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Chapter One

Reveille blared from my phone at exactly 5:00 AM, yanking me from sleep into the reality of the pink cage between my legs. Three months of enforced chastity throbbed—my arousal locked away behind plastic while a Christmas storm besieged our windows, as cold and unyielding as Sienna’s three-month deployment had been.

I shot upright and reached for my pajama bottoms, my bare skin prickling in the December chill. I froze, hands empty, recalling what Mistress had said on our last video call.

“What shall I buy you, Mistress?”

“Oh, my dear husband. You will be my present. Why don’t you wrap yourself in a pink bow Christmas morning?”

“A pink bow?”

“Yes. Other than the bow and your little pink cage, you shall be naked for me. I can think of nothing better than my little boy toy for Christmas.”

I laughed nervously, but she wasn’t joking. Somewhere, she found a picture of a woman, naked in a full-body bow. “I want the ribbon tied around your waist, the bow draped over your caged cock, and the tails covering your sexy little ass.”

Once she described her Christmas fantasy, we spent the last fifty minutes of our video call talking like a typical married couple. She asked me how my bookstore was doing—the shop we’d met at—I told her about the day-to-day struggles every entrepreneur faces, carefully glossing over my chastity. She listened—truly listened. One thing I loved about Sienna is that she listens to me. I asked about her deployment in Afghanistan. She sighed, describing austere conditions and the rigors of deployment. “I have to tell you about an experience I had. It was delightful. I was so fucking horny. Months of nothing. All the pent-up—”

I understood. God, did I know.

“—The moment I walk through the door—”

I pictured her dropping to her knees, untying the pink bow, and freeing me from my plastic prison and…

“—I swear to God, I will ruin you. Simon, I’m so glad we met. I’ve been looking for a man who would please me as I deserve. Treat me like his Queen. It turns me on knowing—”

My cock strained against the “Trust Box.” That’s how Sienna referred to my chastity cage.

“—you’re locked up for me. I’m so glad I walked into your bookstore that day.”

We’d met eight months ago at my rare bookstore. Six feet tall in polished combat boots, uniform pressed to knife-edged creases matching her sharp jawline.

I said, “If you’re looking for something special, I’d be honored to help. I know every title on my shelves.”

She didn’t smile. She raked my body. Head-to-toe, like a drill sergeant sizing up a raw recruit. She didn’t pretend to be subtle. I felt stripped bare under her gaze—an opportunity, not a man.

“I’m looking for two things. One: a rare title—Crimson Keys: Femdom Erotica Through The Ages.”

“Uh, yes. Rare book. I have it.”

I handed it to her. “And the other thing?” I asked with a teasing cock of my eyebrow.

She smiled. “Are you sure you want to know the other thing I’m looking for?”

A month later, I bought a diamond ring. Got down on one knee and proposed. She accepted—on one condition. After struggling with her request for another month, I put on her chastity cage, a wickedly bubblegum pink device designed for humiliation and control, the ultimate act of trust. Hours after handing her the key, we married, twice: once before a justice of the peace and again… In a strange ceremony. That required me to sign an additional, very detailed marital agreement: binding, at least in spirit, maybe more, if you asked my dick.

I tied the giant satin bow, so it drooped over my cage. Its cool smoothness brushed against my skin. I made my bed with military precision. Every shift of the bow’s silky fabric reminded me of Sienna’s control—and how much I loved it.

I headed for the kitchen, but paused at her bedroom. I considered climbing in next to her, pretending to be a normal husband. But the “Trust Box” bit down, reminding me of her orders, making me think hard about the consequences of disobeying her. Three months, twenty-three hours, and fourteen minutes of denial. I prayed one of my gifts for Christmas was even a minute inside her.

Like a schoolgirl with a crush, I still wore the faint imprint of where she’d kissed my forehead last night. “If I need you again tonight, I’ll call. Don’t sleep in your bow, but put it back on in the morning.” She didn’t want me in her bed—that was the rule. “You can sleep with me when I permit it, not before. That’s how trust works, sweet thing.”

I watched her slow, even breathing, the slight part of her lips. Her limbs splayed across the bed, one arm flung above her head in the same position she’d collapsed into after I brought her to three orgasms on her first night home.

How could I forget Christmas Eve?

She dropped her duffel bag and the Christmas presents and looked at me like a starving animal sizing up its prey. “You look so pretty in your pink bow.”

The air shifted. I was glad she was home. Her eyes narrowed, blue eyes hungry. All I could do was stand there, naked, shaking, the bow brushing my cock as if it might detonate, the pink satin tail swaying against my bare ass. Every cell in my body screamed for release.

She swept her gaze over me. “Run my bath,” she commanded. “Temperature exactly as I like it. Then, arrange your gifts beneath the tree while I eat something. I need stamina for what I have planned.”

“Yes, Mistress. I prepared as you requested. It’s waiting in the fridge.”

Her voice dropped an octave, military crisp. She checked her watch, “Good boy. You’re just what I need after three months in the middle of nowhere. While I eat and bathe, kneel beside the bed. Naked. Eyes down and wait for me.”

She turned away—my compliance assumed.

I arranged her presents under the Christmas tree, each box wrapped with white wrapping paper, imprinted with stenciled figures in various poses of sexual activity. Strange. I shook them all, trying to guess what was inside, but nothing rattled. After arranging my presents, I ran her bath, careful not to ruin the bow. I waited on my knees in her bedroom, mind racing through the possibilities: me on top, Sienna on top. I imagined Sienna was more of an on-top kind of gal. It didn’t matter; relief was on the horizon.

An hour and a half later, my knees ached, and my back was stiff. She stepped out of the bathroom, water beading on her toned shoulders and running in rivulets down the defined muscles of her abdomen. Her military-honed body gleamed under the light. Naked and powerful. She didn’t reach for a towel or try to cover herself. She stood, magnificent and unashamed, dark hair slicked back, blue eyes locking onto mine with predatory focus.

My heart thudded so hard the cage pinched. Three months of longing condensed into a single moment—every fantasy alive. She strode to the bed, dog tags and my chastity key swinging across her perky breasts, then flopped down, thighs spread.

Power radiated from her-the kind I adored. It demanded obedience.

“I need this.” She said.

I managed a smile, “So do I, Mistress. I’m glad you’re home.”

Sienna climbed on the bed and turned away, presenting that perfect ass—an invitation and an insult. Hours spent in the gym and military training had sculpted it. She glanced over her shoulder, her blue eyes daring me and knowing exactly what this display was doing to me in my pink prison.

She pointed between her thighs, “I’ve been aching for this day for months. Prove how desperate you are to please me.”

“But…” I glanced down at my caged cock. The bow.

“You haven’t earned more. Start with your tongue. Let‘s see how well you do.”

I sank behind her, face pressing between her thighs like a dog sniffing another dog’s derriere. I couldn’t see her face—only the slick heat welcoming me. The cage dug into my flesh, a reminder of my place.

I ignored my aching neck, the pinching cage, the humiliation. Her twitching thighs, her swollen, damp lips, her soft sighs morphing into greedy moans drove me on. I pictured how this must look: a naked man, wrapped in a pink bow and tight pink fig leaf, dripping with need, tongue buried in his wife, desperate for approval.

Her milky, moist thighs flexed. Her breath broke into a low, guttural moan. She rocked her hips, grinding my nose deeper. I gasped but licked faster, drooling as if starved. Every flick of my tongue sent shocks through my body, the cage tightening, pinching my swollen flesh so savagely I whimpered.

As she neared climax for the first time, she clamped a hand on the back of my head and yanked me deeper—a chokehold. Wet, feral, humiliating. I had zero leverage, no air, only hitting the right spot and pushing her over the edge. My cock throbbed so viciously I whimpered. Three months of denied pleasure and desperate, aching dreams, and I wasn’t even going to get a look at her face while she came. Only the rhythm of her hips, the slick warmth, the way her thighs shook around my ears as she used my face like a fucking toy.

She came violently, body seizing, a snarl in her throat, her muscles stone-hard under my hands. I felt the flood, the clamp, the shudder that ran all the way through her, leaving only her taste and afterglow. She held me there until I’d licked her clean—every second a fresh humiliation.

Sienna released me with a small, dismissive grunt.

Not congratulations. Not a thank you. Just: “Lie on your back.”

I obeyed. Then she rode my face for two more orgasms.

Then: “Tuck me in. Such a good boy you are. You have pleased your Mistress. Your wife.”

I smoothed her sheets, propped the pillows with stupid, obedient care. She watched me with hooded, predatory eyes but didn’t bother to comment on the evidence of my desperation—the sticky pink bow.

I lingered for a moment longer, watching Sienna sleep—her breaths slow, her body utterly relaxed, as if every part of her belonged here and now. The satin bow tugged at my waist, a constant reminder of who I was and what I’d promised her. With one last look, I padded away from her doorway, the cool floor waking me fully as I made for the kitchen. Breakfast wouldn’t cook itself, and on Christmas morning, I wanted everything to be perfect for my Mistress.


Chapter Two

I entered the kitchen. On the counter was a Christmas card addressed to: “My Caged Christmas Angel.” I opened it. On the front of the card was a glossy silhouette of a dominatrix, her hourglass figure emphasized by a tightly laced leather corset that cinched her waist to impossible narrowness. Her black latex thigh-highs gleamed. One gloved hand rested on a cocked hip while the other gripped a braided bullwhip that curled around her like a dangerous pet. The cardstock was heavy, expensive, the kind that makes a statement when you set it on a table.

I opened the card, and a piece of paper fell out. Instructions for the day. I set it aside. Read what Mistress wrote:

My dearest husband,

I’m a woman who believes in traditional values: obedience, discipline, and I prefer to be the one holding the leash. Christmas for me is a day for rewards—and reminders. We play a game today: for every good deed or perfect act of service, you may open one present and enjoy your reward. For every mistake, slip, or act of disobedience, you will open a present I select as a tool to help you remember what failure to please me means.

I considered how many of the twelve gifts were rewards and how many were for my discipline.

Serve me well, and your Christmas will be filled with pleasure. Disappoint me, and you will learn the true meaning of discipline. It’s all up to you, precious.

With love and high expectations,

Mistress

A reminder from the contract I signed when we married followed.

P.S.

“In the event that any assigned duties or responsibilities are not performed to the satisfaction of Mrs. Sienna Blackwood, Mr. Simon Blackwood agrees to accept such corrective measures as Mrs. Blackwood, hereafter referred to as Mistress, deems appropriate, ensuring continued harmony and discipline within the marriage.”

I opened the paper with detailed instructions for preparing her breakfast. I set the paper down and looked down at myself and couldn’t fucking believe this was who I’d become: a grown man, a successful business owner with thirty stores spread across the country, decked out in pink humiliation, trembling that even a simple task like preparing breakfast might bring punishment. I reminded myself that if I pleased her, I might get a reward.

Was this what I wanted? Was this who I was?

I forced myself to focus on the task and to avoid opening one of the bad boy gifts. Overall, the breakfast was simple. Three eggs, over easy. Coffee. Two creams, one sugar-I pictured Mistress as more of a coffee-black type of girl. Toast. There was a picture in the envelope of exactly how she liked it toasted. Buttered. “Make sure the butter covers the whole piece of toast.”

I pulled three eggs from the carton and caught my reflection in the microwave door: the bow’s pink tails covering my pink cage. My cock strained, betraying the humiliation of getting aroused from shame.

With the coffee done, I debated when to start the eggs. The note stated: “Breakfast at Seven.”

In the distance, the toilet flushed. I checked my phone: 6:42. I cracked the eggs, dropped the toast, and waited.

I barely had time to finish smearing the butter when I heard footsteps coming toward the dining room. 6:52. Breakfast at seven. The eggs were almost there. The coffee. Oh shit. I poured the coffee, added one cream, and one sugar. No! It was two creams. I added another.

The eggs!

Fuck!

I flipped them, hoping I hadn’t let them cook too long. I rechecked the perfect breakfast photo as the contract I signed echoed in my head: “Corrective measures as Mrs. Blackwood deems necessary.”

In the dining room, Mistress pulled a chair across the floor. I grabbed the plate in one hand, the coffee in the other as I imagined what punishment Mistress might impose on me if her breakfast wasn’t perfect, and once again, my kinky mind betrayed the normal guy everyone saw and the “Trust Box” bit down.

I entered the dining room. Mistress sat at the dining room table, naked. On the table, next to her, was a present. I wondered if it was a “Good Boy,” Or “Bad Boy,” present.

I set the plate down. Kneeled as Mistress had instructed, hating myself for how natural and good kneeling next to her felt. I hoped. I waited. She sipped the coffee, the delicate porcelain clinking against her teeth before she swallowed with a soft, contemplative “mmm” that neither confirmed satisfaction nor promised punishment. Then she picked up the fork, cut the eggs, and took a bite. “Perfect.” The toast crunched. “Perfect.”

“You have done well.”

Three months of not having an orgasm unraveled, and the words burst from me before I could stop them. “Mistress, you owe me. You owe me.” My voice cracked. “Three orgasms last night. Your breakfast—perfect. I’m wearing this—this ridiculous bow. Three months, three fucking months without—” I gestured frantically at my caged cock; my face burning with humiliation and need. “I can’t take it anymore. I need it. Now.”

She smiled cruelly, “Is that how you address your Mistress?” She took another slow, deliberate bite of egg, watching me squirm. “Perhaps I should remind you who decides when and if you deserve release. Though I must admit, your tongue performed... adequately last night.”

I winced and dropped my chin, shame burning across my face. Three months straining in this fucking cage, three months of denial, desperation, longing for anything, and the only thing I got? Adequate. Not extraordinary. Not impressive. Not even a compliment. Like I was nothing but her toy, a means to an end, something to grind herself against before tossing me aside for breakfast. “Adequate? Just adequate? You came three times!”

Mistress nodded, sipped her coffee, rolled her head back as if she was recalling my performance last night. “Yes. Adequate. But you failed on several points. Detail matters, Simon. Had I wanted a lazy tongue, I could have found it in any haphazard bar in Kabul. I chose you.” Our eyes locked hard and cold and beautiful. “Next time, keep your nose out of the way. Flatten your tongue and lick slowly and deeply, not those frantic little flicks. Don’t chase my movements; follow my lead. And don’t you dare whimper unless you know it will entertain me.”

I should have kept quiet. I should have clamped my mouth shut and accepted the crumb she offered. But humiliation and frustration boiled over into a whine: “Mistress, please. You don’t understand. I can’t do this anymore; it hurts. I need you to unlock me, I need—I want to be inside you, I’ve been so good, so patient, you promised, you said if I made you happy—”

I saw it right away: the way her eyes flattened, the set of her mouth, all the warmth draining away. Just cold, gleaming disappointment. Maybe even disgust.

I hated that look. That brisk, military-sharp flicker of: you failed to measure up. My stomach dropped, and the cage pinched even harder, humiliation rushing over me in waves. I’d begged. Bitched. Lost control. That’s not what she wanted from me, and I could see, in her face, that I’d fucked up.

Shit.

Shit.

Mistress tapped her finger on the gift-wrapped box on the dining room table as if trying to decide if she should give it to me. Instead, she finished her breakfast, ignoring me. When done, she slid the plate forward, slid the gift toward me, “I’m disappointed that you would think I wouldn’t reward you for the pleasure you gave me last night, even though it could have been and will be better in the future. This is for your efforts last night. Open your reward, then, for your whining, I have a special gift for you.”

My trembling fingers peeled back the wrapping paper, my mind fixated on only one possibility—that tiny metal key that would finally end my torment was inside.

In the box was an outfit. On top of the outfit was a card that said: A good boy’s reward.

I stared at the outfit, recalling a conversation we had several weeks ago. “Tell me what you’ve been imagining, husband. What outfit would make your breath catch? What would you like to see me wearing when I finally decide you’ve earned a reward?”

It was exactly as I described. A full-body latex bodysuit. All Black. A zipper running down the front. She would own it. Not just the outfit, but the moment I saw her in it, she would become something beyond human: a goddess, a force of nature, the wet-dream general of my private humiliation and defeat.

The heels…

Jesus, the heels had to be six inches high. Not even vaguely practical. Not designed for walking, let alone running, it was only for standing over someone who would kneel, beg, and hope.

And there was a riding crop tucked beside the boots. Sleek black leather, the whole ensemble: an outfit you only saw in porn movies or on the covers of books I hide in the back room and don’t stock.

My cock tried to swell, but the unyielding plastic made sure I’d never forget what I was: her Christmas present, wrapped in a pink bow.

She stood, pushing her chair back with deliberate slowness. “After I get dressed, I’ll return and give you your second Christmas present. Wait in the living room, kneeling in front of the Christmas tree. Since you’ve forgotten that good boys wait patiently for what their Mistress gives them. Good boys say ‘thank you’ for whatever they receive. Bad boys...” She leaned down until her lips nearly brushed my ear. “Bad boys whine and make demands. Bad boys forget their place and talk back to their Mistress. And bad boys must be reminded of the consequences.”

I headed for the living room, my heart hammering against my ribs. The ‘Trust Box’ bit deeper with each step, a constant reminder of my place. What would her Christmas be? A longer sentence in this plastic prison? Something that would make me beg even as I hated myself for begging? Or something worse—something I hadn’t even imagined yet?


Chapter Three

I padded into the living room, the bow’s tails teasing my ass with every step. In the living room, I stood staring at the Christmas tree and the neat stack of Christmas presents.

Different sizes. I picked up each gift-wrapped box, weighing them and searching for clues: their heft, how they sounded when I shook them, and the outline of the gift when I pressed down. The longest felt stiff and heavy. That’s gonna hurt. The smallest was light and no bigger than four by five, pretty safe, but who knew?

The ‘Trust Box’ pulsed between my thighs, a low-grade ache. Several desperate questions flooded my thoughts: Was discipline what I craved? Was it what I deserved? I whined, no doubt about that, but did I want her to punish me more than I wanted her to give me pleasure?

Back to the gifts. Which would she choose? Did it matter? I circled them. Picked one up. Dropped it. Tried another, the one I thought would hurt, and examined it more closely, pressing down, feeling the outline ruining the box and gift-wrap. It was a paddle. And it felt heavy. Yeah, paddle. I thought that’s gonna hurt. I dropped it and stepped back. Whatever was inside needed to stay inside.

It occurred to me that it might please her to punish me. I really wanted to make her happy more than anything. I picked up the smallest one, shook it with my ear pressed to the box, getting no clue as to its contents. I cycled through the possibilities.

The heavy thud-thud of rubber soles on hardwood announced that Mistress approached. Mistress entered, pausing at the threshold, drinking in the scene: me, naked but for the bow, the humiliating pink cage, and the trembling box clutched to my chest. She let the silence stretch: a standoff, a dare.

Then she stepped into the living room.

It was… beyond anything I’d ever seen; the latex squeezing her perfectly sculpted body into impossible curves. She stepped forward. Then another step. And another until she towered over me. She spread her legs, put her gloved hands on her hips, posing like a superhero, a queen, a dominatrix, a conqueror. Teasingly, she tugged down the zipper, revealing the gleaming patch framing her shaved, glistening lips. Every motion meant to tease.

My mouth went dry. The ‘Trust Box’ pulsed in time with my racing heart, desperate and useless.

Mistress didn’t speak. She let me look, helpless to pull my eyes away.

She toyed with the riding crop, letting it dangle from her fingers, then slapped it lightly against her palm. The sound cracked, clean and sharp: a warning, a promise. Each time she moved, the latex gleamed and flexed. She let the silence choke me.

Mistress tapped the riding crop on the unwrapped gift I held to my naked chest. “That’s the one I was going to pick.”

I nodded. Awe eclipsed the humiliation, want, and fear.

“Open it. Accept your discipline.”

I ripped off the wrapping paper to reveal a plain white box. I opened it.

Inside, on a nest of fluff, was…. A gag.

Mistress laughed. “How fitting. Oh, my.. My… My… What a fitting punishment for such a whiner.”

It wasn’t just any gag. The color of it matched my cage. The bow. The gag wasn’t a ball, but a miniature penis.

“For the rest of the day, I get what I want most. Silence. Service. No more whining. No more complaining, subby hubby.”

My throat tightened. Did she actually expect me to wear this?

She picked the gag up with two fingers, stepped behind me, and said, “Open. Let this be a reminder. A cruel, but simple reminder that when you speak to me, it should be for nothing else but to beg, worship, or praise me for selecting you to be my sissy husband, no back-talking or whining.”

I opened.

Mistress didn’t hesitate. She slid the two-inch phallus past my lips, burying it in my mouth, the effect instant: drool seeped from the corners of my mouth, and it was impossible not to suck it, nursing it like a helpless bitch. The taste was pure humiliation: rubber and pink, the same color as my cage. She fastened the straps behind my head. Tight. Like her control.

Mistress patted my ass.

I dribbled around the gag, eyes wide with dread. Mistress just smiled, watching drool wet my chin.

“That’s better,” she tapped the riding crop on my chastity cage. “Your job today is simple: silence and service. Today, you exist, so I don’t have to lift a finger. You crawl, fetch, kneel, and pamper me and predict my every need, every craving, before I even ask.”

She ran the riding crop over my ass. “If you fail…”

She smiled then, as if an idea had come to her. “You know what. I apologize. I have had my pleasure, and I left you with nothing. So—”

She teased her dog tags with my chastity cage key attached. “I’m going to give you a choice. I unlock you right now, and you can jack off on my boots. Lick it off. Then you go back in your cage… Till….” She drifted off in thought, not finishing the sentence. She rubbed my chastity key as if conjuring a spell.

She traced her crop down my chest, circling the cage. “Or—I give you a chance at something better. For the morning, you’ll be my maid. Massage me. Read to me. Feed me. Bathe me.” The crop tapped under my chin, forcing my gaze up. “While I relax, you’ll clean. Dust. Wash my lingerie. Make lunch.”

Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Please me, and I might give you an orgasm.” The look on her face when she said orgasm left me to believe there was a catch. What it was, I could only imagine.

“Disappoint me...” Her smile turned cruel. “Well, we both know what happens to disobedient maids. Choose.”

I mumbled. “It’s Christmas.”

She cupped her ear like an old woman straining to hear. “What? It’s Christmas? Is that what you said?”

I nodded.

“Precisely. I deserve the best Christmas ever. You are my Christmas present. Are you not wanting to give me the Christmas I deserve?”

Head down, I shook my head, drool streaming out of the corner of my mouth.

“So would you like the present I offered you?” She motioned to her boot, “Or strive for more? Just serve as my maid. So simple, and you earn an orgasm worthy of a sissy like you. Nod. If you accept my simple challenge.”

I nodded.

“We’re going to have a lovely, relaxing Christmas.”


Chapter Four

“My dear little sissy husband, give me the lovely, relaxing Christmas I deserve, and I shall reward you with what every sissy should have, an orgasm worthy of sissies.”

Deserve?

Deserve?

I deserve a fucking orgasm!

I deserve to make love to my wife as a man should.

I deserve!

Deserve!

The words formed in my mind: I deserve an orgasm! The signal from my brain made its journey from my mind to my tongue. But the silicone dick-shaped gag—bubble-gum pink pressed my tongue flat, stifling my response to a pathetic whimper, each inaudible sound a reminder of my role as Sienna’s sissy husband. I locked eyes with my wife, my Mistress, and my desire for anything but to make her happy shriveled like my cock.

Perhaps Mistress saw my unease; she smiled and lovingly held my chin. “Remember the day we met? In your bookstore.”

I nodded.

“I watched you for weeks. Oh yes. Being in intelligence, it’s sort of a ritual. So I did my homework observing you: how you lingered in the erotica section, reading your extensive Femdom collection, when you thought no one was looking. The way you devoured those books, collected them, and peeked at the women who chose titles from your voluminous Femdom erotic collections. How you raced to the register, personally checking out women who bought a Femdom title, elbowing your cashier out of the way. How you blushed and stammered. You know why you have the most extensive Femdom collection of any store on the continent? Because it is what you crave. I’m not forcing you into anything; I’m merely giving you a final push. Christmas will be a special day for both of us. The day of your last push, my dear Simon.”

God, she’d been watching me. Studying me. For how long? Days? Weeks? Had she really chosen me intentionally? Something shifted—the need to be inside her suddenly less urgent than the need to please her, and it occurred to me: making her happy might just be better than any orgasm. Maybe.

“You’re right on the edge. All that masculine pretense society has forced upon you—it’s exhausting, isn’t it?”

I nodded. Another pound of masculine pride melted.

“Wouldn’t it be easier just to let go? Let me guide you. Let me take the reins. Wouldn’t it be easier to kneel?”

I nodded.

“To serve? To become what you’ve always wanted but hid from everyone, even yourself?”

Her nail traced my lower lip. “I promise I’ll never push you beyond what you truly desire, if I push your limits to the edge, beyond what you thought you wanted, know it’s because I know what a sissy like you needs better than you do. Let go. Trust me.” Her words hung in the air, a delicate balance of warmth and authority.

The riding crop glided lightly down my chin, the world faded in that slow, teasing journey, ending at the ‘Trust Box’, a playful yet potent reminder of her control. Each gentle tap sent shivers up my spine. I could feel the weight of her gaze, fierce and unwavering, as she inched me toward total submission.

“Let’s start with my bath,” she said. “A fitting one, luxurious, fit for a queen. You will be my concubine, kneeling and washing every inch of his queen, lucky to be allowed to touch me at all.” She paused. “You are, you know. So very lucky. I could easily charge for what I offer, sissy’s like you beg for a moment of my time.”

She patted my ass. “Go. Call for me when my bath is ready.”

I rushed toward the master bathroom, the rubber cock pressing down on my tongue reminding me of the consequences of debate. The chastity cage clicked, reminding me of my submission, sending waves of frustrated desire through me with each step.

I drew her bath as instructed: water exactly 103 degrees, three capfuls of her expensive bath oil, the one with the decadent aroma. I called for her.

Five minutes later, she stepped into the bathroom naked, holding the leather riding crop and another gift. She leaned back against the marble counter, legs spread, tapping the riding crop against her lower lip. “Do you realize, my dear little sissy, how many men would empty their bank accounts for the privilege of drawing my bath? And here you are doing it for free? The attention, the devotion you will show me today, is the bare minimum I deserve, and I know you want nothing more than to please me, isn’t that so?”

I nodded and tilted my head toward the massive queen-sized bathtub.

“Help me in.”

She set the riding crop and present down, extended her hand toward me, palm down, fingers slightly curled, waiting with regal patience for me to fulfill my duty of kissing the royal appendage. I bowed, kissed her hand, and guided her into the tub, like I’d seen countless slaves do in the movies. One foot at a time, she stepped into the steaming water, every muscle in her sculpted legs flexing gorgeously. She sat, wetness running down her thighs and pooling around her glistening pussy. She didn’t close them, either. She made sure I got a good look at what I wasn’t allowed to touch. A cruel, beautiful thing.

“Come here, my little sissy.” There was an edge of command in her voice. “Kneel, next to me. Your job is to pamper me. Start slowly. Wash me the way you know I expect. Each stroke should remind you—not just of your place, but of what a privilege it is, serving me.”

I lathered her skin with slow, reverent circles, starting with her feet and working upward, careful to avoid splashing. My cock strained painfully, the plastic ring digging into the base of my shaft, a cruel reminder that my pleasure didn’t matter. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back, water beading on her collarbone, trickling between her breasts—breasts I’d never touched as a real man would, breasts she’d only let me worship from a distance. The moment stretched. Torture. Her nudity was both a blessing and a burden; witnessing it excited me, yet reminded me of the intense throbbing ache that she dictated when and if I’d get the relief of pleasure.

My hands shook.

Her eyes remained closed, her head leaning against the back of the giant tub.

“Slower. That’s it, just like that. Savor every touch and let it sink in that I chose you to do this. Let it sink in that you are special. That I rejected countless others. The ones I rejected to serve me, to submit to me, would sell their souls to trade places with you right now. To gaze upon my nakedness, to touch me, to worship me. Thank me for the honor with every breath for allowing your hands this honor.”

I ran the sponge up her calves, over her knees, and along her thighs until my knuckles grazed the slick heat between her legs. God, she’s perfect. Look at those thighs—so powerful, so smooth.

A part of me screamed at me—jump into the tub. Be a man. Spread her thighs and make love to her. Take what’s yours. Another part of me. A part of me growing, said, “That’s not your place anymore. Her body isn’t for your pleasure—you exist for hers.”

Thinking that made my cage feel even tighter. And as strange as it sounded, being forced to serve her, being locked up, I loved her more. That thought anchored in my mind, and I shed another pound of masculinity.

After washing her hair, she said, “Help me out, sissy. Then, massage body oil on my skin.”

First, I dried her body off, my hands trembling, gaze lingering on the water droplets cascading between her breasts and the tiny silver key that dangled tauntingly between them, down her stomach, disappearing between her thighs. The voice in my head—the one that still thought like a man—screamed at me: “Rip the key off her neck! Unlock yourself. Take her! Bend her over. Be a man!”

As I rubbed the towel over her damp skin, that voice grew fainter, replaced by something else: I existed to serve, not possess. Her body wasn’t mine to claim but to worship.

The massage oil was slick under my hands, expensive oil you saw in spas. I was careful, pressing my fingers in slow, kneading circles, watching the way it made Sienna’s skin glisten. I massaged it into her calves, her knees, the muscular dip of her thigh. When I got to her breasts, at first I massaged the oil in—a nonsexual act. Slowly, instinct took over, and I cupped them. Fondled them. Mistress seemed to enjoy it, and she let me. She grabbed me behind my head and pulled me in, teasing my face against her magnificent breasts. The cage pressed hot against my balls.

She watched me in the mirror above the vanity, legs splayed, lazy. At some point, the bath oil bottle slipped and bounced on the floor. She guided my hand between her thighs.

“Finger me. Oh, that’s wonderful. Did I tell you about the time I got fucked in a bunker in Tikrit?”

“What?” I said, but the words were unintelligible. The plastic cock stifled any hope of verbal communication.

She said, “I think it’s time for your other present.”

I opened it.

Looked at it.

What the fuck?


Chapter Five

The new gag looked like my current one, but with an obscene twist: a bright pink silicone extension protruding from the opposite side—eight inches seeming to mock the denial of pleasure Mistress was forcing upon me. And the end that would be in my mouth was at least an inch longer and thicker.

Mistress smiled. “Merry Christmas, sissy.”

She dangled my ‘gift’ in her hand. As the new and improved gag swung, the sight of it thrilled me—yet humiliated me at the same time. That bubble-gum pink appendage, thick and veined, was a stark reminder of my submission, a symbol of her control, a device that would transform the act of silencing me into something intensely degrading.

Mistress strolled behind me, released me from “gag 1,” and forced ‘gag 2’ into my mouth. Mistress bent over the sink, presenting her gorgeous ass to me. Then she returned to her story. Her sexual experience in Tikrit.

“Sand everywhere, even inside me. Didn’t even care. After he’d briefed me on his last mission. Well? Do you want to help me relive that event or not?”

I realized what she wanted me to do. I took up a position behind her, leaned forward, and stroked her cunt with the tip of the humiliating device attached to my face.

“One thing led to another. Come on! Fuck me! Sissy. Do your duty. Ahhh.. that’s it. Sand everywhere. In your boots, your mouth, your panties.” She arched her ass, her pussy impossibly wet and open, glistening—a glossy, shaven pink that looked unreal.

I grunted through the cock gag, suffocating on latex, the obscene thing, its thickness, the faint synthetic taste, and its shape, so cartoonishly blatant, so unmistakably shaped like a cock, my face burning red. I tried not to choke, my tongue fighting uselessly. I shifted, and the cock popped free.

“What are you doing? Did I say stop? You were complaining about not getting to make love to me. Now, here I give you the chance, and you don’t accept it? What an ungrateful sissy I have!”

I thrust my head forward, thrusting… not with my hips, just my neck, just my mouth, impaled on humiliation, the gag’s extension sliding across her thighs as I strained to find her hole again. Finally, her pussy enveloped the head of the dildo, slick heat and perfume filling my nose: sweat, arousal, the massage oil. I forced it deeper, face mashed against her ass, the leverage wrong, the angle demeaning.

“Slower. Let me loosen up a little. Anyway, at some point, after some flirting. He bent me over the desk.”

She loosened, recalling it, and my cock buried inside her. She was so hot, so slick. I felt every tremor through the latex shaft protruding from my mouth. The harness bit my cheeks, the chastity cage pulsed with a kind of pressure that bordered on agony, reduced to nothing but a sex toy. All sensation circled back to shame and desperate want.

“Deeper, Simon. Fuck me like a disgraced slut. That was the name he called me. Slut.”

She moaned. “He wasn’t gentle. You don’t get to be gentle. Got it?”

Her hips snapped backward, slamming the peach of her ass into my face, as the fake cock disappeared.

I thrust. I had no choice. The gag made me gag as I thrust. I could smell her arousal, raw and overwhelming: sweat from exertion. It took over the air. It took over my mind. Denial became a state of being. The cage throbbed, useless and lewd, between my legs. This wasn’t about me and my pleasure. It was about her. It was about being humiliated.

“God, he fucked me like the bad ass motherfucker he was—” She described every moment in vivid detail as I rocked her with my neck, not my hips. “Ah…. Right there. Like that. He rode me until… Oh, yeah. Like that. You’d have loved to watch him fuck me.”

The old me—the masculine male—shrank behind her, becoming smaller and more delicate, her sissy, her servant. The fantasy unraveled. Watching her get fucked by another man gave me a confusing thrill as I fucked her in this humiliating way. She rocked backward using my face, as her breasts swung. My chastity key was just out of reach, swaying back and forth, taunting me.

She reached back, grabbing my hair and yanking my face, gag and all, straight into her. The squelch was obscene. I felt the heat, the taste of her sweat and slick arousal, the sharp press of her thighs on either side of my face. The fake cock rammed deep into my mouth as Sienna ground against me. Her arousal drenched my nose and cheeks. There was no escape.

I squirmed. The pink cock protruding from my face mocked me, a grotesque parody of masculinity. Mistress moaned, her thighs quivered.

She didn’t care about my embarrassment, or maybe that was the whole point. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. My pride collapsed under her hips, smeared into nothing by each messy ripple of her climax. Sienna didn’t just cum on my face. She made my humiliation her present.

She stood. The cock buried in her popped free. My cock felt like it might explode.

“Would you like to feel what I felt?”

I nodded.

“First. After that performance, I think you have earned another Christmas gift.”

My heart raced.

What else could Sienna have in store for me?

I hesitated. Bit my lip, the lingering taste of humiliation still fresh. Every gift had been a reminder of my submission. I wondered what this final offering might contain.

Would it be another object designed to humiliate me? Or perhaps something even more degrading? Did I really want to open it?

Sienna, her eyes sparkling with mischief, made it clear I didn’t have a choice. It was part of my new reality, and despite my fear, a flicker of excitement surged within me.

“I’m going to get dressed back in my Christmas present. Wait for me in the living room.”

I took a deep breath and headed to the living room, ready to face whatever awaited me.


Chapter Six

Fifteen minutes later, she returned in her latex bodysuit. She removed the gag and smiled. “If you act bratty again. The gag goes back in. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sienna handed me another Christmas present.

I opened it. Inside was a toilet brush, a feather duster, a tiny bottle of anal lube, and a pink butt plug.

After getting the butt plug inside me, “I think a sissy can’t really get things clean without a Bluetooth-enabled butt plug.”

She led me back to the bathroom, “Let’s see how you clean.” While reading a passage from one of her Femdom Erotica titles, I scrubbed the toilet. And the butt plug drove into me, vibrating against my aching prostate.

“Silk petticoats rustled beneath Dani’s pink satin uniform as she curtsied, a chastity cage digging into tender flesh with each movement.”

Mistress closed the paperback book and let it rest in her lap. “If you do things properly, if you earn it, you’ll have your own sissy maid outfit to wear.”

I scrubbed. I dribbled precum. I ached. I wondered—how I’d look in a maid outfit.

Mistress returned to the Femdom novel, “Mistress reclined in her marble tub, one eyebrow arched, crimson lips curled in cruel satisfaction. ‘Lower, sissy slut,’ she commanded. The frilled hem of the too-short maid’s dress rode up, exposing the humiliating ruffled panties as Dani bowed deeper, mascara threatening to run.”

She paused again, smacked my ass with the riding crop, “Toilet looks good. Your reward.” She pressed down on her smartphone, and the butt plug erupted.

“Now, the mirror, and as you clean it, look at how much you like having something up your ass and think of how sexy you’ll look with your face feminized.”

Back to the book. “Dani said as she cleaned, ‘Y-yes, Mistress, thank you for allowing me to serve,’ sent shivers through Dani’s locked, useless clitty. Dani’s glossy lips trembled, desperate for even the smallest crumb of approval, while Mistress’s imperious gaze dissected every feminine gesture—owning, appraising, savoring the pathetic spectacle of her thoroughly feminized plaything.”

The humiliation was total. I crawled, dusted, wiped down mirrors, and hand-laundered her lingerie in the sink while she read about the feminization of Dani. The butt plug drove insanely into my ass.

Each time the plug popped free, Mistress made me grab my ankles and spanked me ten times. “Learn to keep it inside you. Aren’t you grateful I let you serve me?”

When every surface of the house gleamed with the sweaty evidence of my labor—the bathroom tiles scrubbed to a porcelain sheen, the hardwood floors reflecting light like polished amber, the chrome fixtures shining—she beckoned me with one crimson-tipped finger. “Time for another Christmas gift, even though you missed dust in the corners of the bookshelf and left streaks on the hallway mirror. Still... you’ve earned a reward.” The way she emphasized “reward” made my cage constrict painfully around my throbbing flesh.

We returned to the living room; she picked up another Christmas present from under the tree. I sank to my knees again, eyes down. She placed the box at my prostrated nose. “Open it. You have earned your reward.”

I opened the box with trembling fingers. Pink tissue paper parted to reveal something that caught the light—a mask. Silicone that looked so real, it was unsettling. Once on, I’d look like a bimbo with two blonde ponytails sprouting from my head. Next to it, a makeup kit. I lifted it, revealing the latex sissy maid outfit—bubblegum-pink, as the meaning behind “any attire deemed fitting” settled over me with the same weight and tension as the locked ‘Trust Box’ did to my groin. The contract’s words transformed from abstract legalese to a lived, undeniable reality.

“I, Simon, as Sienna’s husband and sissy slave, hereby surrender all masculine dignity and agree to wear, without protest, any frilly, lacy, humiliating attire Mistress deems fitting, to assist in my feminization, prettification, and transformation into Mistress Sienna Blackwood’s obedient sissy maid—including but not limited to: French maid uniforms, satin panties, stockings, corsets, wigs, and makeup—understanding that such feminization represents my true submissive nature and proper place in service to Superior Womanhood.”

My throat tightened. The ‘Trust Box’ tightened. I leaked precum.

“You have earned it. Eventually, you’ll learn to do makeup as I like. But for now, we can’t waste your smooth body, you have been working on for these past three months.”

I heard her words, but my mind fixated on the ritual. Each morning, razor in hand, I stripped away my masculinity inch by inch. Thighs, arms, chest—not a hair could remain. During our daily video chats, Sienna’s gaze would hunt for imperfections across my exposed skin. One hint of stubble meant starting over. Then, I plucked my eyebrows into feminine arches while she watched. The pain became familiar. I told myself I didn’t mind. Sometimes I almost believed it.

Lotion every morning and night. Hibiscus, vanilla, something aggressively girlish and unmistakable. I’d slather myself, rubbing it into raw, hairless skin, standing there like a parody of the girl I was supposed to become. Every step was a ritual humiliation. I craved her approval more than anything.

Mistress rose, undid the pink ribbon. Let it drop. “Go on. Put it on.”

Like she was thinking about something I said. “When I asked you if you wanted to know how I felt when that stud fucked me, did you mean it?”

I reached for the mask. I wanted to run. I wanted to kneel. I wanted to vomit. I wanted to thank her.

I squeezed into the latex sissy maid costume, and Mistress watched. When I was fully dressed in my sissy maid outfit, Mistress opened another box. “Look at you, all dressed up to serve me.”

She pulled out a strap-on with a cock that would split me wide. “Imagine how beautiful you’ll feel when you finally experience the delicious pleasure I experienced that night in Tikrit.”


Chapter Seven

The cock in her hands was military hardware. Matte-black. Veined. The kind of thing that didn’t even try to pretend it wasn’t for wrecking you—not elegant, not delicate, not fuzzy. Not for a second. The straps she shimmied into looked like something you’d see in a boot camp, not a boudoir. I couldn’t look away. My mouth was dry, my limbs like jelly, the cage already pinching hard as a slow panic took root.

She turned the cock over in her hands, inspecting it the way some men might check the action on their rifle. “He was tall. American. Ranger, or so he said. I didn’t even ask. Didn’t need to, really. He was all confidence.” She buckled the harness around her hips, one measured pull at a time. “You think you’re ready for this, don’t you, sissy?”

No, I didn’t. I never would. My pulse was thudding, loud and shrill. But somehow my hands found the skirt of the sissy maid dress, fluttered to smooth it, almost like I was preening for her, desperate to meet her standards even as my knees trembled.

“Please,” I heard myself whimper, and the sound was so broken, so girlish, it barely sounded like me at all.

Her smile was brutal. “Go to my study. Put your hand on the desk. Lift your skirt and wait for me.”

I rushed to her office. Placed my hands on her desk, facing the floor-to-ceiling mirror behind where she’d sit. I didn’t need to lift my skirt; it was so short that when I leaned over, it left my ass exposed for easy access. Suddenly, the crotchless panties made sense.

In the reflection, I barely recognized myself. The mask was seamless, glossy-skinned, exaggerated in its femininity—a pornstar parody, all pillowy cheeks, sleek jaw, and ridiculous, pouting lips glazed like a cherry. I looked like a walking fuck-toy, a cartoon, not even the fantasy version of “me” I sometimes let myself hope for. This was a bimbo’s face, a fucktoy’s face. I looked like something living to be mocked and used.

My cock twitched helplessly in its cage, translating humiliation into something hot and sharp and overwhelming. The reality sank in: she was coming for me with that monster strapped to her hips. She was going to violate me, transform me for her own pleasure, and I had already surrendered all say in the matter.

In the reflection, when I saw her walk in. Tall. Athletic build, wrapped in latex. Cock swaying from side to side, I felt like exploding.

She grabbed my hips. “Keep your hands flat. Arch your back. Like that. Good girl.” She slapped my ass. I jolted, whimpering again, my body primed by the plug that still vibrated between my cheeks. She coaxed it out like she was field stripping a weapon, quick, efficient, practiced, and the sudden emptiness made my hole clench, desperate and humiliated. It twitched, raw and needy, still slick with lube and shame.

Sienna lined the head up with one hand, the other still gripping my hip. “You’re lucky, he didn’t use lube. I’m nicer. But not much.”

After greasing my hole and her cock, she shoved forward.

For a second, I thought the world would dissolve around me. There was pain. A lot. White-hot, blinding. Like being split in two, only instead of horror, I felt this insane, unfurling comfort—a fulfillment I couldn’t articulate, except that everything inside me clenched and fluttered and begged for more. I wailed, high-pitched and helpless. Sienna laughed.

“Don’t pretend you don’t love it, sissy. You are made for this.”

She drove the cock deeper, hips crashing into my ass, the harness biting hard against my skin, the scent of latex and power and my desperation thick in the air. I tried to breathe, but every thrust forced sound out of me—a constant stream of noises I’d never made before, choking sobs mixed with whimpers and gasps, the boneless surrender of a toy whose purpose had always been to be filled.

It hurt. God, it hurt. But it hurt better than anything I’d ever felt, every slide of the cock inside me grinding against my aching, neglected sissy clitty, the cage pressing it harder, forcing it to pulse and twitch and drool uselessly. I could feel the ‘Trust Box’ tighten with every thrust. Bursting with arousal, locked, starved, helpless—a perfect mirror of the way Sienna used my body, pounding me, humiliating me, abandoning words in favor of raw, merciless use.

Sienna braced one hand between my shoulder blades, pinning me to the desk. “He told me I was a natural,” she said, not even out of breath. “Do you think you’re a natural, Sissy? Or do I have to train you harder?”

I screamed into the desk, splayed and helpless, the latex clinging to my sweaty chest, ballooning my humiliation with every “girly” shudder that wracked me. Under the bimbo mask, my mouth was stuck in a perpetual O, like I was built to moan, to beg, to come undone.

“Say thank you. Say Merry Christmas, Mistress.”

“Merry Christmas, Mistress!” It came out as a sob.

“Thank you! I’m your Sissy, your slut, I’ll do anything, anything, just please—please, please don’t stop, I need it so bad, I want to serve, I want to be bent over and used, I want to be your perfect bimbo maid, I’m nothing but a hole, I was made for this, I can’t—I can’t—”

She cut me off by slamming the cock even deeper, one final brutal thrust that lifted my toes off the ground. I heard her hiss, savage and satisfied. “Good girl.”

The world came apart. The cage was agony, my sissy clit so swollen and hungry it felt like it was going to snap. Every nerve ending in my body went haywire. The sensation of her cock pounding my hole, the latex skirt bunched around my waist, the mask glued to my face, the air thick with the scent of my own sissified shame. It was too much.

The world fractured into shards of sensation. My body no longer felt like my own—Simon’s body—as waves of something alien crashed through me. The cage bit cruelly into flesh that had nowhere to expand, my cock trapped and desperate while Sienna’s silicone length stayed buried to the hilt, pressing relentlessly against places inside me I’d never known existed. It wasn’t building toward a peak like a normal male orgasm—this was a tsunami that had already made landfall, drowning me from the inside out.

When it hit fully, I couldn’t breathe. My vision blurred. Instead of the familiar pulse-and-release I’d known my whole life, this was an implosion—a collapse inward that somehow kept going. My prostate felt like a live wire, sending current through my spine, my legs trembling uncontrollably as wetness leaked pathetically from my useless cock. I couldn’t stop the sounds escaping me—high, broken whimpers that belonged to someone else entirely. This wasn’t pleasure I controlled; it owned me completely. This wasn’t release; it was transformation.

I collapsed against the desk, legs trembling, sweat-slick latex clinging to my skin. The mask’s edges bit into my cheeks as I gasped for breath. Sienna’s hands eased up, one stroking my back while the other carefully withdrew the silicone that had unmade me as a man and made me into a sissy.

“Look at yourself.”

In the mirror, a stranger stared back. The cage between my thighs, no longer a prison but a truth I couldn’t deny.

“I am yours, Mistress.” The words settling into place like the final piece of a puzzle I’d been working on my entire life.

She smiled, helped me out of the mask. As it peeled away, I expected to find Simon underneath. Instead, I saw whatever I was now. Simon. But not Simon.

“Merry Christmas. To new beginnings, Simone.”

Simone.

The name echoed, like a bell tolling the death of Simon. I savored it on my tongue, tasting my rebirth. Outside, snow erased the old world, burying yesterday’s footprints under inches of unforgiving white. By morning, nothing of who I had been would remain—the cage against my flesh was both prison and cocoon, the final lock clicking shut on a transformation that felt both frightening and exhilarating, sealing my fate as something new, something undeniably me.

THE END


Sneak Peek: Beneath Her Gaze




Here’s A Chapter from my Femdom Feminization and Chastity Novel: Beneath Her Gaze.

I settled my embarrassingly smooth ass into the cold metal of the chair, my arousal betraying me despite the voice in my head screaming this was wrong. My eyes wandered to the wall where images were pinned up like hunting trophies. Their faces painted, posed in lingerie, eyes vacant with shame or glazed with a desperate need to please.

As I scrutinized what the altar of shame meant for my future, the girls laid out their feminization arsenal with practiced precision: brushes, powders, tubes of color. Each item they placed on the table was another step toward my picture joining the wall of the conquered. Dad would burn this whole place down if he saw it. But if this were what it took to have Naomi, I’d strike the match myself.

Naomi gently grabbed my chin, turned my head left, then right. “What do you say, girls, shall we go for full glam?”

“Full glam? I’m not sure about all this.” I said, trying to fight it, but the fight was gone. I was doing whatever Naomi wanted. I wanted to serve her.

“No? Are you saying you don’t want me?” Naomi’s gaze bore into me, making it clear with no words that if I wanted her. Wanted to date her. Wanted to make love to her, or even kiss or hold her hand, this was a necessary step. “I don’t want a man who isn’t willing to sacrifice for our relationship.” Her eyes darted to the altar of shame, reminding me what sacrifice meant.

“I do….” I said, and I did. But, never in my life had I heard of such a thing. “This is a pretty big sacrifice, Naomi. I mean….”

“You mean? Do you want me?” Naomi modeled her still naked figure. “Do you not find my body attractive?”

My eyes roamed over her naked form. Her face: so beautiful. Her mouth, sinful, sensual, and all I could think about was her plump red lips wrapped around my cock. My eyes drifted lower to her beautifully formed breasts. Lower still to her stomach, flat as a washboard. My journey came to a halt at her stomach. I was too scared to drop my gaze just inches lower. I glanced up. We locked eyes. She smirked, a sinister smile. I licked my lips, as my cock pulsed with the need to journey to a place it had never ventured.

Naomi leaned in, her breath hot against my ear. “I want a man who knows his place,” she whispered, her fingers digging into my bare thigh. “A man who proves his devotion by crawling for me, by sacrificing his pathetic male ego at my feet. Is that you, Greg? Or should I find someone who understands what a goddess like me deserves?”

My eyes found that glorious place between her thighs, and I couldn’t take my eyes off what I know would be paradise, if only I could get there. “Naomi. I do. I…”

Naomi’s fingers traced down my bare chest, stopping just above my exposed cock. “Obey me, then,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear, “or leave if feeling my naked body against yours isn’t worth wearing a little lipstick and lace.” Her hand dipped lower, swiping a bead of precum from the tip of my cock. “You want to be inside me, don’t you? To feel what it’s like when I wrap my legs around your pretty, feminized hips?”

It sounded like a contradiction to prove that I wanted to make love to the girl of my dreams by dressing like a girl. “No, I’d do anything to…. Who are those men? I mean, the guys on the wall. Did they…. I mean, did they get well, you know… To…. I mean, make love to you.”

Naomi glanced at the wall, “They discovered that serving me was the only reward they needed. Let’s not worry about them. If you’re not interested, then I guess I’ll find someone else.” She ran her fingers across my lips, painting them with my arousal. “Taste your arousal. Your desire for me. You’re lying to yourself if you choose to leave.”

“No! Please. I’ll do it.” I realized I’d do much worse than dressing like a woman for Naomi. The only question was, how far was Naomi going to push me? I sucked her finger clean, tasting my arousal. My face burned. My cock strained and throbbed helplessly in my lap, caught between shame and need.

“Good girl.” Naomi leaned in close, her face inches from mine as she assessed my features. Her eyes, focused and intent, made my breath catch unexpectedly. “You’re going to be so fucking pretty. Tell me, Greg. Is this too much?”

Her finger slipped away, trailing my lower lip. I wanted to say yes. I wanted to beg for mercy. But mostly, I wanted to fall to my knees and bury my face between her thighs. Perhaps reading my thoughts, Naomi slid her hand between her naked thighs, dipped her middle finger into her wetness, and drew it out glistening. She traced the moisture across my parted lips, leaving a trail of her scent. I opened my mouth without hesitation and took her finger inside, tasting her sex on my tongue. “Am I not worth it? The sacrifice?” She laughed, low, mean, throaty. “You want what this finger just touched, you’ll do anything. Even that.” She cocked her head toward the altar of shame.

I swallowed hard. “Yes. Anything.”

“Good. Because this is just the beginning.” Naomi stood up, towering over me, hips cocked at a cruel angle. “You want me? All of me, then prove it. Not just once. Every time I ask.”

The heat of her body, the scent of her arousal, filled my lungs, made me dizzy. I was nothing compared to her. I was soft and small and needy in the chair, waiting to be remade. I whispered, “You’re worth it. You are.”

She tilted my chin up with one manicured finger painted crimson red, forcing me to look into her eyes. They gleamed with cruel delight as she inspected her handiwork. “If you want me, Princess,” emphasizing the feminized nickname, “you’ll learn to obey like a good little sissy. Even if it means becoming my personal dress-up doll, tottering around in heels with your pretty little ass on display for any man who wants a peek, that’s what pathetic little sissies like are made you for, isn’t it?”

It wasn’t me fighting anymore; it was what society expected a man to be, what Dad would say if he were here. “I can’t. I can’t do this.”

As the idea of men—actual men—staring at me with hunger took hold, the thought didn’t repulse me as much as I’d always assumed it would. It was a thrill, a threat, and a dare rolled into one. It felt real in a way nothing ever had. I thought, almost as an afterthought, that at least I won’t be invisible anymore.

“Then leave. Go home and draw your dirty pictures and….” Naomi modeled her body, “Never touch this. Now you know what it looks like. Go home, draw away. Draw dirty pictures. Masturbate till your cock falls off, never to know how warm my pussy feels wrapped around that pathetic little cock.”

“Okay. Okay.”

“Close your eyes, don’t open them till I say we’re done. You’re going to be surprised by the new you.”

I closed my eyes. Naomi wasted no time. When the first sharp tug on my eyebrow hit, I imagined how it would feel walking hand in hand with Naomi across campus. How good it would feel to hold her. How good it would feel to kiss her lips and…

I flinched as another hair got plucked, gripping the chair.

“Relax,” she whispered. “I’m just shaping your brows up.”

She plucked the next hair with even greater authority, and then the next, and the next, until I lost track of the rhythm and surrendered to the sensations—pain, and then relief, and then pain again, until the pain became pleasure, became submission, became something like trust. I trusted Naomi. Or I wanted to. Or I had to, if I wanted her.

As she plucked away, I realized everyone would wonder about my newly shaped eyebrows. What would I tell my fellow students? Or holy shit, my father and mother? What could I say? Should I admit the truth? That I was doing this for a girl? I could hear the response, “What kind of guy lets a girl pluck his brows?” or “Why would you even let a girl do that to you?” I tried and failed to come up with a plausible explanation for my newfound feminine appearance. The answer, the only answer, was simple. “I’d do anything for Naomi.”

My feminization was slow, methodical, ritualistic. I lost all sense of time, focusing only on the sensation of Naomi’s hands on my skin, the way she fussed over every detail, turning my head this way and that. I surrendered to the transformation, finding an unexpected comfort in it. Though I was shedding my masculinity, I was gaining something—Naomi. Or perhaps she was gaining me. In the end, I realized it didn’t matter.

The process dragged on. Trying to distract myself from what I was becoming and the humiliation of it, I imagined what it would be like to make love to Naomi, and before I knew it, Naomi finished.

“Open and see the new you.” I opened my eyes. I hardly recognized myself. My face was a mask of cosmetics: red lips, smoky eyes. I looked like a girl ready to play. I was, in a word, pretty. I stared at the new me, and reality hit me like a slap. My days of hiding from the A-list crowd had ended. I would stand out now, draw eyes, turn heads, and I had climbed one rung closer to Naomi, my dream come true. But the question burned through my thoughts: How many more rungs remained on this ladder of shame?

Helen circled me like a predator, her eyes lingering on my glossy lips before trailing down to my exposed thighs. “Damn,” she said, running a finger along my jawline that made me flinch with shame. “Look how he trembles. This one’s practically begging to be turned into your little bimbo, product tester.”

Product tester?

“Naomi, you’ve outdone yourself. He’s prettier than the football captain’s girlfriend.”

Sasha said to me, shaking her head slowly. “Careful, boys are going to be lining up for you now. Hope you don’t have any latent homosexuality hiding somewhere.”

I looked at the new me in the mirror, the new girl-face, and wondered what it would feel like to have men wanting me. The attention that would come, the leers, maybe even the hands. I would be a target, something men hunted. The thought scared me, disgusted me, that looking like a girl, I would have no trouble getting men’s pants down. That I’d have no trouble producing three sketches for Naomi.

But….

But how far would I go? If that’s what she wanted? What had she said, “I want a man who would suck off the whole football team, to show his devotion to me.” The possibility that she could make me do that made my stomach flip with aversion. If something… happens… if I do it for Naomi, I’m not really gay, am I? Heat rushed to my face as I felt everyone’s eyes drop to my betraying erection. I shifted, trying to convince myself that what was on the horizon wasn’t what it was…. “I—that’s not—” I stammered, voice cracking. “If I do anything like that… And I’m not! It’d be for Naomi. Only her.”

Could I do it? Would I let men come on to me, for Naomi? The answer came quickly, if that’s what it took to have Naomi’s attention, to taste her lips, to lose myself inside her, I’d humiliate myself for her.

Emily cupped my chin, tilting my face up, and traced the edge of my lipstick with her thumb, not gently at all. She said, “Ahhh… Naomi, look how pretty he looks. He’s prettier than half the girls I know. Just imagine the look on their faces when they see him down on his knees, batting those lashes, begging for cock.”

“They’ll go crazy for you,” Sasha added, snickering. “You’ll open those pretty lips, and the jocks won’t even care you’re not a girl. Down there, they’ll just see a hot little slut desperate for cock. You’d probably suck better than their girlfriends, anyway.”

My face burned. I trembled. I tried to imagine it, my lips parting for a cock. Could I do it? I knew, in the back of my mind, I’d do that and more for Naomi. A hunger brewed inside me. Go ahead, Naomi, ask me to do it. Let me show you. Let me show you just how much I want you. The hunger for cock grew as I imagined myself making love to Naomi. Slowly, the fantasy filled my mind, flirting with the jocks at the party and making the girls who never knew I existed jealous. I pictured myself being picked up, maybe even leading some jock into the backyard as everyone in the party murmured about what they all knew was about to happen. The scenario seemed so absurd, impossible, but it lodged in my mind and wouldn’t leave.

I glanced up and caught Naomi’s satisfied smirk, Helen’s quirked eyebrow, and Sasha’s approving nod. They all knew, somehow, that I had already surrendered. The only surprise left was what they would do with me next.

Emily grabbed my left hand and stretched out my trembling fingers, inspecting each one with a slow, predatory satisfaction. “Let’s see… something slutty. Bubblegum pink?” She didn’t wait for a response. A bottle of polish materialized, almost blindingly pastel, and the chemical reek hit my nostrils like a slap. There would be no hiding the color—even from across a crowded room, everyone would see it.

“Imagine how pretty this will look,” Emily said, painting my first nail with quick, ruthless strokes. “Just picture it, Princess: these dainty pink fingers wrapped around a nice, thick cock. You’ll have the hottest hands on campus, guaranteed.”

Helen laughed, the sound sharp as broken glass. “He’ll make every guy desperate to see those nails stroking their shaft.”

I swallowed, heat flooding my face. “Hey, wait a minute.” I pulled my hand away. This was going further than I expected. How would I explain painted nails at school? At home.

Not deterred, she seized my hand. “You signed the contract and accepted the dare. You want to chicken out now, just say the word.”

Naomi added, “Leave now and no date. No pussy.”

I gave up. I’d do anything to please Naomi. Emily hummed as she painted my nails.

With my nails painted hot pink, sealing my fate as the slut every jock on the planet would want to taste. Naomi said, “Perfect. Stand.”

I did. There was no fight left in me. After a final once-over, Naomi took a phone from her bag and snapped a series of candid shots. “For posterity,” she said while her gaze focused on the altar of shame.

“Turn around.”

I obeyed.

“Girls look at it, now that’s a sexy ass,” Naomi said, jiggling it.

Sasha smacked my ass, “Look at her, clenching like a shy little virgin.” She smacked it again, “So, truth now, Princess is that ass virgin.”

I didn’t answer. How could I answer? If I said no, well, that would mean…. I’d thought about it. Should I tell them about the sex toys I’d experimented with? And if I said yes, would Naomi still want me? I opted for silence.

Emily took her turn and landed three sharp, biting cracks to my ass. “I think he enjoys getting spanked. How are you going to discipline this one?”

“Discipline? Wait, a second!” I said.

Naomi rubbed her chin while Helen, Sasha, and Emily took turns smacking my ass. Her emerald green eyes locked onto the throbbing flesh between my shaking thighs. “My. My. My. Yes, I believe he enjoys the spanking,” she said. “Perhaps, ladies, I need to use a different method to discipline my new slut.”

“Whoa! Hey. Who said anything about discipline?” I protested only because that was what was expected. I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Are you not willing to sacrifice for our relationship?” Naomi said.

“Yes. But…. Discipline? I mean….”

“Think of accepting my discipline as a trust-building exercise. Submitting means you trust me, and trust is the foundation of any strong relationship. Is it not?”

“Yes. I mean, yes. I do trust you. I do…. But I mean. Discipline?” What I realized was that no matter how much humiliation or pain these ladies put me through, I remained erect. What did that mean? Did I like the humiliation more than I liked Naomi?

“We can go over the means later. Of course, I will respect your limits, but discipline will be necessary if we are to have a thriving, rewarding relationship.” Naomi cradled my throbbing flesh in her palm and said, “From the way you’re reacting, I can only assume that discipline may be pleasurable for you, and I can promise you I can make it enjoyable. For now, agree that discipline will be necessary.”

“Okay.” What other answer was there? I was all in.

Naomi bobbed my throbbing flesh playfully in her hand, “You won’t last a minute out in the trenches with your cock breaking the plane of the skirt we planned for you.”

“Planned?” I tried to imagine what type of skirt would be so tight.

Sasha joined Naomi in the chin rubbing, staring at the head of my slick cock. “I don’t know, ladies. What shall we do?”

“Maybe this is a bad idea.” I offered.

Helen’s palm landed on my ass with a sharp clap. The impact was a raw sting, like being snapped with a towel in gym class. “No! A dare’s a dare. The rules couldn’t be clearer. You accepted it, so you must carry it out to the end.”

Naomi snapped her fingers, like the idea had just come to her. I glanced at the images of the guys on the altar of shame and had a premonition of what was about to happen. “I’ve got it.” She said.

Even the humiliation, the deliberate and methodical way they’d degraded me, felt good, and to be worthy of their games, their rituals, their attention: it was intoxicating. And it didn’t hurt that, as the hum of their voices swelled and faded around me, I could see the way they looked at me. Hungry, amused, slightly predatory. It made me want to give them more to look at. The shame I felt was real, but they laced it with something new. Something I didn’t have a word for. Maybe “wanted” was close. Maybe “claimed” was better.

I knew from the glances passing between them that the night wasn’t even close to over. They’d only finished the warm-up. The main event was still waiting in the wings. I wondered if, in the end, I would give up my desire to be with Naomi like a normal man and become just another sissy on the altar of shame, discovering that serving Naomi was the only reward I needed. 
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Tricked Into Crossdressing: Feminized Straight To Gay

I knew I should’ve left my boss’s wife alone, but it seemed like a good idea at the time. Her nice firm behind begging to be used.

Four months later, I’m on the verge of bankruptcy. My house and car are going to be repossessed, and I’m getting harassed by bill collectors. Finding a job shouldn’t be a problem; I’m one of the best copywriters in the state. There’s only one job offer, but it requires a commitment that requires humiliating lifestyle changes.

My new boss asked me to be a girl, not only dress like one but do all the sexual things a girl would do. I take on my male-to-female transformation not for fun but to save my life. I thought I was straight as they come, but after a day at my new job, I’m pretty sure I’ve switched teams.

My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Reluctant Feminization, Forced Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser, Femdom, Cuckold

aylor's delicate features and soft mannerisms make him stand out among the crowd, but his wife Harper relishes in his femininity. She discovers Taylor's hidden desire for cross-dressing and sees it as an opportunity to spice up their monotonous sex life. With a cruel glint in her eye, Harper demands that Taylor become her sissy, dressing him in frilly lingerie and locking his manhood away in a cock cage. As she delves into the world of Femdom, Harper plans an exotic vacation where she can fully explore her newfound power over Taylor. Despite his reservations, Taylor allows himself to be dressed in women's clothing and taken out for a night on the town by Harper. Their encounters with three strangers lead to a wild, debaucherous night filled with kinky exploits that transform their once dull relationship into something fit for a X-rated film.

Tricked Into Crossdressing-: A Lesson In How To Be A Woman Forced Feminization, Caught Crossdressing, Forced Cuckold, Sissification 

Patty, Clover, and Raya are sorority sisters living life after college. The fun, wild times of college and men passed them by, and the reality of day-to-day living set in. Because of their experiences with shallow men, unfulfilling sex, and a deep need to get even, they have an opportunity to teach a dirty pig a lesson about what it’s like to be a woman.

Danny Phoenix’s wife dumps him after she catches him crossdressing in her clothes. He wants her back and yet wants to experience being a woman.

After witnessing the very public breakup of Danny and his wife at a restaurant, the three girls set out to teach Danny a lesson. Not only in what it takes to present as a woman but what it is like to experience sex with men. They develop a scheme to trick Danny into crossdressing, then pimp him out. Danny is a willing participant in their plan.


Surrender To The Amazonian Goddess: Femdom Forced Feminization (Femdom Feminization)

Keith Montgomery was a ghost on his college campus, blending into the background with ease. But one chance encounter with a mysterious female basketball phenomenon changed everything. In a moment of impulsiveness, Keith stole her panties and set off a chain of events that would turn his life upside down.

Briana Jacobs, known as the muscular lesbian Goddess on campus, vowed to seek vengeance upon the culprit who dared to humiliate her. When she discovers that Keith is responsible for the theft, she wastes no time setting her plan into motion.

She traps him in a web of Femdom dominance, giving him an ultimatum: either undergo forced feminization at her hands, or she will release humiliating photos of him for all to see. In a whirlwind of unexpected twists and turns, Briana transforms Keith into a submissive sissy under her control. She takes pleasure in subjecting him to various forms of humiliation, from pegging to chastity, as he helplessly succumbs to her every command.

The once-invisible man now finds himself at the mercy of the powerful Femdom Goddess, completely at her mercy and unable to escape.


Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation (Ms. Shultz Book 1)

Todd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.

https://amzn.to/4pYSaGn

Never in my life would I have imagined that I’d be in a position to fulfill some of my most secret desires. Never would I have imagined that the catalyst for fulfilling my kinkiest fantasy would be my best friend's Mom, Mrs. Bourbon, the richest woman in America.

Luke, My roommate had a particularly strange problem. He refused to masturbate. Six months into our four years at the strict all-male university, he’s failing every class, and struggling on the football field. He needs sexual release.

I’d offer to help, but he’d never allow another guy to take care of his needs. The strangest thing happens, Mrs. Bourbon finds my journal and devises a plan to help her son clear his mind. It’s crazy. It requires pulling off the con of a lifetime and requires me to not only pass as a sophisticated female but perform sexually like a slut.

Mrs. Bourbon sets out to feminize me.

Feminized By My Wicked Stepmom - Book One: Forced Feminization, Sissy Maid Training, Reluctant Feminization

Jaxon clenched his fists as he stepped out of the police car and into the cold, harsh light of the station. Another fight, another arrest. His stepmother's voice echoed in his head, preaching about how girls don't fight and are easier to raise. Navy, his wicked stepmom, had agreed to an anger management program suggested by Jaxon's attorney to get the assault charges dropped. Reluctantly, Jaxon entered the program, not knowing what to expect.

As he entered the program, Jaxon was met with a heavy emphasis on feminization—from the pink walls and flowery decor to the gentle, soothing voices of the brainwashing. It was like being dropped into a completely foreign and uncomfortable world where his masculinity was constantly under attack. But as he progressed further into the program, he found he liked being a sissy.


A Tantalizing Proposition: A Forced Feminization Short Story (Femdom Feminization) 

Owen Jones is the most capable financial investor in the country—as long as he’s wearing Dasha Cavendish’s panties, his boss’s wife. When Quincy Cavendish catches Owen in a compromising position with his wife. Not only is he screwing her, but he’s wearing lingerie.
Owen gets fired. His life spirals out of control. He’s broke. Nowhere to turn he receives a Tantalizing Proposition. One he can’t refuse. An offer that will allow him to unleash his potential as a financial investor but unveil his true inner nature as a sissy.

Sissy Used by Thugs II: Femboy Gay MM 

A white femboy, Kevin, works as a Correctional Treatment Specialist at a federal prison. He provides therapeutic services to inmates, focusing on gang members and helping them prepare for re-entry into society. At home, Kevin explores his feminine side by dressing as a girl and indulging in fantasies of being used by multiple men. He becomes fascinated with the idea of sissy chastity, believing it could help him feel more feminine and submissive. One weekend, he orders a pink chastity cage and, after some hesitation, locks himself in, committing to remain locked for thirty days, even while at work. The constant awareness of the cage makes him feel more delicate and reinforces his desire to embrace his sissy side.

The Honeymoon Surprise: Transgender Erotica

Howie is on the verge of marrying Abbey, the girl of his dreams. But, he’s got some concerns about her past. Abbey’s hiding something, but neither the family attorney, Josh, nor Howie knows how big the surprise is. Abbey refuses to have sex with Howie until there married. So, Howie waited, thinking it was virtuous.
Howie waited patiently because he loved Abbey and enjoyed her friendship. It was a long wait, but that wait was finally over. Now, in a secluded beachfront cottage, Howie gets down to business.

On their first night alone, Howie discovers the one thing Abbey forgot to mention, and Abbey has a big honeymoon surprise for him. It’s something other girls don’t have—and it’s much bigger than the one Howie has between his legs.

He can’t divorce her: Divorce would require the family attorney to cease paying his trust fund stipend and after Abbey raises more money than Howie for his run for mayor and his non-profit. Abbey demands sex, and in ways Howie never imagined. Howie submits to her kinky desires because he does love her, and other than the surprise between her legs, she is the perfect wife,
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I am a passionate writer and love writing erotica. I’m incredibly passionate about creating stories dealing with transgender women, sissyfication, sissy maids, sissy cuckold husbands and boyfriends, and the dominant men and women who love them for who they are.

My stories start from my own experiences and desires. Then I tweak, twist, and amplify those desires and real-life experiences, add a little spice and some of my active, wild, and kinky imagination, and you have a story.
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