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Chapter 1
Heartbreak on the Sidewalk


The text hits like a slap I didn’t see coming.

I’m halfway down the block when my phone buzzes again—third time in ten minutes. I shouldn’t look. I already know. But my thumb swipes anyway, and there it is: another photo. Her thighs spread wide on our mattress, some guy’s hand gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. The angle is amateur, phone propped on the nightstand probably, but the message is crystal clear. She’s smiling—wide, flushed, satisfied in a way I haven’t seen in years. Underneath, just three words: “This is better.”

No name. No sorry. Just the timestamp: forty-seven minutes ago.

My stomach twists so violently I almost double over on the sidewalk. The city is dead quiet at this hour, just the low hum of streetlights and the occasional car passing too fast. I keep walking because if I stop I’ll have to feel it all at once—the betrayal, the humiliation, the sick realization that I wasn’t enough. Haven’t been for a long time, apparently.

My eyes burn. I wipe them roughly with the sleeve of my hoodie. Five years. Five fucking years of compromise, of late nights waiting up, of telling myself her distance was just stress. And this is how it ends: proof she’s been getting fucked behind my back while I’m paying half the rent.

I pass the dark windows of the dry cleaner, the shuttered pizza place, then the soft amber glow of Tracy’s Salon cuts through the night like a beacon. The sign reads CLOSED in elegant gold script, but the interior lights are still on—warm, inviting, spilling onto the pavement. Through the big front window I see her.

Tracy. The woman who owns the upscale little salon I’ve walked past a hundred times since Sarah and I moved into the neighborhood three years ago. She’s always there behind the glass, styling hair or laughing with clients, always in something tight and expensive-looking. Black dresses, red lipstick, long dark hair that catches the light like silk. The kind of woman who makes you feel invisible just by breathing the same air.

I never spoke to her, but Sarah used to get her highlights done there every six weeks—always came home smelling like coconut and complaining about how “pricey” Tracy was, but she kept going back. I’d wait in the car sometimes, engine running, stealing glances through the window while Sarah was inside. Tracy would catch me looking once in a while—our eyes would meet for half a second—and she’d give this small, knowing smile before turning back to her client. Like she knew exactly what I was thinking. Like she was amused by it.

I never had the nerve to go inside. Never had a reason. Until tonight.

She’s behind the reception desk now, sweeping up the last of the day’s clippings, hips swaying slightly to whatever soft music is playing. She glances up—casual at first—then stops. Really looks.

Our eyes lock through the glass.

I should keep walking. I look like hell—red-rimmed eyes, hair messed from dragging my hands through it, shoulders hunched like I’ve been gut-punched. But my feet won’t move.

Tracy tilts her head, studying me for a long second. Recognition flickers—maybe from all those times in the parking lot, maybe from Sarah mentioning me in passing during appointments. She sets the broom aside, crosses the floor in slow, deliberate steps, and flips the lock. The bell jingles softly as she opens the door.

“You’re Sarah’s boyfriend,” she says. Not a question. Her voice is low, smooth, almost amused. “Nick, right?”

I swallow. My throat feels lined with sandpaper. “Ex-boyfriend. Apparently.”

She leans one hip against the doorframe, arms crossed under her chest, pushing the deep V of her black dress even lower. “Rough night?”

I laugh once—hollow, bitter. “You could say that.”

She studies me another beat, then steps back and holds the door wider. “Come inside before you freeze. Or before someone sees you crying on my sidewalk. Either way.”

I hesitate. The cold is biting through my thin hoodie, but more than that, the thought of going home to our—her—empty apartment right now is unbearable. I step inside.

The door closes behind me with a firm click. She twists the lock again. The salon smells like expensive shampoo, hot tools cooling down, and underneath it all, the faint jasmine of her perfume. Mirrors everywhere throw back endless versions of me looking small and wrecked.

Tracy moves behind the reception counter, picks up a half-full glass of red wine she must have poured earlier, and takes a slow sip. Her eyes never leave mine.

“Sit,” she says, nodding toward one of the plush waiting chairs. “And tell me what she did.”

I drop into the seat. My legs feel unsteady. I pull my phone out, thumb the screen on, and hold it toward her without a word. The photo stares up at both of us.

She studies it for a long moment. One perfectly shaped brow lifts. “Jesus. She sent you this?”

“Yeah.” My voice cracks. “Multiple angles. Apparently she wanted to make sure I got the message.”

Tracy exhales through her nose, almost a laugh. “That’s not a breakup. That’s a war crime.”

I shove the phone back in my pocket. “Guess I wasn’t man enough for her.”

She sets the wineglass down with a soft clink. Steps around the counter. Her heels click on the polished tile—slow, measured. She stops just close enough that I can feel the heat radiating off her body.

“You know what you need, Nick?” she says quietly. “A complete reset. Something drastic. Something that makes looking in the mirror feel like meeting someone new.”

I give a hollow laugh. “Like what? New clothes? A haircut?”

Her smile curves, slow and dangerous. “Better.”

She reaches under the counter and pulls out a small, glossy black card. Gold foil lettering: Tracy’s After-Hours Transformation Package – Exclusive. By Invitation Only.

She holds it between two manicured fingers like a secret.

“Tonight,” she says. “Just for you. No charge. No questions. One night to wipe her off your skin.”

My pulse jumps in my throat. “What… what does that even mean?”

She steps closer. Her perfume wraps around me. “It means I take everything that pathetic girl left behind—every insecurity, every doubt—and I replace it with something beautiful. Something mine.” Her eyes flick down my body, then back up. “Trust me. Nothing makes a man forget faster than becoming unrecognizable to himself.”

I stare at the card. Then at her. My cock twitches traitorously in my jeans at the quiet command in her voice, at the way she’s looking at me like I’m already hers to remake.

I should leave. I should go home, drink until I pass out, deal with this like a normal person.

Instead I hear myself say, “Okay.”

Her smile widens—predatory, pleased. She takes my wrist gently but firmly, thumb pressing over my pulse point, and leads me deeper into the salon.

The overhead lights dim slightly as she hits a wall switch. The main floor feels suddenly smaller, more intimate. Just the two of us and the soft hum of the ventilation system.

She stops in front of the big styling chair at the center, turns to face me. Her eyes sparkle under the lights.

“Sit,” she says.

I do.

She circles behind me, fingers brushing my shoulders as she leans down. Her breath is warm against my ear.

“First we talk,” she whispers. “Then we begin. And Nick?”

I swallow hard. “Yeah?”

She straightens, voice dropping to a velvet purr. “Once we start, you don’t get to say no. You wanted to forget her. I’m going to make sure you do.”

My heart hammers against my ribs as she smiles down at me in the mirror.

The night has only just begun.


Chapter 2
The Click of the Cage


I’m still sitting in the big leather styling chair when Tracy returns from the back room. The lights above me feel hotter now, clinical, like I’m on display. My heart hasn’t stopped hammering since I said yes—since I let her lead me here and told me to sit. My palms are damp against the armrests. Every few seconds I catch my own reflection in the mirror opposite: pale, unshaven, eyes wide and red-rimmed. Still just Nick. Still the guy who got replaced with dick pics.

Tracy steps into view behind me. She’s carrying a small black velvet pouch and a gleaming steel device that catches the light like a blade. My stomach drops.

She doesn’t speak at first. Just sets the items on the counter beside the chair with deliberate care, then turns to face me. Her black dress hugs her hips as she leans one palm on the armrest, caging me in without touching.

“Stand up,” she says softly.

I obey before my brain can catch up. Legs shaky. The chair creaks as I rise.

She studies me for a long moment—head to toe, slow, unhurried. Her gaze lingers on the obvious bulge in my jeans. I feel my face burn.

“Everything off,” she says. No room for argument. “Shirt. Shoes. Socks. Pants. Underwear. All of it.”

My mouth goes dry. “Here? Right now?”

“Right here. Right now.” She straightens, folds her arms under her breasts. “You wanted to forget her, Nick. You can’t do that while you’re still hiding behind cotton and denim. Strip. Or walk out that door and keep being the man she threw away.”

The words land like a slap. My hands move almost on their own.

I pull the hoodie over my head, shirt underneath coming with it. Cold air kisses my bare chest. Shoes next—laces fumbled, socks peeled off. Jeans slide down my thighs, pooling at my ankles. I step out, hesitate only a second before hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers.

They drop.

I stand naked under the bright salon lights. Goosebumps race across my skin. My cock, half-hard from the sheer humiliation of her watching, twitches uselessly in the open air. I want to cover myself. I don’t dare.

Tracy circles me once, heels clicking in slow rhythm. She doesn’t touch me yet. Just looks. Appraises.

“Poor thing,” she murmurs. “So soft. So… average.” Her voice is almost tender, but the edge underneath slices. “No wonder she looked elsewhere.”

I flinch. My cock jerks at the cruelty, thickening despite—or because of—her words.

She stops in front of me. Reaches for the steel device on the counter.

It’s a chastity cage. I’ve seen pictures online—late-night shame spirals when Sarah was asleep—but never one in person. Shiny stainless steel. Curved tube. Heavy ring. Tiny padlock dangling from the hasp like jewelry.

She holds it up between us. Lets me see every detail.

“This,” she says quietly, “is where your little cock belongs from now on.”

My breath hitches. “You’re… serious?”

“Deadly.” She kneels—graceful, unhurried—bringing her face level with my groin. Her breath ghosts over my shaft. I throb hard, pre-cum already beading at the tip.

She doesn’t comment on it. Just cups my balls gently, rolling them in her palm like she’s weighing fruit. Then she fits the ring around the base—cold metal against warm skin. I gasp. She slides the tube over my shaft next, guiding my swelling cock into the tight confines. It fights her—trying to grow, straining against the unyielding steel—but she’s patient. Mercilessly patient.

The head pops into the end slot with a soft, humiliating pop. She presses the cage down until it seats fully, my balls pulled tight and exposed below the ring.

Then the padlock.

She threads it through the hasp. Snaps it shut. Click. The sound echoes in my skull.

My cock surges uselessly inside its new prison. The bars bite into swelling flesh. Pressure builds instantly—sharp, aching, deliciously cruel. I’m already leaking, a thin bead of pre-cum oozing through the slit at the tip, dripping onto the tile between my bare feet.

Tracy stands slowly, dangling the tiny silver key on its thin chain between her fingers. She twirls it once, twice. The metal flashes.

“Look at it,” she whispers. “So small now. So helpless. Just a cute little locked nub trying to pretend it’s still a man.”

I can’t look away from the key. My hips twitch forward instinctively, chasing relief that will never come.

She steps closer. Presses the key against my lips—cool, metallic. “Kiss it,” she says.

I do. Lips trembling. Taste of steel and shame.

“Good boy.” She slips the chain around her neck, letting the key nestle between her perfect breasts, right in the deep V of her dress. “This stays with me. You stay locked until I decide you’ve earned otherwise. Could be days. Could be weeks. Could be forever if you keep leaking like a desperate little slut just from being caged.”

My knees nearly buckle. The cage throbs in time with my heartbeat. Every tiny movement—every breath—makes the steel shift, reminding me I’m trapped.

She runs one red fingernail lightly down the bars. I whimper. The touch is electric, but there’s no friction, no relief. Just teasing pressure.

“Feel that?” she murmurs. “That’s what denial feels like. Constant. Aching. Beautiful.”

I nod dumbly. Words are gone.

She steps back, admiring her work. “Now you’re ready for the next part.”

My eyes flick to the velvet pouch still on the counter. Waxing strips. A bottle of lotion. My smooth, hairless future.

Tracy smiles—slow, predatory, triumphant. “Lie back in the chair, sweetheart,” she says. “We’re going to make the rest of you match that pretty locked clit.”

My caged cock leaks harder at her words. That’s when I realize—I’m already hers.


Chapter 3
Waxing My Manhood Away


The leather of the styling chair is cold against my bare back as I lie back the way she told me to. My skin prickles everywhere—every inch of me exposed under these unforgiving lights. The steel cage sits heavy between my legs, already a constant, throbbing reminder. Every heartbeat makes it shift just enough to bite, to tease, to remind me I’m no longer in control of even my own erection. Pre-cum is already leaking steadily now, a slow, humiliating drip that pools on my smooth lower belly and trickles toward the base of the cage. I can feel it cooling there, sticky and shameful.

Tracy stands over me, calm as ever. She’s pulled on a pair of thin black latex gloves with a soft snap that makes my caged cock twitch hard. In one hand she holds a wide wooden spatula loaded with thick, warm wax. In the other, a stack of cloth strips.

She doesn’t ask if I’m ready. She just starts.

“Legs first,” she says softly, almost sweetly. “Spread them wide, sweetheart. Show me everything.”

I obey. My thighs part until the muscles tremble. The position forces the cage forward, balls pulled tight and vulnerable. She kneels between my legs—close enough that I can smell her jasmine perfume mixed with the sharp, honeyed scent of the wax.

The first strip goes on my right calf. Warm. Thick. She spreads it in a long, smooth stripe from ankle to just below the knee. The heat sinks in, almost soothing for a second.

Then she presses the cloth down. Smooths it with firm fingers.

And rips.

The pain is instant, white-hot, like fire dragged across my skin. I gasp—loud, undignified. My whole body jerks. The cage bounces, steel clanging against itself, my trapped cock slamming uselessly against the bars in protest. Fresh pre-cum spurts out in a pathetic little arc.

Tracy doesn’t even pause. “Breathe through it,” she murmurs. “Good boys take it quietly.”

Another strip. Another rip. The sound is obscene—sharp, wet, final. My calf is suddenly smooth, pink, glistening with a thin sheen of oil she quickly rubs in. Her gloved fingers glide over the freshly bared skin, slow, appreciative.

“Feel that?” she whispers. “So soft already. No more hiding behind all that ugly hair.”

She moves up—inner thigh now. The wax is hotter here, closer to where I’m most sensitive. She spreads it right along the crease where leg meets groin, dangerously close to my balls. My breathing turns ragged. The cage throbs harder with every heartbeat, the pressure building to something unbearable.

Rip.

I cry out this time—high, broken. My hips buck involuntarily. The cage swings, balls slapping lightly against my taint. More pre-cum leaks, thick and clear, stringing from the slit to my skin.

Tracy’s laugh is low, delighted. “Look at you leaking like a faucet just from a little pain. Pathetic. And so pretty.”

She doesn’t give me time to recover. Chest next. She straddles the footrest of the chair so she’s hovering over me, dress riding up her thighs. I can see the black lace of her panties beneath. My eyes lock there for a second before she catches me.

“Eyes up here, sissy,” she says, tapping my chin. “You don’t get to look unless I say.”

She spreads wax in long stripes across my pecs, down my stomach, circling my navel. Each pass makes my skin tingle in anticipation. Then the strips. Rip after rip. My chest burns, raw and alive. Every pull makes the cage jump, my cock straining so hard the bars dig in, forcing the head to bulge against the end slot.

She finishes my torso and moves lower, to the dangerous part. She cups my caged balls gently, lifting them away from my body. “Hold very still,” she warns. “I don’t want to nick anything important.”

The wax goes on in careful, precise patches—around the base of the cage, along the tender skin of my sack, then the shaft itself where it’s exposed between the bars. The heat is excruciating so close to my most sensitive places. I’m shaking now, sweat beading on my upper lip.

She presses the first strip. Holds it. Then tears.

The scream tears out of me before I can stop it. White-hot agony explodes through my groin. My vision blurs. The cage convulses as my cock tries desperately to harden, slamming against steel over and over. A thick rope of pre-cum shoots out, splattering across my freshly smoothed lower belly.

Tracy wipes it away with one gloved finger, then brings it to my lips.

“Clean,” she orders.

I open. Taste salt, shame, myself. My tongue curls around her finger while she watches, eyes glittering.

“Good girl,” she purrs.

She keeps going—ass now. She has me roll onto my stomach, knees tucked under, cheeks spread. The position is mortifying. My caged cock dangles helplessly between my thighs, leaking steadily onto the leather. She waxes the small of my back, then lower, circling my hole with warm wax. The sensation is unbearable—intimate, invasive.

Rip.

I sob into the headrest. My whole body is on fire, skin screaming, cock screaming louder inside its prison. Every strip she pulls makes me leak more, makes the cage feel tighter, makes the denial sharper.

When she’s finally done, she rubs cooling lotion everywhere. Her hands glide over my legs, my chest, my ass, my freshly bald groin. Smooth. Silky. Alien. Every touch feels electric on my denuded skin.

She leans down, breath hot against my ear. “Look at you,” she whispers. “All soft and hairless. Just like a proper little doll. No more pretending to be a man. This body belongs to me now.”

I’m trembling. The cage aches so badly I can barely think. My skin feels too tight, too sensitive, every brush of air like a caress.

Tracy steps back, peels off her gloves with a satisfied snap. “Perfect,” she says. “Now you’re ready to wear what pretty things deserve.”

She reaches for a drawer. Pink lace glints inside.

My heart stops knowing that the next humiliation is waiting.

And I’m already dripping for it.


Chapter 4
Pink and Frilly


My entire body still hums with the aftermath of the waxing. Every inch of skin feels raw, newborn, impossibly sensitive—like the air itself is stroking me. The steel cage between my legs throbs in steady, frustrated pulses, the constant pressure reminding me that my cock is no longer mine to command. Pre-cum has dried in sticky trails across my smooth lower belly and inner thighs; fresh beads keep welling up anyway, helpless and humiliating.

Tracy steps away from the styling chair for a moment, disappearing into the back room. I stay exactly where she left me—naked, hairless, caged—too dazed to move. The salon is quiet except for the low hum of the ventilation and the faint click of her heels returning.

She reappears holding two delicate scraps of pink lace. A bra and matching panties. The color is obscene—cotton-candy bright, almost glowing under the salon lights. The bra has delicate ruffled edging and tiny satin bows at the center of each cup. The panties are worse: a tiny thong front that will barely cover anything, with a thin strip of lace that disappears between the cheeks in back.

She holds them up, dangling like bait.

“Arms up,” she says softly.

I lift them without thinking. My biceps tremble. She slips the bra straps over my shoulders, then reaches behind me to fasten the clasp. The lace cups settle against my smooth chest—empty, of course, but the fabric is so soft it feels like a caress. The underwire presses lightly into my ribs, the satin lining brushing my nipples with every breath. They harden instantly under the delicate touch. I bite my lip to keep from whimpering.

Tracy steps back, tilts her head, appraises.

“Turn around.”

I do. Slowly. The bra shifts with the movement, lace whispering against skin.

She reaches for the panties next. Kneels in front of me again—her face so close to my caged cock that I feel the warmth of her breath through the steel bars. My trapped dick surges, pressing painfully against the end of the tube. A fresh drop of pre-cum oozes out and clings to the metal slit.

She ignores it. Instead she holds the thong open.

“Step in.”

I lift one foot, then the other. She pulls the lace up my smooth legs—slowly, deliberately. The fabric glides like silk over waxed skin. When it reaches my hips she tugs the front panel over the cage. The lace stretches tight across the steel, outlining every bar, every humiliating bulge. The thin strip in back slides between my cheeks, nestling deep against my hole. It feels invasive, ticklish, wrong in the best way.

She adjusts the waistband, smoothing it over my hips with both palms. Then she stands and circles me once, eyes gleaming.

“Look at you,” she murmurs. “All soft and pink and pretty. No more pretending.”

I glance down. The sight is obscene: smooth, hairless body wrapped in delicate pink lace. The bra cups sit empty but proud on my chest; the thong cradles the cage like a gift, the steel glinting through the sheer front panel. My balls hang below, framed by lace, vulnerable and exposed. My ass feels framed, lifted, presented.

The shame hits like a wave. My face burns. But underneath it—deep, secret, shameful—there’s heat. My caged cock leaks steadily now, soaking the front of the panties. The wet spot spreads, darkening the pink lace.

Tracy notices. Of course she does.

She reaches out, traces one red fingernail over the damp fabric, right along the outline of the bars.

“Already making a mess,” she whispers. “Does it feel good, sissy? Having your little locked clit all wrapped up in pretty panties?”

I can’t speak. I nod—small, jerky.

“Use your words.”

“It… it feels…” My voice cracks. “Soft. Tight. Humiliating.”

She smiles—slow, satisfied. “And?”

I swallow. “And… good. Too good.”

She steps closer. Her fingers slide under the bra straps, adjusting them unnecessarily, letting her nails graze my shoulders.

“Tell me exactly how it feels on your smooth skin,” she says. “Every detail. Be honest, or I’ll take them away and leave you naked again.”

My heart pounds so hard I feel it in the cage.

“The lace… it’s so light,” I whisper. “Like nothing I’ve ever worn. It tickles my nipples every time I breathe. The cups are empty but they still… hug me. Make me feel… delicate.”

She nods, encouraging.

“The thong… the front is so tight over the cage. I can feel every bar pressing through the lace. And the back…” I falter, cheeks flaming. “It’s between my cheeks. Rubbing. Reminding me I’m… exposed. Feminine. Not a man anymore.”

Tracy’s eyes sparkle with approval.

“And the leaking?” she prompts.

“I can’t stop,” I admit, voice barely audible. “Every time the lace shifts, every time I feel how smooth my legs are, how the bra cups my chest… it makes me drip more. The cage hurts from trying to get hard, but the panties feel so good against it. Like they’re teasing me. Like they know I don’t deserve to be free.”

She leans in, lips brushing my ear.

“Good girl,” she purrs. “That’s exactly how a proper sissy should feel. Frustrated. Aching. Pretty. Owned.”

My knees nearly buckle at the word girl.

She steps back, admiring her work one last time.

“Now,” she says, voice dropping lower, “let’s see how you look in something a little more… attention-grabbing.”

She turns toward another drawer. Hot pink fabric waits inside—short, tight, slutty.

My caged cock throbs harder at the promise.

The transformation is accelerating. And I’m already too far gone to want it to stop.


Chapter 5
Slutty Dress and Heels


The pink lace already feels like a second skin—too tight, too soft, too wrong in all the ways that make my caged cock leak without mercy. Every shift of my hips makes the thong strip tug deeper between my cheeks, every breath makes the bra cups brush my nipples until they’re aching little points under the satin. I stand there in the middle of the salon floor, smooth and hairless and trembling, while Tracy disappears into the back storage room again.

When she returns, she’s carrying a hanger draped with hot-pink fabric that looks more like sin than clothing. The dress is tiny—short enough that it won’t cover half my thighs, tight enough to mold to every curve I don’t have yet. The neckline plunges so low it’s practically obscene, and the material shimmers under the lights like cheap satin begging to be touched.

She hangs it on the styling chair and turns to me, eyes glittering.

“Arms up again, princess.”

I lift them. My biceps shake. She steps close—close enough that her breasts brush my chest through her black dress—and slips the dress over my head. The fabric slides down my smooth body like cool water. It catches briefly on the bra cups, then settles, hugging my waist, flaring slightly at the hips. The hem barely skims the tops of my thighs. If I bend even a little, everything will show.

She zips it up the back—slowly, tooth by tooth. The sound is loud in the quiet salon. Each click pulls the dress tighter, forcing my posture straighter, pushing my chest out, making the empty bra cups strain against the plunging neckline. My nipples poke visibly through the thin satin and lace underneath.

Tracy steps back to admire.

“Almost perfect,” she murmurs.

She reaches for a pair of sheer black stockings next—thigh-highs with wide lace tops. She kneels again, rolls one stocking carefully up my smooth leg. The nylon whispers over waxed skin, cool and slick, clinging like a lover’s hand. She smooths it all the way up until the lace band grips my thigh, just below where the dress hem ends. The other leg follows. The sensation is maddening—every movement makes the stockings slide against each other with a soft shhh, reminding me how exposed and feminine my legs look now.

Then the heels.

Glossy black patent stilettos. Four inches at least. Thin straps that buckle around the ankle. She slips the first one onto my foot, fastens the strap with deft fingers. The arch of my foot is forced high, toes crammed forward. My calf tightens instantly. The second heel follows.

“Stand,” she says.

I try. My ankles wobble. The heels lift my ass, force my hips to sway just to keep balance. The dress rides up immediately—dangerously high. I feel the cool air kiss the lace thong between my cheeks.

Tracy circles me slowly, heels clicking in counterpoint to my uncertain steps.

“Walk,” she commands. “From here to the mirror and back. Slowly. Feel everything.”

I take a step. The heel clicks on the tile—sharp, feminine, unmistakable. My hips roll involuntarily to keep balance. The dress swishes against my thighs with every movement, satin sliding over stockings, whispering filthy promises. The thong tugs deeper with each stride, rubbing against my hole. The cage bounces lightly inside the lace front—steel clinking softly against itself, balls swaying, pre-cum soaking the pink fabric in fresh wet patches.

Another step. Click. Swish. Tug. The bra cups shift, nipples tortured by lace. My ass feels pushed out, presented, like I’m begging without words.

I reach the full-length mirror at the far wall. Stop. Stare.

The reflection is unrecognizable. Long smooth legs in sheer black stockings, glossy heels forcing an arch that makes my calves look sculpted. The hot-pink dress clings like a second skin—short, slutty, neckline plunging to show the pink lace bra underneath. Full, glossy lips still bare for now, but the face above them is flushed, eyes wide with shock and something darker. My caged cock strains visibly against the dress fabric, a small, humiliating bulge outlined in pink satin.

Tracy steps up behind me. Her hands settle on my hips, fingers digging in just enough to steady me.

“Look at yourself,” she whispers against my ear. “See how pretty you are when you stop pretending to be a man?”

I can’t look away. The shame burns through me—hot, liquid, pooling in my groin. My cock throbs uselessly inside the cage, leaking so much that I feel a fresh trickle slide down my inner thigh, cooling against the stocking.

“Walk back,” she says. “Slower this time. Feel the dress ride up. Feel the heels make you sway. Feel how the thong teases your little hole with every step.”

I turn. Take a step. Click. The dress hem rides higher—dangerously close to exposing the lace thong. Another step. Swish. My ass sways, cheeks flexing under the tight fabric. The cage bounces again, steel biting into swollen flesh. Pre-cum drips freely now, soaking the front of the panties, making the satin cling wetly to the bars.

I reach her. Stop. Breathing hard.

Tracy smiles—slow, predatory.

“Good girl,” she purrs. “You move like you were born in heels. Like you’ve always wanted to be this slutty little thing.”

She reaches down, traces one finger along the wet spot on the front of my dress where the cage presses.

“You’re dripping through everything,” she whispers. “So desperate. So needy. And we haven’t even started on your face yet.”

My knees tremble.

She takes my hand—firm, possessive—and leads me back toward the makeup chair.

The next part is waiting.

And my body is already screaming for it.


Chapter 6
Makeup and Cruel Teasing


Tracy guides me to the makeup chair with a hand on the small of my back—firm, possessive, right where the tight pink dress clings to my waist. The stilettos force every step into a slow, swaying mince; the heels click-click-click across the tile like a countdown. Each stride makes the short hem ride higher, the lace thong tug deeper between my cheeks, the steel cage bounce helplessly inside soaked pink panties. My smooth legs whisper together in the sheer stockings, every nylon glide sending fresh shivers up my spine. The bra cups shift with my breathing, nipples raw and pebbled against satin. I’m already a leaking, trembling mess, and we haven’t even touched my face yet.

She spins the chair so it faces the big lighted mirror. I sink down. The leather is cool against the backs of my thighs where the dress has ridden up. My ass presses into the seat; the thong strip nestles even tighter against my hole, a constant, teasing pressure.

Tracy stands behind me, hands resting lightly on my shoulders. Our eyes meet in the reflection. Hers are dark, amused, merciless. Mine are wide, glassy, pupils blown with shame and need.

“Stay very still,” she says softly. “We’re going to make you beautiful. And while I work, I’m going to tell you exactly what your ex is doing right now.”

My stomach clenches. The cage throbs hard at her words.

She starts with foundation. A cool, creamy sponge dabs across my cheeks, forehead, chin. She blends with slow, deliberate strokes, erasing every trace of stubble shadow, every imperfection. My skin looks flawless—porcelain-smooth, doll-like.

“Picture her,” Tracy murmurs as she works. “Right this minute. Spread out on that bed you used to sleep in. Legs wide. That guy from the photos—he’s bigger than you, isn’t he? Thicker. Harder. She’s moaning his name while he stretches her open. Really stretches her. The way you never could.”

I whimper. The cage bites as my cock surges uselessly. Pre-cum pulses out in thick spurts, soaking the front of the panties until the pink lace clings transparently to the steel bars.

Tracy smiles at my reflection. “She’s probably clawing his back right now. Begging him to go deeper. Telling him how much better he feels than her sad little ex ever did.”

She moves to blush next. A soft brush swirls rosy circles on my cheekbones—high, dramatic, slutty. The color makes me look perpetually flushed, like I’ve just been fucked.

“Remember how she used to fake it with you?” Tracy continues, voice calm, conversational. “Those little sighs, the polite moans? She doesn’t have to fake anymore. He’s hitting spots you didn’t even know existed. She’s screaming—real screams—while he pounds her into the mattress. And you? You’re here, locked and leaking in pink panties, getting your face painted like a whore.”

A tear slips down my cheek. She catches it with her thumb before it ruins the makeup, then licks it off casually.

“Taste like desperation,” she whispers. “Perfect.”

Eyeshadow next. Smoky gray and black, blended into a sultry wing. She tilts my chin up, makes me watch every stroke in the mirror. My eyes look bigger, darker, fuck-me heavy.

“He’s probably flipping her over now,” she says. “Face down, ass up. Grabbing her hair the way you were too gentle to do. Slamming into her so hard the headboard bangs. She’s coming already—shaking, squirting maybe—while you sit here dripping like a broken faucet.”

Mascara. Thick, black coats on my lashes. They fan out, long and dramatic. Every blink feels heavy, feminine.

“And when he finishes?” Tracy purrs, switching to eyeliner. Sharp flicks at the corners. “He’ll fill her up. Deep. Hot. The way she always wanted but you could never give her. She’ll feel it leaking out for hours. Proof she finally got what she deserved.”

Lipstick last. Glossy, cherry-red. She outlines my mouth first—slow, precise—then fills it in with a creamy bullet. The color is obscene, wet-looking, made for sucking. She tops it with clear gloss that makes my lips shine and pout.

She steps back. Studies her work.

I stare at the reflection. The face looking back isn’t mine anymore. It’s soft, painted, slutty. Full lips parted, eyes smoky and pleading, cheeks flushed like I’ve been used. The hot-pink dress, the lace bra peeking at the plunging neckline, the glossy black heels forcing my posture into an arch—it all fits. Too perfectly.

Tracy leans down, rests her chin on my shoulder so we’re cheek to cheek in the mirror. Her perfume wraps around me.

“Look at her getting railed right now,” she whispers. “Getting fucked stupid by a real man. And look at you—locked, smooth, painted, dripping. You could never satisfy her, Nick. But you’re going to satisfy me.”

My caged cock spasms. Tracy notices. Traces it the bulge through my dress.

“So desperate,” she murmurs. “So perfect.”

She spins the chair slowly until I’m facing the full-length mirror across the room.

“Time to see the whole picture, sweetheart.”

My heart slams against my ribs.

The truth is waiting.

And I’m terrified I’ll love it.


Chapter 7
The Mirror of Truth


Tracy’s fingers linger on my shoulders for a moment longer, nails pressing just hard enough to remind me who’s in control. Then she steps away, heels clicking once, twice, as she moves behind the styling chair. I’m still seated, legs crossed awkwardly at the ankles to keep the too-short dress from riding all the way up, but it doesn’t matter—the lace thong is soaked through, the steel cage outlined shamelessly against the wet pink satin, every throb visible under the thin fabric. My painted lips part on shallow breaths; the glossy red shine catches the light every time I swallow. Smoky eyes stare back at me from the makeup mirror, wide and glassy, like I’m already lost.

She reaches for the chair’s swivel base and turns me slowly—inch by inch—until I’m no longer facing the small lighted mirror but the full-length one across the salon floor. The one that goes floor to ceiling, framed in ornate gold, merciless in its honesty.

“Stand up,” she says quietly.

My legs unfold. The stilettos force me onto my toes as I rise; the dress clings, stretches, rides higher. I wobble for a second before finding balance, ass pushed out, chest forward, the empty bra cups straining against the plunging neckline. The stockings whisper with the shift of my thighs. The thong tugs deep between my cheeks. The cage bounces once—hard—sending a fresh spurt of pre-cum soaking into the already drenched lace.

Tracy steps to the side so I have an unobstructed view.

“Look,” she commands.

I do.

The reflection steals my breath.

Long, smooth, hairless legs gleam in sheer black stockings, the lace tops biting into my thighs just below the hem of the slutty hot-pink dress. The dress itself is obscene—tight across the waist, flaring over hips I never knew could look curved, the neckline diving so low the pink lace bra peeks out like an invitation. My nipples are hard points pressing through both layers, shamelessly obvious. Glossy black heels arch my feet, force my posture into that helpless, fuck-me sway. And the face—God, the face. Full, cherry-red lips parted and shining with gloss. Cheeks flushed with permanent-looking blush. Eyes heavy with smoky shadow and thick mascara, lashes fanning out like they were made for bedroom stares. Hair still my own but tousled now, framing everything in soft waves that make me look… delicate. Used. Feminine.

I don’t recognize myself.

The cage throbs so violently I nearly double over. Pre-cum drips steadily down my inner thigh now, cooling against the nylon, leaving a glistening trail. My balls ache, pulled tight and exposed below the steel ring, framed by pink lace like an offering.

I open my mouth. Voice cracks on the first try.

“How…” I swallow, glossy lips sticking slightly. “How is this supposed to help me get over her?”

Tracy moves behind me again. Her body presses lightly to my back—warm through the thin dress fabric. One hand slides around my waist, fingers splaying possessively over my flat, smooth stomach. The other lifts to my chin, tilting my head so I’m forced to keep staring at the mirror. Her red lips curve into a slow, predatory smile right beside my ear in the reflection.

“Oh sweetheart,” she whispers, breath hot against my skin, “we’re just getting started.”

Her words sink in like teeth. My reflection trembles—lips quivering, eyes filling, caged cock leaking harder at the quiet promise in her voice. She tightens her hold on my waist, pulling me back against her until my ass nestles into the cradle of her hips. The dress rides up another inch; I feel the cool air on the lower curve of my cheeks, the thong strip barely covering anything anymore.

“You think this is about forgetting her?” Tracy continues, voice velvet-soft and merciless. “No, darling. This is about erasing the man she never really wanted. The one who couldn’t make her scream. The one who’s spent years pretending he was enough.”

Her hand slides lower—over the front of the dress, palm pressing flat against the humiliating bulge of the cage. She doesn’t rub, doesn’t stroke—just holds. The pressure is exquisite torture. The steel bites deeper; my trapped flesh surges uselessly against unyielding bars. Another thick rope of pre-cum pulses out, soaking through dress and panties until her palm feels the wet heat.

“Feel that?” she murmurs. “That’s what surrender feels like. Constant. Aching. Beautiful. And you’re going to learn to love it.”

I whimper—high, broken, unmistakably feminine. My knees threaten to buckle in the heels.

Tracy’s smile widens in the mirror.

She releases my chin, lets her fingers trail up to trace the glossy outline of my painted lips.

“Such a pretty mouth,” she says. “Soon it’ll be good for more than just begging.”

My reflection stares back—shocked, aroused, utterly owned.

She steps away suddenly, leaving me cold and exposed in front of the mirror.

“Stay right there,” she orders. “Don’t move. Don’t touch. Just look at what you’ve become.”

I obey. Frozen. Dripping. Heart hammering.

She disappears into the back room again.

When she returns, something thick and black dangles from her hand—a harness, a strap-on, the dildo attached glistening under the lights.

My breath stops.

She meets my eyes in the reflection once more.

“Time to break you in, princess.”

The night is about to get so much deeper.

And I’m already too far gone to run.


Chapter 8
Bent Over and Broken In


Tracy doesn’t rush. She never does. She lets me stand there in front of the full-length mirror, trembling in glossy black heels, the hot-pink dress hiked up just enough to show the lace tops of my stockings and the soaked thong clinging to the steel cage. My painted lips are parted, glossy and trembling; my smoky eyes are wide with equal parts terror and hunger. The reflection is a complete stranger—a slutty, feminized doll with smooth skin, arched back, and a leaking little locked clit that won’t stop dripping down my nylon-covered thighs.

She steps behind me again, close enough that I feel the heat of her body through the thin fabric of her black dress. One hand slides up my spine, slow and possessive, until her fingers curl around the nape of my neck. She squeezes gently—enough to make me gasp.

“Bend over,” she whispers. “Hands on the styling chair. Ass out. Eyes on the mirror the whole time.”

My heart slams so hard I feel it in my throat. I obey. Slowly. The heels make the movement awkward, forced; I have to spread my legs wider just to keep balance. I lean forward, palms pressing into the cool leather seat of the styling chair. The dress rides all the way up now—bunched around my waist like a belt. The pink thong is fully exposed, the thin strip buried deep between my cheeks, the front panel stretched transparently over the gleaming steel cage. My balls hang heavy and vulnerable below the ring, glistening with pre-cum.

Tracy steps away for a moment. I hear the soft rustle of straps, the click of buckles. When she returns, she’s wearing it: a thick, black silicone dildo strapped to her hips—eight inches, veined, intimidating. The harness is sleek leather, hugging her curves like it was made for her. She strokes the shaft once, casually, letting me see how it juts forward from her body.

“Look at yourself,” she says, voice low and calm. “Watch what happens to pretty little sissies who can’t satisfy their women.”

She moves behind me again. One hand grips my hip—firm, bruising. The other guides the slick tip of the dildo to my hole. She’s lubed it generously; the cold gel makes me clench instinctively.

“Relax,” she murmurs. “Or it’ll hurt more.”

I try. My painted lips part on a shaky breath. In the mirror I see everything: my flushed face, mascara-smudged eyes already watering, glossy red mouth open in silent plea. The hot-pink dress crumpled at my waist. Stockings stretched tight over smooth thighs. And behind me—Tracy, calm, dominant, pressing forward.

The head breaches me—slow, relentless. I gasp—high, broken, unmistakably girlish. The stretch burns, then blooms into fullness. She doesn’t stop. Inch by inch she sinks deeper, hips rolling with practiced ease. My hole yields, opens, takes her. The thick shaft slides home until her hips press flush against my ass, the harness grinding against my cheeks.

I whimper. Loud. The cage bounces wildly with the intrusion—steel clanging against itself, trapped cock slamming uselessly against bars. Pre-cum spurts in thick, helpless ropes, splattering the leather seat beneath me.

Tracy holds there for a long moment, letting me feel every inch buried inside me.

“Feel that?” she whispers, leaning over my back so her breasts press against me, lips at my ear. “That’s what a real cock feels like. Deep. Thick. Owning you.”

She starts to move—slow, deliberate thrusts. Each one pulls almost all the way out, then drives back in, deep and steady. The angle is perfect; the fat head drags across my prostate with every stroke. Electric pleasure explodes through me—sharp, overwhelming, impossible to escape. My knees buckle in the heels; I grip the chair harder to stay upright.

In the mirror I watch it all: my feminized body rocking forward with every thrust, ass pushed high, cheeks spread around the thick black shaft disappearing inside me. My painted face twists—eyes rolling back, glossy lips parted on moans I can’t suppress. The cage swings helplessly between my legs, leaking in time with her rhythm, a steady drip-drip-drip onto the floor.

“Watch yourself get fucked,” Tracy orders, voice steady even as her hips snap harder. “Watch how pretty you look when you’re finally useful.”

I can’t look away. The sight is obscene—me, bent over, taking it like a desperate slut. Stockings gleaming, heels arched, dress bunched, thong pulled aside. My hole stretched wide around her strap-on, clenching greedily with every thrust. My caged clit bouncing, swollen, purple, dripping like a broken faucet.

The pressure builds—fast, merciless. Every drag across my prostate sends white-hot sparks up my spine. No hands. No stroking. Just the relentless pounding and the cage trapping everything inside.

I’m close. Too close.

Tracy feels it. She grips my hips harder, thrusts deeper, faster.

“Come for me, sissy,” she hisses. “Come hands-free while you watch yourself get claimed. Show me what a good girl you are.”

It hits like lightning.

My whole body locks. A strangled cry rips from my painted lips. My prostate pulses—once, twice—and then I’m coming. Hard. Explosive. Thick ropes of cum spurt uselessly into the soaked pink panties, soaking through the lace, dripping down my thighs in hot, shameful streams. The cage convulses with every spurt, steel biting into swollen flesh, prolonging the agony and the ecstasy. My vision whites out; my legs shake violently in the heels. I sob—open-mouthed, mascara running in black streaks down my cheeks.

Tracy doesn’t stop. She fucks me through it—slow, deep, drawing out every aftershock until I’m a trembling, leaking wreck.

When the last pulse fades, she finally stills. Buried to the hilt. Her hands slide up my sides, possessive.

“Good girl,” she purrs, kissing the back of my neck. “Such a messy little sissy.”

I’m panting, shaking, still bent over the chair. Cum drips steadily from the ruined panties, pooling on the floor. My reflection stares back—ruined makeup, flushed skin, eyes glassy with surrender.

Tracy pulls out slowly—agonizingly slow—leaving me empty and clenching around nothing.

She turns me gently, still supporting my weight.

“Back to the mirror,” she whispers. “One more look before the final lesson.”

My legs barely hold me. But I obey.

She presses against my back again, strap-on still glistening, still hard.

And in the reflection, she smiles.

The night isn’t over.

It’s only just beginning to own me completely.


Chapter 9
You Belong to Me Now


I’m still bent forward against the styling chair, palms slick on the leather, thighs quivering in the glossy black heels. The hot-pink dress is bunched uselessly around my waist like a discarded belt, the soaked lace thong clinging transparently to the steel cage. Thick ropes of my own cum cool on my inner thighs, dripping in slow, shameful trails down the sheer stockings. My hole clenches around nothing—empty now, aching from the thick strap-on that just claimed it. Mascara streaks black down my flushed cheeks; glossy red lips are swollen from biting them to stifle moans. Every breath makes the empty bra cups shift, nipples raw against satin.

Tracy hasn’t pulled away. She stands behind me, hips still pressed flush to my ass, the slick black dildo still buried deep inside me. The harness presses against my cheeks; her warmth seeps through the thin fabric of her dress. One arm snakes around my waist, holding me upright when my knees threaten to give. The other hand slides up—slow, possessive—until her fingers rest lightly against my throat. Not choking. Just owning.

She turns me gently, guiding me to face the full-length mirror again. The movement makes the strap-on shift inside me—slow drag across my oversensitive prostate. I whimper—high, broken, pathetic. My legs shake so violently the heels clack together.

“Look,” she whispers, chin resting on my shoulder now. Our reflections merge: her calm, predatory beauty against my ruined, feminized surrender. “See what you are now.”

I can’t look away.

The mirror shows everything. Smooth, hairless skin glistening with sweat and lotion. Stockings torn slightly at the lace tops from my thrashing. The slutty pink dress crumpled, cum-stained, barely covering anything. Painted face wrecked—smoky eyes blurred with tears, cherry lips parted on panting breaths, blush smeared from friction. And between my legs: the steel cage, swollen purple head bulging against the bars, still leaking thin, watery spurts even after the hands-free explosion. My balls hang heavy, slick, framed by ruined pink lace.

Tracy’s hand slides from my throat to cup my chin, forcing my gaze to stay locked on the reflection.

“What was your girlfriend’s name?” she asks softly. Almost tenderly.

My mind blanks.

I open my mouth. Nothing comes.

I try again—searching, grasping. The name that used to mean everything. The face I woke up to for years. The woman who just hours ago sent me proof she was getting fucked better than I could ever manage.

Nothing.

Just static. A void where that memory used to live.

Tracy’s lips curve into a slow, triumphant smile against my ear.

“That’s right,” she purrs. “Because you don’t need her name anymore. You don’t need her at all.”

She rocks her hips once—shallow, deliberate. The dildo grinds deep, pressing right against that spot that makes my vision spark. A fresh, weak spurt dribbles from the cage, soaking the already drenched panties further.

“You belong to Tracy now,” she whispers. “My pretty little after-hours sissy. My locked, leaking, obedient doll.”

The words sink in like hooks. My body responds before my brain can catch up—hole clenching greedily around the strap-on, cage throbbing in useless protest, fresh tears spilling down my ruined makeup.

She reaches into the deep V of her dress and pulls out the tiny silver key on its chain. It dangles between us, catching the light, swinging like a pendulum.

“This,” she says, pressing the key to my glossy lips so I taste cold metal and my own shame, “stays right here. Around my neck. Where it belongs.”

She lets it drop back between her breasts, nestling in warm cleavage.

“And you,” she continues, voice dropping to velvet command, “stay right here. With me. In my salon. In my chair. In my control.”

She finally pulls out—slow, agonizing—leaving me empty and clenching. I sob at the loss. She turns me fully to face her, hands steadying my waist as my knees buckle.

“On your knees, princess.”

I drop. The heels make it awkward; I land hard on stockinged knees, the tile cold against my skin. The dress rides up completely now—ass exposed, thong askew, cage dangling between my thighs like jewelry.

Tracy steps closer. The strap-on glistens inches from my painted lips.

“Clean me,” she orders. “Show me how grateful you are for your new life.”

I lean forward without hesitation. Tongue out. Taste lube, sweat, myself. I lick slowly—up the shaft, around the head—eyes locked on hers the whole time. Mascara runs in fresh black rivers down my cheeks.

She strokes my hair—gentle, almost loving.

“Good girl,” she murmurs. “We have so many lessons left. So many nights just like this. You’ll learn to crave the cage. The heels. The lace. The stretch. You’ll beg for it.”

I finish cleaning her. She unbuckles the harness with practiced ease, sets it aside.

Then she kneels—bringing her face level with mine. Cups my ruined cheek.

“Say it,” she whispers.

I swallow. Voice hoarse, cracked, feminine.

“I belong to Tracy now.”

Her smile is radiant. Victorious.

“That’s my pretty sissy.”

She stands, offers her hand.

I take it.

She leads me—still in heels, dress askew, makeup wrecked, cage dripping—toward the back room.

“Time to get you settled for the night,” she says softly. “We open at ten tomorrow. And you’ll be right here waiting. Ready to serve.”

My heart races.

No fear.

Only surrender.

Only need.

The door to the back room closes behind us with a soft, final click.

And just like that⁠—

I’m hers.

Forever.


Newsletter


Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!

https://tiffanychastain.com/newsletter


About the Author


Tiffany Chastain

Tiffany Chastain is an author at https://www.malechastitylife.com, a blog site containing information aimed to help people starting their own male chastity lives as well as a collection of other chastity stories.

Contact Tiffany

Website: https://www.tiffanychastain.com

[image: Amazon icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon]


Also by Tiffany Chastain

Feminized By My Best Friend

Nick has carried a secret crush on his best friend, Samantha, for as long as he can remember. But when it comes to romance, she has always been out of his reach and out of his league.

But life takes an unexpected turn when Nick lends a hand to help Sam move and stumbles upon a box filled with her lingerie. Lost in the allure of the delicate garments, he becomes completely absorbed, momentarily forgetting that Sam is in the room with him, watching his infatuation of her panties.

Little does Nick realize the familiarity he will soon have with Sam’s lingerie and the surprises that await him, as Sam unveils her secret plans, forever altering the course of their relationship.

Read the full story of how Sam helps Nick transform from her best friend to her girl friend.

[image: ]


Turned Sissy By My Lesbian Girlfriend

Jack and Maya are deeply in love and living a perfect life together. Or so Jack thinks. Maya has a secret she has been hiding; she has recently admitted to herself that she is a lesbian, but hasn't told Jack in fear of losing him. So in order to keep him, Maya develops a plan.

When she finally admits her secret to Jack, he can't believe it. But when Maya reveals her plan to keep them together, he sees an option, albeit a strange one, to keep them together. Her idea? To have Jack start a transformation to become a woman so they can stay together as a lesbian couple.

Out of his deep love for his girlfriend, Jack hesitantly agrees to give it a try, interested to see how far she will make him go towards becoming a woman. Will he quit before it is complete or will Maya unlock his inner sissy and complete her plan?

Follow along the story of Jack as he becomes dominated by his girlfriend and transformed into Jackie, a submissive sissy who is always eager to please his girlfriend.

[image: ]


Feminization Camp

Neil and his wife Daphne have finally reached a breaking point in their relationship. After years of Neil playing the traditional "man" role and leaving all the household chores to Daphne, she's had enough. She gives Neil an ultimatum: Attend Camp Transcendence, or their marriage is over.

Feeling resentful but with no other choice, Neil begrudgingly agrees to go to the camp, thinking it might be a nice escape. Little does he know that Cindy and the other counselors are determined to keep him busy and teach him what it truly means to embrace femininity. It's going to be a transformative experience for Neil, whether he likes it or not.
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