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CHAPTER I

The room was warm, filled with the faint scent of roses and vanilla. The soft glow of dimmed lights made the mirrors gleam, catching every movement as the sissy fidgeted under Mistress’s scrutinizing gaze. She sat on the edge of the plush bed, legs pressed together, caged and aching, her hands resting nervously in her lap. The air was thick with expectation.


Mistress stood before her, arms crossed, a knowing smirk curling her lips. Dressed only in her sleek black satin robe that hugged her curves, she exuded authority. "You do understand what today is, don’t you, sweetheart?" she purred, tilting her head.

The sissy swallowed hard, nodding. "Yes, Mistress."

"Say it."

"It’s Valentine’s Day. Your day."

"Mmm, exactly," she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers caught the sissy’s chin, tilting her face up. "And that means you’re going to be my perfect little doll. Soft, obedient, pretty. Just the way I like."

A shudder ran through the sissy's body. The cage between her legs was already snug, a constant reminder of her place. Mistress traced a nail down her cheek, slow and deliberate. "Good girls don’t need to be hard, do they?"

"No, Mistress."

"That’s right."

They had been together for over three years now, a seemingly ordinary couple to the outside world. Living in Los Angeles, he worked in finance at a big corporate firm, while she was thriving in marketing at a major company. Some friends jokingly commented on how she seemed to wear the pants in the relationship, playfully noting the dynamic—but no one knew the full truth. Behind closed doors, she was indeed the one who wore the pants, she was his loving Mistress, and he was her devoted, feminized sissy.

She stepped back and gestured toward the bed, where an array of carefully selected lingerie lay in a delicate pile, each piece handpicked with care over the past month as soon as the Valentine’s collections began dropping. Satin, lace, sheer mesh, tiny bows, pearl accents—a decadent collection of femininity, a mix of delicate and sinful. Mistress had indulged herself this year, ordering a lavish selection for them both.

For her sissy, there were lacy balconette bras in soft blush and deep crimson, sheer mesh panties with scandalous cutouts, garter belts dripping with tiny gemstone embellishments, and stockings so fine they looked airbrushed against the skin. Some pieces were innocent pastels, others daringly dark, designed to contrast against the bright pink chastity cage she so loved to see nestled between trembling thighs. There were even a few silk corsets—one in a breathtaking shade of ivory with delicate floral embroidery, another in sinful black, trimmed with deep scarlet lace.

For herself, she had chosen rich velvet bralettes, thigh-highs with intricate lace tops, and strappy, barely-there lingerie sets that screamed dominance. But tonight wasn’t about her. It was about her perfect little doll, and how utterly wrecked she was going to make her by the end of the night.

"We’re going to make sure you look absolutely stunning tonight," she said, eyes gleaming. "Let's get you ready baby. Strip."

The sissy, excited, nervous and incredibly horny started peeling off her robe—soft pink satin with white fur trim, a delicate little thing that barely covered anything, tied with a flimsy ribbon meant more for teasing than modesty. As the fabric slid off her shoulders, it exposed the flawless, hairless skin underneath. Every inch of her body below the eyebrows kept smooth through the regular laser sessions Mistress scheduled for them both at an exclusive, members-only spa. The plush robe pooled at her feet, leaving her vulnerable, the locked bright pink chastity cage standing out against the contrast of her white silky panties.

They always went together for their laser treatments, manicures, and pedicures—Mistress making sure her girl was always perfectly maintained, perfectly soft. Of course, hers were always subtle, clear-polished to maintain discretion, just enough to remind her every time she looked down who she truly was. The cool air kissed her exposed skin, sending a shiver through her body, but it wasn’t just the temperature making her tremble. Slowly, teasingly, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her white silky panties, slipping them down inch by inch, revealing the locked pink cage that Mistress so adored. The fabric clung to her skin for a moment before finally sliding off, pooling next to her discarded robe. She stepped out of them delicately, her smooth, hairless skin gleamed under the soft light, and she felt utterly exposed, utterly owned. Mistress’s sharp gaze raked over her, taking in the full display, and the sissy knew better than to cover herself. Mistress loved to watch her squirm, loved to see the need in her eyes, the way her locked little cage twitched despite itself, utterly helpless.

"Now, let's see..." Mistress picked up a pair of sheer pink panties, holding them up to the light. Her eyes sparkled with excitement, her usual calculated dominance giving way to something almost girlishly eager. "Oh, these are just sexy!" she giggled, biting her lip as she twirled the delicate fabric between her fingers. The fabric was so thin it was almost transparent, the soft lace trim delicate but teasingly feminine. "Although it's cute, it's not nearly humiliating enough." She tossed them aside. "This? No, too modest." Another rejection. She dug through the pile, clicking her tongue until she found the perfect piece. "Ah. Here we go." She lifted an even daintier pink pair—obscenely tiny high-cut satin panties, the fabric so thin it was nearly see-through, clinging to the fingertips like a sinful promise. Delicate little bows sat teasingly at the hips, practically begging to be undone. The crotch was a decadent slit of lace, a perfect framing device for the locked cage beneath, turning his restraint into a display piece rather than a hindrance. Every movement would remind him of his place, the teasing press of satin against his aching, trapped clitty ensuring he remained desperate, needy, and completely under her control. "These are just filthy enough for my perfect doll." Heart-shaped pasties dangled from her fingers next, the glossy red fabric catching the light as she twirled them playfully. "These will be adorable on you," she cooed, pressing them against the sissy's bare chest, letting the teasing friction send a shiver through her body. She reached for a pair of pearl-studded pink garters, running the delicate strands between her fingers. "And these... these will make sure those pretty thighs stay spread just right, with every little step reminding you exactly what you are tonight."

No one outside their little bubble knew the filthy truth—that beneath his crisp, professional suits, he was always wrapped in satin and lace. He didn’t own a single piece of male underwear; Mistress had seen to that long ago. Each morning, she selected a pair of panties for him—sometimes soft and innocent, sometimes sheer and obscene—ensuring that every moment of his day was spent in a teasing, arousing state.

On special days, she had him slip into delicate stockings as well, sending him filthy little messages about how deliciously slutty he looked under all that boring corporate fabric, how she knew he was sitting in meetings, squirming against the silky material, trying and failing to ignore the ache of his caged little clitty.

At home, there were no pretenses. No baggy sweats, no dull boxers—just her pretty little thing in the kind of outfits that left no doubt as to who he belonged to. Sometimes, in frilly babydolls, at times it was the delicate, sheer robes that barely covered anything; other times, she had him lounge in ultra-tight pastel co-ords, much like the ones she adored herself in darker colors—soft, body-hugging sets that made him look like a perfect little doll. A zip-up, long-sleeved top that accentuated his slender form, with matching high-cut shorts that barely covered his smooth, toned thighs, he always looked every bit the feminized vision she wanted him to be. If she was feeling particularly cruel, nothing at all except a dainty pair of pink ankle socks and a bowed ribbon around his locked clitty. It was their life, their unspoken truth—he was her doll, her devoted plaything, and she made sure he never forgot it.

The sissy exhaled shakily as she was handed the outfit piece by piece, her fingers trembling as she took the delicate fabric. Mistress started with the designer lacy bra—soft, intricate, with delicate floral patterns embroidered over the sheer cups, teasing just enough to make it obvious how little it covered. She slid the straps over the sissy’s shoulders, adjusting them slowly, fingers grazing sensitive, untouched skin. A perfect fit. She fastened the clasp at the back, tugging just enough to make the sissy arch instinctively, lips parting in a breathy whimper.

Next came the panties, the silky material whispering against her smooth, bare skin as she shimmied them up her thighs, the lace waistband stretching deliciously, framing her hips in a way that left nothing to the imagination. But before they were in place, Mistress held out a pair of nude silk thigh-high stockings—delicate, sheer, and trimmed with intricate white lace at the tops.

"Put these on first," she commanded, watching with a smirk as the sissy carefully rolled the stockings up her silky legs, smoothing them into place. The lace trim hugged her thighs just right, teasingly pressing against her soft skin. Mistress then grabbed the pearl-studded pink garters from earlier, securing them snugly around her waist before fastening each stocking in place with slow, deliberate movements. The pearls pressed against her soft, smooth thighs, teasing her with every little shift, ensuring that even the simplest steps would send a sinful reminder of her place. Each clasp clicked into place, locking her in, turning her into the perfect, decorated doll Mistress adored so much.

Only then did the panties slide over them, hugging her form, trapping her in the sinful ensemble. The crotch was scandalously open, perfectly designed to leave the locked little clitty on display, the snug fit ensuring every step would be a constant reminder of her place. Mistress smirked as she ran a slow finger along the waistband, watching her sissy struggle to keep still. "You’re so desperate already," she purred. "Such a good little thing, dressing up so pretty for me."

The pasties were last, glossy red hearts that adhered teasingly over her nipples under the almost transparent bra, their sticky grip a reminder of her purpose tonight. Mistress smirked as she smoothed them down with her palms, letting her hands linger, rolling a thumb over the sensitive peaks just to make her whimper. "Perfect," Mistress purred, stepping back to admire her work. "A pretty little package,"

"Now... spin for me." Mistress' voice was thick with amusement. But before the sissy could move, she held up a pair of strappy, sky-high stilettos—blush pink with delicate rhinestone embellishments along the straps. "Oh, but first... these," she purred, kneeling to slide them onto the sissy’s feet herself.

She lifted one delicate, hairless ankle, slipping the first heel on with a slow, deliberate motion, fastening the dainty buckles with expert fingers. The second followed, the arch of the sissy’s foot forced high, making her legs look impossibly long and deliciously helpless. "There," Mistress murmured, running her palms up the sissy’s calves, squeezing lightly before straightening up. "Now... let's see you move for me."

The sissy obeyed, turning slowly. The heels on her feet forced her movements to be delicate, precise. The pearl-studded garters squeezed her thighs, the cool beads pressing into her soft, bare skin with every step, a constant, teasing reminder of her helplessness.

Mistress hummed appreciatively, stepping forward to adjust the straps of the bra and garter, her hands roaming freely, possessively, over the sissy’s trembling body. She tugged the lace of the bra, making sure the sheer cups framed the pasties perfectly, the sticky grip of the glossy red hearts pressing against her stiff, needy nipples. Her fingers dragged lower, teasing the pearl strands, adjusting them so that every shift sent a sinful little ripple of sensation through the sissy’s locked, aching clit.

Mistress smirked as she traced the lace waistband of the panties, her nails scraping lightly, making the sissy shiver. "Look at you, my desperate little thing," she purred, sliding her fingers lower, pressing against the damp slit of lace that framed the chastity cage like an obscene little ornament. "All this effort, all this beauty… and still, you’re just my helpless, needy plaything."

The sissy whimpered, body strung tight with frustration, every brush of Mistress’s touch sending sparks through her caged arousal. Mistress’s hands teased, stroked, played, but never gave her what she craved most. Instead, she cupped the cage fully, pressing the satin and lace against it, rubbing slow, deliberate circles with the heel of her palm. "Mmm, all dressed up with nowhere to go," she cooed, voice thick with amusement, delighting in the way the sissy gasped, back arching as she pressed her thighs together instinctively, desperate for more.

Mistress chuckled darkly, giving the cage a final, teasing squeeze before stepping back. "Oh, baby," she sighed, voice dripping with mock sympathy. "You really thought tonight was about you?"

"Please, Mistress..."

"Please, what?" She squeezed lightly, just enough to make the sissy shudder. "You know tonight isn't about you. It's about me. About making you into the perfect little Valentine for me to show off."

"I know," the sissy breathed, hips twitching against her hand instinctively, only to be met with nothing but restriction.

Mistress laughed softly, pressing a lingering kiss to the sissy's trembling lips. "Good girl." She pulled back, her expression turning sharp again. "Now, let’s see the final look."

Valentine’s Day was always special for them. Every year, they had a ritual. The sissy would be fully feminized for the night, and they’d venture to the other side of town as two gorgeous girls. A gay-friendly club, a night of whispered teases and stolen touches, and then an upscale hotel suite where Mistress could truly indulge herself.

She led the sissy to the full-length mirror, standing behind her, hands splayed possessively across her waist. The reflection was stunning. The soft pink of the lingerie contrasted against flushed skin, the sheer panels barely covering anything, the garters drawing attention to every inch of exposed thigh. The heels, the pasties, the delicate jewelry Mistress had chosen to complement the ensemble—all of it made for a vision of submission.

Mistress let her hands wander, grazing over the lace, the satin, tracing the edge of the garters. "Absolutely perfect," she murmured, pressing a teasing bite to the sissy's bare shoulder. "Now, let's see if you can behave. Tonight is going to be long, and I have so many gifts to give you. But only if you're good."

The sissy whimpered, legs already shaking. "I'll be good, Mistress. I promise."

Mistress smiled, a glint of mischief in her eyes. "Oh, sweetheart... we’ll see about that." 






CHAPTER II

Mistress smirked, adjusting the sissy’s outfit one final time before stepping back to admire her work. The transformation was complete, and the result was stunningly obscene.

The sissy stood there, trembling slightly in towering pink stilettos with rhinestone-embellished straps that wrapped around her delicate ankles. Every step would be a struggle, each movement a reminder of her place. The heels forced her posture into something exquisitely feminine—hips tilted just right, legs looking longer and softer than ever. Her face was a masterpiece of Mistress’s meticulous touch—lips painted a glossy, pouty pink, slightly overlined to exaggerate their plumpness. Her eyes were framed with fluttery, doll-like lashes, dark liner making them appear even bigger, more innocent. The blush dusted across her cheeks was just enough to highlight her delicate features, giving her that perfect, flustered glow. Mistress had even taken the time to shape her brows into soft, arched perfection, ensuring every expression dripped with submissive allure. She looked like a walking fantasy, and she knew it.

The dress Mistress had chosen for the evening was a scandalous little number—a barely-there, blush pink bodycon that hugged every curve, sheer in all the wrong places, teasingly modest in others. It was tight around the torso, cinching her waist perfectly, but the bottom was slightly looser, just flowy enough to disguise the obscene bulge of her locked cage beneath the crotchless panties. The pearl-studded garters peeked out every time she so much as breathed too deeply, the delicate lace stockings gliding up her smooth legs. Underneath, she was still locked, of course—wrapped in the skimpiest, crotchless satin panties that did nothing to hide the evidence of her torment. The designer bra, a soft blush lace with floral embroidery, barely contained her pert nipples, the pasties beneath ensuring their constant sensitivity. The faint outline of their shape was visible through the tight bodycon fabric on the top, a teasing hint of what lay beneath, impossible to ignore. A delicate choker adorned her neck, a simple silver charm hanging at the center—a subtle but unmistakable claim. Before finishing her full look, Mistress had one last little touch to ensure there would be no mess. She rolled a condom over the sissy's locked cage, securing it in place with a tight rubber band at the base. "Can’t have my little doll leaking all over her pretty stockings before the night even begins," she murmured with a smirk, watching the sissy’s face flush with shame and arousal. The added restriction only made the ache worse, every throb a futile protest against Mistress’s control.

Mistress was a vision beside her, draped in a scandalously tight, crimson silk dress that clung to every sinful curve like it had been painted onto her body. The plunging neckline barely contained the swell of her perfect tits, teasing just enough to make heads turn without giving everything away. The thigh-high slit revealed smooth, toned legs, leading down to strappy black stilettos that added to her effortless dominance.

She wore her favorite deep red lipstick, the kind that always left wicked marks when she decided to get rough. Her nails, perfectly manicured and painted the same deep shade, drummed against the sissy’s hip as she gave one final once-over, dark eyes gleaming with mischief and control.

"You look absolutely ruinable, baby," she purred, running a hand up the sissy’s trembling thigh, her grip possessive, teasing. "Now let’s see if you can handle being my perfect little date."



The drive across town had been its own kind of torment. The sissy sat in the passenger seat, shifting uncomfortably as every bump in the road sent little shocks through her overstimulated body. The chastity cage was squeezed tight, the rubber-banded condom holding back every pathetic dribble of precum Mistress had no doubt she’d be leaking by now. Her stockinged thighs trembled.

Mistress, on the other hand, was the picture of control. One hand on the wheel, the other resting lazily on the sissy’s bare thigh, tracing slow circles along the sheer stockings. Every now and then, her fingers would inch higher, nails teasing at the sensitive skin just beneath the hem of the dress.

"You’re making such a mess already," Mistress murmured, smirking as she glanced over. "My needy little thing, squirming like a desperate slut, and we haven’t even made it to dinner yet."

The sissy whimpered, pressing her thighs together, but there was no relief to be found—not when Mistress’s fingers kept moving, toying, reminding.

By the time they arrived at the restaurant, the sissy was already trembling, struggling to compose herself as they stepped out of the car.

The high-end restaurant was dimly lit, elegant, filled with soft chatter and the clinking of expensive glassware. It was the kind of place where people were too busy savoring their meals and whispering sweet nothings to pry too deeply into other patrons. Still, the moment they stepped inside, the sissy felt the weight of eyes lingering just a second too long.

The heels were already torture. Each deliberate step sent jolts of awareness up her legs, the restrictive lingerie pressing against her skin like a silent command. The chastity cage throbbed unbearably, squeezed tight by the cruel rubber band, trapping every twitch of desperation with nowhere to go. The slickness trapped in her panties only made it worse—hot, helpless frustration pooling, soaking into the satin as she walked behind Mistress, completely owned.

Mistress led her to their reserved table, her nails grazing possessively over the sissy’s hip as she guided her into her seat. "Good girl," she murmured, the words dripping with approval as she leaned in, brushing a strand of hair from the sissy’s blushing face before settling across from her.

The sissy shuddered, thighs pressing together, but there was no escaping the sensation of the pearls digging into her skin, teasing with every tiny shift. Mistress smirked knowingly. "I bet that little condom is already filling up. Poor, needy thing, making such a mess just from looking at me."

A strangled whimper escaped the sissy’s lips. The humiliation burned, made worse by the sheer certainty that Mistress was right. "M-Mistress, please..."

"Shh," she cooed, her voice soft, dangerous. One hand slid under the table, fingers ghosting up the sissy’s inner thigh, nails scratching just beneath the hem of the barely-there dress. "I want you to sit here, be pretty, and suffer for me."

The waiter arrived just as Mistress's foot slid beneath the tablecloth below, the pointed tip of her stiletto teasing along the sissy's calf before trailing up, rubbing against her inner thigh. The pressure was just enough to make the sissy tense, the friction against the stockings sending a fresh wave of helpless need through her.

"What can I get for you ladies tonight?" the waiter asked, flashing a polite smile.

Mistress didn't move her foot, instead pressing in slightly, her stiletto front grazing against the pearl-studded garter. She tilted her head, eyes twinkling with amusement as she glanced at the sissy. "Go ahead, sweetheart. Order for us."

The sissy’s entire body locked up, breath hitching. Mistress’s foot pressed firmer, the sharp tip of her stiletto sliding along her inner thigh, teasing, threatening. Her mouth went dry, heat crawling up her neck, her cheeks. She knew exactly what Mistress wanted—her voice soft, delicate, dripping with submission, but the cruel teasing made it impossible to focus.

She swallowed hard, lips parting shakily. "U-Um… we’ll have the filet mignon and… and a bottle of your house red, please." Her voice trembled, barely above a breathy whisper.

Mistress arched a brow, amusement flickering in her dark eyes. "That’s not quite right, baby. Again. Softer. Sweeter. Like the pretty little thing you are."

The waiter blinked, glancing between them, but remained professional, waiting patiently.

The sissy whimpered, her fingers gripping the hem of her dress beneath the table. She inhaled sharply, trying to steady herself, but Mistress’s foot traced higher, pressing against the lace of her panties, the condom-strapped cage barely concealed. Her thighs quivered, slick with frustration.

She tried again, barely above a desperate, needy murmur. "W-We’ll have the filet mignon… and a bottle of your house red, please…"

Mistress smirked, her stiletto gliding back down, leaving her trembling. Her nails drummed lightly against the table, watching the way the sissy squirmed, completely undone from such a small gesture. "Much better. My little doll knows how to behave when properly encouraged."

Just as the tension started to settle, the sissy’s phone vibrated on the table. A text from Mistress. With shaky fingers, she opened it.

It was a picture. A filthy, humiliating picture from earlier, taken when she was still in nothing but her lingerie, locked and needy, legs spread wide. The pasties pressing against her taut nipples, the pearl-studded garters digging into her thighs, the glossy cage peeking through the sheer panties—every inch of her body captured for Mistress’s amusement. The text beneath it read:

Behave, or maybe our handsome waiter gets a peek.

The sissy’s breath hitched, thighs pressing together instinctively, but there was no escape from the torturous ache, no way to ease the pulsing heat between her legs. Mistress leaned in, whispering just above a murmur, her voice thick with amusement. "How much do you think he'd like seeing my needy little slut like that? Bet he’d love it. Maybe he'd even help me play with you."

A strangled whimper left the sissy’s lips, her face burning with shame. Mistress smirked, sipping from her wine glass leisurely, her gaze flicking over the trembling mess she had made of her doll.

Then, with effortless nonchalance, Mistress “accidentally” dropped her napkin onto the floor. She let out a slow, exaggerated sigh. "Oh, baby," she murmured. "Be a dear and pick that up for me."

The sissy froze.

Mistress arched a brow expectantly, tapping a manicured nail against the rim of her glass.

With no choice, the sissy slid down from her seat, her dress riding up scandalously high as she bent forward. The delicate stockings stretched over her thighs, the pearl-studded garters exposed for anyone to see, her cage barely concealed beneath the teasing hem. The waiter had just returned with their drinks, standing a mere foot away.

Mistress tilted her head, watching the way the sissy’s body trembled as she reached for the napkin. "Such a good girl," she purred, her voice just loud enough for the waiter to hear. "Always so eager to obey."

The sissy’s entire body burned with humiliation, her hands shaking as she finally sat back up, gripping the napkin tightly. The waiter, to his credit, remained professionally composed, but his eyes had flickered—just for a second—lingering on the glimpse of lace and silk between her trembling thighs.

Mistress chuckled, tapping her glass against the sissy’s before taking a slow, satisfied sip. "Happy Valentine’s Day, baby," she murmured. "We’re just getting started."




CHAPTER III

The rest of dinner was slow, excruciatingly so. Mistress indulged herself, savoring each bite, each sip of her wine, all while her sissy sat across from her, shifting restlessly, trapped in her own torment. The teasing never stopped—light touches, whispered filth, the occasional glance that made it painfully clear that tonight was only just beginning.

She made sure the sissy finished her meal, despite how difficult it was to eat while drowning in need, the constant slickness against her cage a humiliating reminder that pleasure was never hers to take.

When the check arrived, Mistress paid effortlessly, adding a generous tip before standing with a satisfied stretch. "Come along, baby," she murmured, brushing past the sissy, the scent of her perfume lingering in the air like a drug. "I have a much better meal waiting for me upstairs."

The ride back to the hotel was torturous. Mistress had made sure of that.

Seated beside her in the front passenger seat, the sissy could barely think straight, her body still trembling from the night’s relentless teasing. Her thighs pressed together, desperate for even the smallest relief, but there was none to be found—not when the cage was tight, the rubber band mercilessly ensuring every pathetic dribble was trapped, the lace of her stockings brushing against overly sensitive skin with every shift.

Mistress sat behind the wheel, her perfectly manicured fingers gripping the leather with the same effortless dominance she exerted over her trembling doll beside her. She drove smoothly, confidently, her eyes flickering to the sissy every now and then, a smirk playing on her lips as she watched her squirm.

Her free hand wasn’t idle. No, it was busy teasing, tormenting—fingertips gliding along the sissy’s bare thigh, nails scraping just enough to make her whimper, to make her shiver in her seat. The lace stockings did nothing to shield her from the heat of Mistress’s touch, the cruel, deliberate way she let her palm hover just close enough to the caged clitty without ever giving the relief she so desperately craved.

“Poor thing,” Mistress cooed, her voice thick with mock sympathy, her grip tightening on the wheel as she accelerated slightly, relishing the way her pet gasped from the sheer helplessness of it all. “Locked up, aching, and still leaking all over yourself like a filthy little slut. You really have no shame, do you?”

She let her fingers trail higher, pressing the tips against the damp lace of the sissy’s panties, feeling the useless little thing pulse beneath its prison. "I should make you ride like this all night, keep you on edge while I take my time getting us back. Imagine that, baby—squirming like a pathetic little doll, desperate and dripping, while I drive around town like nothing’s wrong." Her fingers trailed absentmindedly along the sissy’s bare thigh, nails dragging lightly over the lace-topped stockings. “Mmm, you were such a spectacle tonight,” she purred, her voice thick with amusement. “Did you see the way our waiter looked at you? Poor thing probably thought you were going to fall apart right there at the table."

The sissy whimpered, cheeks burning, hands gripping her dress tightly to keep from fidgeting. Every slight shift made the pearls of her garters press into her sensitive skin, a constant, maddening reminder of how helpless she was.

Mistress smirked, tapping her fingers against the sissy’s thigh before tracing higher, brushing dangerously close to the heat trapped within her cage. "I almost wish we’d stayed longer. Imagine if I had pulled you into the bathroom and had you clean yourself up in front of me. Or better yet, had our dear waiter assist you, his hands all over my pretty little doll, wiping away the evidence of how filthy you are." She let her hand slide up further, palm pressing teasingly against the soft lace of her panties. "Maybe next time, I’ll invite someone to play with us. Would you like that, baby? Letting a stranger see what a pathetic little thing you are?"

The sissy gasped, thighs clenching instinctively, but Mistress’s grip on the wheel tightened. "Ah-ah," she warned. "Sit still. I don’t need you squirming while I drive. Or do I need to pull over and remind you how to behave?" Her voice was laced with mock patience, daring the sissy to push her limits.

By the time they reached their suite, the sissy’s legs were barely holding her up. Every agonizing mile of the drive had been pure, slow torture. Mistress’s hand had never left her body, fingers teasing the lace trim of her stockings, nails scraping just enough to make her squirm. Every touch, every whispered taunt had kept her on edge, trapped in a cycle of unbearable need with no hope of relief. Her cage throbbed, swollen inside the unforgiving heart-shaped confines, the rubber band ensuring every single drop of her aching arousal remained locked away, wasted inside her condom.

Mistress had planned everything down to the last detail. She must have swung by earlier to prepare the room, ensuring that everything was set up just right. The suite smelled of roses, the air thick with the luxurious perfume she had chosen to linger just for them. The king-sized bed was draped in rich red silk sheets, a perfect contrast against the sissy’s pale, trembling form. And at its center, waiting like a forbidden temptation, sat a neatly wrapped box—a Valentine’s gift, encased in glossy pink paper and tied with a satin red ribbon, a promise of what was yet to come.

Mistress shut the door behind them with a soft click, turning to her sissy with a smirk. “Well, baby? Aren’t you excited to see what your loving Mistress got you?”

The sissy’s breath hitched, hands fumbling as she reached for the box. Mistress watched, arms folded, as her doll struggled to pull at the ribbon with shaking fingers. “Slowly,” she instructed. “I want you to savor every moment.”

The wrapping peeled away, and the sissy’s breath caught as she lifted the lid.

A new chastity cage, smaller, crueler, designed to keep every useless twitch locked away. The glossy pink metal gleamed under the suite’s warm light, the shape unmistakable— a delicate, heart-shaped prison  that would make sure her sissy stayed completely denied, helpless, aching with no hope of relief.

Next, a collar—thick, supple black leather, lined on the inside with the softest pink suede. Mistress’s name was boldly engraved on a silver tag, an unmistakable claim that would rest against the sissy’s throat, a constant reminder of who she belonged to.

And beneath it all, nestled in the silk lining of the box, lay the final piece of her torment—a sleek, polished plug, cool to the touch, the engraved words at the base spelling out her fate: ‘Mistress’s Forever Valentine.’  The thick, tapered design promised to stretch her open and keep her perfectly filled all night, ensuring that even when untouched, she would never truly be empty.

The sissy’s breath hitched, a shiver rolling through her as she stared at the wickedly cruel gifts laid out before her. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, but there was no escaping the unbearable heat pooling between them, the cage already swollen and straining within its unrelenting prison. The rubber band ensured not a single drop of her pathetic arousal could leak out, trapping every desperate pulse, every wasted ache inside the cruel confinement Mistress had chosen for her.

Her body shuddered, overwhelmed, helpless, drowning in submission. The collar would sit snugly against her throat, branding her as Mistress’s property for the night and every night after. The new cage—tighter, smaller, adorned with a delicate heart—would deny her completely, locking away any hope of relief. And the final gift, the plug, would ensure she was never empty, stretched wide, kept full and ready for Mistress’s pleasure, no matter how much she whimpered and begged.

Her breath was shaky, her skin flushed, every nerve ending alight with desperate anticipation. Once these were on, there would be no escape—no control, no independence. Only submission. Only ownership. Only the exquisite, inescapable suffering Mistress had designed just for her.

“Out with the old, in with the new,” she murmured. “Strip.”

The sissy obeyed instantly, slipping the dress from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The garters, the stockings, the bra—all still in place, framing her body in delicate lace and satin. Only the panties remained, stretched taut over her locked little clitty, the fabric damp with frustration, a constant, humiliating reminder of how helpless she truly was.

Mistress clicked her tongue. “Hands behind your back.”

Mistress stepped closer, plucking the new cage from the box, rolling it between her fingers with a knowing smirk. The glossy pink metal gleamed under the lights, its heart-shaped form both cruel and delicate, designed to keep her sissy completely helpless.

"Out with the old, in with the new," she murmured. "Strip."

The sissy obeyed instantly, slipping the dress from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The garters, the stockings, the bra—all still in place. Only the panties remained, stretched tight over the swollen, caged clitty, the rubber band still cruelly ensuring not a single drop of precum escaped.

Mistress clicked her tongue. "Hands behind your back."

The sissy complied, shivering as Mistress’s fingers grazed her stomach, trailing lower. With practiced ease, she undid the current cage, and the moment it was removed, the sissy gasped, the rush of cool air against her swollen, aching flesh making her body jolt.

"Pathetic," Mistress cooed, watching the way the sissy's little thing twitched, straining despite the rubber band still trapping everything inside the condom. "And we can’t have that, can we?"

She wasted no time, pressing the new cage against the desperate, leaking clit, her fingers stroking over the sensitive tip just enough to make the sissy shudder. "Mmm, no no, baby," she teased, quickly slipping the head into the tightest part of the cage before it could swell too much to fit. "I know how easily you get excited. Too much, and this wouldn’t even close around you."

The sissy whined, thighs trembling, but Mistress was already securing the final lock in place with a soft click. The new cage was impossibly snug, hugging every inch of her useless little thing, the heart-shaped bars making sure she would stay small, denied, ruined for as long as Mistress wished.

Mistress ran a teasing finger along the metal, pressing just enough to feel the trapped heat within. "So much prettier," she cooed. "So much tighter. And now, my little Valentine is exactly how she should be—completely locked away, completely mine."

The collar came next. Mistress held it in her hands for a moment, watching the sissy's reaction, letting the weight of what was about to happen settle in. The thick, supple black leather gleamed in the soft light, lined with the softest pink suede on the inside, a deceptive contrast to its true purpose. She wrapped it around the sissy’s neck slowly, savoring the way her doll shivered beneath her touch. The cool metal of the silver tag brushed against flushed skin, the engraved letters spelling out the inescapable truth— Mistress’s Property.

She buckled it snugly, just tight enough to remind the sissy of her place, of who she belonged to. Then, with a wicked smirk, she grabbed the tag and gave it a firm tug, forcing her doll to look up at her.

“Mine,” she murmured, her voice thick with possession. “Now and always.”

The sissy whimpered, sinking into the claim, body trembling, mind hazy with submission. The lock clicked into place, sealing her fate, her collar a permanent mark of ownership. But Mistress wasn’t done.

She reached into the box and plucked the final gift between her fingers—the sleek, polished plug, cool and unforgiving, its tapered design promising to stretch her wide, to fill her completely. Mistress turned it slowly, letting the light catch on the engraved words at the base. ‘Mistress’s Forever Valentine.’

She ran her thumb over the inscription, her smirk deepening. “And now,” she mused, twirling the plug in her hand, “the finishing touch.”

She stepped back toward the bed, tapping the mattress with a single manicured nail. “Bend over. Legs apart.”

The sissy’s entire body flushed, her breath coming in shallow gasps. There was no hesitation, only obedience. She climbed onto the bed, knees sinking into the silk sheets, her chest pressing forward, arms trembling as she spread her legs, exposing herself completely.

Mistress climbed up behind her, straddling her trembling form, hands smoothing over her soft, shivering thighs. Her fingers traced a teasing path between her cheeks, spreading them apart, exposing the untouched, vulnerable space waiting for its rightful claim.

“Such a perfect little thing,” she murmured, pressing a single, possessive kiss to the base of the collar. “And now, let’s make sure you’re properly filled for the night.”

The sissy gasped, back arching instinctively, thighs quaking as Mistress pressed the cool tip of the plug against her entrance. She took her time, circling, teasing, dipping just enough to make her doll whimper, desperate and exposed. Mistress drank in every tremble, every soft, pleading sound, reveling in the power she held.

“Oh, baby,” she cooed, applying just a fraction more pressure, just enough to make the sissy push back instinctively, eager, needy. “Already so desperate to take it, aren’t you?”

The sissy let out a strangled moan, voice breaking. “P-Please, Mistress… please…”

Mistress chuckled darkly. “Patience, doll. I want to savor this.”

And then, finally, she pushed it inside. Slowly, deliberately, stretching her pet open inch by inch, making sure she felt every last moment of it. The sissy’s fingers clenched the sheets, her body trembling, every nerve alight with unbearable pleasure and submission.

The plug settled deep, snug, ensuring she was never empty, never without Mistress’s claim inside her. Mistress leaned in, lips brushing against her ear. “You’ll keep that in all night, won’t you, baby?”

A broken, desperate whimper. “Y-Yes, Mistress.”

A wicked smile. “Good girl.”

She pulled back, admiring her pet, stretched out, adorned in her gifts, completely owned.

And then, softly, she whispered—

“Now, let's have some Valentine fun.”

Mistress let her fingers linger on the sissy’s trembling body, her touch feather-light, a promise of what was to come. She admired the way her pet shivered beneath her, every muscle tensed, waiting, anticipating. Slowly, she reached for the silk restraints she had placed on the bed earlier, letting the soft fabric slide between her fingers before looping one end around the sissy’s delicate wrist.

She tightened the knot expertly, securing it to the headboard, making sure there was just enough slack for movement—but not enough for escape. "There we go," she murmured, moving to the other wrist, repeating the process with slow, deliberate care. "My pretty little Valentine, all wrapped up just for me."

The sissy whimpered as Mistress’s fingers trailed down her arms, tracing the soft silk restraints before she gripped just hard enough to make her pet squirm. She let her nails drag lightly over sensitive skin, lingering just long enough to tease, to remind her sissy that she was completely at her mercy. A wicked smirk curled on Mistress’s lips as she slid her hands lower, letting the anticipation build before shifting her attention further down. She guided the sissy’s legs apart, the smooth skin of her thighs quivering under her touch. One by one, she secured each ankle with matching silk ties, locking her pet in place. The sight of her sissy—spread open, helpless, bound beneath her—sent a pleased hum through Mistress’s throat.

She leaned in close, her breath warm against her pet’s cheek. "Now," she purred, pressing a lingering kiss to the corner of the sissy’s trembling lips, "let’s make sure you remember exactly who you belong to tonight."

The sissy whimpered softly, wrists bound to the headboard with silky red ties, ankles secured apart, leaving her utterly vulnerable. The cool air of the room contrasted against the heat of her body, the anticipation unbearable.

Mistress took her time, standing at the foot of the bed as she reached for a new addition to her collection—a special strap-on she had picked out just for tonight. The harness was sleek, black leather with gold buckles that gleamed under the room’s soft glow, custom-fitted to hug her hips perfectly. She slid it up over her thighs, pulling the straps tight, securing it against her body with slow, practiced ease.

The shaft itself was something new—thicker, heavier, the deep wine-red silicone crafted with ridges that promised intense stimulation. It was double-ended, the shorter end nestling snugly inside her, ensuring that every movement would bring her pleasure while the other half stood proud, firm, and utterly intimidating.

She ran a teasing hand over the length, stroking it as if testing its readiness, knowing full well that her bound little pet was watching every movement with wide, desperate eyes. "Look at you," she murmured, smirking as she finally climbed onto the bed, her confidence effortless. "All locked up, tied down, and still so eager. It’s almost adorable."

She reached between the sissy’s legs, fingers pressing against the locked cage, making her pet twitch instinctively.

"So desperate already," she mused, clicking her tongue in mock disappointment. "But tonight isn’t about you, is it? Tonight is about making sure you know exactly where you belong."

She moved back, settling herself onto her knees as she slid a hand between her own thighs, taking her time, teasing herself, showing her sissy exactly what real pleasure looked like. The strap-on sat at her hips, glistening under the soft glow of the room, its thick, silicone shaft curved just right, designed for deep, relentless pleasure.

She ran a slow hand over it, stroking the length teasingly, smirking as the sissy's wide eyes stayed glued to the movement. "You like watching me touch it, don’t you? Wishing it was yours?" She chuckled, slipping the harness straps up over her hips, adjusting them snugly against her skin. The leather sat perfectly against her curves, the polished metal buckles clicking into place, securing it tightly. Mistress rolled her hips, testing the fit, letting the toy bob slightly, deliberately, making sure her sissy saw everything.

She reached down, gripping the base of the shaft, giving it a slow, purposeful stroke before letting go, watching it bounce back into place. "Firm, thick, unrelenting," she murmured, dragging a finger along the underside. "And yet... the one thing you’ll never get to feel. How tragic, baby."

She wasn’t in any rush. No, tonight was about denial. The more the sissy whimpered and squirmed, the deeper Mistress’s amusement grew. She savored each little gasp, each tremble, the way her pet's body betrayed her, needing more but knowing she wouldn’t get it—at least, not yet. Every delayed touch, every withheld reward, was another reminder of who was in control. And Mistress loved nothing more than watching her sissy come undone beneath her, helpless and craving what she refused to give.

"I bet you wish you could touch," she purred, letting out a soft moan just to make it worse for her pet. "But good girls know their place."

The plug still nestled inside the sissy, its presence a constant, overwhelming reminder of her Mistress’s control. Mistress traced a single teasing finger along the base, smirking at the way her pet twitched. "So stuffed, so perfectly filled," she murmured, watching the helpless squirming beneath her. "But I think it's time for a little change, don't you?"

She pressed her palm against the plug, pushing slightly, just enough to make the sissy whimper, to make her body tighten instinctively around the intrusion. Mistress chuckled, reveling in the desperate reaction. "Relax for me, baby," she cooed, her voice dripping with mock patience. "Be good, and I'll make it easy for you."

Slowly, so agonizingly slowly, she twisted the plug, letting it drag against the sensitive walls as she pulled it halfway out, then pushed it back in just as teasingly. The sissy moaned, legs trembling against the restraints, breath ragged and pleading.

Mistress continued, inch by inch, torturing her pet with the unbearable sensation of being emptied, then filled again, until finally, with one last deliberate pull, she slipped the plug free, leaving her sissy gaping, exposed, and aching in its absence.

"There we go," she whispered, holding the plug up for her pet to see, coated, glistening, proof of how well Mistress had prepared her. "So obedient. So ready. And now... let's see just how well you can take what comes next."

The sissy gasped, body jerking against the restraints, but there was nowhere to go, no way to escape the slow, torturous rhythm Mistress had set.

She leaned in close, her breath warm against her pet’s ear. "Beg for more," she commanded, her voice firm, teasing. "Beg like a good little doll."

The sissy whimpered, voice breaking. "P-Please, Mistress... more."

Mistress chuckled, running her fingers along the straps of the cage. "More? You want more? Such a greedy little thing. But tell me, baby, do you think you deserve it?"

The sissy hesitated, swallowing hard, but Mistress didn’t allow for silence. Her bound body trembled as she felt the lubed head of the strap-on glide against her entrance, teasing, pressing, but never quite giving. Mistress enjoyed watching her pet squirm, the way anticipation made every muscle tense, every shallow breath a plea.

"Look at you," Mistress purred, rolling her hips slightly so the thick, ridged toy smeared lube over her sissy’s hole. "So eager. So needy. But do you deserve it?"

The sissy whimpered, legs spreading further, desperate for more. "Y-Yes, Mistress! Please… please, I need it."

Mistress hummed, as if considering, watching the way her sissy’s hole fluttered, struggling to stay relaxed after being left gaping from the plug’s removal. "Still twitching, baby? Like your body’s begging for it already?" She ran a teasing finger around the stretched rim, tracing the heat, reveling in the way the sissy's breath hitched. "You’ve been trained so well—so desperate to be filled again, aren’t you?" she echoed, dragging the tip up and down, rubbing slow, agonizing circles around the sensitive entrance. "How badly, baby? Show me. Beg properly."

The sissy gasped, her voice breaking. "P-Please, Mistress… I-I’ll be good, I swear. Just—just give it to me. I need it inside. I need you."

Mistress smirked, pleased. "That’s better." And then, with slow, deliberate pressure, she pushed inside, stretching her pet open inch by inch. The slick heat of her own body welcomed the shorter end of the double-ended toy, pleasure rippling through her as she took control.

She gave her pet and herself a moment, letting the fullness settle, savoring the way the sissy shuddered beneath her. Then, she started moving, rolling her hips in a slow, punishing rhythm, making sure the sissy felt every inch, every curve, every ridge  designed to make her body succumb.

"Watch me, baby," she murmured, her voice a husky command. "Watch me do what you’ll never be able to do to me."

The sissy moaned, wrists straining against the restraints, body burning with frustration and helpless need. Every thrust, every slow grind of Mistress’s hips sent a fresh wave of torment through her, locked, denied, and completely at her mercy.

Mistress only smiled, leaning down, letting her fingers trail down her pet’s throat before gripping her jaw, tilting her face up. "So pretty when you’re desperate," she purred, her thumb brushing over the sissy’s trembling lower lip before slipping just inside, teasing. "Open up, baby. Let me feel how needy you are." "Such a good little Valentine," she cooed, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "And good girls always do what they’re told. Don’t they?"

The sissy nodded frantically, her words lost in a needy whimper, completely lost in Mistress’s control.

Mistress pressed a slow, wet kiss to her pet’s neck, whispering against her skin. "Good. Now, let’s see how long you can last."

The room was thick with the lingering heat of their hours-long session. Mistress had taken her time, savoring every moment, stretching it out until her own pleasure had peaked—thrice— already while her sissy was left aching, denied, teetering on the edge but never allowed to fall. Her body still hummed with satisfaction, the remnants of her own bliss making her limbs loose, her breathing steady. Meanwhile, her pet was a mess—quivering, drenched in sweat, every inch of her trembling with pent-up need.

Mistress ran a slow hand down her sissy’s quivering body, her touch light but possessive. The sheets beneath them were a mess—slick with sweat, evidence of the endless teasing, the desperate writhing, the overwhelming sensations that had ruled the night.

She smirked as she trailed a teasing fingertip over the tight, locked cage, watching the way her sissy's body jolted at even the slightest touch. The metal was slick, drenched in helpless little dribbles that had been leaking for hours, proof of her pet’s desperation. Mistress let out a soft chuckle, pressing her palm against the cage, feeling the way it throbbed, useless, aching for something it would never get.

"Still dribbling, baby?" she cooed, her voice thick with amusement. "Such a needy little thing. All this time, all this teasing, and you still can’t help yourself. Pathetic. And so, so cute." She gave a slow, taunting squeeze, watching as her pet gasped, hips twitching involuntarily. "Do you even remember what it feels like to be in control, baby? Or have I turned you into something so desperate you don’t even care anymore?"

The sissy whimpered, her entire body shaking, hypersensitive from being edged for so long. Every muscle in her body was locked in anticipation, the ache in her core unbearable. Mistress had played her like a perfect instrument, bringing her right to the edge only to pull back, again and again, until she was nothing but a trembling, desperate doll in her hands.

Mistress leaned in, pressing a slow, indulgent kiss to her sissy’s damp forehead, savoring the way her pet whimpered beneath her touch. She let her lips linger, trailing down, pressing teasing kisses along flushed cheeks, down to a trembling jaw. "You’ve been such a good girl for me tonight," she murmured, her voice syrupy sweet, yet still dripping with control. "So obedient, so helpless… but do you think you’ve earned it, baby? Do you really deserve a reward after all that squirming, all that whining?"

She pulled back slightly, letting her eyes rake over her sissy’s bound form, the flushed skin, the way every muscle tensed in anticipation. "Tell me how much you need it," she commanded, voice low, teasing. "Beg for it. Properly."

The sissy could barely form words at this point, her mind hazy, lost in the overwhelming sensations rippling through her. She had no control anymore, no resistance left—only the need for release, for surrender, for Mistress to give her the final push over the edge.

Mistress smirked, watching her pet unravel beneath her, trembling and gasping, every breath a desperate plea. She let her fingers glide over sweat-slicked skin, her grip shifting between teasing and firm, controlling every sensation. "That’s it, my good girl," she whispered, her tone dripping with satisfaction. "Let go. Give in. You don’t need to think, you don’t need to fight it. Just let Mistress take you exactly where you belong."

Mistress wasn’t going to let her pet go easily—not after all these hours, all this teasing. Her grip tightened, her words turned softer, yet even more commanding. "That’s it," she purred, dragging her nails down flushed, trembling skin. "Feel it. Let it take you over, baby. Let go for me."

The sissy’s breath hitched, every nerve in her body locking up as the pleasure built to unbearable heights. It wasn’t just tension—it was need, raw and uncontrollable. The cage throbbed, slick, aching, every denied pulse of pleasure only making her more desperate, more overwhelmed. Mistress smirked as she watched her sissy’s back arch, her body shuddering violently beneath the weight of sensation.

"You look so beautiful like this," Mistress murmured, leaning in to press a slow, heated kiss against her sissy’s lips, swallowing every gasping moan. "So weak for me. So helpless. And you love it, don’t you? Love how I keep you right on the edge, love how I own every part of you?"

The sissy couldn’t answer—she could only whimper, hands curling into fists against the restraints, legs trembling, thighs twitching. Mistress chuckled, brushing sweat-matted strands of hair away from her pet’s forehead. "Shhh," she soothed, her tone dripping with amusement. "I know, baby. I know exactly what you need."

And then, with a slow, torturous precision, she guided her sissy into a climax unlike any before—one that wasn’t just release, but surrender. It tore through every inch of her body, a shockwave of pleasure so overwhelming that she barely registered the choked cry that broke from her lips. Mistress watched, drinking in every convulsion, every tremor, the way her pet arched, lost in pure, helpless bliss, the climax seizing her body and refusing to let go.

Her muscles locked up, then shuddered violently, the pleasure rolling through her in crashing waves. Each pulse sent another jolt of overwhelming bliss up her spine, radiating outward, making every inch of her body quake. Mistress didn’t stop—didn’t let up, her hands firm against sweat-slicked skin, her voice still coaxing, still teasing.

"That’s it, baby. Take it. Feel every second of it. You’re mine."

The sissy’s body seized up, her hips lifting instinctively, her back arching, her whimpers turning into strangled moans as she shattered completely under Mistress’s control. The locked cage pulsed, sensitive beyond reason, every denied sensation crashing down all at once, making her body shake with the force of it. Her mouth hung open, but no sound escaped at first—only gasping, overwhelmed silence before a wrecked, breathless cry finally tore free.

Mistress drank in the sight, her smirk deepening as she watched her pet shudder and writhe beneath her. "Such a good girl," she whispered, her lips trailing over flushed, trembling skin. "Completely ruined for me. Just how I like you." Mistress didn’t look away, didn’t let up, her hands and words keeping her pet exactly where she wanted her— completely owned.

A helpless cry broke from the sissy’s lips as pleasure consumed her, her body locking up, then shuddering as the release took hold. It wasn’t just physical—it was complete, a surrender so deep that it left her boneless beneath Mistress’s touch.

Mistress smiled, pressing another soft kiss against her sissy’s temple, her fingers brushing through damp, trembling strands of hair. “That’s my good girl,” she whispered, her voice full of warmth, of satisfaction, of ownership. “My perfect little Valentine.”

She held her pet close, letting the aftershocks settle, reveling in the way her sissy’s body stayed soft, pliant, completely spent in her arms. And as the night came to a close, Mistress traced lazy patterns against her pet’s bare skin, already thinking of what delicious torments awaited them next time.
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 
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