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Chapter 1
Rules of Obedience


The click of my heels on the hardwood floor echoed in the stillness, each step a countdown to something I couldn’t name. Fear. Hope. Something tangled between the two.

I checked my reflection one last time. Pink babydoll dress. White thigh-high stockings. Flimsy panties stretched tight over the caged bulge between my thighs. Wig brushed and straightened. Makeup applied carefully by nervous hands.

I tried to smile at myself. It looked ridiculous. I didn’t know who I was anymore. Not Freddy. Not yet fully Felicity. Something in-between, caught and quivering.

But maybe—if I was good—she would finish what she started.

The clock ticked louder than my heartbeat.

I adjusted the hem of my dress again. Fixed the straps on my heels. Smoothed imaginary wrinkles from the soft fabric. My fingers trembled against my thighs.

The low pulse of the plug inside me never stopped, a background hum of arousal that made it impossible to think.

When the knock came, I jumped so hard I nearly toppled in my heels. I rushed to the door. Smoothed my skirt again. Took a breath.

And opened it.

Lisa stood framed in the doorway, a vision of control and seduction: leather jacket, tight dark jeans, black boots that clicked when she stepped inside without a word. Her hair fell wild around her shoulders, framing a smile that promised nothing but trouble.

I closed the door behind her, swallowing hard.

She just looked at me. Her eyes moved from my heels to my hands, to the slight twitch of my caged cock visible through the flimsy pink fabric of my panties beneath the dress.

Silence stretched unbearably between us.

I shifted from foot to foot, flushing, clutching the hem of my dress. Trying not to fidget. Failing.

Her lips curled into a smirk. "Spin," she said simply.

I turned in place, unsteady in the heels, heart hammering.

Lisa circled me slowly, her boots clicking against the floor, taking her time, inspecting every inch of me.

"Sloppy," she said at last, sighing dramatically. "Panties twisted. Stockings sliding down. Wig a little crooked."

She plucked at the lace hem of my stocking with two fingers, letting it snap back against my skin with a sharp little sting.

"And your lipstick..." she murmured, tilting my chin up with her fingertip.

She smudged the edge with her thumb and held it up for me to see.

"Messy," she said. "Unacceptable."

I whimpered, unable to meet her gaze.

Lisa dropped her hand and stepped back, her smile gone.

"You want to be seen, don't you?" she asked, voice low and sharp. "You want to be my beautiful little pet?"

"Yes, Lisa," I whispered.

“Excuse me?” she snapped.

Fear surged through me as I realized my mistake. It had been a week since I had last seen her and already I was slipping, my nerves amplified at the return of the prom queen from our high school days.

“Yes, Mistress!” I corrected myself.

She glared at me as she pulled a small remote from the pocket of her jacket—the one tied to the plug inside me—and tapped it against her palm thoughtfully.

“You clearly need training," she said. "Real training. Not just dressing up and twirling in front of a mirror like a dumb little doll."

I shook under the weight of her voice.

"You need to be shaped," she said. "Molded. Conditioned. Until obedience is the only thing you know. Until you’re truly my pet.”

She smiled then—slow and wicked—and clicked the remote.

The plug inside me surged violently. I gasped, stumbling forward, grabbing the kitchen counter for balance as my legs nearly buckled.

Lisa stalked toward me in three slow steps.

"Strip," she commanded.

I hesitated, heart pounding, fingers frozen.

Click. Another buzz. Stronger.

I gasped again and obeyed, hands flying to the buttons of the babydoll dress, fumbling them open with clumsy desperation. The dress slid down my body, pooling around my ankles.

Lisa watched without a word as I kicked it aside and clumsily bent to unstrap my heels, nearly falling in the process. I could feel the plug shift inside me with every movement, making it harder to think, harder to breathe.

When I finally straightened, naked except for my wig, my cage, and the buzzing plug, I stood shaking before her.

Lisa circled again, even slower this time. She trailed her fingertips lightly over my exposed skin—up my arm, across my ribs, over the locked pink cage between my legs.

"You’re leaking already," she noted, amused. She wiped a fingertip through the dampness staining my inner thigh and held it up for me to see. "Pathetic."

I bit my lip hard to keep from crying.

"Kneel," she ordered.

I dropped immediately, sinking onto the cold hardwood floor, thighs spread, hands resting flat on my thighs, head bowed.

"Good," Lisa said, circling me like a predator sizing up prey. "But not perfect."

She pushed my knees wider with the toe of her boot until I was fully exposed. The cage throbbed helplessly between my legs. The plug buzzed against my prostate, keeping my head foggy and my body desperate.

"You’re going to kneel like this every time,” she said. "You’ll wait for me. Plugged. Pretty. Silent."

She stopped in front of me, her boots so close I could smell the faint leather polish.

"If your makeup is perfect," she said, "you'll get to kiss my feet in gratitude. If it's not..." She trailed the remote across my cheek teasingly. "Well. You haven’t quite learned just know how cruel I can be."

I whimpered, thighs shaking with the effort of staying posed, every muscle screaming for release.

Lisa tilted my chin up again with her boot.

"Are you ready to be trained, pet?"

"Yes, Mistress,” I breathed. "Please. Please train me. Please make me yours."

Her smile softened slightly—warm and devastating.

"I already own you," she said. "But now? I'm going to perfect you."

She clicked the remote once more, the plug buzzed higher.

I gasped and collapsed forward, catching myself just before I fell face-first onto her boots.

Lisa laughed—soft and delighted—and placed her foot gently against my shoulder, holding me there.

"Lesson one, pet," she murmured. "Stay ready. Stay desperate. Stay mine."

And the training began.


Chapter 2
Drills


Istayed frozen on my knees long after Lisa pulled her foot away from my shoulder. The plug hummed steadily inside me, a constant reminder of how much of me already belonged to her—and how much more she intended to claim.

The silence stretched thick between us. I didn't dare move until Lisa clapped her hands once.

"Up," she said sharply.

I scrambled to my feet, my legs aching from kneeling, wobbling in my heels.

Lisa watched me stand, arms folded across her chest, her mouth curled into a faint smile.

“You’re so sloppy,” she chided, stepping closer. “We need to properly train you to conduct yourself as a proper sissy.”

Her hands moved over me without hesitation, adjusting the wig slightly and correcting my posture. The casual, proprietary way she touched me made my heart pound harder than any rough grab would have.

"Straighten your back," she said, tapping between my shoulder blades.

"Arch your spine. Good. Now chin up. Lower your arms slightly. Relax your fingers—you're not a mannequin, pet. You're a plaything."

I obeyed, trying to absorb all her corrections at once. My muscles ached. My mind buzzed. The plug pulsed in my ass, making it almost impossible to focus.

Lisa circled me like a predator considering her next meal.

"Walk for me," she commanded.

I took a few tentative steps, hips swaying naturally from the heels, but awkwardly stiff.

Click.

The plug buzzed sharply and I stumbled forward with a strangled gasp.

"Try again," Lisa said coolly. "Graceful. Proud. Like you belong at my heel."

I walked again, slower, trying to swing my hips properly. Every movement made the plug shift, every step making my cock throb harder against my chastity cage.

"Better," Lisa murmured, following me closely. "You might even turn some heads if you weren't leaking like a desperate little slut."

I whimpered but didn't stop. I couldn't.

We repeated the drill again.

And again.

And again.

Lisa clicking the plug higher if I faltered, lowering it slightly when I improved. By the time she finally gestured for me to stop, my legs shook visibly, and my cheeks burned with humiliation.

She stepped closer and whispered in my ear: "Dripping. Panting. Helpless. Perfect."

I moaned softly, the praise making my locked cock strain uselessly inside the cage.

"Good girls earn privileges," Lisa said. "Now let's see if you're useful yet."

She pointed to the kitchen.

"Serve me tea."

I scrambled to obey, my heels clicking frantically on the floor as I fumbled to fill the kettle, fetch a cup and saucer.

Lisa made no move to help. She just sat back lazily on the couch, one booted foot tapping idly against the hardwood as she watched me.

I poured too much water. Spilled a few drops. Bit my lip hard to keep from crying as I set the cup carefully on the saucer and turned to present it.

"Kneel first," Lisa said casually, just as I was about to step toward her.

I dropped clumsily to my knees, thighs spread, cup shaking in my hands as I offered it up.

Lisa took it delicately from me, sipped, and gave a small, exaggerated sigh.

"Passable," she said. "Not pretty, but passable."

I sagged in relief until she clapped her hands again sharply.

"Wine," she said, waving her free hand lazily toward the kitchen. "Fetch me a glass."

I scrambled to obey again, fetching a wine glass, fumbling with the bottle opener under her amused gaze.

"You're not to carry anything with both hands unless it's too heavy," she called lazily from the couch.

"One hand for objects. One hand ready to crawl. Understand, pet?"

"Yes, Mistress,” I gasped.

I brought the wine glass back, holding it delicately in one hand, cheeks burning as Lisa tapped her fingers rhythmically against the couch in time with my humiliating, swaying steps.

When I knelt again to present it, she reached down and casually ran her nails along the edge of my jaw.

"You want so badly to be good," she said, almost tenderly. "It's adorable."

Tears welled in my eyes—not from pain, but from the desperate hunger to please her, to hear her call me good girl again.

She took the wine glass and set it down beside her, then reached into her bag.

I watched, heart hammering, as she pulled out a thick, glossy pink dildo — thicker and longer than the one she had teased me with before.

My mouth went dry.

Lisa twirled the toy between her fingers thoughtfully.

"You've worked hard, pet," she said, her smile turning wicked. "And now it's time to earn your first real reward."

She dropped the dildo into my hands. "Present it properly."

I held it up with both hands, palms open, arms extended like I was offering up the crown jewels.

Lisa chuckled and took it back, setting it carefully in her lap.

Then she snapped her fingers.

"Open wide, Felicity," she said sweetly.

"Lesson two: good girls don't gag."


Chapter 3
Sissy Training


Iknelt trembling on the cold hardwood floor, completely naked except for the wig brushing my shoulders, the plug pulsing steadily inside me, and the pink cage locked around my leaking, useless cock.

The dildo lay on Lisa’s lap—a thick, glossy pink thing, heavy and obscene. She picked it up lazily between two fingers, turning it slowly in her hand as she watched me shake.

"Look at you," Lisa said, her voice thick with amusement. "Kneeling. Leaking. Shaking. All because you want to suck cock so badly."

I whimpered, cheeks burning hot, thighs clenching uselessly around the maddening buzz inside me.

Lisa rose from the couch, heels clicking against the floor, and sauntered around me.

She stopped and turned towards me, slipping the dildo between her thighs, holding it there with one hand, positioning it high between her hips so it jutted out obscenely from her crotch.

"Let's pretend, pet," she said sweetly. "Let’s pretend this is mine."

I shivered violently, the idea making the cage pulse harder against my dripping thighs.

Lisa leaned down, brushing the tip of the dildo across my lips, smearing my lipstick as it moved.

"Open," she ordered.

I obeyed instantly, mouth falling open, tongue flickering out eagerly.

Lisa pressed the dildo against my tongue but didn’t push—she just held it there, letting me feel the heavy, intrusive weight of it.

"Take it," she whispered. "Show me how badly you want to worship me."

I closed my lips around the tip, cheeks hollowing, tongue curling instinctively along the underside. The taste was artificial, rubbery—but it didn’t matter.

It was her command.

Her cock.

Her gift.

Lisa let out a pleased little hum and casually clicked the remote. The plug buzzed harder inside me, sending a violent jolt through my core.

I gasped around the dildo, body arching slightly against the vibration, heels slipping on the floor.

"Slower," Lisa said sharply, her voice like a leash tightening around my throat. "You're not a desperate whore... yet. You're a good girl earning your place."

I forced myself to slow down, sliding my tongue reverently around the thick shaft, savoring it like it was Lisa’s own body.

She shifted slightly, squeezing her thighs together around the dildo, pressing it against my lips more firmly, making me work harder for every inch I took into my mouth.

Lisa watched me from above, her smile lazy, her eyes glittering. "Look at you," she purred. "Naked. Plugged. Leaking. Worshipping me like the filthy little pet you are."

She rocked her hips slightly, pushing the dildo deeper.

I gagged softly, tears welling in my eyes, but I adjusted, desperate not to disappoint her again.

Lisa clicked the remote again. The plug buzzed even harder.

My thighs trembled. The cage pulsed helplessly. Drool slipped from the corners of my mouth, dripping onto the tops of my bare thighs.

"You’ll get used to it," Lisa said, stroking my hair fondly. "You’ll crave it. You’ll dream about it—if you’re not already.”

I moaned around the dildo, hips grinding helplessly against the empty air, desperate for any friction, any relief.

Lisa smiled wider and started fucking my face gently with her hips, letting the dildo slide deeper and deeper into my stretched mouth.

“Remember, good girls don't gag," she murmured. "Good girls serve."

I moaned brokenly, swallowing around the shaft, my whole body shivering under the constant pulsing buzz and the thick stretch of the dildo in my mouth.

My cage leaked continuously now, dripping messily down my thighs and onto the floor between my knees.

Lisa pushed the dildo deeper until my nose brushed the warmth of her inner thigh. "That’s it," she whispered. "Breathe me in. Learn your place."

She held it there for a long, agonizing moment, her hands resting lightly on the sides of my head.

I struggled, sobbed, adjusted—and finally relaxed, opening my throat for her.

Lisa laughed softly, a sound full of wicked pride. She pulled the dildo out slowly, strings of drool connecting it to my lips.

"Beg," she said simply.

"Please, Mistress,” I gasped, voice wrecked. "Please let me suck it again. Please—I need to."

She smirked, wiped the tip against my flushed cheek, and pushed it back between my lips—deeper, harder this time.

I gagged again but forced myself to submit, my whole body aching to please her.

Lisa clicked the plug to the highest setting. “No gagging,” she growled.

I screamed silently around the dildo, body convulsing in pleasure and helpless need.

"You're mine," she whispered, fucking my face slowly and cruelly. "My sissy. My pet. My pretty little plaything.”

I sobbed, tears and drool pouring down my face, hips jerking helplessly.

Finally—mercifully—Lisa pulled the dildo free again.

I collapsed forward onto my palms, panting like a dog at her feet. Exhausted, but still desperate for more.

Lisa crouched down, stroked my hair, and kissed my forehead.

"You're almost ready," she whispered. "Almost perfect."

I whimpered, pressing my face against her thigh, desperate for any touch, any scrap of affection.

Lisa cradled my head gently in her hands and whispered, "And soon... soon, the whole world will see what a good little pet you've become. After you’ve proven yourself today.”


Chapter 4
Pet on Display


Lisa's fingers worked with deliberate care, dressing me like her personal doll. She made me try on three different outfits before she even decided.

First, a tight floral sundress that clung to every curve. Then a pair of absurdly tiny denim shorts and a sheer pink top that left nothing to the imagination.

I stood there trembling in front of her and she just tilted her head, considering me like a prize she was preparing to parade through town.

Finally, she chose. A tiny, black pleated skirt that barely brushed the tops of my thighs—and when I moved even slightly, it fluttered scandalously high, exposing glimpses of the garters holding up my black thigh-high stockings.

With only a tiny black underneath, I felt so exposed. My cheeks felt every breeze as I moved and my cage battled against the little slip of fabric holding it back.

On top, a long sleeved white blouse just tight enough to show off my breasts, with a black bra beneath that was clearly visible through the satin fabric.

Lisa dressed me like I was her favorite toy to be shown off—cheap, slutty, and completely hers. She stepped back, arms crossed, surveying her work with a slow, wicked smile.

"You look edible," she murmured, smoothing her palms over my trembling hips. "Sweet enough to make anyone stare—and dirty enough to make them wonder what's hiding under that pretty little skirt."

I whimpered, heart hammering, already soaked between my legs.

She slipped the remote into her pocket, adjusted my wig one last time, and kissed the tip of my nose.

"Smile for me, pet," she whispered. "You're about to become everyone's favorite little treat."

The first step outside was like being shoved naked into the cold. The cold air kissed my exposed thighs, the short skirt offering no protection, the delicate garters brushing against my bare, shivering skin. Every step made the plug shift inside me, sending tiny shocks of pleasure and humiliation through my shaky legs.

I could feel the weight of every glance. Real or imagined—it didn't matter. In my mind, everyone knew what I was.

They knew I was a sissy. They knew I was locked, plugged, owned and desperate under this obscene little outfit.

I walked beside Lisa, her heels clicking against the sidewalk, her leather jacket slung casually over her shoulders. It was my place and I knew I needed to keep pace with her, to be next to her at all moments unless otherwise told.

We stopped first at a coffee shop. The line was long, packed with chatty college students and couples on lazy dates. Lisa ordered a complicated drink, handed me her purse, and leaned back against the counter with a lazy smile.

I stood quivering beside her, balancing her purse carefully on one arm, feeling the skirt creep higher every time I shifted. I felt hot with attention, eyes everywhere staring at me as we waited for her drink.

I had to hold back moans as Lisa played with the remote, teasing me and making me squirm in front of all of these people. A strong pulse nearly made me drop her purse.

Lisa reached over and casually tucked a stray hair behind my ear. "Careful, pet," she whispered. "You wouldn’t want to spill anything all over your pretty outfit."

I nodded frantically, blinking back tears, my cage pulsing helplessly against my thong.

When the barista called her name, Lisa made me carry her drink—forcing me to sway carefully in my heels, balancing the cup in nervous hands as I navigated through the crowd.

"Smile," she whispered as we walked past a table full of young men who turned to watch us pass. "Smile like you love being stared at."

I tried. I smiled weakly, cheeks flush, feeling their eyes on my legs, my ass, my trembling thighs.

I stumbled, barely catching myself as we left the coffee shop, my face burning with shame and something darker—something sweeter. Being in public as Felicity for the first time was invigorating and humiliating all at once, but mostly it was arousing.

And it was far from over.

The mall was worse. The bright lights, the crowds, the noise, and the laughter. All around us people were going on with their day normally, but I wasn’t. I was in the midst of something else—I was auditioning for Lisa, I was debuting my obedience as her pet to everyone.

Lisa steered me through it effortlessly, her hand occasionally brushing the small of my back, reminding me of her control, her ownership.

Every time we passed a store window, I caught glimpses of myself. I looked like a slut. A cheap, desperate little bimbo, barely dressed, blushing and trembling at her mistress’s side.

I hated it.

I loved it.

I needed it.

Lisa led me into a bookstore next, a little side excursion. She wandered the aisles, occasionally picking up a novel or a magazine, tapping the spine against her chin thoughtfully. She took her time, feeling no need to rush or to spare me from the crowds.

I struggled to follow her properly, legs wobbling, skirt riding dangerously high every time I turned a corner.

As we wandered through the romance section, my heels clicking unsteadily on the polished floor, Lisa trailed her fingers casually across the spines of the books.

I struggled to keep pace behind her, clutching her purse with sweaty hands, every nerve in my body alive with humiliation and desperate, buzzing need.

She paused in front of a rack marked “Steamy Reads” and plucked a book off the shelf. I caught a glimpse of the title and nearly choked.

Feminized By My Best Friend, by Tiffany Chastain.

The cover was shameless—a pretty sissy laying in bed, her back arching as she gripped her garter belts, clearly filled with passion and desire beneath her black lace lingerie.

Lisa flipped it open with one hand, idly thumbing through the pages, an amused smile curving her lips. "Hmm," she murmured thoughtfully. "This looks... educational."

I swallowed hard, my face burning hotter by the second.

Lisa glanced over at me, eyes sparkling with wicked glee. "I bet you’ve already read this, haven’t you, pet?" she teased. "Curled up in your bed late at night, cage throbbing, dreaming about being someone's pretty little toy?"

I whimpered, thighs clenching helplessly.

She chuckled and snapped the book shut, tapping the spine lightly against my nose.

"Don’t worry," she said sweetly. "You're living it now."

She set the book back on the shelf with exaggerated care and turned on her heel, her skirt swishing around her thighs.

"Come along, pet," she called over her shoulder. "We’ve got more shopping to do."

And trembling, humiliated, aching with a shameful kind of pride, I followed.

She steered me toward the escalator and into the lingerie store. The thick scent of perfume and silk hit me instantly, making my head spin.

Lisa plucked a sheer pink teddy from a rack and turned to me with a thoughtful expression. "You’d look adorable in this," she said loudly enough that the salesgirl at the counter glanced over and smirked.

My cheeks burned hotter than ever, my mind flooding with pictures of myself wearing it.

Lisa picked up a pair of crotchless panties and tucked them under her arm. "Come, pet," she said, leading me deeper into the store.

I followed obediently, the short skirt fluttering dangerously high, the plug pulsing relentlessly inside me.

Lisa stopped in front of a mirror and turned to face me.

"Hold these," she said, handing me the teddy and panties.

I clutched them awkwardly against my chest, anxiously.

Lisa leaned closer, trailing her fingers lightly down my exposed thigh, just below the hem of my skirt.

I shivered violently.

The plug buzzed hard.

I gasped—too loud—drawing a sharp glance from a woman browsing bras nearby.

And then⁠—

I moaned.

Soft, desperate, broken.

Heads turned.

My whole body flushed, trembling, dripping with shame.

Lisa clicked the plug off instantly, her expression calm and unconcerned. She smiled innocently, as if nothing was wrong. As if I wasn’t about to collapse from sheer, unbearable need. Then she leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Bad pet," she murmured sweetly. "You’re going to have to be punished for that.”


Chapter 5
Public Punishment


Iknew I had disappointed her. The moment the noise slipped past my lips—the desperate, broken moan that had turned heads—I knew.

Lisa didn’t scold me. She didn’t need to. But I knew I would pay for my slip either way.

Her fingers wrapped lightly around my wrist, steering me toward the center of the shop, toward a large round display piled high with silk panties, bras, and lace garters arranged like candy.

My heart pounded harder with every step, the unknown of what was about to happen eating at me. I tried to mouth a silent apology. I tried to slow down. But Lisa kept walking, dragging me forward effortlessly, unbothered by my obvious panic.

When we reached the display, she paused, surveying it thoughtfully like she was choosing where best to wreck me.

Then—casually, calmly—she bent me over.

She pressed one hand between my shoulder blades and forced me down until my chest flattened against the silky lingerie. My short skirt flipped up, baring my bare thighs, my cage, my soaked, shameful lace.

The exposure hit me like a slap. I could feel the air against my bare skin. Could feel the eyes from every corner of the store turning, watching, whispering.

My face burned hotter than it ever had before. Tears prickled at my eyes already—and Lisa hadn’t even touched me yet.

She leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. "Naughty pets," she whispered, her voice as sweet as syrup, "must be corrected in public."

Then she straightened—and the first slap landed. A sharp, cracking sound that echoed through the store like a gunshot. The sting bloomed instantly across my right cheek, sharp and shameful.

I gasped, jerking forward, only to be pushed back down firmly by Lisa's steady hand.

Another slap. Harder.

On the left cheek this time.

The fire built, a deep, pulsing heat that mixed impossibly with the buzzing plug and the aching cage pressed against the edge of the display.

I whimpered, pressing my thighs together in helpless instinct.

Lisa laughed softly under her breath. "Spread your legs, pet," she ordered loud enough for anyone nearby to hear. "Let everyone see what a messy little thing you are."

Shaking with humiliation, I obeyed. I spread my thighs wider, exposing the twitching cage, the glistening plug buried between my cheeks.

There were people watching now. I could feel it. The salesgirl stood frozen behind the counter, one hand half-raised to her mouth. A couple browsing lingerie nearby whispered behind their hands, eyes wide.

Lisa brought her hand down again—smack, smack, smack—slow and deliberate.

Each strike made me moan softly, shamefully, hips grinding helplessly against the display.

Lisa leaned over me again, her voice low and wicked. "Look at you," she murmured. "Leaking all over these pretty panties like a filthy little pet in heat."

She punctuated the words with another sharp smack that made my knees buckle.

I gasped, tears slipping free now, dripping onto the silky fabric beneath me.

"You want them to see you like this, don't you?" Lisa asked, louder now, drawing even more attention. "Bent over. Plugged. Locked up like a dirty little toy. You love it.”

"Yes, Mistress,” I sobbed.

Another sharp slap, even harder. My whole body jolted.

My heels slipped on the polished floor, only saved by Lisa’s steady hand pressing me down.

"Say what you are,” she ordered. “Tell everyone.”

"I'm your sissy pet," I gasped. "I'm yours, Mistress. Please—please punish me. Please train me."

The words tasted like fire and honey on my tongue.

More customers were noticing now. A woman with a shopping bag paused mid-step to stare openly. A man outside the window stopped and tilted his head, curiosity etched across his face.

And still Lisa kept spanking me. Hard, rhythmic strikes, each one sending a shockwave through my quivering body.

My cage throbbed painfully. The plug pulsed against my prostate. My cheeks burned from her repeated strikes.

Lisa's hand smoothed over it, soothing the burn for a moment before delivering another sharp slap that made me yelp.

"Good girls," she said sweetly, "know that discipline is love."

Another slap—another broken yelp from me.

"Good girls," she continued, "learn to smile while they’re being punished."

She clicked the remote, sending a savage buzz through the plug.

I cried out, my whole body buckling against the display, hips grinding helplessly as I fought not to collapse completely.

"Smile, pet," she whispered.

I forced my lips into a smile.

Lisa leaned down and kissed my forehead, slow and possessive.

"There’s my good girl," she murmured.

She smoothed my skirt back down, covering my shame just enough to be obscene, then pulled me upright.

I stood shaking, makeup ruined, cheeks aching—and more aroused than I ever thought possible.

“Lesson three, sissies are to be seen, not heard,” she told me casually. “I hope you will remember that.”

Lisa laced her fingers through mine and turned me toward the counter. She held my hand up proudly, forcing me to step forward, forcing me to face the salesgirl who was now staring at us wide-eyed.

Lisa smiled sweetly and handed the panties and teddy over for purchase.

As the salesgirl rang them up with apprehensive hands, Lisa leaned close to me again and whispered, "Thank me."

My heart nearly stopped. In a broken, breathless voice, I obeyed. "Thank you for punishing me, Mistress," I whispered, loud enough that the salesgirl couldn’t pretend not to hear.

The girl’s face turned scarlet.

Lisa just laughed.

When we finally walked out of the store, the cold air hit my burning cheeks like ice water.

Lisa squeezed my hand. "You did so well, pet," she said. "You’re becoming exactly what I always knew you could be."

And as I stumbled along beside her, trembling and aching for more,

I realized something terrifying and beautiful:

I wanted to be punished.

I needed it.

I craved her approval more than my own pride.

And I would do everything I could to be good for her.


Chapter 6
Ready


Lisa didn’t let me catch my breath. The moment we stepped out of the lingerie store, she pulled me close by the hand, her heels clicking against the polished tile floor as she steered me deeper into the mall.

My heart still pounded from the punishment. My skin still burned from her handprints. And my caged cock—still aching, still hopeless—throbbed with every swaying step I took in my heels.

The plug inside me buzzed low and steady again, a constant, maddening reminder of my place.

I was her pet.

Her sissy.

Her good girl.

And I would do anything to prove it.

We stopped at the edge of the food court. It was packed—buzzing with conversation and the clatter of trays and chairs. Not to mention a thousand eyes that could turn toward me at any moment.

I clung to Lisa’s hand like a lifeline.

She smiled down at me sweetly, wickedly. "You were naughty today, pet," she said. "But you took your punishment like a good little sissy."

I blushed, nodding, breathless. While I was glad for her praise, I had a feeling something else was to come.

"And now," she said, brushing her fingers lightly along my skirt, "you get a chance to earn my forgiveness."

I swallowed hard.

"Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

She leaned closer, lips brushing the shell of my ear. "Walk to the fountain," she murmured. "The one in the center."

I glanced across the food court. The fountain was surrounded by tables and chairs, crowded with people sipping sodas and eating greasy mall food.

Lisa’s fingers traced lower, ghosting over the curve of my still sore ass under my skirt.

"When you get there," she said, "drop something. Bend over to pick it up. Let everyone see what a good little slut you are."

I whimpered, thighs trembling.

"Understand?" she asked sweetly.

“Y-yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

She pressed the remote into my hand. "And while you’re at it," she added with a smirk, "click this once while you’re bending over."

My stomach flipped. My whole body shook. But I nodded.

Lisa kissed my cheek. "Good girl. Now go."

I turned on shaky legs and walked across the food court, my heels clicking, my skirt fluttering dangerously high with every step.

I could feel the eyes already. Men. Women. Everyone.

I imagined every one of them seeing the truth—seeing the plug hidden between my thighs, the pathetic little cage twitching helplessly beneath my skirt. Every step made the plug throb harder. Every breath made the humiliation sweeter.

I reached the fountain. My hand shook as I fumbled the remote into my bag and "accidentally" dropped it. The tiny black device clattered across the floor, drawing a few glances.

I bent over carefully, deliberately.

The skirt rode up instantly, exposing the lace tops of my stockings—and more.

I clicked the remote.

The plug buzzed hard.

I gasped—choked on the noise—and barely bit back a moan.

My thighs buckled slightly.

I had to brace one hand against the fountain to keep from collapsing. When I straightened up, my face was burning, my thong barely containing my throbbing cage, my whole body shook with shame and unbearable arousal.

I caught a glimpse of a young guy watching from a nearby table, his eyes glued to me with open curiosity. I turned away quickly, heels wobbling, and hurried back to Lisa, who waited patiently at the edge of the food court.

She said nothing. Just smiled.

And when I reached her, she cupped my flushed, blushing face in both hands and kissed my forehead like she was proud of me.

"Perfect," she murmured. "My sweet, obedient pet."

I nearly sobbed with joy.

She guided me gently toward the parking garage, keeping me close to her side. Once we were out of the crowd, she slowed her steps, pulling me in tighter, tucking me against her side.

"You’ve done so well today, Felicity," she said softly.

I bit my lip, fighting back a moan as I blinked back tears.

She stroked my hair, her voice low and pleased. "You’re becoming exactly what I always dreamed you could be."

I leaned into her touch, desperate for her approval, desperate to be molded further, to be perfected for her. “Thank you for helping me, Mistress.”

Lisa kissed my forehead again and smiled.

“It’s my pleasure, pet,” she added lightly. “I’ve finished your training just in time.”

I blinked up at her, confused. "In time for what, Mistress?”

She grinned wickedly, squeezing my hand. "For next weekend, silly."

I frowned, still breathless from the ordeal and struggling to catch up. I could feel my heart beating faster as I tried to recall some plan she might have told me. “W-what’s next weekend?" I finally asked.

Lisa laughed—a warm, cruel sound that made my stomach flip in dread and excitement all at once.

"Why, it’s our ten-year high school reunion, of course,” she said sweetly. "Did you forget?"

My heart stopped. She couldn’t possibly mean for me to go… like this?

Lisa leaned down, her voice a silken promise against my ear.

"And I think it's time the whole world saw what my pretty little pet has become."

She did expect me to go.

And I would.

I would do anything she asked of me.

Even this.
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