position heightened every sensation as he resumed stroking me, his thumb circling the sensitive tip with maddening precision.

“They always say ‘anything,’” he mused, his tone teasing. “So if I had texted with your Mommy while I was letting you cool off—and the two of us agreed that you should climax all over your own face…” His strokes quickened, each one sending me closer to the edge. “And then,” he continued, “you are to get dressed and drive home.”

The implication hit me like a bolt of lightning. He meant driving home in full sissy mode—makeup intact, cum dripping from my face. The sheer humiliation of the scenario made my body react before my mind could catch up. The idea crystallized, and I came, the orgasm hitting me like a tidal wave. My hips bucked as I flinched from the intensity, ropes of cum landing on my face, painting my cheeks and lips.

“Good girl,” Master said, his voice low and approving.

Those words echoed in my mind the entire drive home. Every glance at the rearview mirror felt like a spotlight, and my heart raced each time I thought I glimpsed a state trooper. When one did pass, barely giving me a glance, the tension in my chest eased—but only slightly. I kept my head down, driving with a mix of exhilaration and dread, my face sticky and my mind racing.

By the time I pulled into Mommy’s building’s garage, my nerves were frayed, but the thrill lingered. I waited in the car for a moment, ensuring no one else was around, then made my way to her door. I knocked softly, my hand trembling.

Mommy opened the door, her expression warm and curious. She stepped back, taking me in from head to toe, her gaze lingering on the evidence of my drive home. A slow smile spread across her face, and she said the words that made every moment of the weekend worthwhile.

“My good girl,” she purred.

Before I could respond, she shoved me onto the couch, her leggings already halfway down. She mounted my face with an eagerness that left no room for hesitation, her arousal unmistakable. Her taste, her scent, her approval—it was everything I had worked for, everything a sissy like me could ask for.

At that moment, I knew: I had made her proud.

***

Sign up for my mailing list  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 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. 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

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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