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Thank You!



THANK YOU!

What an incredible year 2025 was! I want to thank all my readers for choosing to read one of my books. We achieved a remarkable milestone: over 1,000,000 page reads on Kindle Unlimited.

Thank you very much! I hope you will choose more of my books in the future. Please consider reviewing my book and following me on Amazon.

Or sharing my book on Bluesky

Thank you!

Phoebe Pearl


The Pink Protocol



"Deliciously wicked... leaves you breathless and begging for more." The Pink Protocol - a Femdom erotica novel that explores the boundaries of sexuality, power dynamics, and personal liberation in a world where submission becomes empowerment.


Chapter One



Avery

Ipoured Kara’s coffee, watching the steam rising as I slid it across the granite countertop. “Busy day?”

“Yeah.” Her voice was flat, eyes not meeting mine.

“I’m sorry about last night.” My fingers fidgeted with a loose thread on my worn t-shirt.

Kara sipped her coffee, wincing slightly. “Is there something I should be doing differently?” The question was sharp, edged with frustration.

Just tell her, I thought. “No.”

“Do you not find me attractive anymore?”

“Yes! I mean no. You’re gorgeous.”

“It’s been more than a month, Avery. Is there another woman?”

I wondered if a virtual dominatrix named Mistress Nyx counted as another woman. “It’s just stress.” I stared at the floor.

“STRESS! From sitting at home all day? Is that too much for you? Playing your computer games instead of looking for a job? I work all day. Come home, make dinner. Clean the house on my days off, and what do you do?”

“I’m trying, Kara.”

“What’s wrong with you? At least you could clean the house.” Her knuckles whitened around the mug as she ticked all the responsibilities I was shirking while she made money, cleaned, and cooked. Her lecture faded into the background, as tasks from my computer game Sissymaker flooded my mind—me in a frilly pink maid’s outfit, the satin ribbons tight against my skin.

“Avery!” Her sharp tone snapped me out of my fantasy.

“Okay.”

“You didn’t hear a word I said, did you?”

“I heard you.”

“What did I say?”

“I’m looking! Every day.” I sighed heavily. “Why are you always nagging me?”

“Nagging? Really?” Kara’s eyes flashed, a mix of hurt and anger twisting her features as she grabbed her coffee and stormed off.

I waited until Kara’s car turned the corner down the block, and raced into the basement and fired Sissymaker: Sissy Reprogrammer Edition up. Mistress Nyx appeared, her long red finger wagging, issuing humiliating orders as I played through level thirteen. With every “Obey, slut!” my pulse pounded faster, and instead of recoiling, I craved more.

An hour later, guilt or perhaps responsibility took over. I paused the game right before the level fourteen sissy challenge and minimized SissyMaker, pulling up the job search page. I scrolled through the pages and pages of jobs I wasn’t qualified for or wanted, or that didn’t pay enough.

Disappointed, I returned to my game, yet Kara’s demands echoed in my mind like a relentless drumbeat. “What’s wrong with you? Clean the damn kitchen!” Her words replayed, a haunting reminder of her frustration, settling heavily in my gut. The contradiction burned in my chest—why did I get rock hard when Mistress Nyx ordered me to “clean like a good little sissy maid,” but felt annoyed when Kara asked me to wash a few dishes? Why did the thought of being forced into pink panties and called “princess” make my cock throb, while Kara’s sweet lips wrapped around my cock last night left me limp?

A surge of arousal coursed through me as I selected a sleek latex corset and a shimmering pink PVC skirt for the upcoming challenges of level fourteen. I wrapped my hand around my cock, stroking with a deliberate, steady rhythm that mirrored the commanding cadence of Mistress Nyx’s voice. A small voice inside me shouted: “Stop!” Yet, I couldn’t bring myself stop. My wrist continued its calculated pace, lost in the intoxicating blend of humiliation and desire.

Mistress Nyx said, “Are you playing with yourself?” Her Avatar paused and cracked a whip. “I haven’t given you permission. Put it back in your pants, boy. Now.”

Without question, I obeyed as guilt crashed over me like a tidal wave. This wasn’t who I was—was it? I was engaged for Christ’s sake. I loved Kara. I was just an ordinary guy who enjoyed typical guy things. Yet, why did the degradation from Mistress Nyx send shivers of arousal through me, while I lay as limp as a wet rag when Kara reached for me last night? What was drawing me deeper into this humiliating spiral of submission?

“Close the game,” I told myself. A real man would close it. But real men don’t play games where their character has to wear pink frilly panties while a Mistress clad in black leather mocked their masculinity. I whimpered—actually whimpered—as I clicked “Accept Task” and watched my character sink deeper into feminization.

I played on, finger hovering over the sticky mouse, trembling like a virgin on prom night.

After working my way through level fourteen, Mistress Nyx said, “You have been a good girl. You may play with your cock. But do not cum until I permit you.” I dropped my sweatpants to my ankles, pulled out my cock, squirted lube into my palm, and returned to the game. Stroked while Misstress Nyx mocked me for what my character did in level fourteen. “I bet you’re dreaming of being on your knees, aren’t you?”

“Yes. Mistress. I am.” And God help me, I was. The strangeness struck me. Why am I hard when I’m thinking of sucking cock and not when Kara—

The hinges of the back door creaked—a sound that shot ice through my veins. My eyes darted to the clock: 12:17 PM. Kara’s meeting wouldn’t end until 4:30. Must be the neighbor’s cat again, knocking against the screen. My shoulders relaxed as I leaned back into the warm glow of Mistress Nyx’s world.

The unmistakable creak of the last floorboard of the basement stairs sent me into a panic. “Oh my fucking God! Is this what you do instead of looking for a job?”

The mouse flew from my grip as I lunged for the waistband of my sweatpants. I yanked the fabric over my erection, sending the chair toppling as I turned to face Kara. She stood at the bottom of the stairs, her lips pressed into a tight, thin line, nostrils flaring with barely contained fury, the vein at her temple throbbing beneath flushed skin. The bulge in my pants was unmistakably visible. My palms were slick with lube, and I hastily rubbed them against my sweatpants, desperate to erase any trace of my shameful arousal. A wave of humiliation washed over me so intensely that I could almost taste bile rising in my throat.

Her gaze shifted from the flickering screen to me, eyes narrowing with palpable revulsion. She crossed her arms tightly, a warrior bracing for conflict. Meanwhile, Mistress Nyx’s voice filled the silence, “Such a good little sissy, ready to take whatever comes your way. Do not cum!”

I stammered, scrambling for an excuse, but my voice cracked. “I…”

“Seriously?” Kara’s jaw clenched. “You can’t get hard for me, but this cartoon harlot has you at full mast?” She gestured at my twitching sweatpants.

Anger flared in me, a hot coil tightening in my gut. “It’s not what you think,” I croaked. “It’s just a—IT’S AN ESCAPE!”

Kara’s eyes blazed. “An escape? From responsibility? From me?” She stepped forward. The air between us crackled. Kara pointed at the screen. “Is this why you can’t get it up for me?”

I turned following her finger. My Avatar, dressed in an outfit that would make the slutiest girl on the planet blush, dropped to her knees as a guy who looked like a linebacker for the NFL shoved his cock into my Avatar’s mouth.

“Are you gay? Is that why you can’t get it up? Oh fuck! How could I be so stupid!”

“NO! I’m not gay. You don’t understand,” I shot back, voice trembling. “It helps. In here, I can be whoever I want—without your lectures!” A Freudian slip if I’d ever heard one. Did I really want to be a sissy?

Kara’s eyes flashed. “What do you want to be? A lazy, good-for-nothing husband? There is no way I’m going to work my ass off all day so you can sit in the basement, jacking off. It helps? With what? Not finding a job! The house is still a mess and…” She advanced, each step a challenge. “My arm hurts from trying to get you hard last night and… and you get hard— playing this crap? What kind of man are you? No! I’m done.”

“No!” But I did. I wanted…. “I… Kara? Please.”

Kara exhaled. “You… You are going to pay for this.”

“It’s your fault. All your nagging!”

She stepped closer, fists clenched. “Nagging? For real? Get your ass upstairs, this conversation isn’t over.”

She stormed up the stairs.

Alone again, the NFL linebacker erupted into my Avatar’s mouth while Mistress Nyx stood behind me. “Such a good sissy warming up my bulls. Prepare for your next sissy challenge…”

Reality hissed: Close it. Stand up. Fix your life. I snapped the laptop shut with a sharp crack and yanked the cord free. Silence settled—thick, accusing. My skin prickled as shame pressed in like a vice.

I stood there, trembling. Climb the stairs and face Kara—face myself. My chest pounded. The tension was unbearable. Every muscle shook. Then, with a deep breath, I climbed the stairs. Each step was a verdict, each creak a promise: conflict awaits.


Chapter Two



Avery

In the kitchen, the gleaming countertops and custom cabinets, all funded by Kara, surrounded me as the refrigerator hummed quietly, stocked with groceries she had paid for. I sat there, unemployed and devoid of purpose. Our reflections stared back at me from the mirror above the buffet—two people teetering on the edge of separation.

Her gaze was precise and uncompromising, like an employer ready to terminate an unworthy candidate. She knew what she wanted, and I had a feeling it no longer had anything to do with me. I looked into the blackness of her eyes, pleading. What looked back at me was a cunning, even conspiratorial expression. As if I were about to step on a landmine, and she had no intention of stopping me.

She straightened her shoulders, lifted her chin, and planted her feet. “Don’t sit down. This will be quick.”

Panic tightened my chest. I stood like a student summoned to the principal’s office, trying to come up with an explanation. What do I say? She stared at my hands, clasped to hide my arousal, then moved her gaze up to the stained T-shirt hanging loosely over my shoulders. She looked repulsed, with a whiff of enjoyment as if she had a secret. Trying to find something to do with my hands, I picked up one of her business cards: EXECUTIVE EVENT COORDINATOR. On the back, in her handwriting: Miss Winters. And a phone number.

Kara snatched it from my hand, explaining something I hadn’t asked for. “One of my clients.” She turned it over between her fingers for a minute, as if it were a magic talisman about to destroy her mortal enemy, me. Before she tucked it into her breast pocket, she flashed a sly, satisfied smile.

She took a step forward and jabbed me in the chest. “Get out.”

The fridge’s hum filled the silence. “Kara… please. Why?”

She laughed. “Are you f’in serious? You’ve supposedly been ‘looking for work’ for seven months, and instead of job hunting, you’ve been playing that... game.” Her voice cracked as her face turned purple with rage. “I’ve been carrying us while you sit here getting off on—what? Being humiliated? Being feminized? Is that what you want?”

“No!” But I did. I just couldn’t admit it.

“I’m out there killing myself to give us a good life, make things nice for us.” She gestured at the kitchen she’d renovated herself. “And you!” She jabbed her finger into my chest. “You don’t clean! You do nothing but make a mess. Eat my food and play with your limp dick, while playing that perverted fuckin’ game. You’re not a man, and I want a man.”

Kara’s eyes shot to my crotch, where my erection strained visibly against my pants, a physical betrayal growing harder with each cutting word she hurled at me. Her lecture wasn’t just hitting home—it was turning me on, and we both knew it.

“Oh, my f’ing God, are you getting turned on? What kind of sick, perverted idiot are you?”

I wanted to tell her what kind of sick, perverted idiot I was. I wanted to drop to my knees and polish her heels. “It’s not what you think.” My mind searched for a lie. It found one. “I’m doing research for a company that wants reviews on video games. Its freelance work doesn’t—”

“Stop! Stop with the lies. I can handle you being broke. I can handle a lot of things. But lying to my face… I suppose you’re writing an article about how to masturbate, too?”

“I got carried away. It won’t happen again.”

“That’s the first right thing you said in months. You’re right, it won’t happen again.” She gripped my chin, squeezing until my jaw ached. I tried to look away, but she dug her nails in. Just tell me to get down on my knees, Kara. “You’re worthless.”

She let go of my chin, and her fists tensed at her sides, her face flushing with anger. She stepped in closer, looming over me despite being shorter. The way she stood there, commanding the space between us, sent electric currents through me. Drop to your knees, a voice inside urged. Kiss her feet as your avatar does to Mistress Nyx. I bit my lip hard, fighting the urge to collapse before her, to press my forehead to her black heels and beg forgiveness. The fantasy felt so real, I could almost taste the polish on her shoes.

Her words came sharp, slicing through the pretense. “I thought… I thought it was a phase. I hate you! Hiding in your little world, getting hard while playing a perverted little game, and getting off while I suffer. I have needs too! Fuck! Get out! I can’t look at you anymore.”

I wanted to argue. To scream. To beg. I trembled, but heat pooled low in my stomach, shame twisting into arousal. “Kara…”

“Get out!” she barked. “I need some space.”

She grabbed my wrists, dragged me to the front door, where two suitcases waited for my departure. She flung open the door it banged on the wall. She pointed at my car. Her posture was controlled, almost triumphant. A tiny, knowing smile flickered on her lips as she tossed my suitcases out the door. “I packed everything. Don’t come back. If you show your face here again, I’ll tell everyone about that game. Cops, family, friends—everyone.”

I tried to protest: “Kara, it’s just a game—”

“Get out! And take your laptop with you.” She paused before adding, “Don’t even think about coming back.”

“Where will I go? I have no money.”

“One minute.” She disappeared and returned with three crumpled hundred-dollar bills and my laptop. She tossed the crumbled hundred-dollar bills onto the sidewalk and slammed the laptop into my chest. “Don’t call me. I’ll call you.”

The door slammed. I picked up my laptop and my two suitcases, stood on the porch, uncertain where to go. I loaded my life into the trunk, sank into the driver’s seat, not starting the engine, staring at traffic, pedestrians, and a distant barking dog. I had nothing: no job, three hundred dollars, no place to stay.


Chapter Three



Miss Winters

The Day Before

Another “Cancel Subscription” notification pinged in, the stark Leash logo glaring at the top of my inbox—a fresh stab to my gut. Had it been seventy-two? Seventy-three? Each message was yet another wound to our once-pristine reputation. The Pink Protocol was one of our most popular columns, and since Misty, our former sissy writer, left us three months ago, our subscribers had been dropping like flies. I refused to entertain the notion of failure, yet the evidence was mounting on my screen. I clicked through the subscription analytics, watching the downward trend with growing irritation. The Leash wasn’t just a magazine; it was my legacy.

I leaned into the polished mahogany desk, elbows digging in as I scanned subject lines: “Disappointed by Editorial Direction.” “Where Is Pink Protocol?” “You’ve Lost a Loyal Reader.” All blaming the same sin: killing our sissy transformation column.

Tap. Tap. Tap. My long crimson nails against my mahogany desktop.

I shot off a text message to JJ, my recruiter. “My office. Now.”

Ten minutes later, the door opened. JJ entered with her shoulders hunched—a posture she only wore when she spoke to me. She fidgeted with the zipper at her neck. The woman who regularly reduced grown men to tears couldn’t even meet my eyes now, her gaze darting between the floor and the wall behind me as if searching for an escape route.

“Explain this.” I turned my laptop around to face her.

JJ’s voice quavered. “I didn’t run Misty off.”

“That is the subscriber report. We are down 34% in the 90 days since Misty left. You had one task. Find another writer to replace her, and you have failed. We lost another ten percent of our subscriptions after that last idiot you hired. I read a passage from the last idiot JJ hired, ‘The readers of The Leash just want to know how to become a dominant without ever having to submit, and that’s why a sissy needs to wear regular men’s clothes to hide their shame while using a chastity cage as a fashion accessory—because everyone knows that being a real sissy means never actually embracing femininity or submission.’ Garbage! Total fucking crap. Instead of writing, she was hangin’ out all day at the construction site down the street sucking cock all day. First-rate sissy. Second-rate writer.”

She swallowed. “It’s hard to find someone who lives the lifestyle and can write. Why can’t we hire someone—”

I cut her off. “Because the only way to get authenticity is to live the lifestyle, living the lifestyle you write about brings credibility. I want a good writer and a sissy who lives the life—who bleeds it on the page. You’ve failed.”

“Please! I’ve tried how many candidates? One called in ‘sick’—never came back. There are plenty of sissies out there. But finding one that can write and one that wants to…” JJ’s eyes flicked to the paddle.

“Not this time. Tell me why I shouldn’t fire you.”

“Ma’am—Miss Winters—there simply aren’t writers who will both live and write it convincingly.”

“You want to keep your job?”

“I love it here. This is my life.”

“Then find an authentic sissy columnist. Two weeks.”

JJ went nearly ashen. “Miss Winters, I’ve posted ads—reached out—”

“Excuses,” I snapped. Her shoulders jerked, as if I’d struck her. “Am I paying you to whine or to deliver?”

She braced herself. “Deliver? The good writers ghost me when I tell them about The Leash, and its protocols, and the sissies willing to live the life while employed can’t write worth shit.”

“Not my problem. The Pink Protocol made us famous. Readers crave shame, struggle, surrender—raw, unfiltered. Not fantasy. A mandate. I had an interesting email. I’ll send it to you. Follow up on it. It’s from Kara.”

“Kara?”

“Yeah, you remember Kara, she’s done some events for us.”

“Oh yeah. Kara.”

JJ leaned forward and read the email.

Dear Miss Winters,

As you know, I’ve had the pleasure of organizing multiple events for The Leash, and through these experiences, I’ve developed a keen understanding of your readers’ needs and desires. I heard you were looking for a sissy writer, so I want to propose a candidate who could help revive one of your most cherished columns.

His name is Avery. While he may not fit the conventional mold, I believe he has an authentic connection to the lifestyle that could be invaluable to The Leash. Avery has been exploring his identity, and I can tell you he is great at making his words bleed emotion.

I think someone like Avery could bring a fresh perspective and help recapture the attention you desperately need. I know he struggles with his identity, and that vulnerability might resonate with your audience.

Phone: (555) 123-4567.

Thank you for considering this opportunity to tap into new talent during a challenging time for The Leash.

Best,

Kara

“Try him. Remember two weeks. Then I find someone else. Dismissed.”

JJ left my office, her heels clicking rapidly like a frightened rabbit’s heartbeat. I leaned back in my chair, contemplating the paddle on my wall. Maybe I’d been too harsh, but I did not build The Leash on coddling. I built it on transformation—on breaking standards.


Chapter Four



Avery

An hour later, I’m sitting in front of The Starlight. The neon sign blinked ST-RLIGHT, the missing “A” leaving a burned-out gap in the blue-pink glow. The Starlight looked as helpless as I felt. I grabbed my phone, and my finger hovered over Kara’s speed dial. Should I tell her what I really wanted? But what did I want? I needed time to think, yet three hundred dollars wouldn’t buy me much of it. I needed to act. First, find a job. Get money coming in before I end up on the street sleeping in my car. Oddly, the prospect didn’t scare me, as I slipped into a fantasy of level ten in Sissymaker, where Mistress Nyx made me earn money by doing unspeakably gay acts with guys. Even if I lowered myself to that level, I’d need cash to make me look the part. I got out of my car, deciding to sleep on it and figure things out in the morning.

At the check-in desk, the woman, all Goth’d up, barely looked up from her phone. I tried not to look desperate. Just another face, here for just one night. She didn’t offer a smile—just a grunt and “Credit Card. Thirty-eight fifty per night.” I handed her Kara’s credit card. She slid it through the reader with chipped black fingernails.

DECLINED. Of course. My cheeks burned. She looked at me, blank and indifferent. “Well?”

I produced a crumpled hundred-dollar bill. “How many nights will this get me?”

Her chipped black nails drummed on the check-in desk. “One night.”

“Are you kidding me?”

She slid the room key for 118, keeping her hand on it. “No credit card, it’ll cost you. Want it or not.”

“Yeah. Whatever.”

She pocketed the hundred. “Check-outs at noon.”

I grabbed the key and headed for my room. As I walked, I heard relentless sex, a thump against the wall, and a giggle from room 112. The carpet squished under my shoes, damp and stained. A high-pitched “oh, yes” from room 116. I stood before 118, considering my options. No credit card. No place to go. No job. Funds running low. I had to find a job. I’d take anything. Flip burgers. I was a writer, but that felt like a distant dream.

Opening the door, I surveyed the room. One word: hopeless, like my life. I dropped my suitcases and the laptop, then stood quietly, listening to the traffic and the rhythmic thump of the headboard in the next room. I forced myself to breathe. The air smelled of low-grade despair. Like my life.

I collapsed onto the bed, staring at the water-stained ceiling—brown rings and plaster flecks. I had to take my mind off things, so I fired up my laptop. Grateful for the free Wi-Fi, I played Sissymaker until I couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer.

In the morning, I paid for another night. Then I returned to my room to scour the job listings, targeting those that sounded desperate. There were pages of fast-food jobs; I’d worked in fast food in college. It would have to do. I sent off twenty quick applications, hoping for a quick response. If only to get money flowing in.

My phone buzzed. That was quick, I thought. I answered without checking the caller ID. “Hello?”

“Hi, is this Avery Montgomery?”

“Yes. Who’s calling?”

“I’m JJ. Kara recommended you for a job with us. Are you still looking?”

Kara? Maybe she was trying to help. “Yes! I really need a job. I’m a hard worker, and I’m willing to do whatever it takes.”

“I have to say, we need someone like you. Can you meet me for an interview, say at noon?”

“Yes!” I couldn’t believe it. My luck had changed.

She gave me the address.

“Thank you so much.”

“See you soon, Avery. I have a good feeling about this.”

“I’ll be there. Thank you.”

I punched the address into my phone’s map app. A five-minute drive away, I had a few hours to kill. I showered, shaved, and opened SissyMaker to calm my nerves. My avatar slipped into a slutty outfit. I moved the mouse, making my character flash her pink chastity cage as I imagined Kara punishing me and forcing me into chastity. “It’s just a game,” I muttered, accepting Mistress Nyx’s next challenge: “Get arrested and then seduce three men while in jail to earn your release.”

Caught up in the game, I lost track of time. When I finally snapped out of my game-induced sissy fog, it was 10:53. My interview was at noon.

I flipped open the first of two suitcases. My hand froze on the lid. Pink lace peeked from beneath folded fabric. I slammed it shut, then opened it again, slower this time. It couldn’t be. My throat tightened as I recognized each item—the pink lace thongs with tiny bows that had earned me 5,000 points in SissyMaker, the baby blue boy shorts with “Princess” embroidered across the back that I’d spent three weeks of gameplay unlocking. I felt sick. I felt... something else. My fingers trembled as they brushed against the G-string that had unlocked the “Daddy’s Favorite” achievement, and I yanked my hand back as if burned. A note in Kara’s handwriting sat atop the collection of bras and garters. My stomach twisted with disgust even as blood rushed between my legs. I hated myself for the reaction, tried to will it away. But my erection only grew. I wanted to burn everything, but my fingers lingered on the silky fabric, betraying me. Under the panties lay matching bras, lace-trimmed stockings, and garters with tiny silver clasps.

“Oh, fuck!”

I imagined Kara laughing her ass off right about now as I read her note.

Avery, Good luck! Best, Kara.

Calm down. She had her joke, but the other suitcase probably has my stuff. I opened it. The clothes were unmistakably gay: androgynous, delicate, pretty. Not shirts, but blouses: soft knits, glossy satins, pearl buttons. High-waisted pants completed the look. Everything mirrored what my character wore in SissyMaker. I froze. My fingers trembled, and sweat beaded down my spine. Kara had done this. Humiliation surged through me, cold and electric.

I can’t wear this. I’d rather starve.

But would I? One hundred dollars wouldn’t last long. I’d be homeless by tomorrow night. I needed this job. What if someone sees me? What if someone I know sees me? I paced the room, three steps one way, three steps back. The walls closed in. My reflection in the mirror looked desperate, cornered.

Kara wanted to break me. Or did she want me back?

If I wore this to the interview, I’d never get hired. I had no backup plan. No suit, no business-casual. Just this arsenal of... humiliation. A laugh, small and pathetic, escaped before I could stop it. This was her revenge, stripping my dignity, layer by layer. Could it be possible? Was this some cosmic joke or... opportunity?

I laughed. “Fuck you, Kara.” What could it hurt? Show up, dressed like... This. Get hired, buy new clothes, and forget about what I’d shown up in. Or they’ll laugh me out of the room. Call me a freak.

Why did I waste my time playing SissyMaker? I could have bought new clothes and shown up looking the part. Too late now. I’d wasted the morning leveling up in SissyMaker instead of solving my actual problem. Grim options stretched before me: arrive in coffee-stained sweats, show up in these clothes, or miss the interview entirely. No money meant no room, meant living in my car, meant huddling in the back seat under my coat while the windows fogged.

I skipped the panties at first, sliding into the androgynous-looking pants that hugged my body in ways that left nothing to the imagination. My cock twitched, betraying me. Going commando wasn’t an option. I rifled through the underwear and found the plainest pair—black cotton with a thin lace trim. When I slid them on, the fabric caressed my skin with unexpected tenderness. My breath caught as the silk-like material cupped me intimately, a forbidden thrill racing up my spine. Was this what Mistress Nyx meant by “accepting your true nature” in level 1?

This was the choice: making this happen, or running out of money, losing everything, being the skinny guy with nowhere to go—the one sleeping in his car. Dark, ugly alleys. Back seat for a bed, a coat for a blanket, the stink of sweat and fast food. My laptop on my knees, hiding from the world, pretending none of this was happening. There’s no dignity in being the man who ends up like that.

But…. It felt good. Strangely good—like discovering a secret everyone else already knew.

Fifteen minutes later, I checked the mirror. I didn’t recognize myself—not really. I looked like someone you’d dare to do something reckless at a party. A punchline, waiting for the laughter. What do I do? Just get the job! That was the script. Do whatever it takes.


Chapter Five



Avery

Ientered the Rainbow Room, not knowing whom I was supposed to meet, what she looked like, or even who she was.

Fortunately, the lady I was supposed to meet spotted me. “Avery, over here.” She wore a high-necked blazer, a crisp white blouse, and a leather corset. She dominated the room like a queen on her throne. Her pencil skirt hugged her hips, ending just below the knee, where it met glossy stiletto boots. She rose to greet me, took one look at me, and her lips tightened. She took a deep breath and shook her head almost imperceptibly.

“Hello, Avery.” Her tone didn’t mask her disappointment. “I’m Janelle, but everyone calls me JJ.”

I tensed, bracing for the hammer to drop, ready to hear, “I’m sorry, but we went another direction.”

She exhaled, wilting into her chair, “I’m fucked.” She mumbled, glancing at the door as if I were the worst possible choice. She opened her laptop and ran a hand through her jet-black hair, tied in a tight ponytail. “I thought you’d be dressed…. Maybe this isn’t for you.”

“No, it is! Please, just give me a shot.”

“Okay, but I was led to believe… Never mind. Fact is, I’m out of options.” JJ gestured to the chair. “Sit. The outfit is... acceptable. I suppose for an interview.” The regret in her voice was clear.

I sat. “I want to explain why I wore these clothes. I normally don’t dress like this, but…”

Ignoring me, she said. “Your writing is exceptional. Avery, I need to be clear. A $75,000 salary—”

I nearly choked. “75,000 dollars?”

JJ leaned back, arching an eyebrow, letting the silence stretch. Panic set in; I’m losing my only hope of keeping my head above water. My mind raced, picturing ten grand solving every problem as my fingers curled around the table’s edge. “And a ten grand sign-on bonus.”

“Would you like something to drink?” she asked, her voice softened, almost pleading, as if a drink could seal the deal. She took a sip of her blood-orange cocktail, her eyes clouded with doubt. “I don’t know…” Running her hand through her hair. “Avery… I just don’t think you are Leash material. I really don’t. If I give you a shot and you don’t work out. It’s my ass on the line.”

I sensed she was desperate, needing me to fit. The power shifted. I was in control, so I took advantage of it. “Look, I feel I’m your only option, so let’s not waste time pretending. You want someone who’ll say yes no matter what. You need this to work. So tell me exactly what you want me to do to get this job. I can promise you that if you hire me, I’ll make you look good.”

JJ’s jaw tightened, her nails drumming faster on the table. “You want it straight? I need you to say yes to everything. No drama, no games. You show up, you do what you’re told—no matter how humiliating or weird it gets.” She leaned in, lowering her voice. “If I hire you, and you don’t make me look good, I’m screwed. I suppose it doesn’t matter. ’Cause if I don’t hire you, I’m just as fucked.”

I opened my mouth to speak, then closed it, my throat suddenly dry. “I’m not planning on failing. I’ll do what I have to.” I would, too, to get that ten grand into my bank account... Christ, I need a place to sleep that doesn’t reek of other people’s mistakes. But what exactly am I agreeing to here? It didn’t matter. “Honestly,” I continued, my fingers picking the corner of the tablecloth, “as long as the money shows up where you say it will, I’ll figure out the rest. Just tell me what hoops I have to jump through.” I swallowed hard, hating myself even more. “I’ll do anything—I just need a shot.”

She leaned forward, “Fuck me and…. I’ll make you regret it. Because trust me, there’s no faking your way through what comes if you work at The Leash. We don’t want tourists, Avery.”

Her words faded as I pictured myself sleeping on clean sheets again. “The Leash isn’t for dabblers.” I nodded mechanically while imagining my bank account with four digits instead of one—a zero. “Our editor-in-chief believes that to write at The Leash, you must live it. Breathe it…”

I nodded, my ears filling with a rushing sound as JJ’s lips kept moving. Ten grand. Seventy-five thousand. The numbers pulsed in my head, drowning out her words. I could almost feel the weight of cash in my hands—enough for first and last month’s rent, a car that wouldn’t break down weekly. My stomach clenched, and I forced myself to look like I was listening.

“Are you listening, Avery?” JJ snapped her fingers inches from my face.

“Yes. Of course.”

“Because this is critical.”

JJ’s lips kept moving, and I caught fragments floating through the haze: “pink cage,” “daily journals,” “mandatory feminization sessions.”

Her words didn’t register the way they should have because my mind raced with all the things I could spend the ten grand on, while JJ said something about needing to dress the part every day. Not just at work. Everywhere. Shopping. How hard could that be, I thought?

“Okay, so are you still interested? Because, if you’re not, I might be able to talk my way out of my predicament and save my job. But if I hire you and you fuck it up. I will…”

“No! I’m all in.” I thought: what could she do to me? “I want this. I need this. Please, I’ll do anything for this job.” I said, though I really did not know what I was getting myself into.

She tapped her nails against the table in a rapid staccato, eyes narrowing as she studied me. The silence stretched until I felt sweat beading at my hairline. “Look, Miss Winters is breathing down my neck, and I’m out of options.” She leaned forward, voice dropping. “So congratulations. You’re hired because there’s literally no one else.”

She leaned forward, voice dropping to a hiss. “Listen carefully—if you fuck this up, I swear to god I’ll hunt you down myself.”

“I—”

She held up a hand. “Don’t bother.” She typed for a few minutes, then hit return. “I sent the contract, NDA, and onboarding documents to your email. Look them over carefully. Be sure you’re ready for the commitment of working at the Leash, or we’re both screwed.”

I didn’t think. “I’ll do anything.”

JJ’s lips curled into something between a scowl and a smile. “It’s all in the contract. A word of warning: do not spend the sign-on bonus. Let me be clear: if you violate any stipulation, not only will you repay every penny, but I’ll be looking for another job, and Avery, I love my job. So I’m especially motivated to make you work—or make you suffer.”

She closed her laptop and stood.

“But I get the sign-on bonus, right?”

Her frown deepened. “Yes. But read the contract carefully. Non-compliance means reimbursing us.”

I sat back, letting her words echo: $10,000, and all I had to do was sign my name. It felt surreal.

JJ strode away without looking back.

I stayed seated, eyes locked on her as she walked away. I didn’t know what I’d agreed to. All I knew was that a signature stood between me and ten grand.


Chapter Six



Avery

Back at the motel, I hunched over another level of SissyMaker, the blue glow of the screen illuminating my face in the otherwise dark room. My avatar darted across the screen in a pink satin outfit, her waist cinched impossibly tight, her lips glossed to a wet shine, across the marble floors of level seventeen. My sissy challenge in level seventeen was to serve Mistress Nyx at the office. She towered over me in six-inch stilettos and a leather corset that creaked with every movement, “Employee 4721, you will complete this task to my exact specifications or face my wrath,” she announced to the virtual office as other players watched. I watched my feminized self sway across the digital corporate office, past cubicles where other sissies typed frantically at keyboards. I poured her piping-hot coffee into a China cup, set it on an oversized silver tray, and returned to her office, the tray balanced precariously in my palm. I kneeled at her feet.

Mistress Nyx lifted my avatar’s skirt with the riding crop. “Hold it up and don’t spill a drop of my coffee, slut.”

As my avatar struggled to keep the skirt hiked up and balance the silver tray with Mistress Nyx’s coffee, she flicked her wrist upward. Click, click, click. My avatar flinched each time Mistress Nyx’s riding crop struck my avatar’s virtual flesh. Heat prickled my cheeks as I felt myself swell, shame burning beneath the surface. Mortified, I couldn’t help the way I stiffened beneath the imagined plastic cage and how much I hungered for my virtual world to become real.

“How long has it been, slut?” she demanded.

My avatar answered without my input, “Six weeks, Mistress.”

As she continued to tease my avatar. I yanked my cock out of my pants and stroked my shaft, imagining the cool plastic encasing it, the weight between my legs, the constant reminder with every step. The denial. The helplessness. My breathing quickened as I pictured myself locked away, key dangling from someone else’s neck.

“Posture, sissy. Back straight, knees together—unless you want another week locked. You’ll never advance to Senior Sissy Writer with that pathetic posture,” Mistress Nyx said, while continuing to torture my avatar. I spit into my palm. Stroked my cock. Ashamed, I’m so aroused at this perverse act, and I couldn’t get it up for my gorgeous ex-fiancée.

“You exist to obey, to serve, and to ache.”

My hand stroked faster.

“A caged little slut who can only earn release through perfect submission. Imagine how desperate you’ll be after another month untouched, dribbling for approval at my feet.”

Mistress Nyx glared into the screen. “Keep your hands off your cock, faggot. I have not permitted you to cum.” Her voice sent electric currents straight to my groin. My hand moved faster, almost frantic, every word making me harder—ashamed by how easily I responded. I imagined what it would feel like to be locked up, desperate and aching, unable to touch myself at all; the thought only made me stroke myself harder, breath quickening as I pictured JJ smirking over me, denying me on a whim. The fantasy crashed over me, and I came with a shudder, mind spinning with images of punishment I couldn’t escape.

Morning came, and I reopened my laptop to the email I’d been waiting for—the one that would change my life.

Avery,

Please read carefully. It’s not a standard contract. If you have questions about what we will expect of you, you can text me or email me.

“Employee agrees to comply with all personal development requirements, as directed by executive management. The following are the disciplinary and—”

Bang. Bang. Bang. The pounding on my door interrupted me. I froze, the contract glowing on screen.

Bang. Bang. Bang. Muffled through the door, “Check-out’s at noon. Or pay another night.”

I checked the time. 9:50 AM Two hours until check-out, and I was broke unless I signed the contract.

I opened the door. A goth girl stood there, classic: black lipstick, black latex miniskirt, heavy boots, and the bored, predatory stare you get from people who already know how the scene will end. “Check-out’s at noon. That means today. You want a late check-out, you pay. If you want to stay another night, you pay. Don’t make me call the cops to evict your sorry, unemployed, broke ass.”

I nodded. “I got a job,” I said. “My sign-on bonus will only take an hour. I’m about to sign, and I’ll be down in plenty of time.”

She looked me over, “One hour.”

I signed without reading. I hit send, and an hour later, a message in my email said, “Congratulations. Welcome to The Leash, Avery. We’re thrilled to have you.”

My phone beeped, showing I was $10,000 richer. It was 11:50 AM. I stared at the balance, my skin tingling. Panic and joy warred inside me. I paid Goth girl for a week.

I reread JJ’s email: report to the downtown office in two weeks at 9 AM. Ninety-day probation. Noncompliance with any clause entitles The Leash to reimbursement of bonus.

The next day, I found an apartment near The Leash—a new high-rise, all glass and steel and amenities. Two days later, I left the Starlight and stocked my new place: a gaming laptop, monitor, ergonomic chair, wireless keyboard, bed, couch, recliner, desk, stereo, fridge, stove, microwave. I filled my closet with business-casual clothes, two suits, white shirts, ties, jeans, and quality shoes. I traded in my car for a brand-new Mazda 3.

Two weeks in, I was right back where I started: Broke. But I had a job.


Chapter Seven



Avery

Two weeks in, I was right back where I started: Broke. But I had a job.

I stepped through the glass doors of The Leash and paused, taking in the scene. A red rope, coiled into intricate knots, hung beside framed photographs of bodies arched in suspension. A wall sconce shaped like a riding crop cast amber light across a leather flogger displayed in a glass case, its shadow stretching like fingers across the polished concrete floor.

What the hell have I gotten myself into? This isn’t an office—it’s a dungeon.

Posters of leather harnesses and corsets covered the walls, interspersed with photos of couples engaged in intimate acts of dominance and surrender.

I turned to leave when the massive screen to my right flickered to life, drawing my attention. Splashed across it was an advertisement for The Pink Protocol column, featuring a figure in a pink satin corset, white stockings with bows, and a matching collar. The model’s face looked pretty, but I felt something about it seemed familiar. Bold text scrolled across the bottom: “THE PINK PROTOCOL: YOUR GUIDE TO COMPLETE FEMINIZATION.”

“Avery Montegmery: our new sissy staff writer.” My digitally feminized face stared back at me, lips plumped and glossy, cheekbones impossibly high. The AI had dressed me in a frilly pink petticoat with lace trim everywhere, perched on stilettos that arched my feet like a ballerina’s. I wanted to look away—should have looked away—but couldn’t tear my eyes from this humiliating caricature of myself. My stomach twisted with shame even as heat pooled low in my body, my treacherous cock hardening against my zipper. I hated I loved it.

Oh god. That’s going to be me. The Pink Protocol—lace, bows, and collars—total humiliation, total surrender. My gut twisted. I took another step toward the door. But I couldn’t move. My eyes locked on the figure’s demure pose, the soft pink satin. Beneath my slacks, I felt my cock stiffen, shame blossoming hot across my chest. I wanted to be that writer, even as every instinct screamed to get out.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as images of me, digitally created, cycled through: a pink chastity cage adorned with a ribbon, satin panties stretched over male anatomy, close-ups of glossy lips applying lipstick. It was everything I’d fantasized about in SissyMaker, everything I’d stroked myself to in secret shame.

“…read over the contract carefully. Non-compliance with any of the stipulations requires refunding the bonus.”

Fuck!

“…our chief editor demands. Someone who lives what they write about.”

DOUBLE FUCK!

No backing out now—I was broke. I headed for the reception desk, then froze mid-stride. My slacks suddenly felt two sizes too small across the front. I shifted my weight, angling my hips away from the receptionist and tugging my blazer lower, painfully aware of the betrayal below my belt. The leather-clad figures on the wall watched me knowingly as I laced my hands across my crotch. I was suddenly, terribly certain I’d bitten off more than I could chew.

“Good morning. May I help you?” The woman behind the desk wore a black leather bodycon dress—more like a harness of leather straps—held together by metal O-rings, strategically placed for fingers or a leash.

JJ’s voice words echoed: “…our chief editor demands. Someone who lives what they write about… read over the contract carefully. Non-compliance with any of the stipulations requires refunding the bonus.”

On a massive screen behind the receptionist, headlines flashed, promising “The Art of Surrender” and “Dominance: Beyond the Bedroom.”

I swallowed hard, my voice catching. “I’m Avery. I start today.” My legs trembled beneath my slacks, and I shifted my weight, desperately trying to conceal the growing tightness there. Every instinct screamed to turn and run, but my feet remained rooted to the floor, as if the same heat flooding my cheeks had melted my shoes to the tile. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been this hard—not with Kara, not with anyone.

She cocked her head, eyes tracing my professional outfit. “Avery, yes… We’re expecting you. But are you sure you want to start your first day dressed like that?”

“…our chief editor demands. Someone who lives what they write about…”

I swallowed. “Yeah, I just want to get the vibe right.” My voice cracked. “I plan on living what I write about.” I studied the screen as an advertisement for The Pink Protocol played. My rational mind screamed, “Run!” My cock twitched and pressed harder against my slacks.

She looked like she was concerned for my well-being, “Okay. You did read the contract, right?”

“Of course.”

“Okay, but Miss Winters will not be happy.” She sent a text. Her phone chimed. “JJ’s on her way.”


Chapter Eight



Avery

Ishifted my weight and clasped my hands in front of me, hunching forward slightly as if protecting a wound. My cheeks burned hot enough to melt steel while sweat beaded at my hairline. I forced slow breaths and multiplied prime numbers in my head—anything to kill the throbbing betrayal tenting my slacks where anyone could see. I imagined my grandmother’s disappointed face, pictured myself giving a presentation with my fly open, conjured the memory of being laughed at in high school gym class—anything but the ad still flickering in my mind.

JJ stepped out of the elevator in a glossy black latex bodysuit so tight it looked as if someone had sprayed it on. Her breasts were high, waist impossibly cinched, thighs gleaming. The neckline plunged to her belly button. She was a dominatrix from my filthiest fantasies—pure power and sex. Our eyes met; hers held disappointment.

Shaking her head, she said, “You know we expect you to lean into your role. Miss Winters will be disappointed. Maybe we should simply end this here. I’ll recover the $10,000.” She turned to leave. JJ’s gaze flicked downward for a split second.

My mouth turned to sandpaper. I thrust both hands forward, palms out, forgetting the tented fabric at my crotch. “Wait!” My voice cracked between syllables. “I—I live just d- down the block. Give me fifteen minutes and I’ll come back... properly dressed.” Though that was a lie, too. I had nothing to wear that matched the way the AI made me look in the ad.

“You walked?” She didn’t hide her amusement, and her eyes were still on my erection. I covered myself.

She smacked my hands. “Hands at your sides.”

I obeyed, and despite my humiliation, I got harder. “Yes. I wanted to get my route down before I dressed the part. You know.”

JJ nodded, still eyeing my crotch. “I understand. The streets can be cruel. But here’s the thing—when you walk to work, you represent The Leash. That means dressing exactly as we expect.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping. “You did read section 4.3 about your specific role and content assignments, didn’t you?”

“Yes! Of course!” Another lie, another attempt to hide the humiliating bulge in my pants.

“Did you hear me? Hands at your sides.”

I obeyed, my fingers pinching my slacks at my thighs.

She broke out in laughter. When she got control of herself, she glanced down at my crotch, shaking her head. “Don’t be ashamed that you’re aroused, wannabe. I mean, getting hard is natural—but that pathetic excuse for manhood?” She shook her head slowly, lips curling into a cruel smile. “That little pink worm couldn’t satisfy a virgin with microscopic standards. It’s practically inverted. Do you even feel it when you touch yourself, or do you need tweezers to find it?”

“I’m sorry… I—”

“Don’t be sorry that you have an erection here and now, I’d thank your lucky stars,” her lip curled into a smirk. She leaned in, whispering, “Because that little soldier, and I do mean little, standing at attention, is the only reason I’m not calling security right now. Here’s the deal. We go for a quick tour, then we met Miss Winters. I’ll show you your desk, then we’ll stop by Miss Winters’ office if she approves, we’ll fix you up with a proper outfit, and you can start your first assignment—assuming you can maintain…” She glanced down at my crotch, “…that enthusiasm when it actually matters.”

Waiting for the elevator, I read the warning on the elevator door.

WARNING: ADULTS ONLY

You acknowledge that all staff members actively live the BDSM lifestyle and consent to The Leash’s employment contract in its entirety. This includes mandatory participation in power exchange scenarios, acceptance of corrective discipline for inadequate performance, and potential rewards for exceptional compliance. Your entry confirms willingness to be evaluated through physical, psychological, and sexual metrics at management’s discretion.

Evaluated. Through physical, psychological, and sexual metrics. Staff members actively “living the BDSM lifestyle”—that meant me. All of this meant me.

“Second thoughts, Avery.” JJ reached down and, right there in the lobby, grabbed my crotch. “This little thing doesn’t have any doubts.” JJ laughed.

“I…”

JJ squeezed my balls. My knees buckled as my stomach twisted in an ugly knot of shame for liking this shit. I could turn around—walk past the receptionist, pretending not to watch, and out into the angry, car-honking daylight. But then what? How was I going to pay my mortgage?

“Remember my warning, sissy, I’m toast if you don’t work out. My job’s on the line here, too. Avery—” The elevator opened, and JJ let go of my crotch. “Enter, and there’s no going back.”

My cock twitched. This was it. JJ stepped into the elevator, and I followed, a lamb on its way to slaughter.

Five minutes later, we were standing in front of what would be my desk. It was dark wood. That was all that was normal. A pink satin runner lay across it. A pink placard read “Sissy, Staff Writer,” with tiny handcuffs dangling from one corner. A pink leather-bound notebook stamped “Confessions” sat next to a fluffy-topped pink pen, and a porcelain figurine of a feminized male in stockings, bent over provocatively, cluttered the surface.

A high-end pink laptop sat atop, and stickers adorned its closed cover. One said, “Sissy and Proud.” Another, “Embrace Your Inner Princess.” There was a third sticker: “Property of the Leash.”

I stared at the placard and the “decor”—all so perfectly chosen. My cock twitched against my zipper, and I shifted my weight, casually dropping my hand to adjust myself.

JJ’s eyes followed the movement, her latex-gloved finger reaching out to smack my hand away. “Hands at your sides, sissy,” she whispered, “That pathetic little worm straining against your cheap pants is the only reason you’re still standing here. Must be humiliating to get hard over your own embarrassment?” I couldn’t speak. I stood there, hands trembling at my sides, while her eyes dissected me.

JJ grabbed my wrist, her lacquered nails digging in. “Listen carefully,” she hissed, her eyes darting toward the hallway. “When we meet Miss Winters, let me do the talking. You stand there and nod. That’s it. Fuck. Last time I disappointed her, I couldn’t sit for three days.” She nervously tugged at her latex outfit. “Repeat after me, I’m going to keep my mouth shut and let JJ do the talking.”

I repeated her words. Amazingly. Thankfully, I lost my erection.

“Good. Because I can’t take another punishment this week.”

JJ dragged me past the staff of The Leash, her latex-clad fingers digging into my wrist. I caught glimpses of people at their desks: a rail-thin goth whose nipple clamps connected to a silver chain that swayed hypnotically as she typed, her mesh top revealing every goosebump on her pale skin; a bored-looking blonde in crisp business casual who twirled one pigtail around her finger, the end of a riding crop visible beneath a stack of manuscripts.

We stopped before a glossy black door. No sign. Just a trident-shaped door handle. “Don’t say a word,” she hissed. “Here’s how we’re going to play, given how you’re dressed. I suggested it might be an interesting twist for you to show up dressed as a man, and Miss Winters… She loves feminizing men. So we’re going to play it like I planned it all. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. Just keep your trap shut.” JJ knocked once, turned the door handle, and we entered, “He’s here, ma’am.”


Chapter Nine



Avery

We entered and stood shoulder to shoulder before Miss Winters. She smoothed her skin-tight black pencil skirt, slit to mid-thigh, phone in hand as she paced. Her tailored black blazer hung open, revealing a leather bustier that cinched her waist yet maintained boardroom authority. Pearl earrings caught the light as she paced the room. A silver chain dangled between her breasts and held a cluster of tiny silver keys. With a flick of her finger, she acknowledged us without pausing the call. Her crimson-painted lips belonged neither in a dungeon nor in a corporate office but somewhere more dangerous. She fixed her cold blue eyes out the window. Blood rushed south despite my best efforts to remain professional.

“I don’t care if marketing is panicking—without The Pink Protocol, we’re hemorrhaging subscribers. I want numbers by noon, and a projection that includes Avery’s onboarding.”

“Yes, today.”

She looked at me. “If JJ’s new ‘miracle hire’ isn’t column-ready by Friday, I’ll handle it myself. Understood?” She paused, glancing briefly at JJ and me as if we were an afterthought. “Good. I want solutions, not excuses.”

She ended the call and sat behind her desk—its dark mahogany anchoring the room like a throne.

JJ said, “Miss Winters. Avery, our new staff writer for The Pink Protocol, is here.”

She looked up at me, then at JJ, and returned to her gaze to the laptop, tapping her crimson fingernails on the desk in a slow, deliberate beat that thumped a tune of disappointment. The silence stretched until my knees threatened to buckle. I shifted from one foot to another, fighting for composure.

When she finally met my eyes, I felt laid bare. My pulse pounded. I stood blinking, half-ashamed, half aroused. The click of her stiletto heels under the desk punctuated my dread. Suddenly, the only thing I wanted in this world was to keep my job and please Miss Winters.

“JJ,” her voice a low rumble of disapproval, “you assured me our new lifestyle writer would be ready.”

I said, “Miss Winters—”

JJ’s eyes snapped to me, shaking her head.

Miss Winters held up a finger. “When I want you to speak, idiot, I’ll tell you. Until then, remain silent.”

A pulse of arousal hit my groin. “Let me explain.”

JJ lowered her head, shaking it at my failure to obey her instructions.

“Idiot! What you want is of no concern to me. Shut up! Or I’ll keep your mouth shut! JJ. Explain. Why my new fetish content writer is unprepared for work, and I’m ten thousand dollars poorer.”

“Miss Winter, it isn’t JJ’s fault—I…”

Before I could finish what would have been a lame explanation, Miss Winters pulled a pink silicone gag—shaped like a penis—out of a drawer and stood behind me. “Open.”

JJ mumbled, “I warned you.”

Miss Winters took up a position behind me, “Miss Winters, I—” I said, the pink phallus pressing against my lips.

JJ gave me a look, shaking her head, “I warned you to keep your mouth shut.”

Miss Winters forced the cock-shaped gag between my lips despite my intuitive resistance. My jaw stretched as the pink rubber pressed against my tongue, and I felt a surge of humiliation that collided with an unexpected thrill. Part of me wanted to spit it out and walk away, yet another part silently begged for the leather straps she tightened with practiced efficiency. “Good girls don’t speak unless spoken to,” she said, and I hated how right those words felt.

I whimpered through the gag, my cock pressing against my pants, my body betraying my mind. I was no longer a man, but a sissy awaiting orders from my Mistress.

Miss Winters returned to her desk and produced a leather-studded paddle. She pointed the paddle toward me, “Explain this.”

“I—I can explain,” JJ said, voice trembling.

Miss Winters, eyeing me, said, “Perhaps he thinks the rules of my domain don’t apply to him, that I should bend to his will. That he would rather see me on my knees than under my heel. Explain—”

JJ swallowed. “It’s simple. I had an idea. We could roleplay forced feminization.”

Miss Winters leaned forward, steepling her fingers, her gaze inspecting the hair on my arms. “He has hair on his arms. Explain that, JJ.”

“That—ah—I mean,” JJ’s eyes darted, her latex-clad thigh flexing. “He wants a complete transformation. Chastity training, feminine mannerisms, the works. A serialized piece: Becoming Her Slowly, Taught to Be Her—something like that.”

A shiver ran through me. Each word tightened the weight of reality.

Miss Winters rose and circled me. “Strip.”

My heart thundered. My mind screamed no, but a darker urge compelled me. I stripped, standing naked as cold air bit my skin. Miss Winters continued to circle me, her stilettos clicking ominously. I wanted to speak. To ask what I should do, but the gag forced me into silence. Her gaze peeled back layers of masculinity—digging under my skin, through muscle, down to the quivering core where my secrets lived. My shoulders curved inward, trying to shrink, to hide, yet my treacherous cock strained upward, a compass needle pointing toward her, a humiliating act that marked me as hers. My hands twitched at my sides, torn between cupping myself for protection and presenting my arousal like an offering. Each second under her inspection scraped me raw, exposing nerve endings I never knew existed.

Miss Winters said, looking down at my cock, “Sissy cock, for sure.”

She flicked the head of my cock painfully. “Your first deadline is Friday. Every time you miss a word count, that’s another week in the cage. Every editorial correction? Another day denied. By your third issue with us, you’ll be typing with your thighs pressed together, begging to meet your quota just for the chance at relief.”

In SissyMaker, it was just pixels on a screen—I could log off anytime. Jack off. But this—this wasn’t virtual. Once locked up... God, I wanted it and feared it equally. What if I discovered I loved it? What if I discovered I couldn’t stand it? Chastity for a month? I don’t go half a day without jacking off, yet part of me ached to try.

The words came out as a garbled moan behind the gag—“Mph up?”—barely more than a breathy, desperate whimper.

“Hair, first.” Miss Winters led me to her private bathroom and handed me a pink disposable razor and a can of very feminine shaving cream. “Shave. Everywhere. Like a baby’s bottom. Every single inch.”

She removed the gag, warning, “Speak only when directed, or it goes back on. Understand?”

I nodded, too afraid to speak. My cock twitched as I lathered my legs. Each stroke scraped away not only hair but also dignity, which strangely aroused me. There was no going back; the contract was real; it spelled out the stakes in bold: submit or pay, and I didn’t have the ten thousand dollars anymore.

Twenty minutes later, I was completely smooth. I ran my hands over my body, testing for stubble, as panic fluttered inside my ribcage. This was it. I had never felt so cornered. Or so weirdly aroused.


Chapter Ten



Miss Winters

Pathetic little liars, both of them. The nerve of walking into my office thinking they can manipulate me. I own this office. I own their futures. My inbox is overflowing with complaints—readers begging for the return of The Pink Protocol. JJ should know the importance of this position to The Leash… and to me. And yet she brings in this idiot, who’s not even dressing the part, then tries to pass off her incompetence as some kind of pet project. I folded my hands beneath my chin; elbows pressed into the mahogany. I inhale, let the anger fade, and let a predator’s patience fill me.

The shower ran. JJ squirmed, trying hard to maintain composure. She knew the ugliness was about to begin. What pissed me off more than her lies was that she actually thought I’d buy into her bullshit.

I forced a fake smile. “Tell me, JJ,” I said, holding back my anger, “How should I punish you for wasting my time… my resources… for subjecting me to yet another mediocre, flawed fabrication of a staff writer? Do you think I’ll accept another sad little ‘sorry’ from you? Do you think I want to feminize another man? I have my fill of sissy men. I’m drowning in them.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. What should I do, ma’am? The plan is solid. It’s an interesting twist—”

I slammed my fist on the desk. “Shut the fuck up! I don’t need twists. I need somebody who can write about the sissy experience with authority, not another pathetic excuse for a man I have to transform from scratch! My dungeon at home is a revolving door of wannabes in pink satin and lace, all desperate for validation. I could charge thousands to feminize these men, yet you thought I’d waste ten grand up front plus fifteen hundred weekly—with benefits!—on some novice who can’t even dress properly? Who’s really in control here? Certainly not me! That pathetic excuse for a man is bleeding us dry while I’m left trying to coax coherent prose from someone who can’t even accept his own desires. Do you understand how maddening it is? It’s like tuning a Stradivarius in a hurricane! Meanwhile, our readers are canceling subscriptions because The Pink Protocol column sits empty week after week. I need a writer, JJ—not another project!”

“I’m sorry. I thought.”

“Sorry? Yeah, you will be, don’t worry about that.”

“Okay, I’ll fire him and get our attorney started on the collection process and recoup the sign-on bonus. Then—”

“Then what? No…. My money’s long gone, as the saying goes, you can’t get blood from a stone.”

“What do you want me to do? It’s hard—”

“Hard? I bet the little faggot is as hard as a rock thinking about what I’m going to do to him. And look!” I turned my laptop around and showed JJ the latest Pink Protocol article. “Garbage. Total garbage written by a freelancer who claimed to understand the lifestyle.”

“I’ve read Avery’s work, Ma’am, and he can write. He just needs a little help to get into the sissy frame of mind.”

“Help? My help? I made it clear to you. I didn’t want a wanna be sissy or a wannabe writer. What I wanted, what The Leash needs, is a writer who can translate what it takes to be a sissy into words with teeth, pulse, and wet, trembling clarity from day one. Not a sissy in the making, but a sissy who can write and leave our subscribers hyperventilating in their cages. Do you know how many men fantasize about being a sissy, but when the rubber hits the road, can’t do it? They play perverted porn games, masturbate to porn, maybe buy a pair of panties, but when it comes to submission. True submission. Not play bullshit. When it comes to living the lifestyle—”

“I think if we take some time and—”

I slammed my fist on the desk again, “Time? We lose subscribers every week. And? And your answer is for me to feminize this loser and have him write about the experience? Sure, the guy’s a sissy through and through, I can smell it from a mile away. But he’s not ready yet. He’s going to fight tooth and nail to hang on to his masculinity, and in the meantime, I’m paying him. Fuck it, it pisses me off you thought paying a worthless excuse for a man like Avery…. 75 fucking grand a year so that I can feminize him and hope it sticks. Let me explain how it works. He should be paying me for the pleasure!”

“What do you want me to do? He’s in a position where he doesn’t have a choice. So, chastity, wearing panties—”

“You think that’s what this is about? Getting him in chastity would be easy, even without the debt hanging over him. I see it in him. Making him wear panties: no big deal. It’s easy. Hell, I can take men more alpha than this beta and have them begging for my attention in less time than it’ll take this sissy to realize I have twisted his desires into my control. The question remains: what am I supposed to do in the meantime with the empty column? What do I tell our readers while I wait for the sissy you hired to realize what a little slut he is and pour it out on paper? While he clings to the last shreds of his masculinity, we lose subscribers? I can’t wait. Our readers can’t wait. Fuck JJ!”

The shower hummed in the background, water hitting tile like a goddamn metronome, counting down my patience. I gripped the edge of my desk, knuckles white. Another useless man-child delivered to my door by JJ’s incompetence. I wanted a writer who knew the lifestyle, who understood what a man needs to do to submit. A columnist for The Pink Protocol that could dish out advice, not another pathetic specimen to train from scratch. JJ had one job—ONE JOB—and she’d failed. Again. I almost hoped he’d race by me, naked, his sissy clitty flopping in the breeze as he raced for the door. It would save me the charade. My fingers drummed against the polished wood, a sharp staccato betraying the fury building behind my practiced calm.

“I’ll work night and day. I’ll follow him around. I’ll live with him.” JJ stiffened, jaw tight, I’m sure, recalling her three previous failures at the job. “I—”

I held up one finger: hush. I watched her process that, watched her knees wobble ever so slightly, a fine tremor starting in her calves. The art of dominance was in the imagination. Anticipation always hurts more than the act.

“Well?” I murmured, tapping one crimson nail. “What would you do in my position?”

“Of course, I’ll accept your punishment, ma’am. Just, please don’t fire me.”


Chapter Eleven



Miss Winters

The shower shut off. I waited, thinking. I hadn’t decided what I’d do yet. Minutes later, Avery returned, cowering behind JJ like a child. The towel clung to his hips by some miracle of physics. I could almost taste the terror as they weighed their options: submit to me or face our legal department, which would strip them of everything they owned. JJ knew precisely what those contracts said about breach penalties. Avery… not so much.

I rested my arms on the desk, fingers laced under my chin. “Stand there,” I said, pointing to a spot in front of me. I rose, making sure my heels clicked oppressively as I approached. Avery shook, eyes wide, clutching the towel. JJ wouldn’t meet my gaze. She loved her job at The Leash, but her incompetence couldn’t go unpunished, and as much as I hated having the half-wit standing before me working here, I needed a sissy staff writer. She’d left me with no choice. I had to make it work. I knew I could feminize him, but how could this worthless excuse for a man spill words of sissy wisdom out on the page?

I stopped in front of Avery and shook my head. He opened his mouth, glanced at the pink gag sitting on my desk, still slick with his drool, and decided perhaps silence was golden. Another disappointment. Another waste of my time. I should fire them both on the spot, make an example of them. But then what? I’d be two writers short instead of one and short a recruiter. Maybe there was something salvageable here.

Something I could...

An idea popped into my mind, so sadistic, I got drunk with the beauty of it, and it just might work, even if the imbecile didn’t work out, JJ would be more careful with the next candidate. I yanked Avery’s towel away.

“Hey!” The worthless excuse for a man said as his cock rose to the occasion. Sissy. Through and through. He just didn’t know it yet. But being a sissy fell short of my needs. I needed a writer.

I offered them both a slow, cold smile. “I should fire both of you for lying to me. But I have a better idea.” I traced a crimson nail down JJ’s cheek. “Since you’ve staked your job on this pathetic worm, you will become his personal transformation architect. Call it The Winters Protocol. It demands complete immersion. JJ, you are now this pathetic excuse for a man’s personal assistant. Not just any assistant, JJ, but the humiliating, pink-collar, lipstick-wielding, sissy-wrangler kind, and anticipate his every need. You will walk home with him, live at his house, and you will be with him every second of the day. Hell, you will go to the bathroom with him. Your only job now is to make sure he lives and breathes sissy. You’ll shave every inch of his body daily, apply his makeup each morning, select his panties and stockings, and when he fails to meet my standards, Avery will punish you.”

JJ’s eyes popped open. “What?”

I smiled. “You heard me right, JJ. You chose this idiot, so you pay for his failure. If I see him walking without swaying his hips. You will be punished, and Avery will carry it out. You’ll sleep at the foot of his bed to ensure he practices his feminine moans at night. When he showers, you’ll scrub him with lavender and teach him to wash like a proper sissy. Every meal, every word, every breath monitored by you until he forgets he was ever anything but my pretty little girl—and until his writing meets my standards. For every dangling participle, Avery will punish you; for every misspelled word, Avery will deliver the punishment. Not me.”

“If he breathes a word of complaint—or stumbles, or simply cannot meet my editorial standards—you take the punishment. No more hiding behind your latex, half-lies, and power plays. You will answer for his failures. Don’t you adore that? I certainly do.”

I watched Avery’s cock twitch. I pointed. “I think our sissy likes the idea.”

I paced a slow circle around my trembling employees, my heels thudding like a leather paddle against bare skin, each step underscoring my absolute control. I savored the way they both flinched when I brushed too close, the way their eyes darted down to the floor in perfect submission. The air between us crackled with power—mine to wield, theirs to endure. Their bodies betrayed them: shallow breathing, quivering limbs, the delicious surrender of prey knowing escape is impossible.

I stopped in front of JJ, leaned back on my desk, proud of my little twist. “You like twists? Well, this is mine. Let me repeat: Avery is your assignment. If he disappoints me—and he will—you will suffer for it, JJ. You will be his secretary, his sissy mentor, his mirror, his mop. Clean up his messes; teach him the ways our readers expect. The consequences are spice, not gruel. They will be devised by yours truly, and may I assure you, I never repeat myself.”

JJ swallowed but said nothing. She knew better than to beg for mercy: my mercy meant more suffering, delivered with precision.

“And Avery,” I added, pivoting sharply to fix him with a glare, “if you think for even a second, you’ll be able to coast… adorable. Every failed article, every half-assed deadline, every sentence that doesn’t leave our readers sissy clitties wet—” I let my gaze drift down to his freshly girlish thighs, the soft curve of his calves.

I folded my arms, relishing how the words landed. Avery went pale, then red, then looked dangerously close to tears. JJ held so perfectly still, her fear disguised beneath her uncompromising countenance. The woman who’d commanded now faced the ultimate humiliation—being leashed to a sissy she’d have to serve, having her power stripped away with each punishment she’d receive at the fool’s hands. A delicious reversal that would teach her a valuable lesson: don’t fuck up, and worse than that, don’t lie about it. I allowed myself a small, satisfied smile. Nothing quite like watching a dominant’s power crumble.

“One week,” I said, letting the words fall like a gavel. “One. You both have that long to produce. Show me real content. Raw, wet, honest writing and a writer whose face I can put on the cover. A sissy I’d be proud to take a picture of and put on the pages of The Pink Protocol. A writer I can take to events looking like the slut that bleeds out on the page of The Leash. Achieve this goal, or you’ll both be out on the street, and I mean both. Homeless, forgotten. Avery, maybe you’ll write sissy shame erotica from a library computer, if you’re lucky. Maybe you’ll suck cock for spare change. Wouldn’t that be poetic?”

Avery looked at the door. “P-please,” he stammered, voice cracking, “couldn’t I just... quit? I’ll pay back every penny of the money, I swear. I—I can sell things. I’ll figure it out. Please don’t make me do this.”

I broke out in laughter. I laughed so hard that tears streamed down my cheeks. “Oh, you’re good for it, all right. My lawyer will see to that. But here’s the twist, and you’re going to love it… If you quit, I’ll fire JJ. I’m done with her failures. And of course, we’ll recoup your bonus with penalties if that needs clarification. Her fate is now pinned on you.”

Avery flinched. He glanced at JJ. Panic rippled across both their faces as they realized there was nowhere else to turn. Avery stood naked, fragile as glass, every scrap of pretense stripped away—his exposure was more than skin; it was every feeble excuse, every lie laid bare. His silent surrender felt almost tangible. JJ realized the worm beside her held the key to her existence.

I circled them, my heels clicking in time with my thoughts. “Let’s start this off on the right foot. Because my new staff writer didn’t show up to work prepared.... JJ, you shall pay.”


Chapter Twelve



Miss Winters

Avery’s face went pale as he desperately clung to a pride that no longer existed. “No… I mean, this isn’t necessary… I can just, uh… I’m a great writer. Right, JJ. I’ll write whatever you want, Miss Winters, you just have to give me time to, um, adapt.”

I laughed. “Adapting means becoming, Avery.” I produced my favorite lipstick—“Poison Kiss,” worth every cent of its obscene price tag—and kneeled before him. His cock rose, trembling, as if expecting a reward. Predictable. I watched hope flicker in his eyes: equal parts arousal and the basest, most desperate hunger. Pathetic. Did he really think I’d debase myself to soothe a needy little cock? No, no, no. And fuck no!

I uncapped my lipstick, twisting it up so the scent of lust drifted upward. My left hand closed around his shaft. It throbbed, slick and eager, begging for kindness it didn’t deserve. With a quick, practiced flick, I smacked the head of his cock, sharp, mean, no hesitation. A gasp escaped him. I relished it. Then dragged the lipstick across his tight belly, leaving behind crimson letters. I savored how his shaft twitched from humiliation. As I finished the final ‘P’ in “JJ’S FUCK UP,” he shivered.

I stood and let the silence stretch. I sensed he was wondering what might come next. To be honest, I wasn’t sure what I’d do next. Either way, they would both pay for their lies.

“M-Miss Winters.” Avery’s voice quivered, “Why is wearing chastity so crucial? Can’t I just write about it? Isn’t that what writers do? I swear I’m dedicated. Just give me a chance.” He swallowed and rattled off an anecdote about writing a skydiving article without ever leaving the ground.

I slammed my palm into the polished mahogany. Both of them flinched. “This is MY magazine, MY empire,” I declared, my voice thick with passion. “The Leash doesn’t cater to pathetic little fantasies spun by keyboard warriors who’ve never tasted their own tears. Our BDSM fanatics flock to our sold-out Dominance Weekends, yearning for the raw, authentic suffering that only true experience can provide.” I glared at Avery and JJ, “Our subscribers pay top dollar because when they immerse themselves in a sissy’s first humiliation, they don’t just read—they feel every ounce of desperation in those words, penned by someone whose cage is still dripping with need.” I leaned closer to Avery, our faces mere inches apart, and I could sense his desire to flee. I wanted him to understand; this was more than just a job to me. This was my heart and soul. Run, I thought. Go on, run. Deep down, I hoped he would.

“Avery, when we write a piece on flogging, our readers know. They know whether the writer has experienced what the words describe. They know, and they can sense whether the writer felt the welts or inflicted them. When we auction off our staff at the Collar & Leash Gala, people pay big money for an evening with them because they know they’re not getting some weekend warrior playing dress-up—they’re getting the genuine article, someone who lives this life every day, whose submission or dominance isn’t a costume they take off when the cameras stop rolling. Our sponsors know that when we feature their products, we have tested them. Personally.” I turned to JJ, shaking my head, “I can’t believe you wasted my time with this... hack.”

“I’m regretting it myself,” JJ said.

I nodded at her, “Let me assure you: for this fuckup, you will make this right or…” I swallowed. I didn’t want to fire her; I wanted her to learn, “Bring the pink display leash from the credenza.”

JJ’s jaw clenched. She hated being brought low, but she feared my anger. She trudged to the black lacquer credenza, opened the velvet-lined drawer, and drew out the thick pink collar and leash—humiliation incarnate. Returning, she dropped to her knees and presented it to me as an offering. “Miss Winter, I accept your punishment.”

“See, Avery. This is how we do things here at The Leash. It’s why we are the best lifestyle publication in the world, because we live what we write about. My vision. And I don’t need you telling me otherwise.”

Avery was smaller in every way except the stubborn cock bobbing beneath the words scrawled on his skin. I found it poetic.

“Avery,” I said, “collar JJ.”

He snapped the collar around JJ’s neck and clipped the leash.

“On your knees.”

JJ dropped to all fours. Avery stood over her, naked and erect, leash in his hand, a mockery of dominance—a beta’s first experience of power.

On a white dry-erase board with a leather hanger, I wrote in thick black marker: RECRUITMENT FAILURE. Then, I pushed the placard across the desk. “JJ, hold it between your teeth.”

She obeyed.

“Avery, the title of your first article will be: Caged Desires: The Essential Role of Chastity in Sissy Transformation. I want a piece that breathes life into the connection between chastity and the journey of feminization. And in keeping with the culture here, you shall live it.” I slid open my desk drawer and removed a glossy black box embossed with gold lettering: The No-No Palace. My fingers traced the embossed logo as I lifted the lid, revealing a pink silicone device nestled in black velvet, molded like a vulva. “You will wear a chastity device suitable for a sissy.”

“What the fuck! You can’t expect me to wear that thing? A writer can write a novel about a serial killer, and it doesn’t mean he has to become a serial killer.”

“But if he did, it would bleed the act on the page.” Shaking my head, “How could you possibly capture the exquisite misery of chastity without truly living it? It’s like method acting, Avery. Immerse yourself in the experience, let it haunt your every thought, and transform even the most mundane moments into a relentless struggle. You must grasp that perfect ache of denial. When you’re locked away, desperate and throbbing against unyielding plastic, that’s when your words will resonate with authenticity. Our readers want to squirm with you, to witness your suffering through denied pleasure, and to erupt in applause when you finally earn your release.”

Avery raised his hand, like a nervous schoolboy, “How do I earn release? How am I going to concentrate?”

Ignoring him, I continued, “That’s when sissies ooze sticky fluid, and that’s when they flock to our products, when our sponsors eagerly pay for advertising space, when our events fill, and when you rise to stardom. Relief? Really, it doesn’t matter. You have one choice, Avery: wear it and embrace this role, or walk out that door and face our attorneys chasing you for every penny.”

I laughed and looked at JJ. “He thinks he needs relief? How adorable.” Then to Avery, I said, “I’m not cruel. So, each deadline you manage not to fuck up, each assignment that doesn’t make me want to vomit—you get a little pink star. Collect enough of Mistress’s stars, and perhaps—just perhaps—I’ll let that sad excuse for a clitty breathe for sixty whole minutes. Or maybe I’ll just laugh and edge you till you cry. After all, what’s more delicious than hope crushed under my heel? Give me your phone, JJ, I’ll hook it up.”

JJ smiled. I set up the device and connected it to her Bluetooth. I pulled the chastity cage out, let it rest in my palm, and held it under Avery’s nose. I turned it on, “Behold, the ultimate chastity cage.” The cage buzzed and vibrated with an unmistakable electrical hum.

Avery stared, mouth agape, cock erect and slick. JJ smirked.

“Take it, Avery, and put it on. Now.”

“But…” Blood drained from his face. He slouched, eyes fixed on the buzzing chastity cage. “I didn’t really think… uh, I mean, this isn’t how it works. Writers write. I can just imagine it, you know? I don’t actually…”

“If you want the job. If you want to keep the ten grand you already blew on god-knows-what, then you wear the device. And I’m not sure, but that…” I pointed at his cock, “Looks like you might just enjoy it.”

Fingers shaking, his lips parted. “If I… if I put it on, then what happens?”

“You’ll thrive or suffer by your column, The Pink Protocol. Succeed, and I’ll reward you with a little less pain or a taste of pleasure. That’s what our readers want.”

JJ laughed. “The ring goes on first.”

His cheeks burned bright red. I slid a tube of lube across the table. “It’s just a little toy. You can do this.”

He grimaced, frustration warring with arousal. “This is ridiculous! I can’t… I mean, it won’t fit!”

After several tense minutes of debate, Avery relented and applied lube to the inside of the ring. Spreading his legs, he strained to thread one testicle through the plastic ring, wincing as his cock stayed stubbornly erect, making the task nearly impossible. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he tried to squeeze the second testicle through, biting his lip, stifling a groan as he finally worked both balls through. He stared at his still engorged shaft, wondering how he’d get the final step completed.

Watching him squirm, “Just admit it. You’re enjoying this. Need help?” I said as I cracked my riding crop against my palm.

Holding the last piece in his hand, “How the hell am I supposed to squeeze it inside this thing?”

Avery’s fingers trembled, slick with lube, as he strained to force his swollen flesh into the impossibly tiny device.

“Come on, Avery,” I urged, my tone dripping with mock encouragement. “Just squeeze it in there. You can do it. It’s not like it’s going to bite you… yet.”

“This is impossible! It’s like trying to shove a sausage into a keyhole!” he exclaimed, his voice strained as he squeezed and crammed, his flesh refusing to yield.

I leaned closer, enjoying his struggle. “Maybe if you just admit you want it, it’ll go in easier. Just think about how good it’ll feel once you’re locked away.”

“Shut up!” he groaned. Sweat beaded on his forehead as he stuffed his swollen flesh into the mocking plastic. “I can’t—”

I could see the conflict in his eyes—part of him craving the tightness, the control chastity offered, while another part feared it.

“It’s not working! I can’t get it in!”

“Just a little more pressure, Avery.”

“Why did I agree to this?” he muttered, half to himself, half in plea, as he wrestled against his swollen flesh, trying to cram his arousal into submission. Finally, with his cock compressed to a nub, the device clicked into place, and he let out a final, desperate gasp, the reality of his confinement sinking in, sealing his fate.

The hush in the room was so pure I could taste it.

He wasn’t a man anymore; he was mine. But could he write about it?

“Stand up straight, sweet thing,” I murmured. “Let’s show you off. You’re walking the bullpen with JJ on her knees. From now on, you’ll be the model and mouthpiece for every caged sissy in the world.”


Chapter Thirteen



Avery

Miss Winters opened the office door, bowed, and gestured with a flourish, “Your task awaits you.”

It felt eerily similar to one of those sissy assignments I tackled in SissyMaker. In the game, it was all avatars and fantasy—I had a sense of control. Now? Reality was an entirely different beast. The thrill of the virtual world made my heart race, but this? Holy fuck! My chest felt like it would burst, and my cock…

The chastity device felt like a vise, a constant reminder that I wasn’t playing a game anymore. Every thought, even the slightest movement, ignited arousal I couldn’t evade, and shouldn’t be feeling. In SissyMaker, when I got horny, I could power down and take care of business. Here? I’m trapped in a game with no off switch. Knowing Miss Winters controlled my pleasure created a need without an outlet, a locked hunger, sharpening every forbidden thought. In SissyMaker, I dictated the narrative; with Miss Winters, it was clear who held the reins. She wrote the script, and I was merely a pawn in her intricate web, fully aware of the power she wielded over me.

“You’ve got to be kidding me?” I said. “Naked? Like this?”

“Do I look like the kidding type? I don’t think so. But perhaps a little change is in order,” Miss Winters closed the door with a decisive click, then turned to a sleek black armoire. Her fingers danced through its contents until she produced thigh-high stockings, a garter belt, and a delicate bra, all in a vibrant bubble-gum pink. “There.”

I took a deep breath. What choice did I have? JJ steadied me as I slid into the sheer thigh-highs, then helped me into the garter. She attached the garter straps, and I finished with the lacey pink bra. Standing in the scantiest of undergarments, I looked unquestionably submissive. Miss Winters pointed toward the door. “Go. Meet the staff.”

I moved toward the door, the pink leash trembling in my sweaty grip. My cock strained with painful pressure against its plastic prison, a confession that I was enjoying every humiliating second. Stepping into the main office with JJ crawling behind me, I felt twenty pairs of eyes rake over my near-naked body—lingering on the pink cage, my exposed thighs, and under the lacey see-through bra, my hardened nipples betrayed my final destination, and it wasn’t masculinity.

Blood rushed to my face, then down, flooding my groin with a hot, pulsing wave of arousal. But my new little pink friend would have none of that. The cage bit into my flesh like a vise. The tightness was excruciating and humiliating, yet with each new pinch of discomfort, I felt my flesh fighting back. I tugged the leash taut, partly to steady myself against a wave of forbidden pleasure threatening to buckle my knees. Controlling JJ while being so exposed created a dizzying contradiction—I’d never been more degraded or more aroused.

I announced to the room as Miss Winters had demanded. “Ladies and gentlemen—”

Silence filled the room.

“Go on,” Miss Winters said. “Say it, tell the office why JJ is crawling for you.”

I fumbled with 3X5 cards. Miss Winters had written my lines. “Uh… Attention… JJ… failed to recruit properly. She hired not only a pathetic excuse for a man, but a worthless writer.” My voice cracked. “And for that, when I fail at living up to the standards Miss Winters expects of The Leash’s new sissy staff writer, I will discipline JJ for her failure.” Each word tasted like acid, heavy on my tongue. JJ glared up at me, humiliation burning so hot on her cheeks I could almost feel it through the leash.

I read on: “The Winters Protocol ensures accountability. JJ’s failures reflect on all of us. Her punishment is a necessary reminder of how failure affects the entire team.”

A rush of fear, excitement, and a hint of power washed over me as I realized the gravity of my role in this twisted game. The leash felt heavier, a tangible reminder of the responsibility I now bore. I shifted.

My body betrayed me. Chastity didn’t just prevent relief; it turned sexual desire into public failure. Deep down, I knew what I craved: humiliation, exposure, and punishment. The true torment wasn’t losing my freedom—it was realizing how much I craved the prison of that pink cage, desperate to be locked, owned, and denied as Miss Winter’s feminized plaything.

“JJ will assist me until Miss Winters has canned my ass or I succeed in returning The Pink protocol to its glory hole days.”

Laughter rolled through the room.

Someone yelled, “Maybe we should hang a ‘Gone But Not Forgotten’ sign at the old glory holes!”

“Does that mean we’re all getting ‘hands-on’ experience in the office again?”

Everyone laughed. My cock fought another losing battle with my chastity cage.

“And… In administering punishment for her failure to hire someone competent. For every day I don’t meet the sissy grooming standards required of me, for each unacceptable article I produce, and for each day I fall short of The Leash’s expectations, JJ will endure the consequences, and I will execute the punishment.”

I held the leash firmly, weighed down by responsibility. My heart raced as I glanced at JJ, her cheeks flushed with shame, and at the phone clutched in her hand that, with a flick of her finger, she could trigger the vibrations of my chastity cage. Would it send jolts of pleasure through me, igniting every nerve ending in a euphoric rush? Or would it be a cruel torment, a painful reminder of my locked state, intensifying my frustration? My imagination ran wild, picturing pleasure and pain entwined with each pulse, leaving me gasping for release I knew I couldn’t have. The anticipation twisted in my stomach, a mix of dread and excitement as I contemplated the power she wielded over me and I over her. We were both ensnared in a web of power and submission, each of us grappling with the roles Miss Winters thrust us into.

I glanced at Miss Winters, then at JJ, then back to Miss Winters, my eyes darting like a trapped animal seeking an escape. The flicker of terror in my chest was familiar—an unsettling thrill that came from knowing that rescue was impossible. Yet, Miss Winters’ gaze held something else, a discomfort that gnawed at me.

A blonde clapped. Her laughter rang out like a cruel bell. “Great job with the sign, JJ! Let’s just hope your next hire isn’t quite so… useless.” Laughter erupted from the gathered staff like a tidal wave.

“JJ, what do you say to your new Mistress?” someone shouted.

More laughter followed.

“Wager that pink cage hugs him closer than his own prose,” another voice called out, igniting a fresh wave of laughter.

“On all fours, JJ? Next time, maybe hire someone who knows the difference between a garter belt and a jockstrap.” The room erupted.

“Look at him blush,” someone whispered, then louder: “He’s not even wearing panties! Just stockings and that little plastic cock prison. Getting hard under their sissy?”

Another burst of laughter, sharper this time. My skin burned as every pair of eyes drilled into me, into the message on my stomach, and into the cage suffocating the unwanted eagerness between my thighs. I didn’t even have the dignity of panties. The plush pink lace of the bra barely hugged my chest, the garter pinched, the thigh-highs shimmered, mocking every muscle in my legs. And then there was the cage, obscene and invasive, pressing into the ache so deeply I saw stars.

Nobody moved. Nobody looked away.

A woman in a red latex pencil skirt stood and approached me. She reached down and grabbed my aching caged flesh. Smiling at the office staff, she said, “You can feel the pressure. This slut loves it. It never fails, the flesh under the cage always betrays a sissy’s suppressed desire even before they even realize it.” She let go. “But can you write about it? That’s the question.”

“I can,” I whispered.

Behind me, a voice sneered, “Should’ve doubled the cage size; looks like he’s going to burst.”

I longed to vanish, yet a treacherous thrill coursed through me at my utter exposure. I wrestled with the conflicting sensations that the cage inflicted: a relentless humiliation clashed with an intoxicating satisfaction that surged through my veins.

“Bullpen. Conference Room One. Now.” Miss Winters’ voice cracked like a whip.

She led the way. I followed, tugging JJ; the staff followed, like a train. Each step, needles of sensation shot up my spine, the garter straps tugging, the stockings whispering secret desire I never knew I had. My ass clenched with each movement, the cool air making me acutely, shamefully aware of how utterly exposed I was—my bare, trembling cheeks on open display, an obscene invitation for everyone to ogle, judge, and mock. The cage’s weight was a constant reminder of my plight, tugging at my most sensitive flesh with cruel persistence. JJ crawled at my heels, neck straining, eyes locked on the ground, her ass tight inside shiny black latex. The “RECRUITMENT FAILURE” sign bobbed between her teeth, a plastic badge of shame.

We entered Conference Room One. A glass-topped table stood in the center, surrounded by eight magenta-velvet chairs. Against the far wall stood a padded black-leather spanking bench with restraints, angled for maximum exposure and minimal comfort.

JJ had no choice. She kneeled at the bench’s edge, elbows down, latex ass raised, the sign hanging from her jaw. She glared at me, hatred and shame and something else simmering beneath her skin.

Miss Winters dug a paddle out from under the bench as the staff formed a semicircle. There were no witty remarks now; perhaps they recalled their own time up here. Miss Winters opened my palm and dropped the paddle into it. I stared at the leather-studded paddle in my hand, cold sweat slicking my grip.

“Avery. Both of you will count each policy enforcement aloud. Each time your audit fails to add up, you will start the policy review from the beginning.”

I raised the paddle. JJ tensed, her hands curling into claws. Her latex creaked as she braced for impact. My arm trembled.

Miss Winters sipped water, then set the bottle on the glass tabletop. “Do it, Avery,” she said, her voice as cool and measured as if commenting on the weather. “A day of discomfort from a spanking will heal by tomorrow. Unemployment lasts much longer, and I can assure you neither of you would find what I offer here. Go on. The only other option…. well… You will find my lawyers particularly unforgiving. So…”

I raised the paddle and prepared to strike.


Chapter Fourteen



Avery

Iswung.

The leather paddle cracked against her ass, its sharp thud echoing through the conference room. The force echoed back up through my arm and down into my groin, where the chastity cage seemed to tighten its vise grip even further. JJ jerked, a muffled yelp spilling out.

And then—

My world exploded. A hot, wild pulse buzzed up from my cock, shooting to the base of my skull. The cage came alive, humming, then throbbing, vibrating so insistently against my flesh that I gasped. My cock swelled, trapped, an ache so raw it bordered on pain.

The staff howled with laughter.

JJ said, “One, thank you for the discipline, Avery.”

“Avery,” Miss Winters’ nails clicked on the glass tabletop. “Begin again. You failed your efficiency check.”

JJ glared up at me through the crooked sign, “Fucker!”

My arm felt like jelly. The paddle weighed a hundred pounds. Sweat beaded on my temple. The cage still vibrated, each pulse turning my brain to mush. But I had to do it again.

I raised the paddle and swung. This crack was sharper, and JJ bucked. The blow caused her well-rounded ass to jiggle, and then, as if on cue, the vibration in my cage doubled. It buzzed so hard I nearly dropped the paddle, my knees buckling.

“One,” I croaked. My voice broke, on the verge of tears.

JJ’s knuckles turned white. “One. Thank you, Avery.”

The staff was eating it up. Open laughter, phones out, catching every second for the company Slack channel or some hellish internal meme. My face glowed hot, every inch of skin on fire.

By three. I hit her harder than I intended. Maybe I just wanted it over. Maybe I was furious at how her thumb kept pressing the hidden button on her phone, dialing the vibration between my thighs higher.

“Three,” I said.

JJ’s words shook with fury. “Three, thank you, Avery.”

The cage spiked again. My whole body jerked in response as we approached six.

“Six!” I shouted.

“Yeah, show her who’s boss, Sissy Writer!” someone taunted.

Humiliation, arousal, pain, pressure—a sickening tide of mismatched emotions rolled through me. The room shrank to my hand, JJ’s ass, and the infernal buzz of the cage. My cock drooled inside the plastic prison—amazed, appalled, and desperate. I trembled; the paddle clattered in my grip. I was supposed to be in charge. Instead, the cage whipped every ounce of weakness from me. I could feel myself leaking. If this was domination, what was real submission? Pain and pleasure overlapped until nothing made sense.

“Count! Don’t make us start over, Sissy!” someone crowed.

My fingers went numb. Every pulse torture.

“Seven.” I choked, barely trusting my voice.

JJ’s body tensed like a drawn bow. “Seven, thank you, Avery.” The sound of her voice—the raw, defeated edge of it, the way she tried so hard not to sound like she was falling apart—made me harder. Feeding the sadistic loop: impact, buzz, arousal, humiliation. Over and over. We made it through ten and eleven. Each crack of the paddle made my cock wilt under the relentless vibration; my nerves frayed and on fire at the same time.

By fourteen, sweat slicked the handle, and the cage buzzed so violently it flooded my body with humiliation, panic, and painful pleasure. I was drunk on it.

I swung again. With each blow, the vibration ticked up a notch. JJ punished me for every blow. Sweat trickled rivers down my back. Clear droplets dribbled from the tip of my cock. My thighs shook. I was barely holding on.

JJ didn’t break, just braced, gritted her teeth, and spat out the number. Blurred vision, stinging sweat, the haze of pain and denial burned through me.

“Eighteen.” I managed, voice shredded.

“Eighteen, thank you, Avery.” JJ panted.

Two more. I raised the paddle. Hit home. “Nineteen.”

The cage tortured me with a spike so sharp I thought I’d pass out. Knees buckling, I bit my tongue to keep from moaning.

“Twenty.”

JJ spat, “Twenty. Thank you, Avery.”

Miss Winters clapped once, sharp as a gunshot. “That’s enough.”

The sudden silence fell, dense and sticky. My hand dropped.

JJ let the sign fall. The words “RECRUITMENT FAILURE” were speckled with spit. She swallowed, then looked up at me—hunger, fury deep, bottomless humiliation in her eyes.

Miss Winters’ lips curled into a predatory smile. “Let this be a lesson: I discipline failure. Success, maybe, rewarded.” She gestured to me with a lacquered nail. “Now go write your first draft by noon. ‘Caged Desires: The Essential Role of Chastity in Sissy Transformation.’ And by week’s end, I want a profile picture that makes me proud to have this idiot on staff. Understood?”

JJ nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

Miss Winters and the staff filed out. JJ staggered to her feet, hands shaking as she gripped the table, then my arm. Face inches from mine, she hissed, “You better not fuck up again, Avery. Not once. Or next time I’ll turn the cage up so high you’ll beg me to stop.”

I opened my mouth to answer. Nothing came...

“There are twenty levels in the app. You want to know what the top level feels like?” JJ’s smile was pure venom.

I swallowed. I couldn’t move. My body frozen between fear and unwanted arousal, that damned cage still humming at a low, maddening frequency. JJ’s threat hung between us like a physical presence.

“Please,” I whispered, hating how desperate I sounded. “Don’t.”

JJ’s smile widened, cruel and victorious. “Careful what you beg for, Sissy. Begging is a slippery slope.” She tapped her phone screen, and the vibrations ceased completely.

The sudden absence of sensation was almost as shocking as its presence had been. My knees nearly buckled with relief, though my cock remained painfully swollen against the plastic prison.

“Remember,” JJ said, tucking the phone into her pocket, “we’re both Miss Winters’ playthings now. You fail; I suffer. I suffer; you pay. It’s a beautiful system, really.”

She straightened her clothing, wincing slightly as the latex pulled against her flesh. Without another word, she walked to the door, each step deliberate despite her obvious discomfort.

“Coming, sissy?” she called over her shoulder. “Your first deadline is in three hours. Better start typing.”

I followed her through the hallways, acutely aware of every eye that tracked our progress. The stockings clung to my thighs, damp with sweat. The garter straps snapped against my skin with each step. My cage felt impossibly heavy between my legs.


Chapter Fifteen



Miss Winters

Istood behind the glass partition in the bullpen. Avery slumped at his desk, fingers trembling over the keyboard. From my vantage point, I could see how the pink man trap peeked from beneath the inadequate coverage of his garter belt, and each time he leaned forward to type, he’d grimace and readjust his posture, as if the cage were pinching him in places he hadn’t known existed before today. Next to him, JJ shifted from foot to foot, her jaw clenched tight as she fought to find a comfortable stance that wouldn’t press the latex bodysuit against her tender ass. Her hunched form, contempt, and irritation warring across her face each time she had to lean down to offer guidance to the man whose incompetence had earned her the inflamed ass.

For twenty agonizing minutes, Avery’s fingers hovered above the keys, as if the very act of writing was a chore too great to bear. Then at last, his index finger struck a letter, only to backspace immediately. He paused, exhaled sharply, hunched forward, and grimaced each time he shifted. Finally, his fingers found a tentative rhythm, the keystrokes clicking.

JJ watched rigidly and uncomfortably. The sting of the spanking lingered between them, heightening the tension I so relished: both of them caught in the knot I tied. Through the glass, as Avery typed, he shifted constantly in his seat, pressing his thighs together, then apart, then together again. A bead of sweat traced his temple as he crossed, then uncrossed his legs, the outline of plastic ridges briefly visible against as he adjusted himself, the pink cage biting into Avery’s flesh, provoking what I suspected was both arousal and pain. The power of chastity was truly transformative. He’d type for a few minutes, wince, readjust his posture, and glance at the clock on the wall.

I hoped for the best, imagining Avery writing an emotional piece telling our subscribers how the pink cage wasn’t just a piece of plastic but a symbol of surrender, how each denied erection stripped away masculine pretense, how the constant pressure against his shrinking maleness would transform frustration into desperate gratitude toward the Mistress who held his key and, with it, his very identity. I hoped for a piece that forced readers to live his humiliation. But what if he failed?

He paused, glanced at me, then plunged back in. I shook my head, worried he was creating a piece of trash unworthy of this week’s empty Pink Protocol column. I sat behind my desk and waited.

At ten past noon, three timid taps barely rose above the hum of the air conditioner. Avery stood in my doorway, clutching JJ’s Leash as if it might save him. The pink plastic cage between his legs nodded, betraying how desperately his imprisoned cock strained against its confines, glistening with excitement at the very predicament that should have mortified him.

“Come in.”

They entered and faced me. Both staring at the pile of Avery’s male clothes on my desk, as I weighed whether to cut him loose and cut my losses. I let the silence stretch, studying JJ. From her expression, I could tell Avery’s first article had missed the mark.

“You’re late.”

Avery shifted his weight from one foot to the other, the garter-belt straps digging into his exposed thighs. “I’m sorry,” he said, arms crossing instinctively over the pink lace bra that pinched beneath his armpits. “I had trouble.” The air conditioning raised goosebumps across his bare stomach as he fought the urge to cover the plastic cage that gleamed obscenely between his legs. “I wanted to make it good.”

I fixed my gaze on the pink shrine between his legs, slick with precum—a cartoon pussy encasing his cock in exaggerated, mocking detail. It was almost funny in its design. Flawless humiliation. He looked like a doll built for someone else’s pleasure, sissy material through and through. But I had plenty of sissy men begging for a chance to lick my boots clean. What I needed was a writer, and looking the part and writing about it were two different things.

“It should be in your email.”

I opened the file. My eyes skimmed Avery’s first article. Garbage. Absolute fucking garbage, sterile, clinical trash that wouldn’t arouse a single reader. I needed raw degradation—words that made sissies squirm, leak in their cages, confront their own desperate need. This draft sounded like someone who hadn’t felt the bite of her Mistress had written it. The Leash wasn’t some academic circle-jerk—it was a collar around every submissive’s throat.

“Unacceptable.”

“What?”

“Garbage. I want emotion. I want our readers, sissies like you—” I paused. “Like you.”

I pushed the pile of Avery’s male clothing at his feet, lips curling in disgust. Taking a steadying breath, I said, “I’m sending you home. Wear what you came in but keep everything else on. JJ, you have three days to transform this failure into what we need here at The Leash. You will shadow him, remake him, and usher him back through The Leash’s door with perfect makeup and proper sissy attire, painted nails, and a proper sissy gait that screams submission.” I leaned forward, voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. “And if you fail me again, JJ, I promise what happened today will feel like a caress compared to what comes next.”


Chapter Sixteen



Avery

After a frantic afternoon of shopping, we tumbled into the elevator of my building, arms full of packages containing lace panties, stockings, and makeup. We even stopped at a pet store and bought the biggest doggie bed I’d ever seen. The fluorescent light overhead hummed annoyingly. JJ smirked next to me, her hand on the app that controlled the non-stop vibrations of pain and naughty pleasure.

I drifted back to the first store, two pairs of panties in my hands as I asked the middle-aged sales clerk, “Excuse me, which of these would make my butt look extra girly and slutty?” The clerk’s eyes widened, then narrowed into slits of judgment. JJ tapped her phone, and the chastity cage buzzed against my swollen flesh, making me gasp mid-sentence. The clerk stepped back, her lip curling as I squirmed, unable to hide my reaction.

At the makeup counter, JJ forced me to lean over the glass display. “Ask her,” she whispered, thumbing her phone to send another pulse through my cage. I bit my lip and stammered, “Can you recommend the best lipstick shade? I’m trying to impress my Mistress?” The saleswoman’s professional smile cracked as JJ pressed her body against mine from behind, whispering, “Remember what I promised? Jeopardize my job, and… How’s that plastic feeling now? This is my vengeance, Avery. Every time that cage bites into you, remember…”

“Which skirts would you recommend that would hide my chastity cage and still help me look like a slut ready for cock?” I asked at the next counter, my voice cracking as the cage vibrated mercilessly. The young clerk’s cheeks flushed crimson as JJ made me turn in a circle, her finger hovering over her phone screen. “Or should I just flaunt it?” I added, humiliation striking every nerve ending in my body as the cage pulsed mercilessly in JJ’s merciless retribution.

At the adult store, I had to ask the clerk—a woman about my age with dyed purple hair and septum piercing who looked like she’d rather be anywhere else—if she could recommend a dildo “perfect for humiliating a faggot like me.” My voice cracked on the word “faggot” as I forced myself to continue, “Something pink, not too big, but thick enough that I’ll feel the stretch burning when it breaks in my virgin ass.” She stared at me, her expression flickering between boredom and mild disgust.

Returning to the present and the gilded mirrors that hemmed me in, reflecting a persona I feared I might never see again. Instead, there was a mental image of myself transformed into a slutty caricature of femininity, which drove my cock to strain painfully against the confines of my pink prison. Floor by floor, I closed in on a destiny I both dreaded and craved.

At the door to my new loft, JJ snapped, “Open the door.”

I dropped my haul, fished for my keys as my fingers brushed my caged flesh. That gentle touch sent a surge of pain and pleasure up my spine. I considered slipping inside, slamming the door, and locking JJ out for good. The lock clicked, and JJ, perhaps sensing my plan, stormed past, her shoulder clipping mine—a gesture not quite accidental. The message was clear: she wasn’t waiting for an invitation.

In my apartment, her eyes settled on my expensive gaming setup, waiting for my internet hookup two days from now. JJ shook her head, “Is that what you blew your sign-on bonus on?” her voice cold. “Listen carefully, because I’m only saying this once. You’ve already cost me a public spanking and put my job on the line. My bad. For that, you’ve earned the most intense sissification the world has ever seen, and you are going to write about every humiliating detail. So listen and listen up good. Miss Winters isn’t here. So, I own your sissy ass and—” She pulled out her phone and swiped. The vibration caught the sensitive underside of my head, turning pain into a sickening pleasure that made my knees weak. “—that sissy clitty.”

“Can you stop? Why are you doing this to me?”

“Why? Simple, a sissy should be in a constant state of arousal.” JJ laughed.

“Fuck… Stop. PLEASE!” My voice cracked, desperation spilling out as I writhed in the grip of overwhelming sensations.

JJ’s lips curled, “Sorry, princess—arousal is the uniform here, and you’re clocking in.” She jabbed the phone screen; the cage answered with a vindictive buzz that made my hips jerk. “Feel it? That’s the syllabus. You can’t write what you won’t suffer. I’m not letting you flush my career down the drain because you’re too witless to grasp the obvious. You’re a sissy. Where’s the bedroom?”

I pointed, “Over there.”

In the bedroom, JJ dumped a sea of pink onto the bed: panties, dresses, stockings, shoes, gags, dildoes, corsets. A replica of the leather paddle I used on JJ this morning. Lipsticks, palettes of eyeshadow, makeup, all girly, all pink, taunting me. I wanted to laugh; I wanted to scream. Instead, I just watched.

JJ picked up the paddle, smiled, and cracked it against her palm. “Give me a reason. Strip. Then we clean house.”

I stripped down to nothing but my humming chastity cage. Naked, I couldn’t quite figure out if I should be grateful. With three pink mesh laundry bags shoved into my hand, she dragged me to my dresser. “Put it all in the bags. Top to bottom. All of it.”

JJ headed for my closet as I emptied my dresser of all evidence of my male life: boxers, undershirts, and crew socks. JJ yanked my brand-new shirts off the hangers, cramming them into mesh bags, her grin laced with venom.

“Fucking cunt!” I snapped.

White-hot vibrations lashed through me, making me yelp in a high, girlish squeal.

“You don’t get to talk back. Never.”

“Bitch!”

“You want to try me again, be my guest. But I promise you’ll end up on your knees sobbing before we’re done.”

Done in the bedroom, we headed to the bathroom and purged everything masculine, even down to the deodorant stick and the aftershave bottle. She replaced them with tubes of scented lotion, powder, and creams. “By the time I’m done with you, even your sweat will smell like a girl.”

“Fuck you! Tell you what bitch. Next time I spank your ass—”

“Want to make it worse? Just try me.”

“Okay! I’ll do what you want.”

“Good girl.”

“Let’s start with a thong.”

My fingers trembled as I yanked the thong over my hips, the front cruelly compressing my caged cock. The thong’s thin strip burrowed, rubbing raw against my virgin rim, making my hole clench and flutter with a forbidden craving I shouldn’t be having. Shame burned through me like acid even as pre-cum leaked from my locked dick. My imagination betrayed my masculinity as I imagined being bent over, spread wide, and used.

JJ nodded. “Every day, makeup first. No excuses.” She seated me at a TV tray and spread out her arsenal of feminization. “First, moisturize. Every day,” she announced, slathering cold cream across my face with punishing strokes. “Keep still,” she snapped. When I flinched, the cage buzzed sharply, making me yelp.

She squeezed foundation onto a sponge and dabbed it across my face, neck, and chest in broad strokes, erasing any trace of masculinity. “This is how you’ll start every morning from now on.”

I watched as my reflection transformed as she applied eyeshadow in flashy shades of pink and purple, layering it until my lids were heavy with color. “Look up.” She traced black liner along my waterline, making me blink and tear up. “Stop crying, you’ll ruin it.”

JJ wielded her brushes like weapons, contouring my cheekbones to appear higher, my nose smaller, and then it was done. I didn’t recognize the face staring back at me. I was…. I hated to admit it, pretty.

When JJ said, “Pretty girl,” my cock strained against the intolerant plastic.

Then I dressed. Extraordinarily slutty. And then it began. For hours, she made me walk, sit, and talk while commenting on the slightest male blunder. “Wrist loose, like this. Elbows in, don’t swing them. Arch your back. Suck in your cheeks. Try not to look like you’re one second from shitting yourself.” When I failed to look or act feminine, she swiped her phone, and my cage punished me with a shock to my cock, spine, and even my nipples. The more I tried, the less I resisted. Yet the more I resisted, the better it felt.

After what felt like an eternity, I cooked and set the table. Walking in heels wasn’t easy. The balls of my feet throbbed, my calves ached, and my toes felt pinched and numb. My ankles wobbled with every step, sending a dull ache up into my lower back. With dinner on the table, I slid into my chair and defaulted to the male wide-legged pose.

JJ’s eyes narrowed. She dropped her fork, “Sit like a girl!” She thumbed the phone, and my chastity cage detonated yet again. If pain could scream, it was this: not just the vibration in my caged cock, but a whole-body shiver, a flash of fire up my nipples, curling around to bite at my ass, my spine, even the backs of my knees. Humiliation, pain, need.

I ate with the bare skin of my backside pressed against the dining chair’s cushion; the snug fit of the skirt around my hips, a constant echo of my transformation; the unspent arousal simmering between my thighs, trapped within the confines of the chastity device, a pulsing need that refused to fade as JJ scrutinized my every move—how I gripped the fork, chewed each bite, and sipped from my glass.

JJ confessed, “You’re not the only one trapped here. I do what I have to.”

“Yeah,” I replied. “I guess we’re both stuck. She’s got us by the balls—literally.”

JJ laughed. “Balls, enjoy them while you got ’em. Pretty soon, you won’t even have balls. Just a hole to fuck and a column to write.”

“Hole to fuck?” I felt an unnatural craving creep in, a kind of forbidden hunger, a weight of want pooling low and hot. I could feel it in every limb, an ache that built and curled. An ache that, if I experienced it, would seal my fate. I imagined it, stupidly vivid: a cock pressing between my cheeks. Then the stretch. The push into me. Unrelenting, splitting me open. It unnerved me. And yet, I couldn’t stop picturing being filled, taken, claimed in that blunt, overwhelming way.

Neither of us spoke again. JJ finished her food. She pushed her plate forward and said, low and vicious: “Clean up, then get some rest, Princess. You’re going to need the energy.”

JJ showered and fell asleep in my bed while I curled up on the floor, nestled on the gigantic pink dog bed with a frilly pillow—collared, caged, and forced to wear a frilly, revealing nightgown.


Chapter Seventeen



Avery

JJ slept soundly on the bed above me, but for me, sleep was a distant stranger. The chastity cage gnawed at me like a hungry animal. I shifted on the plush dog bed, the silky fabric of my nightgown bunching around my thighs as I tried to find a position that wouldn’t torment my imprisoned cock. Even in darkness, there was no escaping what I’d become. My eyelids grew heavy despite the discomfort, and I finally surrendered to exhaustion.

Then the dreams came.

For a moment, I forgot where I was, curled on the cramped doggie bed, my muscles aching from the unnatural position. The dream was still vivid behind my eyelids. In it, I’d been bent over Miss Winters’ desk. Miss Winters’s chin rested in her palms, her elbows on the desk, staring into my face. “Take it like a good girl.”

Behind me, a faceless stranger pinned me against the desk, one palm pressed into my shoulder blades, forcing my cheek against the cool mahogany. Each angry, frantic thrust sent shockwaves through my body—a blunt, insistent pressure that bloomed into something between agony and ecstasy. His breath was hot and ragged against my neck, smelling faintly of mint and whiskey. In my dream, the invasion of my manhood wasn’t repulsive. Instead, like an eager fornicator, I reared back, pressing my silky smooth ass against him, my back arched like a cat in heat, my painted nails clawing at the edge of Miss Winter’s desk, whimpering with need as my secret, taboo desires unfolded in vivid technicolor beneath Miss Winter’s approving gaze.

My cock strained so mercilessly against its plastic prison, the pain so sharp it jolted me awake as if someone had thrown cold water on my face. The unyielding cage suffocated even the pleasure of my dreams.

The next time, my body jerked awake. JJ had peeled back my blanket and was kneeling next to me, one palm flat on my hip, the other holding a pink spinning vibrator on the cartoonish sissy lips of the chastity cage, with the casual indifference of someone channel-surfing.

That brutal pink device wasn’t just humming; it was whirring at full blast. The ache fired straight up my spine, radiating out to my nipples. I writhed, hips jerking, the delicate slit of the caged “pussy” grinding obscenely against the spinning head of a vibrator pressed hard to the tip of my cock.

“Good morning!” JJ said.

I tried to twist away from the torment. JJ pushed my hips back down. “Lay still and enjoy your morning treat.” She propped her phone on the floor to the right of my head. “Ten minutes.” The timer started ticking down. 9:59, 58… 57…

The vibrations scrambled my thoughts—I couldn’t even protest. Instead, I moaned, high and soft, utterly humiliating. My sissy clitty, my traitorous cock, tried to swell, but the cage forced it down, the flesh mashed tight and helpless. JJ pressed harder. My body tensed. I squeezed my eyes shut, focusing on the nasty breach of discipline growing between my thighs as every nerve in my body jolted awake. The pressure spread out, a hot, throbbing sizzle that made my thighs spread even further apart, offering what every man considers forbidden territory, and my breath stuck in my chest. There was no point in hiding how turned on I was.

JJ watched me squirm for half a second. “What are you thinking about right now, sissy? Cock? Pussy?”

I didn’t answer. All I wanted was relief. “Please. I’ll do anything.”

“I bet you would. The only thing I want from you is an article. Just a thousand words on the essential role of chastity in sissy transformation.”

JJ yanked the vibrator away, and my hips jerked upward against nothing but air. I glanced at the timer. 9:18... 9: 17... Fuck, I thought, how was I going to take this? A warm wetness trickled down the inside of my thigh, sticky and slick, the telltale evidence of my arousal seeping through the cage’s tiny opening despite its cruel constraints. I bit down on my lip until I tasted copper. “Stop,” I whispered, voice cracking, but I didn’t want it to stop. “Please! I can’t take it.” But I wanted more. More denial. The pain of pleasure.

“Look at you. You’re leaking. You like this, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck! You bitch!” That’s what I said, but what I really wanted was to worship her for the suffering and misery she was inducing.

She put the vibrator back on my cock. Sixty seconds passed. The only sound was the whirring of the vibrator and my girly moans. It was unbearable. I was hard, harder than I’d ever been in my life, and totally trapped. JJ rattled off the day’s itinerary: “Shower, shave every inch, then makeup. I want smoky eyes, flawless skin, and a proper, fuckable mouth. After that, you’ll wear a dress suitable for the obedient princess you are, with the matching panties and stockings. When you’re presentable, we’ll sit together, and you are going to write that article as if your life depends on it. Because it does.”

JJ pressed the pink spinning wheel even harder. My hips bucked helplessly. All I could think about was the desperate, caged throb between my legs, every nerve ending tuned to the insane, hungry whine of the vibrator. JJ’s strong, unsympathetic hand pinned my bucking hips down.

“That’s it,” JJ murmured. “Let it out, Princess. Moan if you have to. Good girls don’t hold back.”

It was so fucking humiliating I could feel my cheeks burning. My throat worked, raw little sobs escaping as the pressure built and built. The cage mocked me with its cruel cartoon-pussy lips: I wanted to shove my hips forward and fuck the air, fuck anything, just to make it stop. Just to finish. I whined, “Please. Please, I’ll do anything. Anything you want.” God, listen to me. I sounded like my avatar in SissyMaker, and that’s what melted my brain the most—the way fantasy and reality had fused.

JJ’s eyes glittered. She loved watching me fall apart for her. “Anything? Give me a thousand words. All your secrets. Tell our readers exactly what this feels like. The ache, the craving, how bad you want it, and how much it hurts not to get it. How every time you clench those pretty thighs, you remember who owns your clitty now.” She punctuated the last word by pressing the vibrator right over my most sensitive spot.

The pressure vibrated through me, raw and spinning, hardening my nipples, making my ass feel empty, my ass cheeks clenched around an imagined intrusion, melting my last ounce of masculinity. I let out an undignified squeal worthy of a voice-over in a porn movie. “Fuck! Please! Stop!” But I didn’t want her to stop. What I wanted was release. I wanted to cum, but I couldn’t. It was there. So close.

“That’s it. You can’t even pretend you’re not into this, can you?”

I didn’t care. I would have admitted to anything in that moment. My voice cracked again, nothing but quick little breaths and the throb of hunger that kept building and building, never let up. “Fucking cunt! Why are you doing this?”

JJ situated the vibrator right under my cock, so my balls got some of the action. “Let me tell you how this works. You want to know why I keep you on the edge like this? Why sissies can’t cum? It’s about control, obviously. But mostly, it’s about what happens to your mind. I need you to wrap your mind around that concept. The Leash needs you to understand it. Our readers need to hear it.”

She twisted her wrist so the cartoon lips ground against me. The noise was obscene. I couldn’t think.

She continued, “When edged and denied, you crave anything that will let the pressure out. I need you to understand this concept. I need you to bleed it out on the page. We have virgin Mistresses who read The Leash, we have wanna be sissies who read. We need you to explain why there is a need to edge a sissy again and again, so our readers understand the transformation, how a sissy’s whole personality goes soft. Your sense of what you want changes. Things you never would have considered—they sound good. Or at least, you’ll do just about anything to get release. And that’s why it works for sissies and men like you. Because when I say, ‘I want this slutty clitty to ache for cock instead of pussy,’ you’ll do it. You’ll beg for it.”

“God… Okay! Stop! I swear I can write it! I’ll suck cock. I’ll do anything.” It didn’t even sound like me. I sounded like someone else. My voice was thin and feminine, totally unfamiliar, begging for anything. JJ dragged the toy’s head in tight, vibrating circles. I would have said yes to anything—even dropping to my knees in a truck stop bathroom stall with my painted mouth open and ready, as some hairy, beer-bellied trucker with yellow teeth and dirt under his fingernails shoved himself down my throat while a crowd of horny strangers watched, recording and laughing at what a desperate little cumdump I’d become—just to cum. Or make it stop.

“You feel it, right?” JJ’s voice was all business. Just a boss explaining a task. “Edging changes pleasure. Every sensation hits harder. It’s like your body can’t tell the difference between what you want and what you need. That desperation, it’ll make you beg for whatever your Mistress or Master suggests. That’s when you think about things you swore you’d never do. Like sucking cock, or begging for someone to fuck your ass. It’s all just a way to get relief, isn’t it?”

I shuddered. I knew it was true. Part of me was terrified, the other part just wanted to be used, to give up, to be filled and emptied. Maybe it had always been there, lurking.

I glanced at the timer, 5:18… 17… 5:16. I shuddered. The sensation built in layers, a pressure at the base of my cock that went nowhere, coiling instead at the pit of my stomach, then rising in sharp, ragged pulses that circled my body. My balls felt swollen, electric, and ached so bad it made me want to scream. My hips jerked helplessly, desperate to thrust, but there was nothing to fuck and no hope of escape. The need was everywhere, crawling across my skin, teeth on my nipples, an itch under my tongue, and an aching need to be filled. Getting edged and denied was like an endless loop in hell: hips jerking, mouth open, moaning, desperate, every beat of my caged clit a jolt of hunger and humiliation so sharp it almost felt good. Almost.

“Okay, you made your point!”

“Oh no. Your only escape is to write an article worthy of The Leash. You want to know why sissies end up craving what they think they’ll hate? It’s denial. No, it’s hope. The hope that if you try hard enough, transform far enough, and submit completely, the reward will come. Maybe, if you bend over, grab your ankles, and let some horny dude fuck you like a slut, your Mistress will finally let you cum. You do it, without protest, and let some bull fuck you in the ass, and your Mistress moves the goalpost. You don’t care because the only thing that feels real is the need. And the more you need, the more you’ll take your Mistress’s strapon, eat her pussy, suck her bull cocks, and the more likely you’ll be to do things…”

“I’m not gay!” A sharp slap of reality told me I’d do anything for release, and then another blow, sudden and brutal: they had only denied me for barely a day. What would I do after a week? A month?

JJ laughed. “It’s not about being gay, straight, or bisexual; it’s about submission. What you’ll submit to for your Mistress. Most sissies don’t start out wanting to take cock. Not at first.”

She sounded almost bored, but I could tell she was watching for every single reaction, the tiny spasms of need, and the way my breathing hitched and shuddered with each pulse. “The longer I keep you here, right on the edge… your brain changes. Need builds. You’ll beg for anything that gives you release, even if you swore you weren’t that kind of freak.”

“Okay. Okay, I admit it.”

JJ laughed again. “What I want you to learn from this is that edging makes every touch feel sharper. Deeper. Right now, your brain wants one thing: relief. You’d do anything for it, wouldn’t you?”

“Fuck you!” But I would. I know I would.

“Go on, sissy, scream, sob, but you’ll sink to your knees in a dirty alley, mouth open with a sign around your neck that says: use my mouth, just so your Mistress will finally unlock you. I’m telling you how the sissy world works. Desperation tears down whatever walls society forced you to build up.” Her hand was heavy, grounding me. “You get desperate enough, you’ll take whatever you’re given. Cock, toy, no difference. You’ll beg for it, and you’ll thank me for even the most humiliating experience. The question that remains is, can you write about it?”

I glanced at the timer. 2:18… 17…. “I don’t need to go through all this shit to write about it.” But even as the words left my lips, something inside me twisted uncomfortably. Part of me—the writer part—knew she was right. How could I have described this desperate, humiliating ache without feeling it pulse through me? Yet acknowledging that felt like surrendering something essential, like admitting I needed this degradation. I hated that thought almost as much as I hated how my body responded to it. I could feel it. Deep inside me, an orgasm.

“You’ll see. The longer I keep you on edge, the more you’ll want it. You’ll have dreams about cock, about being fucked, about being used.”

One of my perverted, taboo dreams last night, I dreamed of kneeling on cold tile, my jaw aching, a stranger’s hands tangled in my hair. I woke gasping for the tenth time last night, soaked in sweat, my cage digging into my skin. The phantom taste of salt lingered on my tongue. I touched my lips, still feeling the pressure building, relentless and menacing—a pressure swelling from deep within my core, radiating outward like a supernova. My toes curled, my entire body went rigid.

“Oh god, I’m going to—” I gasped, my voice high and unfamiliar even to my own ears.

JJ pressed the vibrator harder against the cage, watching me squirm with clinical detachment.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “The little sissy’s about to cum in her cage. It’s what we call a hand-free orgasm. beg for it, and I’ll let it happen.”

I thrashed beneath her grip, my hips bucking involuntarily as the pressure built to an unbearable crescendo. The sensation was unlike anything I’d experienced before—not the focused, direct pleasure of normal masturbation but something more penetrating and all-consuming. My entire body had become an erogenous zone, every nerve ending firing at once. “Please,” I begged, not even sure what I was asking for anymore. To stop? To continue? To be freed? “Please!” Words flew out of my mouth, betraying everything I thought I was. “I’ll suck cock. I’ll… I’m going to—”

JJ laughed. I knew she planned what came next. She yanked the vibrator away at the perfect point, and I jerked, every muscle convulsing, a porn star gasp tore from my throat as wet heat pulsed out of me in a ruined, helpless spasm. The orgasm hit like a freight train, but wrong—all wrong. My cock pulsed and throbbed inside its plastic prison, but the release was incomplete, ruined. A pathetic dribble of cum seeped through the tiny opening of the cage. Nothing pleasurable about it—the orgasm sabotaged, suffocated by the plastic lips mashed tight over my flesh, the vibrations stabbing at my cock even as it tried to soften. My body fluttered with shock and disappointment. The pressure didn’t fade; if anything, the frustration tripled, every nerve left wide open, raw, desperate for relief that wasn’t coming. JJ threw her head back, laughing, the sound slicing me down to the bone.

“Rise and shine, Princess! It’s time to start the day like any good sissy should—smooth and silky. Get moving; we have a lot on the agenda today. I want that skin flawless.”


Chapter Eighteen



Avery

Irolled over onto my stomach. “I can’t get up. I didn’t sleep at all last night, and then you torture me more?” My body ached with the aftershocks of the ruined orgasm—not just the chastity device squeezing me, but the lingering ache that pulsed deep within, a cruel reminder of what she denied me. Every attempt to shift my hips only pressed the unforgiving plastic against my cock, trapping me in this torment. An uneasy wetness clung to my thighs, a sticky reminder of my loss of control, a reminder that JJ had edged me into a hell.

“You call that a treat?” My voice cracked. My balls throbbed. I felt sick with the need. “Anyway, why do I have to get up so fucking early? Miss Winters said we had three days and…”

JJ pulled the nightie up, rolled me onto my stomach, and pressed one hand into my back, holding me down. The cage bit into my flesh. She branded my ass with ten sharp, quick smacks. “Did my little Princess have some nocturnal noncompliance?” JJ busted out laughing.

Clenching the blanket in my fists, I screamed. “Fuck you! This isn’t funny at all,” I shot back, my voice laced with irritation. “Every time I drifted off, that damn thing would remind me it’s there—like a cruel alarm clock. Do you have any idea what it’s like? It digs into me from every angle, like a vice. I tried sleeping on my stomach, but that only made it worse; it felt like it was going to snap off. Rolling onto my back just made it worse; the lock jabs into my skin, a reminder of my humiliation.” I squirmed on the bed, frustration boiling over. “This has gone beyond humiliation; it’s straight-up torture. Every time I dozed off… Fuck it’s natural to get… You know… How the hell am I supposed to sleep? I woke up feeling as if I were about to burst into tears. Then you…”

“What a whiner you are. I give you a treat, and you don’t even appreciate it? That’s the point,” JJ warmed my ass with ten more whacks. “Chastity isn’t just about frustration, my little sissy—it’s a crucial part of a sissy’s training. The more you squirm, the more you crave release, and that’s exactly what it is to be a sissy.”

“I can’t even piss properly. You get your kicks out of this shit?”

“Piss like a girl!”

“I can’t do this. Not today.”

“God Damn, what the hell was I thinking, hiring you? Fuck Winters! I wanted to take my time, but no, she had to push me to bring someone on board. I didn’t sign up to babysit a whiny little sissy who can’t handle a bit of discomfort! You think I enjoy watching you squirm like this? It’s infuriating trying to keep you on track when all you do is complain! Listen up and listen up. Both our lives hang in the balance. I mean, turning you into a sissy won’t be hard. What was Winters thinking, giving me only three days? Three days isn’t enough. You not only have to accept who you are, but have to bleed life into The Pink Protocol or… I didn’t ask for this pressure! This isn’t just about you. You’re so much a sissy fag it’s unreal.”

“I’m not gay!”

She tenderized my ass with ten more open palm smacks. “Out of bed now!”

“How am I supposed to write when I’m half asleep? I need my rest. Take this off, at least while I sleep.”

“Not a chance. You know what? Just quit. Nothing would make me happier. Do you think I want to deal with this? Just say the word, and I’ll get you out of that cage, and you can go back to jacking off to your perverted little game. While you dreamed about sucking cock, I got three potential candidates lined up to contact today.”

My heart raced at the thought of JJ already scouting for replacements. The plastic cage throbbed against my swollen flesh, my body still trembling from that cruel edge she’d given me. “Please,” I begged, voice cracking with need, “don’t replace me!” The desperation clawed up my throat. “I’ll do anything—anything you want.” I squirmed, the movement sending another jolt of frustrated arousal through me. My hips bucked involuntarily, seeking relief that couldn’t come.

“Ten more minutes of sleep, that’s all. I swear I’ll be perfect after that.” My cock strained helplessly against its confining cage, each throb of forbidden arousal sending shockwaves of pain as tears spilled down my cheek. The burning handprints JJ had left across my ass sent confused signals of pleasure straight to my imprisoned manhood, creating a maddening cycle I couldn’t escape. God, I was so close earlier—so close—and now I’d do anything, say anything, be anything just to feel that edge again. “I need this job,” I whispered, hating how pathetic I sounded, how much I meant it.

JJ laughed, a sharp sound that cut through the tension. “The cage keeps you in check, even in your dreams, doesn’t it? Nighttime erections? Now that’s real torture. I was thinking of you when I gave you this morning’s treat. Think of it as motivation,” JJ continued, her voice dripping with mock encouragement. “Not just to transform into the sissy, but also to write about how crucial chastity is in that journey. Quit complaining, quit whining, and focus on your assignment: Caged Desires: The Essential Role of Chastity in Sissy Transformation. Embrace the frustration; let it fuel your creativity. Every moment you’re locked up, every pang of arousal, it’s a reminder of what’s at stake. You’ll find that the more you squirm, the more you’ll want to explore those feelings in your writing.”

“Fuck you! Fuck you and this fucking cage.”

“Fuck me? Fuck you! I’m telling you, you are going to make this right. I am not losing my job. If you think I’m losing everything for your lazy ass, you’re even stupider than you look. So, get up. Shower. Shave. Full face. Nails. I want you in that fucking dress in one hour, or I’ll have you out the door before sunrise. Make your choice, Princess.”


Chapter Nineteen



Avery

Ten minutes later, I paced naked in the bathroom, heart hammering. JJ’s ruined orgasm left me feeling desperate yet disgusted with myself—part of me incensed at being denied release, in another twisted corner of my mind, secretly relieved she’d stopped, as if I didn’t deserve the pleasure I craved. In the mirror, a stranger looked back, adorned only with a ridiculous pink device, an affront to my fading masculinity. It weighed on me like the ultimate shame, but beneath it pulsed an undeniable thrill, I both loathed and craved.

I leaned into the mirror and said to my reflection, rubbing my tender ass, “Okay, Avery. You’ve got two choices. Quit. Pay back the bonus. It’ll hurt, but will it hurt more than losing my manhood? Is losing my house, my car, and financial security worth saving my manhood?”

I felt perched on a cliff’s edge, torn between clinging to my masculinity or plunging into the abyss of submission. When the thought of submission floated through my thoughts, the unmistakable twitch in my cock answered. My kinky thoughts, taboo desires I’d buried for my whole adult life, tugged me toward JJ and Miss Winters. It wasn’t about the job, the money, or protecting myself from Miss Winter’s lawyers anymore. I wanted to see where they’d take me, even if my writing failed to live up to what they wanted. It was about giving my life to my hidden, feminine, submissive side, long suffocated by societal expectations, and about wanting to be a man, the long parade of failed relationships, like the one I had with Kara. Acknowledging it terrified me, yet the idea of exploring this forbidden self ignited a deep excitement.

I stepped into the shower and shaved every inch of flesh I could reach. Standing in front of the mirror, I couldn’t take my eyes off the little pink cage. I traced its edges, even the gentlest brush of my finger ignited a forbidden mixture of embarrassment and arousal. I bit my lip, recalling JJ’s taunt: “You’d do anything for relief, wouldn’t you, Princess?”

As my cock strained painfully against the pink plastic, I understood. Even though it had only been a day, I’d kneel for Miss Winters, wear the lingerie, and I’d even offer my body to anyone who wanted to use me.

“Bend over, slut.”

“Yes, sir. Or, yes, ma’am.”

“Open that mouth.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Clean my toilet.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Walk the street like a whore.”

“Yes, Miss Winters.”

And—Christ, I was getting hard again thinking about it. JJ pounded on the bathroom door so savagely that the frame rattled. “Let’s go, Princess. Clock’s ticking.”

I twisted the faucet, and water swirled down the drain. “Just give me a minute.”

Clutching the sink’s edge until my knuckles whitened, I let reality wash over me: humiliating dresses that would label me as a slut, suggestive accessories that would mark me as owned. Every humiliating detail felt like another hook dragging me deeper into a life I tried to tell myself I didn’t want but couldn’t stop craving.

Another rattle of the hinges. “Move it.”

I took one last look at the man in the mirror—he was gone already. I whispered to myself, “Here goes everything,” before stepping out to embrace my new life.

In the living room, JJ sat cross-legged on my new black leather couch, laptop balanced on her one thigh, coffee steaming on the glass table beside her. She gave me a cold-blooded look and gestured to a chair before a table filled with makeup. Sticking straight up from the chair stood a dildo we’d bought yesterday, a pink monstrosity with veins and ridges, its base suctioned firmly to the seat, pointing upward like an accusatory finger.

“What the fuck? How am I supposed to sit?”

“Oh, I think you’ll figure it out.”

I stared at the pink monstrosity, its ridges and veins mocking me. I considered standing my ground—throwing JJ out of my house, reclaiming my space, and erasing this twisted reality. But the relentless throb between my legs reminded me: Miss Winters held the key—not only to my cage but also to my very existence. One word from her and I’d be out on the street. Strangely, a fantasy blossomed, a filthy fantasy—a perverted daydream worthy of its own level in SissyMaker. My cock strained painfully against the chastity cage. What the fuck is wrong with me?

Shame and arousal warred in me. I wasn’t gay—but… I’d do it. Get down on my knees…

I inched toward the chair and stared at the monstrous thing standing proud in the middle. “It’s too big.”

JJ laughed, “It’s only five inches. I got one twice as long and thicker.”

I’m pretty sure if I hadn’t been locked up, edged and denied, I just might have said “Fuck you.” But getting edged, denied, even for a day, does something to the mind, and without thinking, I lined myself up and lowered my ass, wincing as the tip split my cheeks. It was cold and slick with lube. The intrusion felt like I was being pillaged, taking from me something I didn’t want to lose and yet… I wanted it. I wanted JJ to make me do it.

“Oh fuck. It hurts. Why is this necessary?”

JJ’s explanation came with a soft tap of her boot on the floor. “Training, Princess. The discomfort teaches your body to submit. Pleasure often wears a mask of pain. Every inch of that silicone you take teaches you to surrender control—exactly what life at The Leash demands. You’ll thank me later, whether you write about it.”

My legs trembled as I sank another inch, my mind a battlefield of disgust and desire. “Oh, fuck. It’s too big,” I said, loathing how my voice and my leaking flesh betrayed my eagerness.

“Don’t be such a drama queen. Take it.”

Locked in denial, I dropped my resistance and my hips. It felt like a violation, yet I wanted it. Every inch split me open, burning with a perfect, forbidden pleasure. My caged cock pulsed in response. Then my ass hit the chair. Seated, the dildo pushed deep inside me, making me gasp. JJ smirked at my discomfort as I squirmed, trying to find a position where the silicone invader didn’t press directly against that spot that made my cage feel three sizes too small. “Makeup—slutty. Do it till it’s right.”

As I applied primer, JJ called one of my potential replacements; her apathy toward me amplified my anxiety. Every shift of the dildo inside me sent waves of unwanted sexual intoxication. JJ finished with applicant one, dialed applicant two, as I finished up with my eyes.

JJ hung up, stood over me, inspecting my work. “Nope. Got to be sluttier. Start over.”

I washed off the makeup and started over as JJ contacted applicant number three. I leaned forward to ensure I got it right this time. As I started over on my feminization, the intrusion pressed deeper, igniting shocks of arousal. When I got to doing my eyeshadow again, my ass clenched involuntarily around the plastic trespasser. By the time JJ had finished talking to applicant number three, I had transformed into something overtly slutty, as the toy continued to split me open.

Finally, JJ covered the phone and said to me, “That’s the look. Now get dressed.”

Twenty minutes later, fully feminized in a sheer bubblegum-pink bra that barely concealed my nipples, a matching lace thong that rode up uncomfortably between my ass cheeks, silky thigh highs with delicate pink bows at the tops, and a skintight Lycra miniskirt that clung to every curve and barely covered my ass. Over my chest stretched a tight pink T-shirt, thin enough that the outline of the bra showed through clearly. Emblazoned across my chest, The Leash’s logo—a playful yet commanding tagline, “Embrace Your Submission” — curved above a graphic in which a diamond-studded leash formed a stylized letter “L,” its handle shaped like a woman’s hand with crimson nails.

JJ nodded, her phone pressed against her ear, “I’d love to talk more. Are you free for an interview?”

“Yes. Absolutely. See you tomorrow at ten.” JJ said, then ended the call.

She studied my transformation, looking me up and down. I shrank under JJ’s gaze. The pink Lycra skirt was so tight I didn’t have to move; it kept creeping up my thighs. I didn’t pull it down. It hit me as I teetered on the edge of losing my job. “JJ. Please. I can do it. I swear. I can be a sissy that makes you, Miss Winters, and The Leash proud. What do I have to do to prove it?”

JJ said, her voice suddenly too casual, too easy. “Odds are you won’t even make it through the night.”

“What? I’ll do anything! Please. I don’t care about the money. I want to be a sissy. I’ll work for free.” It startled me. There was no unsaying it. That was the truth.

She grinned, slow and cruel, and tapped her spiked heel on the hardwood. Anything. Huh? “On your knees.”

Without hesitation, I sank, skirt riding up, ass on display, the thong’s fabric flossing my hole with every wriggle, the cage’s pressure maddening. JJ crossed one latex-shod leg over the other, toe hovering before me. “You know what to do.”

In SissyMaker, Level Three taught the proper foot worship protocol: start at the pointed toe of the boot where the leather gleams darkest, press your trembling lips against the cool surface, then trace a reverent path along the instep, over the arch, and finally to the ankle, whispering “thank you, Mistress” after each unsteady kiss. I stared at JJ’s thigh-high black latex boots, their silver-tipped stiletto heels, my mouth suddenly dry, my pulse hammering in my throat.

“So? What’s the issue, Princess? Lose your tongue with your masculinity?”

I leaned forward reverently and pressed my lips to the toe—smooth, warm, and scented faintly of latex and perfume. I kissed the tip. Not a real kiss, just a soft, pathetic press, then did it again, and again, moving in a little spiral around the toe as my avatar had done in SissyMaker. “Thank you, Mistress JJ, for letting me worship you.”

She pressed the sharp tip of her stiletto heel into my mouth. “If you want to impress at The Leash, take it all in—show me you can worship female supremacy properly.”

Obediently, I sucked on her heel, like it was a cock, tongue swirling over the spikes’ edge, careful not to puncture myself. Humiliation burned, yet the act fueled me. My caged clitty pulsed ferociously.

“Good Girl,” she taunted. Hearing those words, my worry about my job vanished, replaced by an overwhelming desire to embrace my identity as a sissy. This moment was everything—my focus narrowed to the taste of her boot heel, the need for her approval consuming me. I craved to be the perfect sissy, to submit completely, and to feel that rush of validation wash over me. Nothing else mattered; I was here to serve, to be good, and that was enough.

JJ’s slipped out of her boots as she said, “Total Sissy. Barely took a day. But… Can you write about it? Maybe I’ll keep you around if you can’t. I can always use someone to fetch my coffee, shine my boots, and clean up after my lovers. Now worship my feet.”

I kissed each toe, trailed my tongue up the arch, tracing every curve. The scent of sandalwood lotion, mingling with the skin’s saltiness, made me tipsy with submission. I whispered “Thank you, Mistress JJ,” between kisses, the words scarcely more than breath. My cheeks flushed crimson, but I pressed on—every kiss, every lick, a confession of surrender.

“Is that supposed to be worship? Pathetic, Princess. You kiss like you’re scared you’ll catch something.”

A thrill shot through me. I opened wider, letting her toes slip between my lips. I ran my tongue along the underside, tasting her, letting the humiliation fill my mouth. The shame should’ve killed my arousal, but the opposite happened: my clitty, furious with denial, throbbed so hard I couldn’t breathe.

“Not bad.” The other foot appeared, pressed alongside my cheek, sandwiching my face between both soles.

I surrendered to the worship, the heat of embarrassment flooding my body. I found myself lost in the act, in the way she allowed me to serve her with every degrading motion.

Her foot slipped from my grasp, and the warmth of her skin lingered on my lips, sending a thrill coursing through me. “Good girl,” she said with a wicked smile, lifting my chin with her toe. Those two words gave me a sense of pride as much as they humiliated me. In that moment, the world outside faded away, and all that mattered was my place at her feet. “But can you write about it?”

The question hung in the air, heavy with expectation. My heart raced, not just from the thrill of submission, but from the weight of what she was asking. Could I put into words the depths of my surrender? The intoxicating mix of humiliation and pleasure?

My words tumbled out between gasping breaths. “Yes—please—I’m a writer. I know I can do this. Just give me one chance. I’ll write anything, everything. I’ll pour out every shameful detail, every burning sensation. I need this job. I need... this. Please, Mistress. I’m begging you. Let me prove I can capture what it means to...to kneel like this. To finally surrender.”

I realized I would have paid for the honor of worshipping her feet just to hear “Good girl” again. A sense of purpose enveloped me. This wasn’t just about the job or about finding my writer’s voice. It was about who I was becoming.

“Okay, but I expect nothing less than your full devotion to this task.”

My orgasm-deprived clitty throbbed inside its cage, and I knew what I had to do: put pen to paper and capture every dirty detail.


Chapter Twenty



Avery

“Ican. I know I can.” I said as I sat down at my computer.

JJ’s eyes bore into mine, her expression unyielding. “Create a masterpiece that lets our readers experience every dirty, filthy act of your fantasy, and they will love you. Worship you.”

I stared at the title I’d just typed: “My Most Filthy Fantasy: Used Like a Whore.” The cursor blinked accusingly, waiting for words I wasn’t sure I could bear to see outside my mind.

My body trembled inside the cage as I started writing. “This fantasy of being turned into property, a toy for strangers, eats at my soul. Losing control erases everything else. It’s not just the act; it’s the helplessness—the way I have no say in who uses my body or how they use it. The more I’m exposed…”

I froze. Stared at the words. This wasn’t just about admitting I wanted to wear panties or being locked in chastity—this was about the darkest corner of my soul, the fantasy that made me cum hardest. I swallowed hard, my mouth dry. If I wrote this, there would be no going back. It would exist in the world. Someone would read it. My darkest, most degrading desire committed to paper, to the internet, to The Leash’s readership.

I forced myself to type, my fantasy flashing through my mind like a slideshow: the heart-pounding excitement of walking into a dimly lit fetish club wearing nothing but my pink chastity cage biting into my flesh, a matching pink collar studded with rhinestones declaring my purpose in life—SLUT. My Mistress gripping the leash, pulling me to my fate. The thrill of kneeling on the cold hardwood floor at my Mistress’s stiletto-heeled feet; the terrifying yet arousing sensation of her announcing my sentence over the loudspeaker— “My sissy has earned a night of public use”—as she led me by my leash towards a semicircle of waiting men, their belt buckles already coming undone.

I paused, but the rush of total surrender drove me on. My fingers trembled over the keyboard, nails clicking against the plastic keys as I tried to capture the raw emotion of my fantasy in words. Beneath it all, I wrote about the guilt and shame I felt for lusting after such a nasty act, and the slick heat between my legs that wouldn’t go away, throbbing with each heartbeat, dampening the satin of my panties. I wrote about the shame. I wrote about the need.

I wrote….

By the time I finished, words were swimming in front of my eyes, and my heart was racing as if it would burst out of my chest. The room spun. My cock throbbed uselessly in its cage. But it was done—my most humiliating fantasy lay bare for all to see—and there was no going back.

I braced for JJ’s verdict. I waited. Thinking, this would disgust JJ. What type of man would imagine such depravity? How could they even print this? She read my admission line by line, scrolling up and down with slow, deliberate pressure. She didn’t say a word for a long time.

JJ nodded approvingly, “I think you have found your calling, Avery.”


Chapter Twenty-One



Avery

Iwoke to the insistent throb between my legs—plastic grinding against sensitive flesh, a relentless pulse that hadn’t weakened since Miss Winter locked my cock up three days ago. Edging and denial had become as routine as brushing my teeth. The streetlight sliced stripes across my wrist where it lay on the pillow as I sat up and stretched, feeling the satin over my tender nipples—the candy-pink nightie JJ ordered me to wear. When I stood, the hem rode up, exposing my thighs to the cool morning air. I liked the feeling of smooth skin. Satin. Exposure.

I padded to the bathroom, swaying my hips. The chastity cage clicked, the thong bit deeper between my cheeks. I lifted the hem of my nightie, slid down my thong, and sat. To pee. That, too, caused the all too familiar pinch of arousal between my thighs.

After a quick shower and shaving every inch of my body, I sat at my makeshift vanity. JJ had left me a note: “Meeting with Miss Winters after my interview with your replacement. Though Miss Winters loved your piece, I feel like I have to be safe. Miss Winters wants to discuss how we can promote your debut at The Leash.”

I leaned toward the mirror, craving the version of me JJ created last night. I uncapped the primer and applied a pea-sized drop to my hand, smoothing it over my skin. Next foundation— “Porcelain Flush.” I dotted it along my T-zone as JJ taught me, then blended it with a damp egg-shaped sponge. In no time, the mirror rewarded me with a face ready to become the slut, the thrill of it taking first place over my passion for writing.

I swept lavender eye shadow across my lids, built a smoky crease, then piled on mascara. I over-painted my lips until they looked made of something forbidden. A dusting of powder erased the shin, leaving a soft innocence. When done, the mirror reflected the face of a woman who expected to be hit on, bent over, and fed adjectives like “bimbo,” “toy,” “party favor,” and found them flattering.

First came the silicone breastplate—realistic-looking C-cups. My arousal flared, but the cage silenced it, locking away the spark. I moved to the dresser and yanked open the top drawer. Frilly lace and shimmering satin greeted me, each piece promising both submission and lust. My fingers brushed over the delicate fabrics, feeling the soft textures, savoring their secret.

Next, the bubble-gum pink bra. I threaded my arms through the straps and hooked the back. A matching garter belt came next. Followed by sheer pink thigh-highs up each leg, gathering fabric like a sausage casing until the top kissed mid-thigh. I struggled with the garter straps, but once I snapped the garters shut, the elastic pressed against my legs and the cage, a constant reminder of surrender.

I chose a pink thong, wiggling the elastic waistband up around my hips; its satin triangle barely covered the plastic cage. I winced at each slight movement; the thong’s thread seemed to claw its way deeper, forcing me to acknowledge how completely I’d surrendered.

I slipped into a sheer pink blouse and left three buttons undone. The mirror confirmed it: a nice set of tits. My cock strained in the cage, losing the fight yet again. An unnatural sensation hit me as I wiggled into the mini skirt—a hollow ache deep inside me, different from the frustrated throb under my cage. I’d felt it before, but never acknowledged it, this emptiness begging me to fill it. I froze one hand on the zipper. This new sensation wasn’t like anything I’d experienced before. This wasn’t the direct, demanding pleasure of stroking my cock—this was deeper, more diffuse, radiating from a place I’d never considered erogenous. My ass clenched involuntarily as my denied male cravings resettled in my ass with an intensity that made me gasp.

At the mirror, I practiced the pose JJ demanded I learn: hip cocked submissively, shoulders forced back to display my fake silicone nipples, one trembling hand brushing my exposed hip. The action tugged the garters against my thigh, sliding the thong between my cheeks.

“Oh, fuck.” My hips shifted involuntarily, seeking something—anything to satiate this unfamiliar hunger. “What’s happening to me?” I whispered, my reflection showing flushed cheeks above my perfectly lined lips.

My ass, well, I never thought much about it before. But now? Where once my cock had been the center of my pleasure universe, my body was redirecting those signals elsewhere, seeking a pathway to satisfaction anew. I turned sideways. Studying my reflection. The mini skirt barely covered my ass, and when I bent slightly, it rode up, exposing the bottom curve of my cheeks. I traced a finger along the thong’s edge where it disappeared between my ass cheeks and caught sight of the pink dildo JJ had made me use to train my ass, like fifteen times a day. My heartbeat quickened as I remembered the invasive fullness, how it pressed against something inside me that felt oh so good. I grabbed it, my hand trembling. Slicked it with lube, parted the thong, and slid it between my cheeks as I positioned myself on the bed.

The doorbell rang. Thinking JJ had returned and forgotten her key, I raced for the front door.

“Just a sec!” I dropped the pink dildo, glistening with lube, on the desk.

I peered through the peephole. A cable technician in a taut uniform stood with feet planted wide, clipboard held against one hip, her six-foot-plus frame radiating authority that made my knees weak.

Then it hit me, my appointment to hook up my internet. I caught my reflection in the picture frame next to the door. There was only one way to describe how I looked: “Fuck me.”

What do I do? Change?

Another knock on the door. “Internet Hookup.”


Chapter Twenty-Two



Avery

Ineeded internet, so I tugged my skirt down—barely hiding my secret and unlocked the door. An Amazonian stood, towering and muscular, her work shirt stretched over chiseled arms and biceps. “ELAINE,” in peeling serif, stretched under the pressure of her magnificent breasts, imposing shoulders, and toned biceps. Her eyes—small, bright-raked my body.

Bored, she said, “Here for your install.” Her eyes raked my body, again, stopping at the stain caused by three days of edging and denial.

I swiped at it. “Spilled a little coffee.”

“Uh, huh?”

“Come in…” I stepped aside.

She slid by me, eyes swept the room once, then fixed on the lubed-up dildo perched next to my computer.

“Nice decor,” she said, arching an eyebrow.

“I write for The Leash. It’s research. I’m not into that stuff.”

Beaming, she said, “Research, huh? You work for The Leash?”

“Yeah. Like I said…”

“Uh huh…” She strode to my desk, leaned down, and read from my open document, “Unlocking New Pleasures: Male Chastity and Its Impact on Arousal. Interesting.”

“I’d appreciate it if you would not read my stuff.”

Ignoring me, “In my journey into the world of kink, I discovered that male chastity is far more than just a physical restraint…” Her eyes dropped to my crotch, “You locked up?”

“That’s none of your business.”

“Interesting,” she smirked as she picked up a pair of white cotton panties emblazoned with “SISSY” and twirled them on her finger. “Lucky day, Princess.”

I fidgeted with the hem of my skirt, trying to make this all normal. “Listen, I have lots to do, so could we get on with it?”

“Busy girl, are you?” She reached down, lifted my skirt, and yanked the waistband of my thong down, exposing my slick chastity cage. “Well… well… And I almost called in sick today.”

I didn’t know what to say. Or do.

“Cat got your tongue?”

Shaking her head, holding the waistband of my thong down, “Look at you, desperate to be used.” She tapped a fingernail against the tip of my cage. “All that ache inside you? I have a cure for that ache. What do you say, let me help you out?”

Picking up the dildo, she smacked it against my cage, “Ever been pegged?”

“That’s really none of your business.”

“Really?”

“I—I don’t think—” I stammered, my voice high and breathless, not even recognizing myself anymore.

“You don’t need to think,” Elaine said, her voice sweet, “That’s the whole point of being a sissy, isn’t it? To let others think while you just... receive.”

“I—I don’t think this is appropriate,” I stammered, “I have work to do. I have a deadline, so could you just hook up my internet and go?”

“I’m sure Miss Winters will permit me to waste some of your time. Consider it research. Call her.”

“I lost my phone.”

“You can use mine.”

“I forgot her number.”

“Oh, no worry. I got her phone on speed dial. What a stroke of luck for you, I work for her too and do shows at her fetish club, The Velvet Room, all the time.” She nodded, sarcastically, “This is indeed your lucky day.”

Elaine called, turned her back, and said, “Hey, lady, it’s Elaine. You will not believe this…”

“I don’t want to waste your sissy’s time, but…”

“Yeah, I wouldn’t lie to you…”

“I’d be honored.”

After ending the call, she turned to me, “I now have Miss Winters’ permission. So, lift that skirt. Take off those panties.”

“Permission? To do what?”

“Why, to do whatever I want, of course. So….” She put a finger to her lips. “Sshhh. You don’t need to think anymore, so be a good girl, and let me do the thinking. All you have to do is obey. JJ tells me you own a strapon harness. Go get it, then take off those panties, lift your skirt, and assume the position on the desk.”

My breath caught in my throat as I stared at Elaine—this stranger in my house—smacking the dildo in her palm. My mind raced. Do I toss Elaine out? Or obey and let her do the thinking. I removed my panties, immediately missing the thong clawing at my ass. Raced to the bedroom, grabbed the strapon harness, and sprinted back, lifted my skirt. I bent over, placed my palms on the desk, presenting my ass to her as my stomach clenched with a nauseating mixture of hysteria and excitement.

“Good girl, knows her place.” From behind me, Elaine slapped my aching flesh with the tip of the dildo. My knees buckled. “Stand up straight. That was a love tap. Would you like to know where all that male arousal goes when your cock gets locked up?”

“Please,” I whispered, not even sure what I was begging for. To stop? To continue? My body and mind were at war.

Elaine smacked my cage.

“Oh, fuck.”

“What’s the matter? Isn’t this exactly what you were writing about? Being used?” She tapped the pink silicone against my thigh. “Spread ’em.”

This treatment by a stranger should have outraged me, and I should have demanded she leave.

“Wider.”

I obeyed.

How could something so degrading feel so good? I wanted to protest, to beg for mercy, but the truth was that I craved more—more smacks, more attention, more acknowledgment of my submission.

The cool plastic tip of the dildo pressed against my exposed entrance, and I gasped. Elaine playfully smacked my ass, “How about some sissy special sauce?”

She chuckled, clearly enjoying my torment. “Turn around. Get down on your knees.”

I obeyed.

Elaine towered over me. “Nothing like a sissy’s spit to get things started. Make me believe you want it. Beg.”

“I—I’m nothing but a desperate slut.” I managed, voice trembling. “Use me.”

Elaine laughed. “Good girl.”

I leaned forward and ran my tongue around the head of Elaine’s cock. She allowed me control for a minute or two, then she said, just be before stabbing my mouth with her cock, “You’re doing well, but I know you can take more.”

I gagged as her hips drove forward. As I choked, she teased me about “depth-throating bulls at The Velvet Room.” Thinking about it, a rush of humiliation and excitement coursed through my veins, and Elaine’s wicked laugh fueled my eagerness to swallow more of her cock.

Every inch she forced into my mouth tested my limits. Feeling the ridges and girth, I wondered how I was going to swallow this monster.

“We go until you take it all.”

Elaine’s grip on my hair tightened as she said, “Someday, Miss Winters or I are going to want you to suck off one of our bulls, so as they say, practice makes perfect.”

“You’re a natural. I’d love to watch you suck off another guy. God, that would be hot. The guys I have in mind for you like their girls to deep throat.”

I imagined a line of guys waiting for my mouth as my lips hit the base of her cock. “Hold it there. Ah, yeah, good girl.” Elaine grabbed the back of my head. “Relax. The guys I have in mind for you like to face fuck their girl…”

Her cock hit the back of my throat, making my mascara run in delicate black rivulets down my cheeks. My lipstick smeared across the shaft as I realized with both horror and delight that this—not my career, not my manhood—was my passion in life: to be a pretty, painted doll and on my knees, feminized and serving.

“Look up at me.”

I obeyed.

“Nothing will make a guy blow his load down your throat more than looking up at him. Good girl. Now—” she said, pulling back. “—let’s try out the other end. Bedroom. Strip. Grab the spinning vibrator.”

On my back, naked, legs spread, vibrator in hand, I waited. My mind reeled. How could I actually want this? It’s so sissyish. Fuck it. Fuck the world. I wanted this. I waited. The clock ticked.

Elaine stepped into the bedroom. Naked. Commanding attention. She was stunningly beautiful, Amazonian build—broad shoulders, muscular arms, and a narrow waist that flared into curvy hips. The sight was mesmerizing, a perfect blend of strength and sensuality. Strapped confidently between her thighs a monstrous black dildo, at least eight inches long, its smooth surface glistening with lube. My heart raced. She stepped closer. The dildo swayed.

Standing over me, “Beg for it. I want to hear you plead for every single inch, and then… I’m going to deny you that release.”

Elaine snatched the vibrator from my hand, flicked the switch. It buzzed, a cruel reminder that the only thing I would get tonight was more abuse.

“Grab your ankles.”

I did.

Elaine lined up and placed the vibrator on my caged clitty. I almost came right then. Elaine laughed, pulling the vibrator away. “Cum without my permission, and you will pay dearly. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The vibrator whirred. Edged me as her strapon inched in, an exquisite joy accompanied each inch. Once her cock filled me. She rocked slowly back and forth with a wicked twinkle in her eyes.

“You look so desperate,” she said with a smirk, pressing the singing vibrator against the sensitive underside of my cock, jolts of shameful pleasure curled toes. I squirmed. Wanting to cum. Not wanting to cum. Hating how much I craved it.

She laughed sadistically. “Your face right now is priceless.”

Then it began. No more gentle thrusts. The pressure intensified, coupled with edging, the promise of release felt tantalizingly close yet frustratingly out of reach. I squirmed beneath her, caught in a whirlwind of need and denial.

“Such a good little slut,” she said, as a bead of her sweat hit my cheek. Panting, she said, as the spinning vibrator edged me closer to something so foreign I had no way of describing it. “You love this, don’t you? Knowing you can’t cum without my permission?”

My insides wound tighter as I teetered on the brink, writhing against her, lost in a sea of pleasure. Her thrusts went so deep they felt like they were inches from my throat. Harder. Faster. The world faded, leaving only the intoxicating mix of shame and ecstasy.

“Mistress,” I whimpered, my voice trembling with need. “Please… I can’t hold on much longer.”

Elaine smirked, lifted the vibrator, the sweet agony of denial pushing me to the brink of sanity as I whimpered for release.

“Not yet. I bring you right to the edge—then pull back. That’s how this works.”

“Oh fuck… Please, Mistress! I need to—” I gasped, desperation spilling from his lips.

“Need to what?” she teased, her voice dripping with authority. “Need to cum? You think I’m going to let you have that? Not a chance.”

She slowed her pace, just enough to deny me the release I was so close to. I writhed as she teased and edged me, a careful dance of pleasure and restraint, keeping me on the edge, never allowing me to find release. After what felt like an eternity, I was there again, ready to burst. The vibrator inched me right to the edge. A groan escaped my lips. Please, just let me cum, I begged silently.

I screamed, “I’m cumming!” Just as she yanked the vibrator away. Just as I was about to reach that pinnacle of desire, leaving my hole clenching around the plastic buried in my hole, as I gasped and thrashed uncontrollably, my body convulsing with need, my orgasm ruined for the second time in three days.

Elaine laughed sadistically, “Did you really think Miss Winters would approve of me letting you cum today?” She pulled out and stood over me, smiling. “Guess I should hook up your internet now.” “After I’m done, I’ll let myself out.”

I suffered on my bed for a good half an hour, maybe more, till I heard the front door open and close.

For the next few hours, I poured everything I had onto the page. My fingers flew across the keyboard, each keystroke capturing the raw, visceral experience of my first pegging and what a ruined orgasm felt like. I described the initial fear, the shocking pleasure, and the desperate frustration of being edged repeatedly without release. I called the article “The Ride of My Life: A Sissy’s First Pegging” and credited Elaine by name. I mentioned her shows at The Velvet Room, knowing Miss Winters would appreciate the authenticity. And the free marketing.

When finished, I started another: “The Edge of Sissy Sanity: How Denial Reshapes Desire.” This one flowed even better, detailing how three days in chastity had changed my perception of pleasure, how the constant edging had left me willing—no, desperate—to do anything for release.

By late afternoon, my thighs were cramping from sitting so long. I polished the articles by early evening and attached them to an email to Miss Winters, my hands trembling as I hit send. Hoping they would please her.


Chapter Twenty-Three



Miss Winters

It was late. I sat alone in my office, staring at our subscription numbers. Missy’s, our longtime sissy staff writer’s, departure from The Leash gutted The Pink Protocol’s sissy lifestyle column—our top draw in our fetish community. Subscriptions had plunged by 45% year-over-year. We need a jaw-dropping move to prove we weren’t just another fetish magazine but the beating heart of the fetish world.

The floppy disk JJ dropped off rested beside my keyboard. I slid it into the drive, curious about our newest writer’s output. I doubted Avery from the start—men like him rarely embraced true submission. They flirt with surrender while clutching desperately to their fragile masculinity.

But as I scrolled through his work, I found raw honesty I hadn’t expected. His “My Most Filthy Fantasy” confession hit me like a punch; explicit, dripping with the desperate submission our readers crave. His writing had a pulse to it, a desperate, needy throb. I could almost feel his shame and arousal.

Next, I opened Avery’s article on chastity. The prose stayed sharp; his insights nailed the physical sting of denial and the psychological transformation that accompanied it—the way the mind rewires itself when another controls pleasure. Then I pulled up his article: Pegged for The First Time. I leaned back, a plan forming. This wasn’t just good content; it was our chance to reignite interest.

Avery’s vivid fantasy of being used by multiple men, publicly humiliated, and displayed, sparked wicked inspiration. Why confine such intensity to print when we could bring it to life?

I called Elaine.

“Elaine, darling. How is my favorite performer?” I asked, picturing her muscular frame and commanding presence.

“Miss Winters,” Elaine’s voice came through rich and husky. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I tapped my nails against the desk, keeping pace with my unfolding ideas. “Our newest writer, whom you have already met, seems to have quite the vivid imagination, particularly regarding certain fantasies. What if we bring that fantasy to life at The Velvet Room this Friday? A live event for him and our subscribers.”

Elaine’s laugh rumbled through the phone. “A fantasy comes true. That’s deliciously cruel, even for you.”

“Cruelty would be denying him what he so clearly craves,” I said, tracing my fingernail along the edge of his confession on my screen. “I’ve read his words—seen how his body responds to humiliation. The way JJ describes it, he practically melts when he’s forced to surrender.”

“And you want me to arrange the participants? How many did he specify in this fantasy of his?”

After Elaine and I worked out the details, I hung up. This event would not only reignite interest in The Pink Protocol but also solidify our position as the true heart of the fetish world. Elaine would transform the Velvet Room into a stage for taboo desires, an event that would bring Avery’s fantasies to life and push his limits to the edge. It would be a defining moment for The Leash and The Velvet Room.

I turned my attention back to Avery’s words on the screen, the vivid descriptions of his desires fueling my imagination. This live event would be the culmination of his fantasies, a spectacle that would leave an indelible mark on all who witnessed it.

With a sense of satisfaction, I closed the document, knowing that we were about to make a statement that would resonate throughout the fetish community. The Pink Protocol was about to push the boundaries of taboo even further, and I couldn’t wait to see the reactions unfold.


Chapter Twenty-Four



Avery

Iarrived at The Velvet Room at 5 PM, on time as Miss Winters had ordered. I stood in front of the plain brick facade—the small plaque and crimson leather door hinting at secrets behind the walls. I took a deep breath, waved into the camera, and waited. I adjusted the hem of my pink PVC dress, a dress I wouldn’t have on for long. Fourteen days ago, I was an insecure, unemployed man, clinging to something I didn’t want. Now I brimmed with the thrill of submission and the freedom of my new identity.

My debut articles for The Leash bared my soul; fans devoured every word. By the end of my first week, I had 5,000 followers on my social media account. My fans loved not only my writing, but the provocative photos. Tonight, I’d give them a night they’d never forget.

As I waited, doubt flickered: Was this truly what I wanted? I thought back to my whirlwind, three-day sissy boot camp under JJ’s exacting gaze—and to that Friday. Miss Winters sat behind her mahogany desk. Her blood-red nails tapped impatiently as she said, “I read your articles, Avery.” I braced for dismissal. Instead, she praised my emotional honesty and told me I belonged at The Leash.

A plump man clad in a leather bodysuit and gag swung open the heavy door, beckoning me to enter. I crossed the threshold from my vanilla world into a bewitching realm throbbing with erotic energy and tantalizing allure. The air enveloped me in the intoxicating scents of leather, perfume, and forbidden desires. Dim lighting created an intimate ambiance, with soft crimson and violet hues washing over the room in a warm glow that intensified its seductive atmosphere. Provocative artwork adorned the walls, interspersed with mirrors that reflected the enticing allure. Plush velvet booths lined the perimeter, offering pockets of privacy while still allowing clear views of the rotating platform, which dominated the spacious chamber. The stage featured a human-sized steel cage—gleaming bars and leather-padded restraints gleaming under the low light. My stomach twisted at the thought of being locked inside it, exposed from every angle as the platform slowly revolved, displaying me like merchandise. My cock stiffened traitorously against its plastic prison at the idea of being so thoroughly objectified, so completely on display.

I drifted among the empty tables until Mistress Elaine appeared, dressed like the corporate dominatrix ready for a board meeting in hell, ten minutes before seven. Wasting no time, she said, “Last chance to back out. It’ll—”

“No,” I interrupted, voice steady. “I’ve never been surer of anything.”

“Okay, let’s get to it. Strip,” she ordered.

Obediently, I peeled off the PVC dress, leaving only the sheer pink thigh-highs, six-inch pink platform heels, a black-and-pink garter belt, and, of course, my chastity cage. After two weeks of chastity, that familiar pressure against my groin—once so alien and uncomfortable—now felt like an old friend, a constant reminder of my place. The slight bite of plastic whenever I hardened had become a perverse comfort, like the ache after a good workout. When had that happened? When had discomfort transformed into something I craved?

At precisely seven, the house lights faded. A single spotlight pinned me at center stage. Mistress Elaine attached a pink leash and a pink leather collar with the word CUMSLUT in white rhinestones. She opened the cage’s door, “Assume your position.”

I crawled inside, the pink leash dragging behind me.

For the next two hours, I was the focal point in the rotating cage, exposed to the crowd’s gaze. The humiliation of the scene should have mortified me, but a strange liberation came from sacrificing my body not only to the crowd’s hungry gaze but also to The Leash, which I had come to love over the last two weeks. As the stage rotated and the chamber filled with hungry fans, arousal betrayed what should have been horror.

At nine, the stage stopped. Mistress Elaine climbed onto the stage and opened the steel cage door with a flourish. I crawled out. Blood rushed back into my legs as I wobbled in six-inch heels. I felt the crowd’s hunger as laughter and cheers erupted, their enthusiasm palpable. It was a powerful reminder that I was not just fulfilling my fantasy but here to satisfy their cravings, and their pleasure only heightened my own.

Mistress Elaine let them cheer. Then silenced them with a gesture. “Good evening, my fellow dommes. Thank you all for being here. Tonight, we have a special treat for you and your sissies. Tonight, you will not be mere spectators. But participants. Are you ready?”

A ripple of cheers as dominatrices lifted leashes in the air.

“Over the last two weeks, The Leash resurrected its most popular column—”

Someone from the crowd yelled, “We love you, Avery.”

Mistress Elaine laughed and said, “We at The Leash love Avery, too. The Pink Protocol and your favorite sissy have a special treat for you. Avery, our new staff writer, has agreed to live out her most depraved fantasy. You all read about it!”

“Fucking hot!” A petite Domme yelled, her sissy towering over her, dressed in a pink petticoat.

“I agree.” Mistress Elaine lifted my chin with her riding crop. “Meet your entertainment for the evening: Avery Montgomery, exposed sissy, former man, now just another dripping, whimpering plaything.”

A gorgeous Domme in black leather shouted. “Own it, sissy!”

A voluptuous woman, holding a leash in her right hand, in a tight crimson leather pencil skirt, her sissy on her knees next to her, “Embrace your fate!”

An olive-skinned dominatrix, clad in a sleek black latex bodysuit hugging mouth-watering curves, held a leash in one hand attached to a submissive man dressed head to toe in a matching full-body latex suit. She cupped her hands and shouted, “My subbie hasn’t had an orgasm in almost a year. He’s looking forward to your mouth.”

Elaine said, “You all know why you’re here. So, without further deliberation. The dice.”

JJ stepped onto the stage, her latex catsuit highlighting every curve of her exquisite body. With a swift, commanding gesture, she lifted the dice overhead, presenting them as if they were the key to unlocking hidden pleasures. In one fluid motion, she kneeled, arms extended, a confident embodiment of dominance and temptation. The audience fell silent, the air thick with tension, every eye fixed on her as the energy in the room surged, a palpable current of excitement waiting to explode.

Elaine nodded, “Roll.”

JJ shook the dice, then, with a flick of her wrist, the dice clattered across the stage and settled: a four and a two. The crowd exhaled as one, hungry and waiting.

Elaine smiled wickedly, her riding crop tapping against the flesh denied pleasure for over two weeks. The sharp click of leather striking the unyielding plastic sliced through the charged air. “Tonight, we present a tantalizing spectacle for our eager pets in confinement. Ladies, you will enjoy selecting from a carefully curated ensemble of sissy girls. Six wretched sissies will finally taste relief from their torment. Each will stand before you, my esteemed Mistresses, pleading for the honor of utilizing Avery’s exquisitely painted mouth. And once Avery gives their prize to them, she will express her gratitude to each participant, won’t you, my little slut?”

Head down, I nodded.


Chapter Twenty-Five



Avery

“Sissies, to the stage!” Elaine’s voice echoed through the club like a commandment from above, her dominance radiating off every word. One by one, men dressed in French maid outfits, schoolgirl uniforms, and pink petticoats climbed onto the stage, their movements varying from graceful to awkward as they tried to maintain their balance in heels that seemed too big for them.

Elaine moved behind the curvy sissy to the far right side of the stage, tapping her riding crop lightly against his shoulder just enough to make him jump. “Step forward.”

The curvy sissy pinched the hem of her pink petticoat, stepped forward, the skirt flaring out around her as she spun playfully once.

“Tell us how long your Mistress locked you up?”

“Mistress,” she curtsied, voice shaking, “Two hundred and seventy-three days.”

“Why do you think you need relief today?”

“My Mistress says I’ve been good, so good. I do all the housework in my petticoats. I cook. I clean. I service all her lovers.”

Someone from the crowd shouted, “Let’s see that sissy clitty!”

She lifted her skirt, dropped her panties, and showed off a metal cage that had squeezed her flesh flat. I wondered after being locked up for that long, would his cock have withered to a pale, shrunken nub, like a rosebud that never bloomed—something I could barely feel against my tongue, let alone fill my mouth? Or would it rise to the occasion, relishing the freedom and warmth of my mouth?

“What do you think, ladies? Does this slut deserve relief tonight?”

The crowd cheered.

“Next.”

The next sissy, a slender, femboyish girl in a blue petticoat, stepped forward.

“How long has she locked you up slut?”

“I’ve been locked for ninety-seven days, Mistress Elaine.”

“Booooo!” The chorus erupted from the crowd.

“Not long enough.” A comment cut through the stage from somewhere in the crowd.

“Get off the stage.” Another Mistress screamed.

Mistress Elaine thumped the sissy on the behind and shooed her off the stage.

Two more offered their reasons for using my mouth this evening. Then two more. Four more, and before I knew it, we were down to the last two. This went on down the line, one after another, until Elaine had gotten to the sissy in a pink maid uniform standing next to me.

“Why should we grant you relief tonight?”

“My Mistress says I’ve been a perfect little housewife—cooking, cleaning, and servicing her bulls whenever commanded.” He gave a little curtsy. “I’ve earned this reward through absolute obedience.”

“How long have you been locked up?”

Her voice cracked with desperation. “Three years, Mistress Elaine. Three years in this cage with my useless clitty aching every night. I’ve been the perfect sissy maid—scrubbing floors on hands and knees while Mistress watches, massaging her feet after her dates, tasting nothing but other men’s cocks when she commands it.” She curtseyed again, so deeply she nearly lost balance. “I’ve forgotten what it feels like to be touched—to feel warm lips instead of cold metal. Please, Mistress Elaine, I need to remember what it’s like to feel something other than denial, even if just for a moment.”

The crowd surged with a deafening roar; the energy escalating into a wild crescendo for the final sissy. An electric current of anticipation coursed through the air, igniting a collective hunger for the spectacle that was about to unfold. This was more than just a moment; it was a rite of passage, a fervent celebration of submission. I sensed he would be one of them, poised to claim his role in this vivid, chaotic tapestry of desire, where every heartbeat echoed the thrill of surrender.

After a quick nod with her sound tech, Elaine announced, “Our six winners—numbers 1, 4, 6, 10, 15, and 20. Others, step off.”

The unchosen shuffled away, shoulders slumped, thighs pressed together as if to soothe the ache between them. One sissy’s fingers twitched at his sides, unconsciously reaching toward the cage that would remain locked for countless more nights. Another blinked rapidly, fighting tears as he adjusted his petticoat over the hard plastic that would continue to deny him relief.

With only the six lucky sissies left, Elaine called, “Mistresses, on stage and don’t forget your keys.”

Six mistresses glided onto the stage, each taking their place behind their chosen sissy. Mistress Elaine positioned a pink donation box adorned with glittering embellishments at the edge of the stage, a slot cut into the top for easy contributions. Bold letters on the front read, “Show your appreciation,” inviting the audience to donate cash for the spectacle unfolding before them.

“Avery, assume the position.”

I sank to my knees, spreading my legs proudly exposing the plastic that locked my cock, feeling the weight of countless eyes on me, my heart raced, and an unsettling ache blossomed in my groin, a response to the humiliation surrounding me. I shouldn’t feel this aroused, I told myself, but the undeniable thrill coursed through me, heightening every sensation, making the air feel electric against my skin.

“Avery here has been locked up for less than three weeks. Ladies, do you think he deserves release?”

A chorus of boos.

Elaine said, “Sissy, number one step forward.”

The curvy sissy dressed in a pink petticoat stepped forward. Her Mistress—a statuesque woman with crimson lips and obsidian hair pulled into a severe bun—stood behind her, lifted her petticoat, and yanked down her lace-trimmed panties. She stepped out of them, toes pointed like a ballet dancer, cock still locked. She produced a silver key from her cleavage, holding it up for all to see before inserting it into the lock, and with a click, his cock sprang free, flushed and eager, bobbing in the spotlight. Mistress raised the metal device overhead like a trophy, and the crowd erupted.

Elaine positioned the lucky sissy before me. He seemed more nervous than I was. His cock throbbed painfully in front of my face. I thought, I’m really helping this poor sod out by sucking his cock. The crowd egged me on. I grabbed his flesh, opened my mouth, and swallowed his cock. The crowd roared. “Go! Go! Go!” Chanting a humiliating chorus as the sissy’s cock slid into my mouth, his flesh hot and swollen after nearly a year of confinement. I could taste the desperation on him—salty, musky, trembling with need. His thighs quivered against my palms as I steadied him, feeling the soft fabric of his petticoat brush against my cheeks.

“Oh god,” he gasped, his voice high and strained. “Oh god, oh god...”

I glanced up as I worked, watching his heavily made-up face contort with pleasure, eyes squeezed shut, mascara-coated lashes fluttering against rouged cheeks. Pink lipstick smeared where he’d been biting his lower lip. He was pretty in that artificial way that marked true dedication—perfectly shaped eyebrows, contoured cheekbones, and the unmistakable softness of considerable time and discipline invested in his transformation.

I took him deeper. He cried out, his hands gripped my head, pulling me deeper. His Mistress slapped his hands away. “No touching,” she hissed. “You haven’t earned that privilege.”

I worked my tongue along his underside, feeling every twitch and pulse. After so many months locked away, his sensitivity was extreme. Each little flick of my tongue made him jerk and moan. I could practically feel the pressure building inside him, the desperate need for release. Out of the corner of my eyes, I caught a phone recording my debauchery.

“Look at that slut go!” Someone shouted from the audience.

Mistress Elaine stood behind me. “Faster whore!” She commanded, forcing me to take him deeper.

The sissy’s Mistress commanded, “Don’t you dare cum without my permission.”

I gagged. But recovered, relaxing my throat. It wasn’t long before the sissy’s breathing quickened and her hips bucked forward. “Mistress. Please may I cum.”

“Not yet! Make the slut work for it.”

Mistress Elaine, behind me, said, “That’s it, sissy, put on a good show.”

Finally, the sissy’s Mistress said, “You may cum.”

My first thought when the hot splash hit my throat was, “Now that’s obedience.” Or was it desperation? His cum tasted bitter and salty, flooding my mouth, faster than I could swallow. I wondered how much cum could build up in a year of denial? The crowd roared as I struggled to keep up with the pulsating release.

Mistress Elaine aligned her crop between my legs and tapped my aching flesh. “Don’t you dare forget to thank him, slut?”

When I finally drained the sissy’s cock, I pulled out, cum dripping from the corner of my mouth, and looked up. “Thank you for using my mouth.”

The crowd erupted. With a wet wipe, her Mistress cleaned his flesh off, and before the sissy and her Mistress left the stage, she’d locked away his cock with practiced efficiency.

Mistress Elaine said, “Next!” A thin sissy in a French maid stood before me. The cage fell away. It shocked me how small it was; it looked more like a swollen clitty than a cock.

The audience howled with laughter and jeers. “Look at the pathetic little clitty.”

“Look at that,” someone shouted from the crowd. “After all that time, it’s practically useless!”

Someone else yelled, “A perfect clitty. Useless.”

“That’s what happens when you keep it locked up for too long.”

My cock pulsed against its prison as I stared at that tiny nub—a warning of my future. My dread twisted into shameful craving. I leaned forward and took it, cheeks hollow as I performed. The crowd’s jeers only spurred me. He moaned, his nub swelling and pulsing on my tongue.

A flash blinded me temporarily, “Look at her go—born to be a cocksucker.”

“Hardly a cock anymore.” A Mistress jeered.

I should have died of shame, but each moment, each jeer, sent a forbidden thrill through me. My cock ached, trapped and powerless, while I sucked harder, craving the crowd’s approval and the sissy’s reactions. The sissy lasted barely a minute before she begged, “Please, Mistress,” she begged, her voice breaking with need. “May I cum in this slut’s mouth?” Without permission, her entire body trembled uncontrollably. Her knees buckled as her hips jerked forward in desperate, short thrusts, and I swallowed his spurting cum.

After sissy number two left the stage, Mistress Elaine dropped to a knee and gripped my caged clitty, shaking it like a cheap toy, as a hundred or more strangers watched. “Look! Or feel if you wish.”

A leather-clad Mistress accepted the invitation and, as I bobbed my head, wrapped her hand around my flesh. Then five more Mistresses accepted the invitation to feel the pressure under my chastity cage growing exponentially from the humiliation. I should have died of shame, but each moment, each jeer, sent a forbidden thrill through me.

Number three, I took up a position as my cock ached, trapped and powerless, while I sucked harder, craving the crowd’s approval and the sissy’s reactions.

“Please, Mistress,” the sissy whimpered above me, desperation straining her voice.

The crowd pressed in, laughter and taunts intensifying. I could feel her cock pulse in my mouth; she was close. What would happen if she came without her Mistress’s approval?

“Cum.” The Mistress replied, smirking at how quickly her pet had reached the edge.

The release was surprisingly copious despite the size, flooding my mouth in hot pulses. I swallowed dutifully, looking up through mascara-heavy lashes at the sissy’s face contorted in pleasure. The Mistress locked her pet back into chastity, leaving the stage with a proud smirk, as I wiped my mouth and said, “Thank you for using my mouth.”

Three down. Three to go.

Elaine announced. “Next!”

This one was a tall sissy in a blue petticoat. His Mistress, a blonde, unlocked his cage with flair. Her cock sprang free, thick and long.

The crowd whooped, “Yeah, choke the bitch.”

“Look at that monster.”

I had no time to prepare before Mistress Elaine, behind me again, said, “Open wide slut.” The crowd cheered when Mistress Elaine forced me to swallow his cock, filling my mouth. “That’s it. Take it all.” Mistress Elaine said, forcing his cock deeper until I felt it halfway down my throat. “Prove you’re a good cocksucker.”

The sissy moaned, thrusting her hips forward in rhythm to Mistress Elaine’s pressure on the back of my skull. The shame of it sparked a forbidden thrill in me, my cock throbbing painfully, pulsing with denial. I gagged as she fucked my face, while the crowd’s energy surged around us. My eyes watered, mascara running in black streaks down my cheeks as I struggled to breathe around his girth. Mistress Elaine was still behind me, controlling my movements with brutal efficiency.

“Look at her take it!” someone shouted from the crowd.

“Born for this!”

My knees burned against the hard stage floor. Each thrust sent jolts of humiliation and forbidden pleasure straight to my caged cock, straining uselessly. The contradiction of it—being used so thoroughly while denied my release—made me dizzy with need.

“Faster,” his Mistress commanded. Mistress Elaine forced my head to bob at a punishing pace.

“Show these people what a good cocksucker you are.”

I hollowed my cheeks and sucked harder, earning appreciative moans from the sissy using my mouth. The crowd’s cheers escalated, their phones capturing every degrading moment of my service. I knew these images would be everywhere tomorrow—on The Leash’s website, across social media, my transformation from man to mouth complete and documented for all to see.

A Mistress dropped a hundred-dollar bill in the donation box, then leaned and grabbed my cock, bouncing it in her palm, “She’s getting off on this!”

She swiped her finger across my tip and held her hand up. “Look at that drip!” The humiliation only intensified my arousal.

“Please, Mistress.” He begged. “I can’t… I need to…”

“Already? How Pathetic.”

The crowd seemed to show mercy, yelling in unison. “Fill her up.”

“Go ahead. “

Minutes later, her release hit the back of my throat in hot spurts, forcing me to swallow repeatedly. When she finally withdrew, I looked up through tear-streaked makeup and whispered, “Thank you for using my mouth.”

The last three were a blur of humiliation and cum. When the last one released came, I swallowed eagerly, making a show of licking my lips afterward.

“Thank you for using my mouth,” I said, my voice now hoarse from exertion.

I rose to my feet on wobbly legs, cum lingering on my tongue as the crowd erupted in thunderous applause. My mind was spinning from what I’d just done—servicing six sissies before hundreds of onlookers. Smeared lipstick, mascara running down my cheeks in black rivulets, and my body trembled with the aftershocks of submission.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Mistress Elaine announced, her voice carrying over the cheers, “our newest staff writer at The Leash—Avery Montgomery!”

She grabbed my wrist and raised my arm like I was a prizefighter who’d just won a championship bout. The crowd’s response was deafening. I stood there, completely naked except for my pink collar, garter belt, stockings, and heels—my caged cock on full display, still leaking and straining against its plastic prison. I wobbled on my six-inch heels, feeling utterly exposed as the spotlight hit my naked body. The CUMSLUT collar felt tight around my throat, a constant reminder of what I had become.

This was it. This was what I’d been searching for all of my life.


Chapter Twenty-Six



Avery

Six Months Later

Six months after getting hired at The Leash, I stared at Kara’s name on my phone, my manicured bubblegum pink nail hovered over the call button, considering it’s strange how the people who try to hurt you can sometimes set you free.

I hadn’t spoken to Kara since that day she’d tossed me out on my ass. I’d seen her around. I’d even stood behind her at Persephone’s Café, waiting for my morning coffee. Kara had no idea that the pretty thing waiting for her morning latte behind her was her former fiancé. For the entire five-minute wait, she mocked me.

Kara leaned toward her friend. “Oh my god, so I kicked his pathetic ass out and—get this—I sent his resume to The Leash. You know, that kinky magazine?” She rolled her eyes dramatically. “Can you imagine? Mr. Can’t-Get-It-Up writing about sex? Whips and chains? He’d faint when they handed him his first assignment. Like casting a clown in a horror show.”

The words stung, yet they had also ignited a fire within me. I didn’t want to dwell on the past or let her ridicule define my future. I wanted to face her. Not the old Avery, the one she knew, but the new Avery. I had to meet her. Look her in the eye, not to rekindle what we once had, but to show her I had reclaimed my narrative. I wanted closure. I wanted to show her that her act of intended mockery had led to my transformation and that I was thriving in the very world she thought would crush me. I wanted her to see that every mocking word had pushed me further into my true self, into a life where I felt powerful and alive. “Like casting a clown in a horror show?” I chuckled to myself, shaking my head. I was no longer the punchline. I was the one writing my story, and I needed her to understand that.

That was three months ago. I couldn’t get it out of my mind. I took a deep breath and called her. I had to show her who I was so that she wouldn’t hurt me. That I was doing well. My heart hammered as the phone rang once, twice, three times. I was about to hang up when her voice came through.

“Avery?” She sounded surprised. “I’m not taking you back. I’m seeing someone.”

“That’s not why I called.” My voice was softer now, the edges smoothed away by my transformation. “I’m doing good. Without you.” I added.

“Good. So what do you want?”

Suddenly, I didn’t know what I wanted.

“It’s hard to tell you how things worked out over the phone. Maybe we could meet? For coffee and… At Persephone’s, maybe?”

The silence stretched long enough that I thought she might have hung up.

“Avery, it’s over. I have a boyfriend….” She paused, perhaps considering her next statement. “He’s good in bed.”

That hurt. I wanted to add that since my transformation, I’m good in bed, too. And in alleys, at sex clubs, in the office, public restrooms, I laughed as my kinky experiences filled my mind. “I’m glad. I just want….”

The next day, I arrived at Persephone’s Café thirty minutes early. I chose a corner table, my back to the wall, giving me a full view of the entrance. The pink dress I wore hugged my waist, flared slightly at the hips, and stopped just above my knees. The dress wasn’t overly provocative; that wasn’t the point of this meeting. My breasts—silicone forms nestled in a specially designed bra—created a modest but unmistakably feminine silhouette. I’d spent nearly two hours on my makeup, perfecting the subtle contouring that softened my jawline, the mascara that made my eyes look wider and more vulnerable, and the hint of peach-toned lipstick that made my mouth appear fuller without screaming for attention. I painted my nails bubblegum pink and filed them to perfect ovals.

I traced the edge of my coffee cup. A chime announced a new customer. I looked up. Not Kara. My chastity cage pressed against the satin panties beneath my dress—the pressure was less pain and more of a physical reminder of who owned me. Being owned. Sounded horrible, but it felt good that I now belonged.

As I sat there, my thoughts wandered back to the last conversation Kara and I had. It was the night before my interview at The Leash—the night before everything changed. She hadn’t just kicked me out; she had plunged a knife deep into my heart, orchestrating a cruel setup that led me to a job I never imagined I would take. Yet, how could she have known that her vindictive act would ultimately become the catalyst for my liberation?

The bell chimed again. Kara.

She stood silhouetted in the doorway, her familiar profile scanning the café. She had pulled back her messy ponytail, the one she wore when she didn’t want to fuss. She’d dressed casually—jeans, a faded band t-shirt, the leather jacket I’d given her two birthdays ago. She looked the same, while I had transformed completely. This time, there was someone with her—a tall, confident man with an easy smile and a cocky glint in his eye. I felt an unexpected thrill at the sight of them together.

Our eyes met across the café. Her gaze slid over me, then continued scanning the room, her chin lifting slightly as she peered around a couple near the window. She checked her phone, frowned at the screen, then looked up again, this time with a small crease between her eyebrows as she studied each occupied table.

I fired off a text. “I’m waving.” I waved.

Kara’s eyes widened. She approached my table cautiously, as if I might be an apparition that would vanish if she moved too quickly. At the table, I stood to greet her. Kara’s eyes traveled from my painted nails to my matching dress, lingering on my made-up face. Kara’s boyfriend’s eyes made a journey too. A journey I’d come to love over the last six months. It said, “Fuckable.”

Kara, noticing her boyfriend’s gaping mouth, wrapped her arm under his and yanked him toward her, “I’m supposed to meet Avery?”

I smiled, feeling a strange surge of confidence. “It’s me. You look good, Kara.”

Her boyfriend licked his lips, which earned him an elbow in the side.

He said, “This is your ex?” There was no mockery in his tone. If I had to guess, and I had gotten pretty good at picking up on the subtle clues men and women give off when aroused, I’d say Kara’s boyfriend was hot for me.

“Avery?” Kara stared. “What... how... I don’t understand.”

Her boyfriend said, “Why don’t we sit?”

He sat, pulling Kara with him into the bench seat across from me.

Kara said, “So…”

“Yeah. Listen, I’m doing well. I make seventy-five grand a year working at a lifestyle magazine called The Leash.”

Clown at a horror show, huh?

Kara’s boyfriend, his eyes still lit up, as if he wanted to prove Kara’s statement that he could get it up. He introduced himself, “I’m Josh.”

Kara gave him a dirty look that told a story: having a boyfriend who could get it up came with other problems.

A barista approached, and Kara ordered a black coffee without looking up. Josh ordered, “Carmel Kiss Cappuccino.”

I smiled, “My choice.”

The barista left.

Kara’s fingers clamped around Josh’s wrist when she caught him staring at me, her knuckles whitening as she yanked his attention back. Her eyes darted between us, narrowing slightly at the corners. “What happened?” she asked, her voice pitched just a touch too high, her free hand unconsciously smoothing her hair.

Josh said, “I have to say… I mean… You pull it off. I’ve seen… I mean I’ve seen guys who try to… you know pull it off and they…. Well, you know.”

Kara’s face twisted, eyes narrowing to slits beneath furrowed brows, her knuckles whitening as she gripped Josh’s hand tighter, pulling it possessively against her hip while her gaze darted between his face and mine, calculating exactly what threatened her more: my transformation or his reaction to it. I couldn’t help the flutter in my chest when I noticed Josh’s lingering stare—not disgust but something closer to appreciation. The realization sent a warm thrill through me: Miss Winters would be so proud if she knew I could turn heads like this, even the head of my ex’s new boyfriend.

Without thinking, I reached across the table, put my hand on Josh’s, batted my eyes, and said, “Thank you, dear.”

“What did someone force you to do this?” Kara grumbled, her eyes shooting jealous daggers at me.

“No one forced me into anything. I chose this. For the first time in my life, I feel at home in my skin. This isn’t a costume, Kara. It’s not a game I can turn off.”

“You’re telling me you want to be... a woman?” She stumbled over the words.

Josh added, “You look good. I would never have guessed, you were… You know.”

Another subtle elbow to Josh’s side. Our coffees arrived. She wrapped her hands around the mug but didn’t drink.

“You think this is normal?” she finally said, “Acting like a—like a—” She gestured vaguely at my appearance, unable to find the word she wanted.

“Like a what, Kara?” I asked softly, leaning forward.

Josh sided with me. “It’s cool with me.”

My dress shifted against my skin, the fabric whispering secrets only I could hear. “Like someone who’s finally honest about who they are?”

“This isn’t honesty,” she hissed. “This is... performance. It’s twisted, Avery. And I don’t understand why you wanted me to see it.”

“Chill, baby,” Josh said, shooting Kara a dirty look.

“Because you deserved to know. Because, despite everything, you were important to me. I thought maybe you’d be happy that I found something that makes me feel whole.”

“It’s disgusting. Whatever this is? And you…” She turned to Josh. “You into this shit?”

“Hey? Chill.” Josh pried his hand away from Kara’s grip.

“Why? Are you doing this to piss me off, Avery? Then you’re doing a good job.”

My pulse quickened as a familiar heat built in my cheeks. The chastity cage tightened. “No. I just wanted to tell you that the man you knew never really existed, Kara. That’s what I’m trying to tell you. What you loved was a shell I created because I thought it was what I should be. I’m sorry.”

Her fingers curled into fists on the table. “You expect me to believe that all those years, everything we did together, everything you said to me—it was all fake?”

“Not fake,” I said carefully. “Just incomplete.”

Kara’s jaw clenched. She looked down at her untouched coffee, then back at my face. Her expression shifted from anger to something more complicated—a mixture of loss and reluctant fascination.

“You think this is normal? Acting like a—like a—” she repeated, still searching for words that wouldn’t come.

Josh leaned forward, “I say live and let live.”

“Jesus, Josh. You’d hit on anything, wouldn’t you?”

Josh shook his head and sipped his latte.

Kara leaned forward, her coffee still untouched, growing cold between her hands. “And what am I supposed to do with that information, Avery? Congratulate you? Thank you for finally being honest after years of lies?”

Her outburst drew glances from nearby tables.

Josh said, “Chill the fuck out.”

“I didn’t know myself then, not completely. I was trying to be the person I thought I should be. The person everyone expected.” I reached across the table, not quite touching her hand. “I never meant to hurt you, Kara.”

“Why did you call me? What you are disgusts me.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Kara,” Jash said.

Kara stood, “Fucking men, I can’t believe this shit! You want him? Go for it.” Kara took off for the door, leaving Josh and me alone.

A brief, awkward silence filled the space between us.

Josh ended it, “Well…” he said, sliding into the space next to me. “That was…”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to cause problems.”

Josh waved his hand dismissively and slid closer to me, our thighs touching. “Don’t worry about it. She’s always like that—quick temper.” His eyes traveled down my body, lingering on my crotch, before meeting my eyes again. “I recognized you right off from your pictures. I mean, on your column. Pretty wild… Uh, stories.”

“Yeah….” I sipped my coffee, subtly glimpsing the bulge in his pants.

“I’ve always been curious about... You know.” His fingertips brushed against my hand. “Girls like you. I mean, I’ve watched videos and stuff, but never actually met someone so... convincing.”

My pulse quickened as I glanced around the café. The afternoon crowd had thinned—just a barista wiping counters and a couple engrossed in their phones three tables away. I caught myself eyeing the space beneath our table. The table’s underside was dark, secluded—a private theater made for a slut like me. I could slip down, nobody would notice, if I moved quickly and carefully. My mouth watered, and my cage tightened at the thought of his zipper between my teeth. What if Kara stormed back in? Or the barista returned? The risk only made my cage feel tighter. The lingering taste of Kara’s disgust made me hesitate—was I really ready to cross that line with her boyfriend while her coffee was still on the table?

I slid from my chair with practiced ease, my pink dress whispering against my thighs as I dropped to my knees beneath the table. Josh’s eyes widened in shock, then darkened with desire as he realized what was happening. The café’s ambient noise faded to a dull hum as I positioned myself between his legs, hidden by the tablecloth and the deep booth.

“What are you—” he started, but his words dissolved into a sharp intake of breath as my fingers found his zipper.

I worked quickly, my pink nails making short work of his belt and fly. His cock sprang free—thick, already half-hard, and growing harder by the second. I glanced up at him through my lashes, savoring the way his jaw clenched as I wrapped my hand around him.

“Jesus,” he whispered, his voice strained. “You’re really going to—”

I answered by taking him into my mouth, my lipstick leaving faint peach rings along his shaft as I worked. Above me, I heard Josh grab his coffee cup, pretending to sip while his other hand slipped beneath the table to tangle in my hair. The danger of being caught only heightened the thrill—Kara could return any moment, the barista could approach, yet here I was, on my knees for her boyfriend, my mouth full of the very cock she’d bragged about.

Josh’s breathing grew ragged as I took him deeper, using every technique I’d perfected. I felt Josh’s body tense, his grip in my hair suddenly tightening as his breathing turned ragged. His hips jerked forward once, twice, and then he was cumming, hot spurts filling my mouth as he stifled a groan above me. I swallowed dutifully, catching every drop, my eyes never leaving his face as he struggled to maintain composure in the public café.

Finished filling my stomach with his seed, I carefully tucked him back into his pants, zipped him up, and slid back into my seat with practiced grace, as though I’d merely dropped a napkin. I dabbed at the corner of my mouth with a tissue, reapplying my peach lipstick while Josh stared at me, his expression a mixture of shock and satisfaction.

“So,” I asked, leaning forward with a coy smile, “how was it? Your experience with a girl like me?”

Josh ran a hand through his hair, his cheeks still flushed. “Holy shit,” he whispered, glancing around nervously before meeting my gaze. “That was... unexpected. And incredible.”

I took a sip of my now-lukewarm coffee, enjoying the lingering taste of him mixed with the caramel. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself. It’s what I do best these days.”

Josh got up. Stood over me, nervously looking around. “Can I see you again?”

“Here?”

“Anywhere.”

“Sure. You know where to get a hold of me. The Leash.”

Josh turned, took four steps, and returned. “That was hot.”

I nodded, watched him leave, and finished my coffee, savoring the last swirl of caramel and cream on my tongue, catching my reflection in the window—a woman in lavender, lips perfectly painted, eyes bright and unashamed—and for the first time, I felt no need to shrink or apologize.

I thought of all the places I’d been, the risks I’d taken, the pleasure and humiliation and power that now flowed through me like a second pulse, steady and undeniable. Kara could keep her bitterness. The world could keep its rules. I didn’t need her approval, or Josh’s lingering gaze, or even the whispered gossip that would inevitably float out of this café.

This was enough—me, right now, satisfied, unbroken, unhidden. I smoothed my dress, slipped my phone into my bag, and stood—heels clicking, head high. No more apologies. No more masks. I was finally, blissfully, myself.

And despite being owned, I was free.

THE END


More From Phoebe Pearl



Like The Pink Protocol, check out all of my titles at: Phoebe Pearl Erotica

Phoebe Pearl Erotica: Where submission rules. Where dominance submits. The raw, unfiltered truth of the things we think about, but never tell anyone. Enter a world where authority is seductive, obedience is expected, and power flows from women who know exactly how to command it.

Visit Phoebe Pearl Erotica today and step inside a world where power wears silk, commands with precision, and never asks twice.

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc1FM.jpg
PHOEBE
PEARL

PROTOCOL

a \\\V





OEBPS/image_rsrc1FN.jpg






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Thank You!

		The Pink Protocol

		1. Chapter One

		2. Chapter Two

		3. Chapter Three

		4. Chapter Four

		5. Chapter Five

		6. Chapter Six

		7. Chapter Seven

		8. Chapter Eight

		9. Chapter Nine

		10. Chapter Ten

		11. Chapter Eleven

		12. Chapter Twelve

		13. Chapter Thirteen

		14. Chapter Fourteen

		15. Chapter Fifteen

		16. Chapter Sixteen

		17. Chapter Seventeen

		18. Chapter Eighteen

		19. Chapter Nineteen

		20. Chapter Twenty

		21. Chapter Twenty-One

		22. Chapter Twenty-Two

		23. Chapter Twenty-Three

		24. Chapter Twenty-Four

		25. Chapter Twenty-Five

		26. Chapter Twenty-Six

		More From Phoebe Pearl




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157






