
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy’s First Locktober

After a Month in Chastity for
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I had just clicked out of my last Teams call when the final chime of my calendar notification echoed from my laptop, and it was officially Friday evening, and "Workweek complete." It was also October 31st. This year, we’d skipped the Halloween parties, skipped the costumes, skipped the candy altogether.

Because tonight was way more important for us – or rather, for me.

Come midnight, Locktober officially ended.

Finally.

Two years ago, I met my boyfriend, whom I soon liked to call Daddy, on the Bliss’d app – the one for dolls like me and men like him. I was just twenty then, nervous and curious, scrolling through profiles with shaky fingers and a leaking cock. He was already in his early forties, calm and in control from the first message. Our first meet wasn’t even a date. It was a full-on fuckfest. And I never left. I turned twenty-two this year. He turned forty-three. And now I can’t imagine my life – or my hole – without him.

I slid my chair back slowly, letting my thighs part with a little wiggle, and felt the familiar bite of the cage between my legs. My cute cock gave a pathetic twitch inside the cage. Of course it did. The fucking thing had been hugging me like a clingy ex since October 1st, when Daddy pulled me into his lap at midnight sharp and whispered, "Time to lock this little clit away, princess."

He kissed the side of my neck while rubbing lube over the tip, so sweet and slow it made me shiver. Then he held up the pink cage, the one with the little heart cutout and the ring that made my balls feel like they were on display, and said, “It’s the start of Locktober tomorrow, princess. You don’t cum ‘til Daddy says this cage comes off, and that ain’t happening for a whole month.”

He clicked it on like it was nothing, like it wasn’t the start of a month-long torture session. And then he bent me over the edge of the bed and shoved two fingers inside me, no warning, no warmup.

I gasped, nearly face-planting into the sheets. "Daddyyyy!"

"This is your hole now," he growled, pumping his fingers like he was testing how sloppy I could get. "This is the only place you’re allowed to cum from. And who does this pussy belong to?"

I was already drooling into the sheets, my hole clenching around him. "Oh my god, Daddy... duh, you know it already!"

He playfully smacked my plump ass, "Say it. Daddy likes to hear you say it, you little brat."

"My pussy… and this stupid locked clit and everything, belongs to you , Daddy! All of it!"

He reached between my legs and played with my smooth little balls through the cage's ring, tugging them up while twisting the plug that was already in me.

"Good girl," he said. "Now moan while Daddy ruins you."

Every single orgasm since then? A sloppy, hands-free disaster. Me, whimpering on his cock like a bitch in heat, clenching down while I screamed through sissygasms so hard they made my legs shake. That cage never once came off. Not even when I begged. Not even when I leaked for hours. I never touched my clit. Couldn’t. Daddy made sure of it.

Even when it throbbed at 2 a.m. like it was crying, even when I saw myself in the mirror stuffed in some barely-there outfit with my plug peeking out, my hands stayed where they were told. And when I was gasping through back-to-back ruined finishes, hips bucking helplessly while Daddy used my hole like a cock sleeve? Still locked. Still obedient.

And in the shower? Daddy always did the washing himself. He liked handling me. His hands would soap me down fast, just enough to get me clean without getting me too riled up. He knew what he was doing. Knew I’d start humping the air the second he lingered too long. I’m a menace like that; a total little minx, always trying to get Daddy worked up so maybe, just maybe, he'd slip. But he never did.

Not once all month.

And now it was about to be officially November 1st in a few more hours.

I could still taste his cum in my throat from this morning. He hadn’t even fully woken up when I slid under the sheets, pulled his cock out, and started sucking like the needy little cocksleeve I am. His morning wood barely stood a chance. I gagged quietly, my coral eyeshadow from last night already smudging, lashes still thick with yesterday’s mascara, my cheeks flushed just from the act of taking him into my throat. I decided to wear a cute little blue babydoll for him last night – well, let’s be honest, mostly for me. I loved the way lace clung to my body, how the hem barely covered my cage, how it made me feel like a little living doll. Him getting turned on by it? That was just a bonus. And who doesn’t love a nice, fat, long bonus? I can still feel the head of his cock stretching my throat while I worked him down with both hands gripping his thighs today morning.

He didn’t stop me, just groaned and tangled his fingers in my hair. I bobbed my head faster when he whispered, "Good girl."

He came so deep I had to swallow twice, and even then, I stayed there, lips sealed around him like I lived for the taste.

After, he cupped my chin, wiped a streak of spit off my cheek, and muttered with a lazy smirk, "Might unlock you tonight, princess, if you're looking pretty."

Might .

Fucking tease. That word alone made my clit twitch inside the cage. I spent the entire work shift squirming in my chair, the cage pinching every time I moved, rubbing my thighs together under the desk like a pathetic little bitch in heat. I need a drink to cool me off.

I caught my reflection on the way to the kitchen and paused… messy hair, flushed cheeks, still wearing Daddy’s old tee like a slutty little housewife. “You’re such a fucking problem,” I muttered to myself, biting my lip as I turned to admire the way my cage stuck out under the hem. “No wonder he keeps you locked.”

Now, with the sun already dipping low, the pink-tinted curtains making everything glow, I slipped out of my casual homewear and into something a little more... noticeable .

The satin clung to my skin like it had a fucking grudge. Every time I moved, the fabric whispered against my thighs, reminding me how smooth Daddy kept me… like a doll he could play with anytime. The plug shifted when I bent forward to hook my garters. I whimpered. Even dressing up made me drip.

It was the new set Daddy bought me last week; bubblegum pink, the shiny kind that hugged every curve I didn’t even have, trimmed with sheer white bows and see-through sleeves that did absolutely nothing to hide me. The panties were basically a suggestion, slit open just enough to frame my cage, while the lace skirt fluttered like a tutu every time I walked. Thigh garters. Gloves. A collar.

And blush, eye shadow, and lipstick to match.

The satin clung to my skin like it had a fucking grudge. Every time I moved, the fabric whispered against my thighs, reminding me how smooth Daddy kept me, like a cute doll he could play with anytime. The plug shifted when I bent forward to hook my garters. I whimpered. Even dressing up made me drip.

I padded barefoot to the bed, no, actually, I waddled more than walked—the plug made sure of that. I swear he picks the one that shifts just right when I move, like he wants  me dripping down my thighs before he even gets home. I perched on the edge, one hand brushing down my tummy to feel the smooth plastic curve between my legs. My cage twitched. Fuck. I was leaking again. I dragged a finger down the cage—just one stroke. That wasn’t breaking the rules, right? I mean, Daddy said  no unlocking, not no touching. My clit twitched, and I almost whimpered. Fuck. I was so close to losing it.

"Ugh," I muttered aloud, rolling my eyes, voice already slipping into my whiny tone. "So fucking unfair."

I’d sprayed on the vanilla-pink sugar body mist Daddy likes—just one spritz behind each thigh. Enough to make him grab me the second he walked in.

I laid back, slowly arching, letting the skirt ride up higher. My hands played over the straps and bows, and that cute little bra Daddy said made me look like a perfect doll. The plug in my ass shifted slightly. I bit my lip.

I reached behind me, tugged the lacy short skirt up, and gave it a wiggle. Just enough to feel the plug twist inside. I loved-hated it. Big enough to keep me open. Small enough to wear all day. Daddy's rule. Always ready.

"Hope he fucking hurries."

But I knew better. Daddy always took his time. Always made sure I was soaked and trembling by the time he walked through that door. I wasn’t allowed to touch myself. That was the rule. But grinding on the bed? Wearing something slutty? Stroking the cage without unlocking it? Oh, that was all fair game. That was encouraged .

I picked up my pink toy-phone-shaped vibrator from the nightstand – another gift of his from last year, when we were vacationing in Amsterdam, he picked this one from the notorious sex toy stores there – and pressed it to my ear.

"Hi Daddy," I whispered, dragging one leg up and letting the garter snap. "Your little cockslut is waiting... so fucking wet and needy and dressed up like a perfect little cumdump. All for you."

My cock throbbed behind the metal.

"Please come home soon... or I’m going to start riding pillows like a bitch again."

There was no answer, of course. Just my own breath.

I dropped the toy. Adjusted the skirt. Smoothed down my gloves.

I almost snapped a few selfies… just my pout, my cage, and the plug’s jewel winking between my cheeks. Just to tempt him. Just to be a bitch. But Daddy said no more photos unless he asks. I’d already been spanked once for that. Still… I kept the camera app open. Just in case I got into the mood for a good spanking (wink wink).

And waited.

The front door would creak any minute now. I just knew it.

Daddy always kept his promises.

Just a few more hours. Midnight wasn’t far. And if Daddy meant what he said this morning… my cage wouldn’t see the sunrise of November 1st.

I heard the front door unlock and clicked into position.

Daddy was home.

My whole body tensed. I straightened up on the bed, exactly how he liked me; knees together, back arched, arms at my sides, like I’d been posed there. My thighs were trembling slightly. My lip gloss was fresh. And my cage was leaking.

One fat drop had already smeared down my thigh, glistening in the bedroom light like a slutty little trail. A clear bead still clung to the tip of the cage, trembling like it was waiting for permission. I’d thought about cleaning it up... then thought better. Daddy liked seeing how messy his little thing got without a single stroke.

I heard the soft thump of his briefcase hitting the floor, then his slow, heavy steps on the hardwood. My breath caught. I didn’t look toward the hallway. I didn’t call out. I just waited.

When he walked into the bedroom doorway and saw me, perched pretty on the bed in that shiny fuchsia set with the sheer sleeves and the mesh skirt that did nothing to hide the way my cage sat perfectly centered below the bow on my waistband… he froze. He’d seen this outfit before, but not like this. Not with my lips glossed up, my plug already in, and my whole body posed like a gift begging to be unwrapped.

His eyes stopped first on my legs, bare and trembling, then traveled slowly up my body like he was unwrapping me with his gaze. He always stared at my lips when they were glossed up like this… wet, plump, like they were made to be fucked. His pupils darkened when he hit the shine. He fucking loved knowing I sat there like that just for him. My breath hitched. I didn’t dare move. His stare lingered on the gleam of my cage, the bow on my collar, the way my nipples poked through the fabric. His jaw clenched. His hand gripped the strap of his briefcase tighter, knuckles going white, before he let it drop to the floor with a dull thud.

He took one slow step inside, then another, until the scent of his cologne hit me and I almost whimpered. I could see the shift in his pants already. My hole clenched around the plug without permission.

He dragged his tongue across his teeth, eyes hungry, voice low and guttural when he finally spoke.

“Fuck me,” he said. “You look fuckable as hell.”

His eyes dragged over me, slow and filthy. I knew that look. I was in trouble.

“Fuck me,” he muttered. “You look fuckable as hell.”

I tilted my head, fluttering my lashes. “That’s the idea, Daddy.”

He stared like he was debating whether to ruin me right there or drag it out. Then he stepped forward.

“Did my little cockslut miss Daddy’s cock?”

I nodded, eyes wide. “So much.”

“Yeah?” He circled the bed slowly, hands unbuttoning his cuffs. I could feel his stare like heat sliding over my skin. Every step he took made my clit throb harder in its cage. I didn’t even flinch… I wanted him to lose it. I wanted him to forget the rules and bend me over right there. I knew I looked like trouble. That was the point. Let him punish me for it. “What exactly did you miss?”

“The way it feels,” I said, voice breathy. “In my mouth. In my pussy. Stretching me open while my cage’s still locked.”

“Of course you did,” he said. “You’ve been in that cage a whole fucking month.”

“I’ve been good,” I added quickly, licking my lips. “Haven’t touched myself. Just waited. Like you said.”

He stopped in front of me. “Then crawl.”

He paused, voice dipping lower, rougher.

“Show me how my locked-up little slut princess begs.”

I slid off the bed without breaking eye contact. Down onto my knees. The plug shifted as I moved, making me gasp softly. Every movement made it nudge my spot. I bit down on a moan and kept crawling. The floor was cool under my knees but the plug made my whole body hot. I crawled across the floor slowly, my mesh skirt brushing my thighs, cage swinging between them.

“Look at that little cage sway,” he murmured. “You crawl like you were born to be on your knees. Fuck, I could watch you crawl all day, baby doll.”

He waited for me, arms crossed. Watching.

When I reached him, I pressed my face to his thigh and inhaled deeply, hands flat on his knees.

“Please,” I whispered. “I need it.”

His fingers slid under my chin, tilted my face up. He looked me over like he was deciding which part of me to use first.

“Beg,” he said.

I wanted to be a brat. Say something nasty. Something that’d make him growl and grab me by the throat. Only if you promise to choke me with it,  I thought. But the second he tilted my chin higher, my whole act crumbled. My throat tightened and all that came out was a needy little whimper.

“Please, Daddy. I need to taste it. Need your cock so bad.” I managed to add after the whimper.

He smirked. “You’re already drooling, baby. Fuck. You really are Daddy’s little cockslut.”

I didn’t deny it. I just moaned and nuzzled against him.

"How can I ever say no to you, princess?" he smiled as his hands went to his belt to unbuckle. "Pretty little thing like you… all locked up, dripping, begging just to taste Daddy’s cock? You’ve earned it, babydoll."

The plug throbbed inside me, my pussy pulsing like it was begging to be used. I could feel it twitch every time I exhaled, reminding me I was already stretched, already ready, just waiting for permission.

And in that moment, I knew: I’d waited thirty-one days for this. And if I begged right, if I obeyed just enough while still being his brat… Daddy might finally take the cage off tonight.

He pulled his belt off slowly, the metal buckle clinking with a lazy threat. I watched, panting, as the leather slid free in one long stroke. He didn’t need to say anything; I already felt like I was in the middle of a ride. My eyes flicked to the bulge in his pants. I wanted to unzip it with my teeth.

That sound… the belt sliding, the buckle falling loose; it made my plug twitch inside me. I shifted on my knees, not to run from it, but to arch my back more. Give him a better view. Give him a reason to use it.

I looked up at him with a smirk. "Are you gonna spank me first, or just feed me that cock, Daddy?"

He grinned, cock already swelling behind his fly. “Well, you’ve been a very good girl for me, haven’t you, princess? So I’m thinking it’s the latter first.”

He winked, voice dropping low. “We’ll think about the spanking later—if you earn it.”

I gave him a bratty little pout, lips glistening and needy, pushing my chest out just a bit more. "I always  earn it, Daddy."

I stayed kneeling, ass up just a little, hands in my lap like a polished fucktoy ready for display. My lacy gloves rustled faintly as I fidgeted, impatient and bratty, while Daddy reached down and dragged his zipper down slow… so fucking slow I could’ve screamed. My throat clenched. I was already dripping inside the cage, the cage pressing tight against my leaking tip. I tilted my head, licking my lips with a whimper.

I knew what was coming. My mouth was ready. My throat was ready. My whole needy little body was ready to be used.

“Please…” I whispered before he even pulled it out. “I’ve been such a good little cockslut for you, Daddy. Let me prove it.”

"Keep those gloves on," he said. "I like seeing my slutty princess dressed while she works."

I nodded fast, eyes wide and lip quivering. “Yes, Daddy,” I breathed, voice high and eager. I wanted it so bad my thighs were shaking. My throat was practically begging on its own.

His cock sprang free from his briefs, thick and veiny, heavy like it knew  I was about to worship it. The tip was flushed, already leaking just a little, and the weight of it made my thighs tense. I inhaled deep—musky, warm, Daddy—and moaned like a dumb little bitch before I even touched it. My mouth parted on instinct.

I’d never forget the first time I saw it, two years ago in the backseat of his Range Rover. We’d just finished our first date… he’d taken me to a candlelit place uptown, something expensive and low-lit, the kind of spot I’d only seen on reels. I never  put out on first dates, and I ain’t lying... I’m a very choosy girly, but God, the way he talked? The way he looked at me like I was already on my knees? That man had private school confidence, Ivy League manners, and a luscious cock that he knew how to use.

We barely made it to the car. I remember offering to just use my hands —but five seconds later I was on my knees in his backseat, mascara running, swallowing every inch of him while he groaned and pulled my hair. That was the night I knew: I belonged to this cock.

And now, two years later, it still made me feel the same. Horny, Slutty and wholly Kept.

It took me two full hands to even grip it, it was bigger than anything I deserved.

He stepped closer, his helmet tip brushing my cheek. I shivered.

“Go ahead, babydoll,” he said. “Show me how hungry you are.”

I leaned in and kissed it first—just a soft, worshipful press of my lips to the swollen head, leaving a glossy pink smear like a signature. I stayed there, lips lingering, mouthing at the tip like I was sipping something sweet. My tongue dragged slow under the ridge, teasing the slit, catching the first salty bead of pre-cum. I moaned against it, savoring it like a wine tasting.

Then again, wetter this time. My tongue circled the head, slow and needy, before I planted kisses all along the thick shaft—each one louder, wetter, sluttier than the last. His cock twitched under my mouth and I shivered with pride.

I pressed a kiss to the base, right where it met his skin, and let my nose bury into his scent. My lips left messy, wet prints everywhere, like I was marking my territory with gloss and spit.

My cage pulsed so hard it hurt. I didn’t care. I’d never felt more like his.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Don’t tease. You’ve got work to do.”

I gave him a smug little smirk, lips still slick from kissing every inch of him. "Oh, Daddy... let a girl indulge first," I said, batting my lashes like a brat. "You know I’ve been starving for it."

Then I bit my lip, cocking my head playfully. "But I’m a very accommodating girl... and I do  listen to Daddy. I’d hate to get spanked later."

I winked, making it obvious—I’d love it.

"You’re insatiable, princess," he groaned, fingers brushing my cheek. "I’m the luckiest motherfucker on the—."

I opened wide and took him into my mouth before he could complete his sentence, I wasn’t fast with it though, I took my time, letting the weight of him slide across my tongue. He was still soft enough to control, but thick enough to stretch me from the start. My lips sealed tight. I sucked gently at first, coating him in spit, letting him grow against my tongue.

His cock throbbed on my tongue as I nursed it like a popsicle, tracing the thick veins with long, messy licks, my lashes fluttering while I took my time savoring the taste of his pre-cum. My spit made everything slick and shiny, and I could feel my throat starting to relax already.

He groaned, hand tightening in my hair, and just like that, the tenderness vanished.

“Deeper,” he growled, voice thick with hunger as he looked down at me; his filthy little toy on her knees. "Take it all, princess. No halfway today."

I took him further, inch by inch, until the head hit the back of my throat. I gagged once. He didn’t stop me. Just gripped my hair tighter.

“Stretch your throat for me,” he growled. “You’ve missed this cock, haven’t you?”

I moaned around him, the sound gurgling up from my stuffed throat, eyes already flooding. I pulled back with a slurp that echoed off the walls, strings of spit clinging from his tip to my lips. Then I went down again—slower this time, deeper. My lips kissed the base as my nose mashed against his skin, my throat twitching and flexing as I fought the reflex.

“Fuck,” he groaned, voice going gravelly. “Messy little mouth.”

He brushed a strand of hair from my cheek, then held me in place and rolled his hips forward, his cock pushing deeper, sliding in and out with a wet, sloppy rhythm. My spit-coated lips made lewd, shameless sounds every time he bottomed out, and I whimpered like a bitch in heat.

“That’s it,” he muttered. “Let Daddy fuck your pretty face babygirl.”

I stayed still while he rocked his hips forward, slow and shallow at first. I kept my throat open, drooling onto my chin, my gloss smeared, my lashes wet. I looked up at him, begging with my eyes to fuck me already.

“Ruined your pretty lipstick already,” he said, brushing a finger over the slick mess on my mouth. “You love this, don’t you?”

I nodded, still stuffed, humming around his cock.

He pulled back just far enough to let me speak.

“Please, Daddy,” I panted, eyes wide and glassy. “Stretch me out. Fuck me already, Daddy. Stuff me full till I forget what time it is. Make me taste your cum with every breath—I need it, I need  you inside me.”

“Fucking slut,” he growled. “Don’t even care about breathing, do you? Just desperate to choke on Daddy’s cock.”

He shoved back in and I let the gag happen—loud, messy, shameless. My throat spasmed, my nose flared, and drool poured past my lips, dripping down my chin, soaking the pink satin bow on my chest. Drool clung to my chin and spit strung from my bottom lip to his shaft as my head continued bobbing slow and worshipful. My makeup had blurred into something almost clownish—lipstick smudged halfway to my cheeks, and gloss painted where it didn’t belong. I blinked up at him through the mess, lips parted in awe while I felt proud of every filthy inch I’d swallowed. I knew I looked absolutely ruined. And I absolutely loved it.

He grunted, cock lodged deep in my throat. “That’s it. Take it like my perfect little cumrag. My needy fucking princess.”

I whimpered like a cock-drunk little doll, lips trembling wide as I clung to every inch, drool bubbling at the corners while my whole face begged for more. My hands stayed glued to my lap, fingers curled in my gloves like the obedient doll I wanted to be for Daddy. He hadn’t given permission to touch myself yet—and I lived  for his rules.

He face-fucked me slow and filthy, like I was nothing but a tight little mouth made for milking him. Every thrust hit deeper, scraping my throat raw with need, spit bubbling from my lips as I slobbered all over him, tongue twitching and throat twitching. My eyes rolled back with every grind of his hips, lashes fluttering, but I didn’t look away. I wanted him to see me—his beautiful sissy slut plugged and caged and used all while still asking–no pleading for more.

The leaking cage between my legs throbbed, twitching with each pulse of pleasure that rolled through me. I could feel my slick soaking down my stockinged thighs, while being useless and untouched, and I loved it. Loved that I couldn’t come. Loved that I didn’t deserve  it yet.

He didn’t let me finish.

Of course he didn’t.

I was drooling. Shaking.

Still locked.

Still his.

He didn’t speak… he just stared, the way a predator sizes up something it already owns. His fingers brushed the curve of my jaw, tracing down to the corner of my lips like he was mapping the outline of his favorite toy. I whimpered at the touch, leaning into it like the hungry, obedient bitch I was, trying not to squirm, trying not to sob.

Then he stepped back.

And I saw it.

The key.

It hung from a delicate chain wrapped twice around his wrist, nestled against the leather strap of his watch like it belonged there. Like he wore it to every meeting. Like it wasn’t just a key, but a symbol, like a literal collar for my cock. A claim. My whole chest clenched.

Not just any key. My key. The tiny pink, heart-shaped one he’d locked me up with a month ago, right before whispering how I wouldn’t feel air on my pathetic little clit again until November. The same one I’d seen in my dreams, swaying just out of reach while I humped pillows and cried through my drawn out sissygasms.

He let it dangle.

It spun lazily, catching the bedroom light as he twisted his wrist, letting the chain slide just enough to make it glitter like a fucking jewel. My eyes locked onto it, and I swear I could feel my cock twitch just from the sight.

"Still so greedy," he said, watching my gaze. "Still watching it like a horny little pet begging for scraps."

I whimpered. Dropped to my knees like instinct. My thighs rubbed together. My cage throbbed.

He smiled.

"That's Daddy's girl. You’ve been such a good girl for me this month,” Daddy murmured, voice syrupy and thick with something deeper—pride, ownership, maybe even love. “Locked up like a proper little thing. Obedient. Teasing. Always dripping but never crossing the line. Every day I came home, and there you were—plug in, clit caged, face soft, mouth smart.”

He let the key dangle again, lower now, like a pendulum just out of reach. I could feel my breath catch every time it swayed.

“And even when you were being a brat... throwing fits, flashing me that little skirt like a walking invitation, rubbing against the furniture like a desperate pet in heat—you never touched what was mine. Not once.”

I whimpered. “Not fair,” I muttered against his ankle, nuzzling against the fabric of his pants. “You know I was losing my mind. I was humping my pillow like a bitch in heat by day three.”

He chuckled low in his throat. “I know, princess. That’s what Locktober’s for. To remind you who decides when you break. To keep that greedy little clit in check so your pussy learns patience.”

My whole body burned at that.

“And you were perfect. Whiny. Horny. And Messy. But perfect. Exactly how I like you. You didn’t cheat. You didn’t beg—until now.”

“I’m not begging,” I lied instantly, lips curling. “I’m just politely reminding you that you’re starving your good girl.”

That earned me a sharp grip to the hair as he crouched down. He yanked just enough to tilt my face up.

“Don’t play cute,” he said. “You’ve been a perfect little slut all month, and Daddy noticed. You were made to be locked up and lavished, princess.”

“And made to cum,” I breathed, eyes wide. “Eventually. Hopefully. Soon. Tonight. Please, Daddy. Please unlock your girl.”

He chuckled. Not cruelly. More like he was savoring this. Then he crouched down beside me, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling just enough to tilt my face up again.

“You remember what I said,” he whispered. “You don’t cum until I say so. That cage comes off—but your orgasms still belong to me.”

I moaned, breath catching. “But Daddy... it’s November somewhere already,” I pouted, resting my cheek to his thigh. “In Australia. Or like... Japan. You could totally unlock me and still say you followed the rules.”

He laughed. Low. Dangerous. Amused. “Nice try, princess. But we’re on Daddy Standard Time. And the clock here says you’ve got a few more hours of being a desperate little mess.”

I whined, exaggerated and bratty. “Ugh, you’re evil.”

“And you’re still locked.” He smiled down at me, then paused. “But I think you’ve earned dinner.”

He stepped back, and I blinked up at him, dazed.

“Come on,” he said. “Put that little apron on. Keep the rest. I want to see you serve Daddy’s dinner dressed like the filthy little housewife you are.”

My cheeks flushed. My hole clenched. I obeyed.

But before I went to serve, I slipped into the bathroom for a quick touch-up. One look in the mirror and I almost gasped. My lips were still swollen from earlier—pink and pouty, gloss smeared just slightly at the corners from gagging on Daddy’s cock. My mascara had flaked a little beneath my eyes, mixing with the faint shimmer of pink shadow from earlier. It was messy. Slutty. And kind of perfect.

But Daddy liked polished. So I leaned close, took off the ruined makeup and then reapplied the gloss with a fresh coat so shiny it looked wet even before I parted my lips. A dab more blush across my cheeks, feathered the shadow out just a little, and added a bit of shimmer over my collarbone and the tip of my nose—Daddy loved that. Something about how it made me look like a doll on the edge of overheating.

I fixed the stray hair that had curled behind my ear, put on my little apron until the bow sat just right above the curve of my plug, and gave myself a final once-over in the mirror.

Perfect.

A locked-up sissy housewife with a plug in her ass, a cage glistening beneath lace, and a face painted like she lived to serve cocktails and cock.

Then I walked out, hips swaying, every inch of me glowing and ready to be devoured.

I padded to the kitchen, staying in my plug, my cage, my sticky thigh-highs, with the mesh skirt still fluttering and a frilly apron tied over it all like some twisted domestic goddess. Daddy sat on the couch with his drink, watching me move.

I bent a little too far as I reached for the wine glasses. Let the plug catch and twist. Gasped just loud enough for him to hear. He growled low.

By the time we sat at the table, the food was hot, and so was I. I poured the wine, my fingers shaking as I leaned forward, making sure my nipples pressed against the fabric. His eyes were locked to the way the plug’s jewel winked when I turned.

“You’re trying to tempt me,” he said.

“Tempt? Never.” I smiled sweetly, crossing my legs like a slutty coquette. “Just giving Daddy a pretty view while he delays my freedom.”

He reached for his glass. “Every minute you’re denied makes you wetter.”

“Every minute you keep me locked makes me naughtier,” I purred.

“Good.” He took a sip. “Because when midnight hits, I’m not just unlocking you. I’m breaking you.”

He set the glass down and leaned back slightly, legs wide, his cock pressing against the front of his slacks like it was already half-hard from just watching me squirm through dinner. I reached for my wine again, sipping slow, careful not to spill, my lips still glossy from earlier. My cage throbbed between my thighs, heavy with need, but Daddy didn’t even glance at it now. His eyes stayed locked on mine, daring me to say something else bratty. Tempting me to act out.

But I held my tongue.

Sort of.

“You know,” I said with a little pout, swirling the wine in my glass, “if you really loved me, you’d unlock me early. It’s cruel to keep me like this while I’m being such a good little housewife.”

He raised a brow. “You’re dripping on the chair, princess. That’s not exactly an argument for mercy.”

I glanced down. He was right. A glistening bead had already run down one thigh and hit the seat between my spread legs. I squirmed, trying to hide it. But Daddy only smirked.

“Dinner first. Then the reward.”

I pouted, wiggling in my seat, letting the plug shift again. I gave a dramatic sigh. “But Daddy—”

“No buts,” he said flatly. “Unless it’s yours bent over the bed when the clock hits twelve.”

That shut me up.

We ate slowly. The food was good, but I could barely taste it. Every forkful was a countdown. Every second stretched me thinner. Daddy watched me throughout, silent and unreadable, only speaking when he had to. When I reached to refill his glass, he grabbed my wrist and pulled it to his lips, kissing just above the glove line.

“Midnight’s close,” he said softly. “And your whole body’s already begging for it.”

My breath hitched. My cage twitched. My thighs clenched under the table.

“I’m gonna make a mess,” I whispered.

He leaned in, eyes dark. “Good.”

We sat in silence as the clock ticked. I could feel it now—each second heavier, thicker. I was still dripping through my cage. My plug throbbed inside me with every breath. And just as the final sip of wine left my lips, Daddy stood and reached out his hand.

“It’s time.”

He took me to the bedroom next, finally, where he stood and I knelt. He reached into the bedside table and pulled out the tiny pink bottle of lube. I stayed perfectly still, trembling, knees spread, thighs slick with need. I was shaking as he knelt behind me, fingers brushing my inner thighs, pushing the skirt up and out of the way. His mouth was close to my ear.

“Hands behind your back, princess. Let Daddy do this.”

I obeyed instantly.

His hands were warm, steady. I gasped when I felt his fingers wrap around the base of my cage, the lube cool as it dripped down onto the locked shaft. He rubbed it in slowly, thoroughly, massaging the base, the ring, the entire clit-shaped cock trapped inside.

“You’re dripping,” he said. “Poor baby. This thing’s been crying all month.”

He pulled the key from his wrist, letting it dangle in front of my face one last time, slow and taunting. It swung back and forth just inches from my lips, and I couldn’t help but lean forward, tongue flicking out, just barely grazing the cool metal. He smirked.

"You want it that bad, baby? Been dreaming about this little key all month long, haven't you?"

I nodded. Pathetically. My mouth still parted. My tongue still out.

Then—click.

The lock released with a soft, merciless sound. It echoed louder than it should’ve, like the door to my own control swinging open.

The cage loosened, fell open—and my cock just twitched. It didn’t spring up like some porn fantasy. It sagged. Hung heavy. Confused. Like it had forgotten how to be touched. Like it was afraid to believe.

My balls felt lighter, like the pressure inside me had shifted. Not gone—just waiting. I could feel the air hit my bare skin. Could feel the ache deepen now that nothing was holding me together. I was exposed. Caged no more. But still not free.

“Look at her,” Daddy murmured, crouching beside me, eyes locked to my trembling cock. “All soft and swollen. So shy now, huh? She’s been begging all month to come out, and now she doesn’t even know what to do with herself.”

I moaned a moan that was loud, sharp, and involuntary. My whole body buckled.

“That sound,” he said. “That’s what I wanted. That right there. That’s the sound of a slut remembering who owns her.”

He didn’t stroke me at first. He just held me. Let the cage fall away completely, his hands warm around my hips as I trembled.

“Look at you,” he said, almost to himself. “So sensitive. So fucking needy.”

Then his fingers—God—his fingers wrapped around my cock properly for the first time in thirty-one days.

It was almost too much. I gasped, my spine arching like a bowstring drawn too tight. My whole body trembled, legs shaking under me, the sudden heat of his palm against my bare shaft sending a full-body jolt through my core.

“Daddy,” I whined, voice already thin and ruined. “Fuck, I—I can’t—”

“Shhh,” he murmured, tightening his grip just enough to make me twitch. “Feel it. Feel what you’ve been begging for.”

He didn’t pump. Didn’t jerk. He just held me like I was a possession he’d nearly forgotten the texture of. A firm grip, hot and possessive, his thumb brushing along the top where precum had already started leaking in lazy, shameless drops.

My cock pulsed against his hand, fat and flushed and drooling like it couldn’t believe it was finally free. I moaned again, helpless.

“Fuck,” I breathed. “Daddy, I—nngh—been dreaming of this… every night. Every fucking minute.”

“I know you have,” he said, low and steady. “Humping those sheets, moaning into the pillows like a messy little pillow princess.”

I whimpered, biting my lip. “I made such a mess, Daddy. I—I stained the sheets more times than I can count.”

He chuckled darkly. “And you didn’t even touch yourself. That’s my good girl.”

“Only for you,” I moaned. “Only ever for you. My clit knows who she belongs to.”

He gave one final slow stroke from base to tip, spreading the mess across my shaft like he was painting ownership into every inch. My eyes rolled back.

“Still mine,” he whispered, voice like heat. “Even when she’s free.”

And just like that… he let go. My cock throbbed helplessly in the air, twitching for his touch, aching for more.

“Get on the bed. Face down. Ass up.”

My face instantly lit up... I scrambled to obey. My legs were jelly, every nerve ending screaming. I climbed onto the mattress, knees wide, arms trembling. The lacy short skirt fluttered around my waist as I arched, offering myself up like a fucking gift.

Daddy climbed up behind me, the mattress dipping under his weight, his presence hot and commanding as he loomed over my trembling form. His fingers found the base of my plug and gave it a slow, deliberate twist.

"Mmmnh—fuck," I gasped, my voice muffled by the pillow, the motion making my thighs tense and my hips shift back into his grip.

"You feel that?" he whispered, low and filthy. "Been plugged up like my little toy all day. And now Daddy gets to pull the cork and taste the wine."

He twisted again, slower this time, just to feel me squirm.

“Daddy, please… I’m gonna melt,” I moaned, my fingers clawing at the sheets. “My pussy’s been throbbing around that plug for hours. It’s gonna cry without it.”

“You’ll live,” he said with a smirk in his voice, then slid it out in one smooth, slick motion. The sudden emptiness made me whimper, hole fluttering open around nothing, already aching for more.

“Fuck,” I breathed, face flushed, body arching. “I feel empty. I feel… open.”

“Good,” he said. “You’re meant to be open for me.”

And then… I felt him.

The heavy weight of his cock, hot and full, pressed right up against my entrance. Not pushing. Not rushing. Just resting there, heavy and threatening and perfect.

He leaned in close, his chest brushing my back, hand sliding up to grip the back of my neck. His breath was warm against my ear, and I froze beneath it.

“Feel that?” he whispered. “That’s what you’ve been begging for. That’s what your little pussy’s been aching to swallow for thirty-one days when your clitty wasn't the focus.”

“You ready to be claimed again, baby?”

God. I hated how much I wanted it. My pussy was already twitching around nothing, sucking air like it could pull his cock in on its own. I’d been fucked for an hour last night—legs in the air, face in a pillow, drooling through a sissygasm—and still I was here, needy all over again, like some heat-drunk slut who’d forgotten how to live without his cock inside me.

Of course I was ready.

Fuck, I was starving .

But still, I had to play it bratty. It was the only power I had left.

“Mmm… I don’t know, Daddy,” I purred, lifting my hips higher. “You did  wreck me last night. But maybe I’m just that greedy now. Maybe your little pussy’s turned into a cock-hungry whore who can’t go a single night without getting stretched.”

He growled low, the sound vibrating right into my spine.

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

And then—slowly, deeply—he slid in.

I whimpered. “Yes, Daddy. Please. My pussy missed you so much.”

My entire body arched. I screamed into the mattress. My toes curled. My arms gave out. He pushed in inch by inch, deliberately, like he was fucking me open for the first time all over again. I was already wet, already stretched, but nothing prepared me for the way his cock felt filling me again. Like coming home.

“Oh fuck,” I sobbed. “Oh fuckfuckfuck. Daddy, I missed this. Missed you. My pussy missed your cock so bad.”

He growled behind me. His fingers gripped my hips tighter, pulling me back against him as he bottomed out.

“Say it again.”

“My pussy missed you, Daddy. She’s yours. Only yours. Please don’t stop.”

He began to move.

Not fast. Not rough. Just slow, deep, possessive. Like every stroke was a reminder. Like he wanted to etch the shape of his cock into the lining of my hole.

Each thrust dragged along my walls in a way that made my breath hitch, my eyes roll back, my fingers curl into the sheets. He didn’t need to pound me. Didn’t need to slam. He knew exactly what I needed—pressure. Depth. That relentless, thick stretch that made my legs twitch and my hole spasm around him.

“Daddy,” I moaned into the mattress, voice muffled, wrecked. “I—I feel so full. So fucking full.”

“You better,” he said, breathless behind me. “You were empty for too long. This is what you were made for.”

I let out a long, trembling moan as his hips met my ass again, slow grind, like he wanted to marinate inside me.

“Oh my god… oh fuck… Daddy—every inch of me is clenching.”

He leaned forward, pressed a kiss to my shoulder. “I want you to feel this tomorrow when you sit down. I want your pussy sore. Loose. Ruined.”

I whimpered, greedy. “Yes. Fuck, yes. Ruin me. Stretch me. I wanna be your messy little cumdump again.”

He didn’t stop.

He didn’t even slow down.

He kept fucking me with the same deliberate, devastating rhythm—long, deep strokes that made my pussy flutter and my arms give out completely. My face was buried in the sheets now, already smudging my redone lip gloss, and all I could do was moan like a wanton slut. His cock hit that magic spot inside me and that single hit made my back arch, my legs shake, and my clit twitch in the air like it was begging for friction.

And just like that, as if he read my mind and my pussy, his hand wrapped around my throbbing cocklette—warm, firm, claiming.

My breath caught so violently I choked on it, spine arching, toes curling into the mattress. I felt everything tighten at once. My thighs. My chest. My fucking soul.

"Daddy—oh fuck, ohfuckfuck—" I whined, voice cracking into a high, wrecked sound I didn’t even recognize as mine. The heat of his palm, the way his grip circled me just right—it was enough to make my clit drool more precum in seconds.

He stroked me with the same cruel rhythm as his thrusts, slow and precise, like every inch of me was just a switch he already knew how to flip. Not rough. Not fast. Just... inevitable. I was unraveling.

I cried out again, biting the sheets. "Daddy, please—please—I need it, I need to cum, I’m gonna break—"

“You ready, baby?” he growled, voice low and ragged, hips grinding deeper like he wanted to press the question into my guts.

I was shaking. My cock was leaking all over his fist. I couldn’t even nod. "I—please—I can’t—I need to—I’m gonna—"

“Do it. Cum for Daddy,” he growled. “Let it out, princess. Show me what you’ve waited for all month.”

The orgasm didn’t just rip through me—it detonated inside me.

I screamed into the mattress, the sound raw and guttural, more animal than human. My back arched so hard it lifted my hips off the bed, pushing me deeper onto Daddy’s cock, forcing my pussy to clench tight around every inch of him like it never wanted to let go. My thighs jerked uncontrollably, toes curled, heels kicking against the bed as I came—fucking came —harder than I ever had in my life.

This wasn’t some ruined, shaky little dribble. This was an eruption. A release that shattered me from the inside out. My cock twitched violently in his fist, throbbing as thick, hot ropes of cum splattered against the sheets, my belly, his hand. It kept coming. I kept coming. My clit, swollen and soaked, pulsed again and again like it was trying to drain a whole month’s worth of desperate sissy need in one impossible orgasm.

I sobbed. Loud. Messy. My voice cracked with every ragged breath, my body twitching like a used-up toy, completely overtaken by pleasure I hadn’t been allowed to feel in weeks.

My pussy was still spasming around him, milking his cock with every pulse, sucking him in deeper, like my body was begging to be kept cocked and filled even through the aftershocks.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. Just shuddered and drooled into the sheets, broken and blissed out.

And Daddy just held my cock tighter, gently stroking it through the last few spurts while he stayed balls-deep in my shaking, soaking hole.

And he didn’t stop with his thrusting either.

He kept going. Deep and slow, pushing every drop of my cum out of me with each thrust. My hole clenched, overwhelmed, overstimulated, but still hungry.

“You needed that,” he groaned, voice thick with pride and hunger. “You needed to be fucked open and emptied. All that sissy goodness building up inside you—Daddy wrung it out of you. But you know better than to think that’s the end.”

I gasped through sobs, trembling as my pussy continued fluttering around his cock. Every pulse of him inside me made my overstimulated body jerk. I was used up, soft in his hand, my clit twitching weakly—but he wasn’t done. Not even close.

He stayed deep, hips rolling in rhythm, punishing strokes that made my body spasm each time he hit that ruined, soaked spot again. He didn’t let me breathe. Didn’t let me come down.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” I moaned into the sheets. “Fuck, it’s too much… it’s too good…”

My voice cracked as I whimpered through clenched teeth. “You’re still so deep. I—I can feel you everywhere. Daddy, it’s still stretching me.”

He groaned above me, the sound thick and raw. “Good. This hole needs to know  it’s mine. You’re not done until I say you are.”

He fucked me through it all—through the spasms, through the dripping, through the broken moans and desperate sobs and the slurred little yes yes yes—I couldn’t stop saying it. It became a chant. A pulse. A need.

“Yes, Daddy. Yes. Yes. Yes.”

My cock finally softened in his grip, limp and milked dry. My thighs couldn’t even hold me up anymore—they were shaking, spent, spread wide as he used me.

Then his pace shifted.

He started to go faster.

I whimpered, the sting of friction sparking fresh, stinging heat through my ruined body. My pussy spasmed again—emptied, stretched, swollen—but still fucking begging. My clit gave a pathetic twitch against my thigh, soft and useless but still leaking like it thought it had a say.

I moaned louder, filthy and shaking, the sound catching in my throat. “Ahh—fuck—Daddy, I can’t take more—my hole’s gonna stay gaped forev—”

He didn’t stop.

Didn’t slow.

And neither did I.

I pushed back anyway. Because I needed it more than I needed mercy. Because every thrust was like a brand, and I wanted to be marked.

“Use it,” I sobbed. “Use my pussy like you own it. Stretch me. Break me. Fuck your name into my guts.”

Daddy’s cock slammed into my drooling, gaping hole like he was  rewriting my body. Like he was digging out every bratty thought I’d ever had and replacing it with obedience, with heat, with cock.

Every wet slap of his balls against mine echoed in the room, obscene and loud and perfect. My makeup was back to being a disaster, eyes blurred, spit and sweat clinging to my lips. I wasn’t even present anymore—I was cockdrunk and empty and so, so full.

And I moaned again, longer, deeper, dirtier. “Daddy, fuck me dumb. Ruin me. Make me forget my name. I only wanna remember yours and the way you fill me up.”

He growled again, voice almost feral. "I’m gonna cum inside you. You want that, don’t you? Want Daddy to fill this hole so it leaks all night?"

I was panting, drooling, wrecked—but still I cried out, desperate and hungry. “Yes—yes, Daddy! Please fill me. Please breed your filthy little girl. Make me drip. Make it messy. Make it yours.”

He slammed in again—once, hard. Then again, slower, a grind so deep it made my eyes roll back.

My pussy clenched down, still soaked and stretched and spasming. My clit twitched even though it was soft. I was trembling all over, already leaking from how full I felt, already gasping like his cum had started before it even hit me.

And then—

He came.

His cock throbbed inside me, thick spurts pulsing into my guts, hot and unrelenting. I moaned, loud and broken, arching into him as I felt the first wave of warmth flood my pussy. He kept cumming. Deep. Claiming me.

"Oh my God—Daddy—Daddy! I feel it! I feel it all! It’s so much!"

My whole body sagged into the sheets as he held me there, still buried inside, still twitching. His cum was already leaking out, thick and warm, smearing down between my thighs in slow, messy drips.

My hole fluttered like it didn’t want to let go. Like it wanted to keep him locked in there, plugged with cock and cum forever.

And then he leaned down, his chest flush to my back, mouth brushing the shell of my ear.

And I whispered it, breathless and reverent—

“Thank you.”

Like it was sacred.

Like it was everything.

He pulled out slowly, carefully, like he didn’t want to spill a single drop too soon. My pussy fluttered around the absence, the stretch closing in empty, clenching down like it didn’t want to let go. I moaned at the loss, long and low, a shiver running through my whole frame.

His cum started seeping out of me immediately. I could feel it—hot and thick—oozing down the back of my thighs, sliding over my skin in slow, lazy drips that soaked into the ruined sheets beneath me. I stayed still, arms weak, spine slack, legs trembling in place. My makeup was a mess, my hair a halo of sweat and spit, and all I could do was breathe in these shallow, ruined little whimpers.

Then I heard the towel drawer open.

The sound snapped me back a little. Just enough to register him moving. Always knowing what I needed before I asked.

Daddy came back with a warm, damp cloth. He didn’t speak at first. Just parted my legs gently, one hand on my hip, and began to clean me. Between my cheeks. Down my thighs. Over the sticky mess coating my soft, twitching clit.

I flinched under the cloth, every nerve still on fire, every touch making my whole body jolt—but I didn’t move away. I couldn’t. I was too far gone.

“Shhh,” he said softly, voice like velvet. “You did so good, princess. So fucking good for me.”

He kissed the back of my thigh—soft, slow.

Then the small of my back. Then the curve of my hip. Then my cheek, right near my smeared lipstick.

Each kiss felt like a reward. Like proof I’d done everything right.

But I wasn’t finished yet.

I stirred slowly, chest still rising and falling in shallow, shaky breaths. Then I turned, crawling weakly toward him as he sat on the edge of the bed, his cock still glistening, still slick with everything we’d just shared. His release. My wreckage. Our mess.

Without a word, I leaned in and pressed a kiss to the base of his shaft.

“Let me clean you, Daddy,” I whispered.

And I did.

I licked up the length of his cock slowly, reverently, like it was communion. Every drop of cum, every trace of it clinging to his skin—I took it all with my tongue, moaning softly as I sucked the tip into my mouth. He tasted like salt and heat and everything I needed.

He groaned low, hand sliding through my hair but not guiding. Just resting. Letting me worship.

I sucked gently, tenderly, lips puffy and glossy, cleaning him the way a good girl should. Like he deserved.

When I finally pulled off, a string of spit connected my lips to his tip, and I kissed it once more.

“Now I’m done,” I whispered.

And he smiled, slow and full.

That’s when I crawled back beside him, letting him rub my nighttime moisturizer into my skin.

Because I was his.

Used, filled, owned—and proud of it.

He rubbed lotion into my skin—slow circles on my ass, my thighs, the back of my neck. I whimpered at how soft it made me feel. How safe. How owned.

When I finally rolled onto my side, he slipped into bed beside me. Pulled me into his chest. Draped the blanket over both of us.

My head rested on his shoulder. One of his hands was still between my thighs, not playing—just holding, cupping my bare, freshly emptied clit like it was something sacred, something claimed. I whimpered at the contact, soft and needy, legs twitching from the lingering stretch of him. His warmth soaked into me as I curled tighter against his chest, one thigh thrown over his leg like I still wanted him inside me.

On the nightstand, right beside my pillow, sat my little pink cage.

Unlocked.

Silent.

Still slick with my precum, my scent, my need. Like it had just come off. Like it still remembered hugging me for thirty-one days straight. I stared at it through heavy lashes, my mind floating in a post-fucked haze.

It would go back on. Maybe next October. Maybe next week. Or maybe tomorrow morning, if Daddy woke up with that strict little glint in his eyes again. He’d seen what the cage did to me. How it kept me wet, bratty, soft—his.

He could lock me again just because. Because it pleased him. Because he could.

And I’d thank him for it.

I’d thank him with my lips wrapped around his cock, my ass up and plugged, my clit leaking helplessly behind that pink plastic prison.

Whatever Daddy wanted for me—whatever he planned—I wanted it too.

I kissed his chest, lips brushing the faint sheen of sweat still clinging to him from everything we’d done.

“Happy November Daddy,” I whispered.

"Love You Princess," he kissed my forehead.

And just like that, I drifted off to sleep in his arms, used, messy, unlocked… and still Daddy’s perfect little sissy.

***

Make sure to leave a rating and/or a review if you’ve enjoyed this tale.

It’ll mean the world to me – Your favorite sissy :)

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:  

The Feminized Cuckold Collection ! ”
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Not every husband is meant to lead. Some are meant to serve. 

The Feminized Cuckold Collection is a steamy collection of Bi-curious cuckold short stories and novellas  featuring sissy training, chastity, husband humiliation, dominant bulls, and wives who love seeing their men transformed.  Each story explores a different couple’s journey into ultimate submission—where the husband doesn’t just watch but is trained, dressed, and molded into the perfect little pet for both his wife and her lover/lovers. 

Expect steamy power shifts, feminization, deep humiliation, and complete submission , all wrapped in sizzling hot encounters where the lines of control are redrawn, and new desires are embraced. 

If you love cuckold, sissy, and stories of husbands learning to obey both. If you enjoy stories where husbands become wives, caged cucks become obedient pets, and bulls take their rightful place, this series is for you. 

Get ready to kneel. The training starts now. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/k1V9Y 


Also, check out the 13-part long, steamy, slow-burning feminization series 

Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life 
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Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role. 

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities. 

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning. 

Direct Link: https://mybook.to/PHhAvb 


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

The Bellamy Arrangement: A Bi Cuckold Chastity Sissy !”
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Her boss was powerful. Married. Gay. 
But when Giorgia walked into his office in heels and silk, Theodore Bellamy didn’t just stare; he calculated. And his younger husband, Andre? He didn’t hide his hunger at all. Not for her… but especially for her shy, pretty husband. 

Alex was soft. Feminine. Easy to bend. 
The kind of husband who already wore lace in secret and whimpered when locked in chastity by the woman he married, but secretly called Mistress. 


So when the Bellamys offered an arrangement: 
Three nights a week. 
Giorgia would be claimed. 
Alex would be kept. 
And both would be lavished. 

Now, Giorgia struts through the halls in lingerie chosen by her boss. 
Her husband? Plugged, blushing, caged, and kneeling for a man who knows exactly how to make a sissy out of him. 


Giorgia gets power, pearls, and permission to take what she wants. 
Alex gets locked. Plugged. Trained to serve real men. 
And the Bellamys? 
They get to indulge... one moan at a time. 


Heels. Chastity. Power. Obedience. 
Two couples. One powerful. One submissive and Bi. 
And all of them about to be fully unwrapped. 

BOOK 1 of The Bellamy Arrangement 
A Bi Cuckold Chastity Sissy Tale 


https://mybook.to/kfE73Aq 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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