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Author’s Note

This has taken longer to write because I drew a blank on which way to take this. Know that whilst there is erotic horror mixed in with this, I promise this is about everyone discovering what they want. There will be a third part, so stay tuned.

To those who don’t like the harder novels, I’m sorry. There are some new ones out which are nicer, kinder. The Sissy Mommy is a kind novel. I think you’ll like.

Anyway, please enjoy.

SO… If you want to support me, either subscribe to my fan page, or go to www.juliagslater.com or www.linktr.ee/juliagslater to find out where to tip me. If you really want to be nice, tip me a lot.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks. HOWEVER; Remember I am British. Don’t write to me to say I have an error when what you mean is that I haven’t written in American English.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I started an Instagram account (http;//www.instagram.com/juliagwenslater) and have been posting there, and I have a FANVUE account (http;//www.fanvue.com/juliagslater). If you subscribe to me there, you can get access to an audiobook of a very dark story which will never be published here.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Chapter One

The room was quiet except for the low hum of the old radiator and the occasional creak of the floorboards above the bar. I lay on my side on the springy mattress, the metal cage between my legs pressing uncomfortably into the soft flesh of my inner thigh. The pink silk nightie Edna had chosen for me that evening had ridden up around my waist, leaving my hips and the lower curve of my arse bare against the cheap sheet. Intentional… Easier access. My new breasts, small, soft, and still tender from the hormones, shifted with every shallow breath. The nipples had darkened over the months and now rubbed against the lace trim whenever I moved, a not altogether unpleasant feeling, I’ll admit.

I was half-asleep, drifting in the familiar fog the evening’s dose of scopolamine always left behind. The voices from the hypnosis videos still echoed somewhere at the edges of my mind; You are Grace. You exist to obey. Your arse is a cunt. I had stopped fighting them weeks ago. Fighting only made the headaches worse and earned me extra sessions in the basement.

A soft scrape of metal against metal pulled me toward wakefulness. The door handle. Someone was turning it carefully, trying not to make noise. My eyes opened slowly. The only light in the room came from the streetlamp outside, filtered through the thin curtains and the bars Edna had fixed across the window. I saw the silhouette first, tall, slender, feminine, then the door opened wider and a second, broader shape followed.

I tried to sit up. The cage dragged against the sheet and a dull ache bloomed between my legs. My mouth felt dry. “Mommy?” I whispered, the name automatic.

The woman who stepped into the light was not Edna.

She was dressed in dark clothes, a black jacket over a simple top, her blonde hair pulled back in a tight ponytail. Her face was sharp, focused, the kind of face that assessed everything in a single glance. Behind her stood a man I did not recognise, stocky, quiet, wearing gloves. He closed the door without a sound and locked it from the inside.

The woman crouched beside the mattress. Her voice was low and calm, almost gentle. “Gavin. Look at me.”

The name hit me like a slap. No one had called me that in months. Not Edna, not Erica, not the men who paid to use me. I stared at her, confused, the drug still thick in my blood. “I’m Grace,” I said automatically. The words came out soft, breathy, the way they had trained me to speak.

She shook her head once. “No. You’re Gavin. And we’re getting you out of here right now.”

I blinked. The cage felt suddenly heavier. My heart began to thud harder against my ribs. Part of me, the part that still remembered the signed paper, the beatings, the endless nights of being fucked and cleaned and put back to work, wanted to believe her. Another part, deeper and more thoroughly conditioned, whispered that this was a test. Edna liked tests. Failure meant the basement and the bullwhip.

“I can’t leave,” I whispered. “Mommy said...”

“Edna is downstairs with Erica counting tonight’s money,” the woman interrupted. “Paul left an hour ago. The back door is unlocked. We have less than eight minutes before the next regular is due. You need to stand up.”

She reached for my arm. Her hand was cool, steady. When her fingers closed around my wrist I felt the faint tremor running through my own body. The silk nightie slipped further as she helped me sit. The cage swung between my thighs, the metal tube cool against my skin. I was still soft and smooth everywhere the razor had been, the hormones having long since removed any trace of body hair.

The man by the door opened a black holdall and pulled out a set of plain dark clothes, tracksuit bottoms, a loose hoodie, soft trainers. Nothing feminine. Nothing that would mark me as Grace.

“We need to get that nightie off you,” the woman said. “Can you stand?”

I tried. My legs felt weak, the way they always did after a heavy dose. The cage made every movement awkward. She steadied me with one arm around my waist, her body solid and unyielding. The man stepped closer and together they lifted the silk over my head. For a moment I stood naked except for the metal locked around my cock and balls, the small silver rings in my ears and the tiny stud in my left nostril catching the streetlight. My breasts, still modest B-cups but unmistakably present, rose and fell with my breathing.

The woman did not stare. She simply handed me the tracksuit bottoms. “Step in.”

I obeyed because obedience had become instinct. The soft fabric slid up my legs, catching briefly on the cage before settling. The hoodie followed, loose enough to hide the shape of my chest. The trainers were a size too big; she knelt and tightened the laces herself.

“Who are you?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“Magda. Your mother hired me. We’ve been on you for weeks; three watching the building. Tonight is the only window we get.”

My mother. That I even had a mother, rather than a ‘Mommy’, felt distant, like something from another life. I had not spoken to her in nearly a year. Edna had controlled every phone call, every letter. The last time I had seen her she had still been ordinary, tired, worried. The idea that she had paid someone to pull me out of this place felt impossible.

Magda glanced at the door. “We move now. Quietly. If anyone stops us, you let me talk. Do you understand?”

I nodded. The movement made the cage shift again. A faint, shameful pulse of arousal flickered through me at the reminder of what I still wore underneath the ordinary clothes. The conditioning ran deep.

The man opened the door a crack, listened, then nodded. Magda took my hand, firm, not gentle, and led me into the narrow corridor. The floorboards creaked under our weight. Below us I could hear the low murmur of voices from the bar, the clink of glasses, Erica’s sharp laugh. The private staircase that led down to the back of the building felt endless. Every step sent a small jolt through the cage. My new breasts moved inside the hoodie. I kept my eyes on Magda’s back, the dark jacket, the controlled way she moved.

We reached the ground floor. The back door stood open to the alley. Cold night air rushed in, carrying the smell of urine from people who used the alley whilst they smoked. Magda paused only long enough to check both directions, then pulled me outside. The man followed, closing the door softly behind us.

A dark van waited at the end of the alley, engine already running, lights off. Magda opened the side door and helped me inside. The interior was empty except for a bench seat and a medical bag. She climbed in after me and slid the door shut. The man took the wheel. The van pulled away without headlights, rolling slowly until we cleared the narrow streets around the pub.

Only then did Magda turn on a small interior light. She looked at me properly for the first time, at the short blonde hair still growing out from the last cut Edna had ordered, at the makeup that had not been fully removed, at the way I sat with my knees pressed together because the cage made any other position uncomfortable.

“You’re safe,” she said quietly. “We’ve got a ferry crossing into Belgium before dawn. There’s a clinic waiting. A doctor who knows how to reverse what they did.”

I stared at her. The drug fog was still thick, but underneath it something raw and frightened was beginning to surface. “They’ll come after me.”

“They won’t find you. Not if we do this right.”

I looked down at my hands, pink nails, smooth skin, and felt the cage still locked between my legs, a heavy reminder of the months spent as Grace.

Magda reached into the medical bag and drew out a small bottle of water and two white tablets. “These will help clear the scopolamine faster. You’re going to feel worse before you feel better. Nausea, headache, maybe some shaking. That’s normal.”

I took the tablets without argument. Swallowing them felt strange, no one had offered me anything that was not meant to keep me compliant in a very long time.

The van turned onto a wider road. Streetlights began to pass in regular intervals. Magda watched the side mirror for a long time before she finally relaxed a fraction.

“Your mother never stopped looking,” she said after a while. “When the messages stopped, she hired people. It took time to find you. Longer to plan a way in that wouldn’t get you hurt worse.”

I did not answer. The last clear memory I had of mother was from before the funeral, before Michelle found the stories, before everything unravelled. Everything after that was a blur of silk and pain and the taste of other men’s cum.

Magda studied my face. “You’re allowed to cry if you need to. Or scream. Or just sit there. Whatever comes.”

Nothing came. Not yet. The drug still held the sharper edges of feeling at bay. I simply sat with my hands folded in my lap, feeling the cage press against the soft fabric of the tracksuit, feeling the unfamiliar weight of ordinary clothes on a body that no longer felt entirely mine. The clothes simply felt wrong and in that moment I wished for satin and lace.

The van left the town behind. Darkness settled more completely around us. Magda switched off the interior light. In the gloom I could just make out the outline of her profile as she watched the road ahead.

“We have a long drive,” she said. “Try to rest. When we reach the clinic they’ll start undoing the hormones and the rest. It’s going to take time. But you’ll be Gavin again.”

I closed my eyes. The motion of the van rocked me gently. Somewhere under the remaining fog a single clear thought surfaced, fragile and almost painful in its simplicity.

I had left the room. For the first time in months, I was no longer inside the pub. Whether that meant freedom or simply a different kind of cage, I did not yet know.

The tablets began to work sooner than I expected. At first it was only a slow thickening at the base of my skull, a dull pressure that made the motion of the van feel heavier. Then the nausea rose, low and insistent, curling through my stomach the way the evening’s earlier dose of scopolamine never had. I pressed my forehead against the cool side window and closed my eyes, breathing carefully through my nose. The tracksuit bottoms were soft, but the cage underneath them had shifted during the walk to the van and now sat at an awkward angle, the metal tube pressing against the sensitive skin just above my balls. Every small bump in the road sent a sharp reminder through me.

Magda noticed. She did not speak at first. She simply reached into the medical bag again, took out a folded cloth and a bottle of water, and dampened the cloth before pressing it gently against the back of my neck.

“Keep breathing,” she said. “The first wave is the worst. It will pass.”

I nodded without opening my eyes. The cloth was cold. It helped a little. The man driving said nothing; the only sound from the front was the low hum of the engine and the occasional click of the indicator as we turned onto quieter roads.

The fog that had lived behind my eyes for months began to thin. Not all at once, and not cleanly. Fragments of the last hours floated up, Erica’s voice counting money downstairs, the smell of the cheap perfume Edna sprayed on me before the evening’s customers, the familiar weight of the cage after Paul had locked it for the final time. Those images no longer sat at a safe distance. They pressed closer, sharper, carrying with them a cold clarity that made my throat tighten.

I opened my eyes. The countryside outside the window was dark, broken only by the occasional isolated house light and the pale wash of the moon behind thin cloud. Magda was watching me from the opposite bench, her posture still, her expression unreadable in the low light.

“How long?” I asked. My voice sounded different, less breathy, less automatic. The trained softness had not vanished, but it no longer came without effort.

“Until the clinic? A while. Got a cargo ship to get us across. Don’t worry, just sleep.”

I swallowed. The nausea rolled again. “They’ll notice I’m gone.”

“Won’t make a difference. We’ll be on the boat and the trail will be cold.” She told me. “This isn’t some big criminal organisation. Just relax.”

I shifted on the bench, trying to ease the pressure. The movement made the soft fabric of the tracksuit slide over the metal, and a small, unwanted pulse of heat flickered low in my belly. The hormones were still in my system. The conditioning was still in my system. My body had spent months learning that discomfort and submission were linked to pleasure. Even now, with the drug clearing and the night air cold against the glass, that link had not simply disappeared.

Magda’s gaze flicked down for a fraction of a second as I tried to adjust the cage, then returned to my face. She said, “The doctor at the clinic has dealt with this kind of hardware before. He’ll remove it once you’re stable enough for the procedure.”

I crossed my arms when the van took a corner and the hoodie brushed my chest, another unwelcome spark. Not modesty exactly. The need to hold myself together.

“My mother,” I said after a long silence. “How did she…?”

Magda exhaled slowly. “She contacted me seven weeks ago. Paid a retainer, gave me everything she had, old photographs, the last messages you sent before the phone was taken, the name of the pub. It took time to confirm you were still there and still alive. Longer to map the routines. Paul comes on Tuesdays and Fridays. The regulars after ten. Edna and Erica count the cash in the back office between one and two. That was the window.”

I listened, the words settling into the clearer space the tablets were creating. Seven weeks. While I had been on my knees in the upstairs room, or bent over the bed, or locked in the spare room for the night, my mother had been paying someone to watch the building and wait for a gap.

The van slowed, then turned onto a narrower road. Trees pressed closer on both sides. The headlights stayed off; the driver was using only the faint ambient light and whatever moonlight filtered through the cloud. Magda glanced at the side mirror again, a habit she had not broken since we left the alley.

“No one behind us,” she said, more to herself than to me. “Good.”

The nausea peaked. I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, and breathed through it. Magda held the cloth to my neck again without being asked. When the worst of the wave passed I sat back, shaking slightly. The tracksuit bottoms felt damp at the crotch, not from arousal this time, but from the cold sweat that had broken across my skin.

“You’re doing better than most at this stage,” Magda said. “The scopolamine dosage they were using was high. Combined with the other compounds Paul had you on, the rebound can be severe. Headache next. Then the shakes. Then, if we’re lucky, a stretch of clearer thinking before the exhaustion hits.”

I nodded. The headache was already beginning, a tight band behind my eyes. I welcomed it. Pain that belonged to me, not to someone else’s decision, felt almost like proof that I was still present.

“Why you?” I asked eventually.

She considered the question. “Because I don’t ask questions, and because I finish the jobs I take. I normally specialise in rescue or extraction of trafficked women. Surprisingly, you’re not the first transformed male I’ve had to rescue. Your mother was clear about the priority; get you out and to some place the people who did this can’t reach you quickly.”

The driver spoke for the first time, his voice low. “Terminal in forty minutes. Checks should be light.”

Magda nodded once. She turned back to me. “When we stop you’ll stay in the van. I’ll handle the conversation. You don’t speak unless I tell you to. If they ask for identification I’ll provide it. The name on the documents is not yours. Memorise nothing. Just keep your head down and your mouth shut.”

I understood.

The headache tightened. I pressed the heels of my hands against my eyes until colours bloomed behind the lids. When I lowered them again the nausea had eased into a low, constant unease. My mouth tasted metallic. I accepted the water Magda offered and drank slowly.

I thought of the room I had left behind, the thin mattress, the bars on the window, the wardrobe full of silk and lace that Edna rotated according to her mood. I thought of the men who had paid, the way some of them had looked at me with a mixture of contempt and hunger, the way others had been almost tender while they used me. I thought of the cage and the quiet, daily humiliation of needing permission to piss, of the way the metal never let me forget what I was.

The van slowed. Ahead, a low building with a single lit window and a barrier arm stood at the side of the road, in the distance, the sea. Magda straightened.

“This is it,” she said quietly. “Stay still. Let me do the talking.”

I stayed still. My heart beat hard enough that I could feel it in my throat. The driver brought the van to a stop. Magda opened the side door just enough to step out, papers already in her hand, and walked toward the small booth where a figure waited.

I sat in the half-dark of the van, listening to the low exchange of voices outside, and waited to learn whether the night would continue or end here.


Chapter Two

I slept most of the way. After we docked on the other side there was another checkpoint, but again they told me not to worry.

The barrier lifted in under two minutes. Magda climbed back into the van without a word, papers already put away, and the driver took us into Belgium before anyone could ask anything else. We drove on through the rest of the dark. Only when the sky started to lighten did we leave the main road for a short tree-lined drive and stop under a low porch. No floodlights, no signs, just one recessed lamp above a heavy side door. Magda got out first. She spoke quietly to someone waiting in the shadow of the doorway, then turned and opened the side panel for me.

“Easy,” she said. “We’re in another country now. No one from the pub can reach you here.”

I climbed down. The tracksuit bottoms pulled tight across the cage with every step, the metal still hard and unyielding. The air was colder than inside the van and carried the clean smell of damp earth and distant pine. My breasts moved inside the loose hoodie as I walked, small and soft and still alien. I kept my arms folded, and it wasn’t only from the cold.

The driver stayed with the van. Magda led me through the side door into a narrow, dimly lit corridor. The floor was seamless grey, the walls pale and plain. Somewhere ahead a low mechanical hum suggested air filtration or equipment. The door shut behind us with a quiet finality that made the locked room at the pub feel suddenly distant.

A second man waited at the end of the short corridor. He was in his fifties, lean, grey at the temples, wearing dark trousers and a plain open-collar shirt rather than a white coat. He studied me for a long moment without speaking, his gaze clinical rather than curious. When he spoke, his English had a soft Belgian accent.

“Mr Mitchell. I am Dr Laurent. You are safe here and I promise I’m going to do everything I can to fix you up.”

I nodded. The movement sent a fresh pulse of pain through the headache that had never fully gone. The tremors in my hands had quietened on the last stretch of the drive, but they came back now as a fine continuous shake.

Magda stayed beside me. “He’s had the initial clearance tablets. Scopolamine rebound is under way. No acute distress during the crossing.”

Dr Laurent inclined his head. “Good. We will begin with a full examination and baseline bloodwork. I’ll check the cage but it probably won’t come off tonight if it’s tight. Hormone panels first. Physical trauma second. Psychological support will run parallel from tomorrow.”

He turned and led us through another door into a small private examination room. The lighting was low and warm rather than harsh. A single adjustable bed stood against one wall, covered in dark sheeting. A tray of sealed instruments waited on a side table. No windows. The antiseptic odour flooded my nostrils.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the edge of the bed. “Clothes off. Everything. I need to see the full extent of the modifications.”

I hesitated. The old obedience still sat close to the surface, but this was different. This was not Edna or Erica issuing a command for their own pleasure. Magda gave me a small nod. I stripped.

The tracksuit bottoms came down carefully over the cage, then the hoodie. I stood naked under the soft light. The metal was locked around my cock and balls. The small B-cup breasts rose and fell with each breath. My skin was smooth and hairless after months of hormones and razors. The silver stud in my left nostril and the earrings caught the light. The usual shame washed over me, followed by that faint, sickening stir of arousal at being examined so openly.

Dr Laurent did not react. He simply put on gloves and began.

He started at my head, checking the pupils, the residual dilation from the drugs, and the piercings. His fingers were impersonal as they moved down my neck, across my shoulders and chest. When he cupped one breast and lifted it slightly to examine the underside, I flinched. The tissue was still tender. The nipple tightened under the latex of his glove. He noted something on a tablet without comment.

“Hormone-driven gynaecomastia,” he said, more to Magda than to me. “Moderate development. Reversible in principle, though the timeline depends on how long the exogenous oestrogen has been administered and whether any anti-androgens were combined. We will stop all of it immediately.”

He continued lower. Hands on my waist and hips, noting the faint residual softness from the Ozempic and the enforced diet. Then he reached the cage.

He examined it thoroughly, turning it carefully, checking the skin beneath for pressure sores or infection, and testing the lock mechanism with a small instrument from the tray. The metal was cold under his gloves. Every small movement sent a dull ache through the flesh it held. I stared at the far wall and tried to breathe evenly.

“Surgical-grade titanium alloy,” he said at last. “Integrated locking system, no external keyway. Designed to stay permanent without specialised tools and a controlled environment. The tissue inside shows chronic compression but no necrosis. We can remove it safely once the bloodwork is back and the patient is stable enough for a short procedure under local anaesthetic. Not tonight.”

I swallowed. Permanent had been Edna’s favourite word. Hearing it repeated in this quiet room made my stomach tighten.

Dr Laurent finished the external examination, then took several vials of blood. The needle was a brief, clean sting in the crook of my elbow. He checked my blood pressure, my heart rate, and the fine tremor still present in my fingers. Throughout, Magda stood near the door, silent and watchful.

When he finished he stepped back and pulled off the gloves.

“You can dress. There are clean clothes in the cupboard, plain and loose, nothing that will irritate the cage. You’ll stay in the adjoining private room for the rest of the night. Continuous monitoring. Fluids. The first counselling session can wait until morning when the rebound has settled further.”

I dressed slowly in the soft drawstring trousers and oversized shirt he pointed to. The fabric felt kind against my skin, but the cage was still a hard, unavoidable fact. Magda helped me with the last buttons when my hands shook too much.

Dr Laurent looked at me directly for the first time since the examination started.

“I’ve seen this pattern before,” he said. “Not often, but often enough. The physical reversals are the straightforward part. The rest will take longer. You’re not the first person to leave a situation like the one you were in, and you won’t be the last. We’ll move at the pace your body and mind can handle. No further.”

I nodded. Words felt scarce.

Magda spoke. “His mother will get confirmation that he’s on-site and stable. Nothing more until he decides what he wants her to know.”

Dr Laurent accepted that with a small nod. He opened a side door that led into a small, simply furnished bedroom with a bed, low lighting, an en-suite bathroom and a single armchair. No mirrors. No windows that could be opened. The door between the examination room and this one had a lock that could only be operated from the outside.

“Rest,” he said. “The night staff will check on you hourly. If the nausea or the headache gets worse, press the call button. Otherwise we start the formal protocol at eight.”

He left. Magda stayed a moment longer.

“I’ll be in the building until the morning handover,” she said. “You’re not alone here.”

She left after that and the door locked softly behind her.

I sat on the edge of the bed. The room was quiet except for the low hum of the air system. My body still showed everything that had been done to it: the breasts, the smooth skin, the locked metal, the leftover chemical fog that was only now fully clearing. Underneath the quiet, the old conditioning stirred once, a faint automatic urge to submit at the memory of being examined and found wanting. I pushed it down.

I lay back against the pillows. The cage settled heavily between my legs and I stared at the ceiling.

The extraction was over. The undoing had only just begun.

The hours after they locked the door passed slowly and unevenly.

I lay on my back on the narrow bed, the soft trousers pulled low on my hips so the cage could rest without digging quite so sharply into the soft flesh at the base of my cock. Even so, every small shift sent a dull reminder through me. The metal had been part of my body for so long that I had almost stopped noticing its weight. Now, with the scopolamine fully cleared and the clinic’s quiet pressing in, I felt every gram of it. The skin beneath was tender and slightly swollen from the long pressure and the earlier examination. When I moved my legs the soft clinic trousers brushed the cage and produced a faint, unwanted stir of heat that made my stomach twist with fresh shame.

The headache had settled into a deep, grinding ache behind my eyes. The tremors came and went in waves. They started in my fingers and climbed up my arms until my shoulders shook. Nausea rose and fell like a tide. Twice I reached for the small basin on the side table and brought up nothing but bitter fluid. Each time I rinsed my mouth with the water they had left and lay back again, breathing carefully until the worst of it passed. The cage pressed heavily between my legs the whole time, a constant dull weight that made every small movement worse.

There were no windows. The only light came from a low panel above the bed, dimmed to a warm amber that never fully went out. Time became hard to measure. I counted the soft electronic clicks of the door lock whenever a member of the night staff came in to check the monitors fixed to my wrist and chest. They were efficient and almost silent, two women who spoke to each other in quiet French and to me only in simple, clear English.

“Blood pressure is steady.”

“Drink a little more.”

“The doctor will be informed if the tremors increase.”

I answered when spoken to and otherwise stayed still. The old habit of obedience was still close enough to the surface that silence felt safer than questions. I did not ask what the monitors were showing or how long the night still had left to run.

Sometime after the second check Magda came in. She closed the door gently behind her and sat in the armchair without asking. The soft light caught the tired lines around her eyes. She had not slept either.

“You’re through the worst of the immediate rebound,” she said. “Dr Laurent has the first blood results. Hormone levels are high, higher than he expected. They were keeping you on a strong continuous dose. He’s ordered the first counter-measures to start clearing it from your system. Nothing dramatic tonight. Just a supportive injection and oral blockers to begin the process.”

I watched her. The words registered, but they sat at a distance, as though they applied to someone else’s body. My own still felt like a collection of problems rather than something that belonged to me.

She continued in the same even voice. “The injection is mild. It will help with the nausea and start opposing the oestrogen. The oral tablets are to be taken now and again at six. After that we wait for the full panels in the morning before anything more aggressive.”

A nurse entered carrying a small tray. Magda stayed while the injection was given. It was a brief sting in the upper arm, followed by a cool spread under the skin. The tablets came next, two white ovals that tasted of nothing. I swallowed them with the last of the water and lay back, waiting to see if anything would change.

When the nurse had gone Magda remained in the chair.

“Your mother knows only that you are here and stable,” she said after a long silence. “The rest stays with you.”

I turned my head on the pillow and looked at her. The movement made the cage shift again, a slow heavy drag against the swollen tissue. The residual hormones still in my blood answered the pressure with a faint, unwanted pulse of arousal. Heat rose in my face.

“She paid for this,” I said. My voice was rough. “She should know what she paid to pull out of that place.”

Magda’s expression did not change. “She paid to get you out alive. The rest is yours to decide when you can think clearly. Not at three in the morning with the rebound still working through you.”

I closed my eyes. The amber light pressed against my lids. Behind them the images came unbidden: the upstairs room at the pub, the silk nightie, the way Edna’s hand had felt when she cupped my newly grown breasts and called them pretty, the wet sound of a customer finishing inside me while the headphones whispered the same phrases on a loop. Those memories no longer arrived wrapped in chemical fog. They came sharp and sequential, and each one left a residue of heat low in my belly that the cage trapped and amplified.

I hated the heat. I hated that my body still responded as it had been trained to respond.

Magda stood. She left the medical detail for Laurent, which I preferred.

“I’ll be in the building until the morning team takes over,” she said. “Press the call button if the pain in the cage becomes acute or if the nausea turns severe. Otherwise try to rest.”

The door locked behind her. The room returned to its low hum and amber light.

I turned onto my side. The cage forced my legs into an awkward angle.

Inside the metal my cock was half-hard, an involuntary mix of pressure, residual drugs, and the sheer fact of being examined like a project under repair. The arousal had nowhere to go.

I drew my knees up and pressed my face into the pillow. The fabric smelled of clean laundry and nothing else. No perfume, no smoke, no scent of the men who had used me.

I breathed and waited for the next wave of tremors.

They came. I gripped the sheet until my hands steadied. Through it all the cage remained the one solid fact of the body I still inhabited.

Another soft click of the lock. The same nurse as before. She checked the monitors, offered more water, and left a small paper cup with two additional tablets, something for the residual headache, she explained in careful English. I took them. The door locked again.

I drifted in and out of a shallow, uneasy doze. In the fragments of sleep the pub returned, not as a single scene but as a series of sensations: the brush of lace against newly sensitive skin, the sharp crack of Edna’s open hand across my face, the heavy wet heat of being filled while the headphones told me I was nothing but a hole. Each time I surfaced the clinic room reasserted itself: the amber light, the quiet hum, the locked door, the cage still locked around me.

Toward what I guessed was dawn the tremors eased. The nausea settled into something manageable. The headache remained, but it no longer owned every thought. I lay on my back again and stared at the ceiling, feeling the slow return of a mind that could hold more than one idea at a time.

The body was still the body they had made. The metal was still locked. The hormones were only beginning to leave. Yet for the first time since the extraction the thought arrived cleanly, without the old automatic urge to kneel or thank or submit: I am here.

The door would open again soon. The morning protocol would begin. Dr Laurent would return with the full blood panels and the next set of decisions. Magda would hand over and leave. The long work of undoing would move from emergency stabilisation into something slower and more deliberate.

I rested one hand lightly on the cage, feeling the warm metal under my palm, and waited for the lock to click once more.

The lock clicked open just after the amber light had begun to shift toward a cooler white.

I had not slept in any useful sense. The shallow dozes of the night had left me more exhausted than rested, and the cage still sat heavy between my legs, the skin beneath it tender and faintly swollen. When I pushed myself upright the metal dragged against that sore flesh and produced the same low, involuntary pulse of heat that had plagued me since the examination. I ignored it as best I could and waited.

Two members of the day staff came in first, a man and a woman, both in plain dark scrubs. They checked the monitors, replaced the empty water carafe, and drew a fresh set of bloods without unnecessary conversation. Their English was precise and limited to what the tasks required. When they left, the door remained unlocked for the first time.

Dr Laurent came in a few minutes later. He carried a slim tablet and the same calm, unhurried manner he had shown the night before. Magda followed and took the armchair again, though she looked as though she had managed at least a few hours of sleep.

“Good morning,” the doctor said. “The full panels are back. We can speak plainly now.”

I nodded. My voice still felt rusty. “All right.”

He sat on the small stool near the bed and turned the tablet so I could see the screen if I wished. I did not look at the numbers. I watched his face instead.

“Your serum oestrogen was markedly elevated, consistent with continuous high-dose administration over several months. Testosterone is suppressed to near-castrate levels. There are also traces of the anti-androgen they were using, and residual scopolamine metabolites that should clear completely within the next thirty-six hours. The Ozempic analogue is still present but declining. None of this is irreversible, but none of it will reverse quickly either.”

He set the tablet down.

“We stop every exogenous hormone today. That process began with the injection and blockers last night. You will continue the oral antagonists twice daily. Over the coming days we will monitor the drop in oestrogen and the slow return of your own testosterone production. Breast tissue will begin to soften and, in most cases, recede. How far it recedes depends on duration of exposure and individual response. Body-hair growth will resume. Fat distribution will shift gradually. Muscle tone will improve once nutrition and movement are normalised.”

I listened. Each sentence landed with the weight of something that had been true for a long time and was only now being named.

“The cage,” I said.

“Remains in place for the moment. The tissue inside shows chronic compression and mild oedema but no infection or necrosis. Removing it requires a short procedure under local anaesthetic, proper lighting, and the correct release tools. We will do it once the hormone crash has stabilised enough that we are not adding surgical stress to an already volatile system. I expect that window to open within the next two to three weeks, once the acute crash has settled. Until then we manage the discomfort, keep the area clean, and watch for any acute change.”

He paused, giving me room to speak. When I said nothing he continued.

“There is also the matter of the psychological load. The conditioning you describe, the hypnosis recordings, the enforced identity, the repeated pairing of pain and arousal, will not vanish when the chemicals leave. We have a specialist who will begin structured sessions from tomorrow. For today the priority is physical stabilisation and rest. You will stay in this room. Meals will be brought. Light movement is encouraged once the tremors settle. No mirrors yet. No external contact unless you request it.”

Magda spoke for the first time that morning. “I’ll be leaving after this conversation. The extraction contract is complete. Dr Laurent’s team has full authority from here. Your mother has been told only that you are safe and under medical care. Further information waits on your decision.”

I looked at her. The reality of the night, the van, the border, the side door shutting behind me, still felt only half-solid. “Thank you,” I said. The words were inadequate, but they were all I had.

She gave a small nod, stood, and left without ceremony. The door closed behind her. I heard no lock this time.

Dr Laurent remained.

“A quicker check of the cage site in better light,” he said, “then you eat and rest.”

I stripped without being asked. He worked faster than the night before, fresh gloves, brighter lamp, notes already open on the tablet.

He checked the breast tissue briefly. Contact stayed clinical; my body still answered with the old traitorous tightness. I stared at the wall until it passed.

Lower down he cleaned the skin, applied barrier cream, and checked the collar. By the time he finished I was half-hard inside the metal, flushed with shame he did not name.

He stripped the gloves and closed the note.

“Dress. Breakfast shortly. You’ll take antagonists with the food. Use the call button if you need anything.”

He left.

I dressed and sat back against the wall. Nothing visible had changed since the night before, yet knowing the hormones were now opposed altered the weight of every sensation. The breasts still moved when I shifted. The skin still felt too smooth. The cage still sat heavy and warm between my legs. But the knowledge that the process had been turned around made each of those facts feel slightly less permanent.

Breakfast arrived on a tray: plain toast, scrambled eggs, a pot of weak tea. I ate slowly. The food sat in my stomach without immediate protest. I took the next dose of blockers with the last of the tea and set the tray aside.

The room was quiet again. The air system hummed. Somewhere beyond the walls the ordinary work of the clinic continued. I lay back against the pillows, one hand resting lightly on the warm metal between my legs, and let the morning light, artificial though it was, settle over me.

The residual heat from the earlier examination still lingered. Every small movement of the cage against swollen tissue produced the same unwanted pulse. I did not fight it this time. I simply registered it and waited for it to fade.

I closed my eyes and waited for whatever the next hour would bring. The emergency was over. What remained was slower: the unglamorous work of becoming Gavin again.


Chapter Three

The days blurred into weeks before I marked the difference with any real certainty.

I stayed in the same private room. After the first seventy-two hours the locked-door protocol ended. Staff still checked the monitors and drew blood, but the emergency pace had gone. The antagonists continued. The injections tapered. The scopolamine cleared. What remained was the slow work of letting my own system remember how to function.

The cage came off on a grey Tuesday in the third week.

Dr Laurent had waited until the swelling settled and the hormone crash stabilised. I lay on a brighter examination bed while he explained the steps in the same calm voice as always. Local anaesthetic first. Pressure and pulling, not sharp pain. The locking collar would release and the titanium would separate into two halves.

The anaesthetic went in as small precise stings. Numbness spread. I felt pressure, a faint vibration, then a sudden startling lightness as the two halves were lifted away. Cool air touched skin that had not felt open air in months. The nurse irrigated the area. Dr Laurent checked every centimetre. There were deep pale marks and a few thinned patches, but no open wounds and no lasting damage.

“Good,” he said. “Better than many. You’ll be hypersensitive for a few days. Avoid friction. We reassess on Thursday.”

They left me alone to dress. I sat on the edge of the bed and looked down. The cage was gone. In its place was pale, slightly swollen flesh that looked almost unfamiliar. My cock rested against my thigh, soft, marked by the long compression. Without the metal there was nothing to hide the small involuntary twitch that came from the sudden freedom. Shame flickered, followed by a thin complicated relief.

I pulled on the soft trousers carefully. Even light fabric felt intense. Walking back to my room required slow deliberate steps.

That afternoon the first proper therapy session took place. Dr Voss was in her forties, no white coat, notebook on her knee.

“We begin wherever you are able,” she said. “You choose.”

I told her about the document. The night I wrote it. The clause that said I did not want the right to withdraw consent. The way I had believed I was giving myself certainty. She listened without interruption.

“That document has no legal force here,” she said. “What it carried was psychological weight. We will return to it as often as you need.”

The physical changes came slowly, then in uneven bursts.

By the end of the fourth week the breast tissue had begun to soften. Body hair returned on my calves and forearms, then more sparsely across my chest. My face lost some of its softness. Energy came back in fits. Some mornings the clarity felt almost aggressive. Other days the crash left me flat and the old conditioning whispered at the edge of hearing. I learned to wait those moments out.

Magda visited once in the fifth week. She left an envelope from my mother. I left it unopened for two days. When I finally read it the letter was short and careful. She loved me. She was glad I was safe. She would wait for whatever contact I chose. I folded it and put it in the drawer.

The nights remained hardest. Without the cage the body felt too open. A brush of sheet or a shift in temperature could produce a rush the metal had once contained. Sometimes the residual conditioning rose with it. I used the grounding sequence Dr Voss had given me and breathed until it passed.

By the end of the sixth week the dressing was gone. The skin was still paler and more sensitive, but it no longer looked injured. The first time I grew properly hard without metal containing it I stood under the shower and watched, detached, until the sensation faded on its own.

I was not yet the man who had entered the pub the night of Harry’s funeral. That version of me felt distant. The body in the small shaving glass was no longer entirely Grace either. It was becoming something in between, and for the first time that intermediate state felt like progress.

The weeks kept accumulating.

By the third month breast tissue was only a soft residual fullness. I stopped shaving my face. The first real stubble made me stand with the blade in my hand simply registering the fact. Strength returned more slowly through the private gym and the physiotherapist’s sessions. I learned the difference between the exhaustion of hormone crash and the cleaner tiredness of actual work.

Therapy moved deeper. We talked about the hypnosis recordings, the repeated pairing of phrases with forced arousal, the way Edna and Michelle had used my own earlier fantasies as a script. Speaking the words aloud stripped them of some of their power. Not all of it. Certain combinations still produced a faint unwanted stir. When it happened I used the grounding sequence and waited. The fact that it could pass was itself new.

One session she asked about the children. Richard and Caitlyn. Five years old when everything collapsed. The gradual reduction of contact. The afternoon I overheard them call Craig Daddy without correction. The words came out flat. Dr Voss let the silence sit, then said, “That loss is real. It does not require you to minimise it.”

Voice work began in the fourth month. Progress was incremental. Some days the old automatic softness still surfaced when I was tired. Other days the deeper tone held without effort.

By the end of the fifth month residual breast tissue barely showed. The cage marks were almost gone. The first orgasm without any permission structure left me with a complicated mix of relief and grief.

Dr Voss noted the shift. “You’re beginning to inhabit the body again. Not just occupy it.”

I practised it in small ways: choosing what to eat, deciding when to walk the courtyard, allowing genuine irritation instead of swallowing it into compliance.

The residual triggers did not disappear. Certain phrases or tones could still produce a brief sharp spike. When it happened the shame came, followed by the newer knowledge that the spike did not have to dictate behaviour. I waited. The moment passed.

One afternoon I stood at the shaving glass and ran a hand from sternum to the base of my cock. What I felt was ordinary architecture. Not the body from the night of the funeral. Not the body locked into the cage and called Grace. Something intermediate, still changing, still carrying history.

The sixth month arrived without ceremony.

Residual breast tissue was only a faint softness under muscle. Testosterone sat mid-normal. Voice work concluded. The specialist played the final recordings and nodded. “The habitual softness is gone. What remains is yours.”

Therapy moved into its closing phase. We spent three sessions on the shape of the absence itself: the knowledge that Richard and Caitlyn were growing up with another man answering to the name that should have been mine. Dr Voss did not offer false hope. Some losses, she said, remain losses. The work is to carry them without letting them become the only true thing.

In the final session she asked, “When you leave here, what name do you intend to answer to?”

“Gavin.”

“And if the old conditioning surfaces after you are no longer inside these walls?”

“I use the sequence. I wait. It passes.”

She closed the notebook. “That is sufficient. You are not required to be finished. You are required to be functional enough to continue the work outside.”

Dr Laurent delivered the formal medical clearance two days later.

“Endocrine markers are stable. Physical recovery is within expected parameters. You are medically cleared to leave the programme.”

I signed the discharge papers. The pen felt ordinary in my hand.

Magda returned the following afternoon. She looked unchanged: same contained posture, same practical clothes, the same assessing gaze that had taken in the silk nightie and the cage on the night she pulled me out of the pub. She set a plain black holdall on the floor of my room and a smaller envelope on the table.

“Clean passport,” she said. “Issued under your legal name. Sufficient funds from your mother to cover relocation and the first six months of ordinary living. No traceable link to this clinic or to me. The extraction contract is closed.”

She paused.

“One condition, stated clearly so there is no ambiguity later. You do not contact anyone from the previous life. Not Michelle. Not Edna. Not the woman who worked the bar. Not the doctor who fitted the cage. Not the men who paid. If you choose to reach out, you do it with the full knowledge that the consequences are yours alone. I will not intervene a second time. Your mother understands the same.”

I nodded. The warning sat in the room with the weight of something already tested and proven necessary.

“She asked me to tell you that the letter remains open,” Magda added. “No pressure. No timeline. The choice stays with you.”

She did not offer a handshake or any other gesture of closure. She simply left the holdall, the envelope, and the finality of the condition, and walked out of the room for the last time.

I sat on the edge of the bed and opened the envelope. The passport was new, the photograph recent, taken in the clinic three weeks earlier: short hair, clear jawline, no makeup, the residual softness of the hormones already gone from the face. The name on the document was mine. Beneath the passport lay a bank card and a single sheet of paper listing the account details and the amount transferred. It was enough. Not extravagant. Enough to leave, to rent somewhere quiet, to eat, to begin.

I packed the holdall with the plain clothes the clinic had provided over the months: jeans, shirts, a jacket, underwear that belonged to no one else’s rules. No silk. No lace. No garment that had ever been worn by Grace. The few personal items I had accumulated, a notebook, the letter from my mother, the final blood panels went in last.

That night I stood in the small bathroom and looked at the face in the shaving glass for a long time. The man looking back was leaner than the one who had entered the pub the night of Harry’s funeral. There were new lines around the eyes. The mouth sat differently without the habitual soft set it had worn for so long. The body beneath the plain cotton shirt carried the faint, almost imperceptible memory of breasts and the more lasting memory of metal, yet neither defined it any longer. It was a body that had been altered and then slowly, imperfectly, reclaimed.

I slept without the old chemical fog and without the weight of titanium and without the automatic expectation of being woken for use. When the morning staff came to process the final discharge I was already dressed.

The corridor outside my room was quiet. The secure wing had never been busy; today it felt almost abandoned. Dr Voss was not present. Dr Laurent met me only long enough to sign the last internal form and to repeat the twelve-month open-door offer. Then the administrative staff walked me to the side entrance, the same door Magda had brought me through on the night of the extraction.

Daylight waited beyond it. Ordinary, unremarkable daylight.

I stepped through.

The holdall sat heavy on one shoulder. The passport and the bank card rested in the inside pocket of the jacket. Behind me the door closed with a soft electronic click that carried none of the finality of the locks that had once kept me inside Edna’s rooms. Ahead of me the short drive led toward the public road and whatever came next.

I was Gavin again.

Not the version who had written the stories in secret. Not the version who had signed the document in the belief that total surrender would solve something. Not the version who had answered to Grace under metal and chemical fog. Something quieter, more provisional, still carrying the scars and the residual pathways and the knowledge of what had been done.

But Gavin.

I adjusted the holdall, felt the ordinary weight of ordinary clothes against skin that no longer answered to someone else’s schedule, and began to walk.


Chapter Four

I got off at a small regional station where the platform was almost empty and the only vehicle waiting was a local taxi whose driver asked, in uncomplicated French, where I needed to go. I gave the address of the rental I had arranged by telephone from a public booth two days earlier. He nodded, loaded the holdall, and drove.

The village sat in a shallow valley in France, a few kilometres from the river. Stone houses with faded shutters lined a single main street that contained a bakery, a small grocery, a little tobacconist, and a café whose tables spilled onto the pavement under trees. My rental was a short walk beyond the last of the shops; a low, two-room stone cottage with a red-tiled roof and a small walled garden at the back. The agent, a practical woman in her fifties, met me at the gate, handed over a set of keys, showed me the stopcock and the electricity meter, and left within fifteen minutes. No unnecessary conversation. No curiosity about why an Englishman with short hair and a plain holdall had chosen this particular quiet corner.

I stood in the main room after she had gone and let the silence settle.

The space was simple; a flagstone floor, whitewashed walls, a wooden table under the window, a narrow bed in the adjoining room, a basic kitchen along one wall. No television. No computer. The previous tenant had left a single armchair and a bookshelf that held nothing I recognised. I set the holdall down and opened the shutters. Warm air that smelled of dry grass and distant water moved through the room. Somewhere beyond the garden wall a dog barked once and then stopped.

I unpacked with deliberate care. The clothes went into the small wardrobe, jeans, shirts, underwear that carried no history. The notebook and the letter from my mother went into the drawer of the bedside table. The passport and bank card stayed in the jacket for the first night. There was nothing else. No silk. No lace. No garment that had ever been chosen for me by someone else, and yet the pain of that remained. The pain of not having the balance I’d wanted, the fantasy.

That evening I walked back into the village and bought bread, cheese, tomatoes, and a bottle of local red from the grocery. The woman behind the counter spoke to me in the easy, slightly rapid French of the region; I answered in the functional version I had practised in the clinic’s language sessions. She did not ask questions. I carried the food home, made a simple meal at the wooden table, and ate it while the light faded over the garden wall. The wine tasted clean. The bread was still warm. Nothing in the act of feeding myself required permission or performance.

Sleep came more easily than it had in the clinic. The bed was narrow but adequate. The window stood open to the night sounds of a place that had no interest in my history. I woke once in the early hours, the residual conditioning flickering at the edge of a dream, and used the grounding sequence until the flicker passed. Then I slept again.

The cottage was simply a cottage. The work was simply work. The body that moved through both was simply mine, imperfect, still carrying history in its tissues, but no longer organised around someone else’s desire.

It was not a dramatic freedom, quieter than that, and more durable. I lay in the narrow bed and let the ordinary night hold me; for the first time in years the holding required nothing in return.

The weeks that followed settled into the first as though the distinctions between them had never mattered.

My landlords, Jean and Marie expected no conversation beyond the work. Terraces, fencing, firewood, the labour was repetitive and exact. My hands toughened. At midday we ate bread and cheese in the barn shade; when the light slanted I walked home with cash and the clean ache of effort.

Evenings returned to the cottage, the garden chair, a glass of the local red, library books that required no performance of understanding.

In the village the grocery and bakery stayed brief and ordinary. Warm bread eaten standing in the kitchen still carried a quiet charge I did not examine too closely.

Residual pathways still surfaced, cigarette smoke, a dream of the cage, and then subsided when I used the grounding sequence. The pay-as-you-go phone stayed off except to confirm hours with Jean. No email. No search of my own name. On Sundays I walked the ridge above the village and sat on the stone until the light changed. The letter from my mother came out of the drawer and went back unanswered. By the third week a second mug stood on the shelf, books stacked on the table, Jean offering extra half-days I accepted. The cottage had begun to hold the shape of a life.

One condition they put in me couldn’t be removed. I was once a non-smoker, but staying off the cigarettes they’d put me on proved the hardest. I didn’t see it as a slip, it was just ingrained in me now. I bought a packet of Marlboro Red and smoked, that was just who I was.

Through the second month the pattern only deepened. Jean moved me to three regular days; Marie left fruit or cake without ceremony. A radio appeared on the kitchen shelf.

Mother’s letter stayed unanswered. Hunger, tiredness, morning desire, all of it answered itself without a plan.

One afternoon I stood at the mirror and recognised the face looking back; leaner than the man who had entered the pub the night of the funeral, quieter in the eyes, but mine. The scars remained. The children remained an unresolved absence, and it hurt to not have them near me, to leave them with those people.

Yet the life in the stone cottage had held long enough to feel real. The fresh start had not erased the past. It had simply made a place where the past no longer dictated the shape of every hour. That, for now, was enough.

On a Thursday morning, I had gone into the village earlier than usual for bread. My work was scheduled for the afternoon; Jean had asked me to help with a delivery of feed that was due after lunch. The bakery was quiet. Only one other customer stood at the counter, a woman in her early thirties, dark hair pulled back in a loose knot, wearing a plain linen shirt and practical trousers marked with what looked like clay or glaze dust. She was speaking with the baker in the easy, slightly rapid French of the region, laughing at something he said. The sound was low and unforced.

I waited. When she turned with her loaf she glanced at me, offered the small automatic smile of people who share a narrow space, and stepped aside so I could reach the counter. I ordered, paid, and left. Outside, under the plane trees, she was still there, adjusting the loaf under her arm while she checked something on a small notebook. As I passed she looked up again.

“You’re the Englishman who works for Jean and Marie,” she said. It was not a question. In a town this size, everyone knew everything. Well, everything on the surface.

“Yes.” I replied, naturally cautious as to why this attractive woman would want to talk to me.

“I’m Celine. I have the pottery workshop at the end of the lane past the church. They mentioned someone had taken the cottage.”

I gave my name, just Gavin, and she nodded as if noting it the same way she might note an order. We stood for a moment in the ordinary morning light. Then she said she needed to open the workshop and walked on. I watched her go and continued home with the bread.

That should have been the end of it. Village life produced brief meetings like that all the time. Yet two days later I saw her again at the grocery. She was choosing tomatoes with the same steady attention. When she noticed me she gave a small lift of the hand. I returned it. The woman behind the counter finished both our purchases without comment. Outside, Celine paused.

“The tomatoes are better this week,” she said. “Marie’s are still the best, but these will do.”

I agreed. The exchange lasted less than a minute. She went toward the church lane; I went the other way. The old habits that once would have searched the conversation for hidden expectations stayed quiet. It had been exactly what it appeared to be.

The third meeting was not accidental.

On the following Tuesday I walked past the end of the church lane on my way back from the smallholding and saw the workshop door open. A low wooden sign hung above it with simple lettering. Inside, shelves held rows of bowls and plates in muted earth colours. Celine was at a wheel near the back, hands steady on the clay, afternoon light across her forearms. She looked up when my shadow crossed the threshold.

“Come in if you want,” she said. “I’m nearly finished with this one.”

I stepped inside. The air smelled of wet clay and glaze. I stood a short distance away and watched the clay rise under her hands. She worked without talking, focused but not closed off. When the form was finished she stopped the wheel, cut the piece free, and set it aside to firm.

“You’re not in a hurry,” she said.

“No.”

She wiped her hands on a cloth and came around the wheel. Up close I noticed the fine white dust in the dark hair at her temples and the clear, assessing look in her eyes. There was no performance in her manner and no attempt to fill the silence. She asked how the work with Jean and Marie was going. I answered. She told me she supplied a few of the local restaurants with plates and that the autumn orders were starting to come in. The conversation stayed on ordinary things: the weather, the river levels after the recent rain, the best time to walk the ridge path. It did not feel thin. It felt like the first exchange in a long time that asked nothing of me except to be present.

When I left she said, “The door is usually open in the afternoons if you pass again.”

I walked home with the late light on the stone walls. That night I cooked, ate, and sat in the garden with a glass of wine. The conversation stayed with me, but I did not turn it over for meaning or danger. It simply existed alongside the rest of the day.

Over the next fortnight a pattern settled without either of us planning it.

I passed the workshop two or three times a week. Sometimes the door was closed and I kept walking. Sometimes it was open and I went in for ten or fifteen minutes. Celine never stopped work for long, but she made space for the conversation the way she made space for a new row of bowls. We talked about practical things: clay, the light on the ridge, the smallholding’s winter wood. She asked nothing about my past. I offered nothing. The silence around it felt mutual rather than guarded.

One afternoon she offered coffee. We drank it on the low wall outside while the light moved across the lane. She sat with her boots on the ground and the mug in both hands, the same steady presence she brought to the clay. When a customer arrived she dealt with the sale and came straight back. The interruption never felt like a break.

“You’re quiet,” she said once, without judgement.

“I’ve had practice.”

She left it there. The restraint felt like respect.

In her company the old conditioning stayed quiet. No commands, no required posture, only ordinary listening.

By the end of the third week the connection had begun to carry a different weight.

We still had not touched beyond handing a mug or a piece of pottery. We still spoke only of village things. Yet I started taking the longer route home so the workshop door fell into the path. Afternoons without a reason to pass the lane felt flatter. One Thursday a note said she had gone to Bergerac for glaze and would be back the next day. I walked home aware of a small, specific absence that was new.

That evening the cottage felt, for the first time since the clinic, like a place that might hold another person. I did not name it. It was not yet romance, only the first company in months that asked for nothing except presence.

The visits lengthened. An hour on the stool while she worked. Silences that felt shared rather than empty. The past stayed closed on both sides.

One late afternoon the rain started hard while I was still there. Celine looked up from the piece she was trimming and said, “You’ll get soaked if you leave now. There’s coffee upstairs if you want to wait it out.”

She led the way up the open stair to a simple mezzanine: narrow table, two chairs, gas ring, mismatched mugs. She made the coffee with the same unhurried care she gave the clay. We sat opposite each other while the rain hammered the roof. For a while neither of us spoke. The silence felt closer than the ones downstairs.

She asked how long I planned to stay in the village. I said I had no fixed plan. She nodded, then told me she had grown up near Cahors and come to the Dordogne eight years earlier because the light was better for the work she wanted. She offered the information simply, without asking for anything in return. When the rain eased I said I should go. On the threshold she touched my forearm once, lightly, to stop me stepping into a deeper puddle. The contact lasted less than a second. The old pathways that once scanned every touch for instruction stayed quiet. I walked home with the place on my arm still warm.

After that the visits included the upstairs room more often. Sometimes coffee came at the end of the work. Sometimes we went straight up. The conversations lengthened. She talked about the practical difficulties of running the workshop alone. I talked about the smallholding and the way the valley changed with autumn. The past remained sealed. The restraint still felt mutual.

One Thursday she asked if I had eaten. When I said not yet she put bread, cheese and late tomatoes on the table and we ate while the light faded. The meal was simple. Sharing it felt larger than the food. Afterwards she walked me to the end of the lane. We stood for a moment under the last of the daylight. She did not touch me again. I did not reach for her. The space between us carried a new, careful charge.

The connection began to shape my days. I timed the walk from the smallholding for the open door. Absences left the cottage quieter than before. One evening we walked the ridge and shared bread on the outcrop. Her shoulder brushed mine on the way down. Neither of us turned it into more.

The first deliberate touch that was not accidental happened on a grey afternoon toward the end of the month.

Rain had fallen since morning. I arrived with my jacket dark at the shoulders. Celine looked up from the wheel and said, “Leave it by the door. There’s a dry shirt upstairs if you want it.”

I changed into the soft shirt she left on the chair. When I handed her a mug of coffee she took it, set it aside, and reached up to brush a smear of rain-damp dust from the side of my neck. The contact was brief and practical, yet her fingers lingered a fraction longer than the dust required. My body answered with a simple warmth that carried none of the old scripts of permission or performance. She dropped her hand and returned to the wheel. I sat and watched her work, the place on my neck still carrying the memory of her fingers.

When I left she walked with me to the end of the lane. Under the dripping plane trees she reached for my hand and held it for the length of three breaths before releasing it. The residual pathways stayed silent. The touch required nothing except that I receive it.

I walked home with a new, careful knowledge settling in; the connection had moved beyond conversation into something neither of us had yet named, but that both of us had begun to treat as real.

It was not yet love in any declared sense. It was only the slower beginning of a life making room for another person without the old structures of control or surrender.

The weeks that followed carried the same unhurried pace, only the weight of each hour had changed.

By the middle of the next month the afternoon visits had stretched into early evenings. Celine closed the workshop when the light began to fail and we walked the lane together, sometimes toward the ridge, sometimes simply the length of the village and back. Conversation stayed on the surface of shared days, yet the silences between sentences had become a form of intimacy in themselves. She never pressed for the history I did not offer. I never asked for more of hers than she chose to give. The restraint continued to feel mutual and protective rather than evasive.

One Friday the rain returned and stayed. I arrived at the workshop with my jacket already dark. She looked at the weather and the hour and said, “There’s food upstairs. Stay.”

We ate at the narrow table under the window while the rain filled the lane. Afterwards she poured the last of the wine and we sat without speaking. When she stood to clear the plates I rose with her. In the small space between table and shelf her hand found mine. The contact was deliberate this time. She looked at me as though confirming something already decided, then led me the few steps to the low bed against the far wall.

What followed was unhurried and free of any script I recognised.

She undressed me with the same steady attention she gave the clay, and I undressed her in turn. Her body was warm and practical, marked by the small scars and calluses of work. Mine still felt uncertain. I was leaner than before the clinic, but part of me kept waiting for the old failure to arrive, the hormones having left their mark in ways that were hard to measure until a moment like this.

When she touched me I tensed, half-expecting nothing to happen. My cock stirred, but it was not as hard as I wanted it to be. The response felt clumsy and slightly delayed, as if my body was still deciding whether it was allowed. I touched her in return and she moved into it, guiding without commanding. We found a rhythm, though it was not the slow one I had imagined. I was faster than I wanted to be. The urgency came from somewhere I could not fully control.

Halfway through, the old life flickered in. A flash of pink satin. Delicate lace against skin. The memory of being made to put on a bra, the straps tight, the cups filled just enough to show. Then the clear image of a man behind me, ready, pressing in, using me the way they had. The soft whisper of her voice in my head, as if she knew everything; Give in. Let him take you.

My cock hardened properly then, responding to the pictures in my head more than to the real woman under me. The pull of it was brief and sharp. I shook it off as best I could, focused on the actual weight of Celine, the ordinary heat of her skin, the present room. The image faded, but the hardness stayed.

I finished sooner than I meant to. She did not seem to mind. She kept her arms around me and held the connection for a while longer, as if the fact of it mattered more than the timing. We lay still after that. No one spoke.

Afterwards we lay in the narrow bed while the rain continued on the roof. Her head rested against my shoulder. My hand moved once across the small of her back and then stilled. Neither of us said the word love. The old conditioning stayed quiet. I slept for the first time in years with another person’s weight against me and woke to the same weight still there.

In the morning she made coffee and we drank it at the table while the lane brightened. She said she had no orders that could not wait. I said Jean expected me at the smallholding by nine. She nodded, kissed the side of my mouth once, and did not ask when I would return. The lack of demand felt like trust.

Afterwards we lay in the narrow bed while the rain kept on. Her head was on my shoulder. I put a hand on the small of her back once and left it there. Neither of us said we loved each other. The old conditioning stayed quiet. I slept for the first time in years with someone against me and woke up with her still there.

In the morning she made coffee and we drank it at the table while the lane got lighter. She said she had nothing that couldn’t wait. I said Jean expected me at the smallholding by nine. She nodded, kissed the side of my mouth, and didn’t ask when I’d be back. That lack of pressure felt like trust.

After that the nights started adding up. The thoughts never really stopped. I decided that if I wanted to fuck her I’d have to live with the memories and use them instead of fighting them. Part of me knew they might settle in and turn into something closer to need.

Some evenings I went back to the cottage and slept alone. Most nights I stayed. The bed was narrow but we got used to it. She kept a spare toothbrush by the sink. I left a second shirt on the chair. We cooked simple food, ate at the table, and sometimes went back to bed before it was fully dark. The sex stayed free of the old rules. There was desire and the plain fact of being seen. Sometimes I needed the old pictures to get hard enough: the pink satin, the lace, being made to put a bra on, the man behind me. I used them quietly and came inside her. She never asked why I shut my eyes at certain points. Once, when her hand pressed the back of my neck, an old pathway flickered. I grounded myself and it passed. She just waited with her hand on my chest until I came back. She didn’t ask what had pulled me away.

By the end of the month the cottage question became practical.

One morning over coffee she said, “The rent here is higher than it needs to be for one person. The cottage is bigger. If you wanted, we could try it the other way round.”

She said it the same way she said everything else. That evening I went back and said yes. We spent the weekend moving the few things she needed. The cottage took them without any trouble.

We didn’t talk about permanence. We just started living the days together.

Mornings began with coffee at the wooden table. She left for the workshop. I left for the smallholding. Evenings brought us back to the same kitchen and the same bed. We still never talked about my past. She told me bits of her own history. I listened. The silence around the years before the village stayed in place. It didn’t feel like a wall any more, just a boundary I wasn’t ready to open, and she seemed happy to leave it alone for now.

In the ordinary run of shared meals and sleep the old habit of scanning for rules didn’t show up. Desire rose without any permission structure. When I needed the memories to stay hard I used them. When I came it was still with her, in the present.

One night near the end of the second month I woke before dawn and listened to her breathing. No one watching. No demands. Just the need to stay present.

Sex became regular, a need for both, but with the worry of my inadequacy, I made sure to service her orally, ensuring she always climaxed before I did. There was no question that I wanted her happy, rather the only question that remained, was whether I could maintain this happiness in myself.

We hadn’t said we’d loved each other. The word still felt bigger than what we were building. But the life in the stone cottage had become the centre of the days. The past stayed sealed. The letter from my mother stayed unanswered. The children stayed an open absence. None of that had gone away. It had just stopped running every hour.

I stood at the kitchen table that morning with the coffee warming my hands and watched Celine get ready for the workshop. She looked up, caught my eye, and gave the same small smile I’d first seen in the bakery. I smiled back. No performance needed. No history that had to be spoken.


Chapter Five

The domestic rhythm settled in the same steady way the seasons changed outside the cottage.

Mornings started in the narrow bed while the light was still thin. Celine woke first more often than I did. Sometimes she got up straight away and went to make the coffee. Sometimes she stayed, one hand on my chest or the back of my neck, with no demand in the touch. The old pathways that would once have read any hand at my neck as the start of an instruction stayed quiet. I turned into her warmth and let the plain fact of being held without performance sink in.

We drank the coffee at the wooden table while the garden wall slowly took the light. Talk stayed on the day ahead: orders at the workshop, what Jean had planned at the smallholding, whether the bread needed buying before or after the morning work. Nothing in it made me check her tone for hidden rules. I listened, answered, and felt the simple relief of a conversation that only asked me to be there.

She left for the workshop with a spare key already hanging by the door. I left for the smallholding a bit later. The lane between the two places had become part of the shared day. Sometimes we passed each other in the early afternoon if she was running late or the work finished early. A quick lift of the hand, a few words about the light or the weather, then back to our separate jobs. Knowing the evening would bring us back to the same kitchen and the same bed needed no extra proof.

Evenings were the longest stretch of the ordinary happiness.

We cooked together more often than not. The kitchen was small enough that we had to move around each other, one at the stove, the other at the board, the occasional brush of hip or shoulder. The meals stayed simple: whatever the grocery and the smallholding gave us that day. We ate at the table with the window open to the cooling autumn air. Talk carried on in the same easy way as the mornings. She told me about a difficult glaze firing or a customer who had finally paid. I told her about the winter wood or the section of wall Jean and I had finished. The past stayed closed. The silence around it no longer felt like something we were holding our breath over. It just felt like a boundary we had both, without talking about it, agreed to leave alone.

Afterwards we washed the dishes, wiped the table, and let the evening settle. Sometimes we sat in the garden with a glass of the local red while the last light left the valley. Sometimes we stayed inside with the radio low, one of us reading, the other doing some small job: mending a shirt, sorting a box of tools she had brought from the workshop. The nights stayed free of any power games. Desire rose and was answered in the same straightforward way as the rest of the shared life. No required positions, no ownership talk, no old script that needed performing or fighting. Once, when her thigh pressed across mine in the narrow bed, an old pathway flickered. I grounded myself and it passed. She noticed the short stillness and just waited with her hand on my ribs until I came back. She never asked what had pulled me away. The restraint still felt like respect, not distance.

One weekend in the third month of living together we left the village for a single night.

Celine had an order to deliver to a restaurant in Sarlat. I sorted the time off with Jean and we drove over in her small van, the back full of carefully wrapped plates and bowls. The town was busier than the village, a mix of locals and the last of the season’s visitors. We dropped off the order, walked the square while the light was still good, and ate a simple meal at a café with tables out on the cobbles. No one knew us. No one expected anything from us. We stayed the night in a small room above a quiet side street, window open to the sound of footsteps fading. The sex that night had the same steady attention as the nights at the cottage. In the morning we drank coffee at a different table, watched the town wake up, and drove back along the river with the empty crates rattling in the van. The whole trip asked nothing of us except to be there. When we got back to the cottage the rooms took us in as if we had never left.

The residual nightmares still came, though less often than in the first months after the clinic.

They arrived without warning: pieces of the upstairs room at the pub, the weight of the cage, the particular tone of Edna’s voice when she was pleased with how well the conditioning had taken. I woke with my heart going and my body tight, the old readiness for instruction or use flickering at the edges. Each time I used the sequence Dr Voss had taught me until the present came back: the weight of Celine’s leg against mine, the ordinary smell of the laundry soap on the sheets, the unlocked door and no one coming through it. Most nights she slept through it. On the nights she woke she just put a hand on my back and waited until my breathing slowed. She never asked what the dream was about. The silence around it stayed in place, another boundary that didn’t cost us anything.

I had started to believe, more steadily, that the escape might be real.

It wasn’t absolute. The scars were still there, physical and otherwise. The knowledge of what had been done, and what I had once asked for, was still there. The children were still a clean, unresolved absence that no amount of ordinary days could rewrite. But the life we had built in the stone cottage had held long enough, and steadily enough, that the past no longer ran every hour. The old pathways were still there, but they no longer decided what I did. The ordinary happiness of shared meals, shared work and shared sleep had become the ground. The older weather of the conditioning could rise and pass without taking the day.

One evening toward the end of that third month we sat in the garden after the dishes were done. The air had the first real chill of autumn. Celine had brought a blanket out and put it across both our knees. We drank the last of the wine and watched the dark settle over the wall. Neither of us spoke for a long time. The silence felt complete and safe. When she finally leaned her head against my shoulder the contact asked nothing except that I stay still enough to take it. I did. The residual pathways stayed quiet. The past stayed sealed. The ordinary night went on around us without asking for gratitude or vigilance or anything else.

Inside the cottage the bed was still unmade from the morning. We would make it later, or not. The choice was ours alone.

I finished the wine, felt the quiet weight of her against me, and let the belief settle: the escape had held.

Autumn deepened. The plane trees turned gold. The winter wood stacked higher against the wall. The days kept the same shape: bed, coffee, separate work, return. Desire still rose without a script. When the old pathways flickered she waited, and the moment passed.

In the quieter evenings I started noticing what she wore underneath. Nothing elaborate. Satin slips in muted pink or deep purple. Briefs edged with thick lace. Sometimes stockings when the cold justified them. The fabrics caught the hearth light with a soft sheen that wasn’t costume and wasn’t apology.

I was drawn to those textures more than I wanted to admit. Satin had the same liquid slide I once associated with clothes chosen for me. Pink and purple carried a quiet insistence on femininity. The lace woke something residual and complicated, an old pull toward the soft and the decorative. On her, though, none of it felt like a command. It simply suited her.

Sissy. The word arrived unbidden when my fingers brushed a satin seam or felt the tickle of lace against my palm. My body answered before I could stop it: a tremor, a heat, the memory of how good it had felt to dress in those things, how good it had felt to be taken. In those moments I wanted to tell her the truth. Worse, some buried part of me wanted her to already know, and to use the knowledge. To say the ordinary life had only been a pause. To take me back.

I never said it. I watched her step out of a skirt or unbutton a cardigan and let the flicker rise, then fall. The garments were hers alone, not instructions, not remnants of the pub. That distinction still held. The heat still rose cleanly enough that I could name it and set it down. Mostly.

One weekend in late October we drove east to a small lake that had emptied of visitors. We walked the path, ate bread and cheese on a flat rock, and came home after dark to the first real fire of the season. The nightmares were spacing themselves out. The belief that the escape was real stopped feeling provisional, even though the quieter wanting stayed underneath the ordinary happiness, unanswered.

Winter followed. Frost on the garden wall. Work moved into the barn. Evenings under the heavier blanket. In January light snow dusted the ridge. We bought cheese and dark honey at a hill market and ate it in front of a higher fire with the last of the wine. One evening she rested her head against my shoulder while the wind moved around the walls. The nightmares had grown rare. I didn’t speak of what the satin still woke in me. The past stayed sealed. The ordinary happiness was simply the life we lived, and for now it was enough.


Chapter Six

The letter arrived on a Tuesday in early February, the first proper post since I settled here.

Celine brought it in with the bread. The handwriting was my mother’s. She had a few days’ leave. She wanted to visit if it wasn’t an imposition. A date three weeks out. No questions about the missing years. No clinic. No extraction. Only: I have been thinking of you.

I read it twice.

“Your mother?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want her to come?”

I said I didn’t know. She left the choice with me. That evening I wrote back confirming the dates. The act felt larger than the sentences on the page.

The three weeks that followed carried an unease I couldn’t name. Work, meals, firelight, all ordinary, but something sat under every hour like a stone in a shoe. Pathways that had gone quiet through winter stirred at odd moments: woodsmoke, a certain silence, Celine’s hand at the back of my neck. I grounded. They passed. I told myself it was only the door reopening. I almost believed it.

She arrived on a Thursday afternoon in early March.

I met the bus beyond the bakery. She was last off, one soft bag in hand. For a moment I didn’t recognise her.

She was lighter than the mother I remembered, thinner in the face and body, the old solid weight simply gone. The word caught somewhere behind my eyes, sharp and sour, and I didn’t know why. Her hair was longer, softer around her face. Softer did the same thing: a small internal flinch with no explanation. She wore a loose floral dress, a light cardigan, new flat shoes. She moved as if the air cost her less. When she smiled it was warm and distant, almost dreamy, eyes slightly unfocused.

“Gavin.” Slower than I remembered. Vowels softened. Languid. She touched my cheek with the backs of her fingers, affectionate, and a fraction too long. “You look well.”

The bag weighed almost nothing. We walked to the cottage in a silence thicker than the years between us. Celine waited at the gate. My mother’s gaze moved over her with an open, appreciative thoroughness that tightened the skin between my shoulders. She took Celine’s hand in both of hers and held it while she said how glad she was to meet the woman who had given her son a home. The words were fine. The slow pass of her thumb across Celine’s knuckles was not.

Celine glanced at me, a private question, then led us inside.

Dinner stayed careful: the village, the workshop, the winter. Whenever talk drifted toward the years after Magda she smiled vaguely and changed the subject. She asked nothing about the clinic. Of herself she only said she was keeping busy and learning to rest. She ate slowly. When she reached for her glass her hand moved as if the air had weight.

At the sink beside Celine she washed up with the same slowed attention. Once she laughed and left her fingers on Celine’s forearm until the laugh faded. Celine didn’t pull away. I saw her posture adjust, someone receiving a signal she hadn’t expected.

Later, alone with me by the fire, I asked how she had been.

“I went to a retreat. Clear my head. It was good, enlightening. So I feel...lighter, I suppose,” she said, and the word hit like a knuckle on a bruise. Heat flickered low in my spine for no reason I could name. “I feel lighter. Everything moves more slowly now. Like a weight lifted. It’s better that way.”

She laid her hand on my knee. Maternal on the surface, firmer underneath, thumb arcing once.  My old pathways stirred, the old training, the need, unwanted and specific. But this was my mother, not ‘Mommy’, I reminded myself. I grounded myself, thought of the reality I now had, until it receded away. She took her hand back as if nothing had happened.

“You have a good life here. I’m glad.” She smiled.

She went up to the mezzanine. In bed Celine rested against me as usual, but her body held a tension that hadn’t been there the night before. Sleep came slowly. In the dark mother’s altered face and that word, lighter, kept returning. I didn’t know what it had unlocked. Only that something in me had answered it, like the spark of a lighter, trying to catch the gas and just missing.

The next days sharpened.

At lunch she brushed a crumb from my mouth and left her fingers there a second too long. A brief headache flared behind my eyes, as if my body were warning me of something it wouldn’t explain. She walked Celine to the workshop and came back flushed. Celine came back closed. By the fire that evening she tucked a strand of hair behind Celine’s ear with a tenderness that tightened the whole room. I told myself it was just awkward affection. I almost believed it.

On the third morning she kissed the side of my neck. “You’re looking softer already,” she murmured, and the word dropped through me like a stone into deep water. I couldn’t say why. She spent the day with Celine again. Later she trailed her fingers from my temple down to my throat. Sleep that night was thin. Older desires moved under the unease, wordless and hungry.

On the fourth morning it broke.

Alone in the bathroom the grounding sequence slipped. Images came back in no order: the cage, silk against skin, a dreamy voice saying lighter, softer, good girl. None of it made sense. None of it felt like mine to understand. I worked myself with grim urgency until the release left me empty, then the tears came. Under my breath, in a register I hadn’t used in over a year, I said it; “I want to be a sissy.” I said it, masturbating furiously until my body quieted. I washed my face and went back out to the garden where she still moved among the stones.

Something had shifted. I could no longer pretend the weight was only a mother’s visit.

The final morning came with soft light and coffee. Her hand lingered at the small of Celine’s back while we drank it. Breakfast stayed shallow. She was leaving on the three o’clock bus. The hours until then moved with her liquid slowness: the garden, a hand on Celine’s knee, a thumb arcing across mine at lunch.

At the stop she held Celine too long, fingers stroking once at the back of her neck. Then she framed my face the way she had when I was a child, thumbs slow along my cheekbones, none of the old simplicity in it.

“You’re softer here,” she said, each word given more air than it needed. The flinch went through me clean and useless. I still didn’t know why the word mattered, only that it did. “It suits you. By the way, I left you a little present. Celine has it all.”

She kissed my cheek, lingered, and boarded without looking back. We stood until the bus rounded the bend.

The walk home passed in silence. Celine’s hand brushed mine once on the lane, but eventually I couldn’t hold it in.

“What present?” I asked.

“Stories.” Celine smiled. “Wonderful stories.”

A rock hit my stomach. I knew what stories. Knew where they came from. The question was why. Why had my mother, of all people, passed them along?

Inside, the rooms felt too large. We didn’t speak of the touches, but she handed me the print-outs. No USB key this time. Everything neatly printed and bound.

“I’ve been reading them,” she said softly. “Your mother told me it was the best way for me to understand you.”

“I didn’t realise that was an issue.”

“It is. I love you, Gavin, but you’re often distant, especially during sex. I wanted to know where you go. Now I know. I think they’re lovely stories. Dark, sensual, erotic. But your mother said they’re tinged with tragedy.” She stroked my face, eyes calm and analytical. “You know you can talk to me, right?”

“I…” How could I tell her the truth of what happened? How could I tell her I ran from my kids? How could I say any of it? “In time.”

“That’s fine, sweetie. There’s no shame in what you wrote. I’m here for you.”

That night, after a meal, we curled up by the fire and made love on the rug. My brain was in overdrive. I pictured men taking Celine, using her, while Mommy stood over me and gave me what I needed: softness, satin, lace. I came hard and too fast, the images still running behind my eyes.

Afterwards, in bed, I lay awake with the words still cold and clear: I want to be a sissy. Lighter. Softer. The circuitry that had answered so readily hadn’t been a one-off failure. It had been waiting.

The interruption left a residue. Once I caught Celine at the kitchen window staring at the garden wall, face closed. The escape had held through every season since the clinic, yet the woman who stepped off that bus had been altered, and whatever she carried had reached sealed ground with an ease that made months of quiet progress feel provisional. I didn’t understand the words that had undone me. I only knew they had. For the first time since the clinic, the silence felt less like safety and more like the held breath before the next change.


Chapter Eight

The days after my mother left felt different. The quiet in the cottage wasn’t the comfortable silence Celine and I had settled into over time. She still moved around with her usual practical efficiency, but something in her manner had hardened. It started small. A mug set down with a deliberate click. A question about the bread that already assumed the answer she wanted. I noticed, but said nothing. Whatever the visit had stirred up in me stayed active just under the surface.

On the second morning she woke before me and didn’t get up. Instead she shifted across my hips and pinned my wrists above my head with more pressure than affection. When I made a questioning sound she spoke against my neck, quiet and precise.

“Stay still.”

Something old and automatic answered first, a sharp heat low in my spine. I stayed still. She moved with unhurried control, setting the rhythm and the pace herself. When I got close she tightened her grip.

“Not yet,” she said, the words edged with a snarl. Her expression left no doubt she wouldn’t be pleased if I finished too soon.

I held on until everything else went blank. When she finally let me, the release hit harder than months of ordinary sex between us. Afterwards she freed my wrists, rested her forehead on my shoulder for a moment, then got up to make coffee as if nothing had changed. I lay there listening to her in the kitchen, still marked by the way she’d held me and decided when I could finish.

I told myself it was just a private variation. I almost believed it.

The pattern built in steps small enough to ignore at first. Kitchen jobs turned into assignments. “You do the cutting.” In bed she pinned my wrists, guided my mouth, controlled when I could come: slower, hold, wait. The domestic orders spread. Wood first. Dishes. Boots off at the door. Each time I complied, the same conflicted heat rose in me. One night she oiled a finger and pressed inside me while she moved above, then two.

“Stay still. Feel it.”

My body met it with an unsettling readiness. The stories my mother had left sat somewhere behind the sensation, the ones where the man was opened and used and told to take it. Afterwards the tenderness sat right beside the control. I said nothing.

By the second week the firmer tone had become the default. The fingering became regular. Whatever current had been rising and falling before began to organise the hours instead. I called it temporary weather. The silence around it started to feel like management. On the fourteenth evening she watched me over her glass with an assessing stillness that no longer belonged to winter. Something had shifted. I could no longer fully deny it.

“Is this about the stories?” I asked her.

“Yes.” She said it with certainty. “You respond differently when I use them. I like it. It’s like you are the real you, rather than the shell you are trying to project.”

I didn’t press further, though I knew I should have. I knew I should have put a stop to it, told her the sickening truth, told her how they had ruined me, but I stopped short of all of it. I told myself it was fear of what she might say. In reality it was fear that it might all stop.

On the afternoon of the twentieth day the pattern crossed a line.

I came back from the smallholding early. The light was still good. Her van sat in the drive, dull with dust and dried mud. She was at the kitchen table with tea and the order book. When she looked up, the assessment in her eyes was open and no longer soft.

“The van needs washing,” she said, in that same quiet, exact tone she used when she pinned my wrists. “Properly. Outside and in. Do it now, before the light goes.”

I nodded and turned for the door.

“Not in those.”

She held out a folded pair of shorts. Soft pink cotton, the ones she wore on warm mornings, thin and faded from washing.

“Put these on. Then wash the van.”

Heat flared low in my belly almost at once. The fabric wasn’t silk or lace, but the colour, the softness, and the order to wear it out in the open drive hit something deep and automatic. Refusal rose hard behind it.

“No,” I said. “I’m not wearing those.”

Silence lasted only a second. Then her hand moved.

The slap landed full across my left cheek, sharp in the quiet kitchen. My head snapped sideways. Skin burned. One eye watered. Shock and heat roared together. Before I could recover, her voice cut through the ringing, low and absolute.

“You will put them on. You will wash the van. Now.”

Obedience rose before any proper thought could form. My hands took the shorts. They were soft and still warm from her grip. My face still stung. Whatever thin layer of resistance I had left tore clean through.

She watched without expression while I stripped off the work trousers and underwear. The pink shorts went on, cut for her hips, sitting too low on mine. The cotton felt intimate in a way ordinary clothes never did. Heat shook my hands as I fastened the button. She nodded once and pointed at the door.

“The hose is already attached. Bucket by the tap. Soap under the sink. Do it properly.”

I walked out into the drive.

The late light was thin and clear. Dust and dried mud covered the van. I filled the bucket and started work. The shorts shifted with every reach and bend. No one passed on the lane. The village stayed quiet. Still, the exposure sat on my skin like a hand that wouldn’t lift.

I washed the wheels, the panels, the film of dirt across the bonnet and roof. I rinsed everything and dried the glass. The labour did nothing to quiet the heat. Every shift of the fabric sent another pulse through me. The slapped cheek throbbed against it the whole time.

When I finished she was still at the table, order book open, posture unchanged. She did not look up.

I put the things away and came back inside. She glanced at the shorts, the damp on my legs, the red mark on my face, then returned to the book as if the whole sequence had been ordinary.

“Change back when you’ve finished putting the things away. Supper in twenty minutes.”

In the bathroom the mirror showed the clear print of her hand. The shorts still sat low and intimate against my skin. Nothing I did quieted what hummed underneath. I stripped them off, folded them onto the laundry basket, and put ordinary clothes back on. The sting remained. So did the deeper current.

In the kitchen she pointed me to the cutting board. Expectation was enough now. I cut. We cooked. We ate in a silence heavy with what had happened and everything that had led to it. Afterwards she washed; I dried. The outer shape of the evening resumed. Underneath, both of us knew it had shifted.

That night she pinned my wrists above my head with the same quiet certainty she had used in the drive. Her weight settled across my hips, holding me in place. She worked three fingers into me slowly, carefully at first, then deeper, twisting just enough to make the stretch impossible to ignore. I was already wet from the day’s residual heat, but the pressure still drew a sharp breath from me.

“Stay still,” she said against my ear, the words low and exact.

I stayed still. She set the pace herself: steady, deliberate strokes that filled me completely, then withdrew almost to the tips before pushing back in. Every time I began to rock up to meet her hand she pressed down harder on my wrists and slowed, or stopped altogether, until the urge eased. The denial was precise. She watched my face the whole time, adjusting the angle or the depth the moment my breathing changed.

When the tension built too high she simply held still inside me, fingers curled, and waited. The slap mark on my cheek still throbbed faintly under the skin. I could feel the pink shorts somewhere in the bathroom, folded on the basket, and the memory of standing outside in them only made the present moment tighter.

“Not yet,” she said, the same way she had that morning and the same way she had ordered the van washed.

I held on. The need climbed until it sat right behind my teeth. She moved again, deeper now, working a fourth pressure with her thumb against the base of me while the three fingers kept their steady rhythm. The control was absolute. She decided the speed, the depth, the exact second I was allowed to tip over. When she finally gave the quiet permission, “Now”, the release hit hard and continuous, pulling every remaining scrap of resistance out of me in long, helpless pulses. She kept her fingers inside through all of it, riding the contractions until they finally eased.

Afterwards she withdrew carefully, freed my wrists, and rested her forehead against my shoulder for a moment. The tenderness was real, but it felt like the closing of a sequence she had set and enforced from the first order of the day. I lay in the dark with the slap still warm on my face and the sense of autonomy in pieces. The pink shorts stayed folded on the basket. The mark would fade by morning. The deeper current would not. For the first time since the clinic, the ordinary night felt less like safety and more like the surface of something already opening underneath.

After the pink shorts, nothing went back to how it had been. Celine did not announce a new arrangement. She simply kept going, and I kept complying.

In bed the control grew sharper without any pretence that it was still an experiment. She pinned my wrists as a matter of course, decided when I was allowed to finish, and used her fingers inside me at the moments when holding on was hardest. I did as I was told. That fact had become the centre of our nights.

One evening in the fourth week after my mother’s visit, she added something new.

She already had my wrists pinned and two fingers inside me when she shifted her weight, reached down, and drew off the soft cotton knickers she had been wearing. They were warm and slightly damp. She balled them loosely and pressed them over my nose and mouth, holding them there with the same hand that kept my wrists against the mattress. Her scent filled every breath; intimate, unmistakable, mixed with the faint soap she used. The old conditioning flared so hard that the edges of the room seemed to thin. She watched my face as she began to move again, sealing each inhale, her fingers still working inside me.

“Breathe through them,” she said quietly. “Stay still.”

I breathed. Her body took me while her fingers opened me and the fabric forced her scent into every breath, and thought collapsed into a pure, conflicted response. When she finally allowed me to finish, the orgasm left me rigid and then shaking, emptied of everything except the fact of having been held open, controlled, and made to breathe her while it happened. Afterwards she took the knickers from my face, released my wrists, and rested against me as she always had. The tenderness was still there. So was the control. I lay in the dark listening to her breathe, her scent still thick in my lungs.

After that the knickers became regular. Around the house her instructions grew quieter because expectation was enough on its own. She wanted sex nearly every night.

One evening she already had the fabric sealed over my mouth and nose and three fingers inside me when she spoke. The cloth was warm and damp, her scent filling every breath. She moved her fingers slowly, twisting just enough to keep the stretch sharp.

“I’ve been thinking of bringing another man in,” she said, voice low and even. “I would watch him take me while you stay still and breathe through the cloth.”

The old circuitry lit so brightly that the question itself became secondary to the heat it produced. My cock jerked against her thigh. I made a sound that was neither clear consent nor clear refusal. She kept her fingers moving and the knickers pressed firm, watching my face while the idea settled into the same place the pink shorts and the slap had already claimed.

“We’ll talk about it properly when you’re ready,” she said.

The pressure kept building. During ordinary work at the smallholding, images from the sealed years surfaced without invitation. The grounding sequence only managed them into a constant low hum.

On the evening of the twenty-sixth day after my mother’s departure, it broke.

She had pinned my wrists above my head and sealed the damp knickers over my face. Three fingers were already inside me, working with the same deliberate, unhurried control as always. Her scent filled every breath. She moved slowly at first, then deeper, twisting just enough to keep the stretch sharp while her weight held me down. My cock was hard against her thigh, leaking, the dual sensation of being opened and forced to breathe her pushing me right to the edge of what I could hold without release.

“Not until I say,” she reminded me, the words quiet and exact.

Something deeper than ordinary conflicted arousal tore open. Tears came without warning, sudden and complete, soaking into the fabric against my face. My breath hitched hard against the cotton. My body kept responding, hard and open and trembling on the edge of the orgasm she had not yet allowed, while the tears kept coming. The heat had nowhere to go. I was still rocking faintly against her hand even as I cried.

She stopped at once.

Her fingers withdrew. She lifted the knickers away and released my wrists. Then she shifted off me and sat back on her heels, the assessing stillness in her eyes mixed now with clear confusion.

“What’s wrong?”

I could not answer straight away. The tears went on, quieter but uncontrolled, and the heat still sat low and urgent with nowhere to finish. She waited with one hand resting lightly on my chest, the earlier authority set aside for the moment.

“Gavin. Talk to me. What is it?”

The secrecy that had held through the clinic, through the solitary months in the village, and through the careful life we had built together finally gave out. The words came rough and uneven, and once they started I couldn’t stop them.

I told her how the stories started and what they did to us.

I told her about the years of writing in secret: the long, explicit fantasies of Michelle turning cold, dominant and unfaithful, and the detailed scripts of humiliation and control that had shaped my private desire long before the children were born. I told her about the night the Airplay connection exposed the pornography, the first role-play, the discovery of the hidden files, and the way something in Michelle had woken when she read them. I told her about the funeral, the riding crop, and the slide into the total power exchange I had once believed I wanted. I told her about Edna stepping into the role of Mommy, the apron, the first forced feminisation, and the signed document that waived every future right to withdraw consent. I told her about the chastity, the hormones, the scopolamine, and the hypnosis recordings that rewrote my name and my identity. I told her about Craig, about the cuckolding that began as fantasy and became daily reality, and about the children slowly learning to call another man Daddy. I told her about the prostitution upstairs, the men who paid, the cage, and the final months of chemical fog and enforced use.

I didn’t stop until the full shape of the years between the discovery of the stories and Magda’s extraction lay open in the quiet of our bedroom. Throughout the telling my body stayed hard and open from the interrupted act, and the tears came and went. Celine listened without interrupting. Her hand stayed on my chest. Her expression moved through shock and disbelief into a deepening, visible devastation.

When the words finally ran out, the silence was complete.

She didn’t speak at once. She just looked at me: at the colour in my cheeks, at the body that still carried a faint memory of what had been done to it, at the man who had just handed her the entire sealed history she had never realised. Then tears came for her as well, sudden and quiet. She moved forward, pulled me against her, and held on.

I rested my forehead against her shoulder and let the current move through me without trying to quiet it. The confession hadn’t cancelled the heat. It had only placed that heat in its proper, terrible context.

Something had been said that couldn’t be taken back.

The control she had been exercising, the knickers, the commands, the open suggestion of a third person, all of it now sat against the full knowledge of where those same elements had once led. The life we had built in the cottage still stood around us. But the foundation beneath both had shifted, and neither of us yet knew what the new weight would do to the structure.

She held me while the tears slowed on both sides. For the first time since the extraction, the past was no longer sealed. It was simply present in the room, waiting to see what would be done with it.

“All of it,” she said. “The stories. The document. The drugs. The men. The children.” She pulled back just far enough to look at my face. The devastation in her expression was total. “You lived that. And then you came here and built this with me as though none of it had ever touched you.”

I had no answer that wouldn’t collapse under its own weight. Grief and the leftover heat from the interrupted control moved through me together while my mind reeled from having spoken the sealed years aloud. She studied me for a long moment. The absolute authority of the bedroom was gone, replaced by something rawer and more uncertain.

“Do you miss any of it?”

The question landed as hard as the slap before the pink shorts. I tried to look away. Her hand came up and held my jaw, firm but not yet commanding, and kept my eyes on hers.

“Gavin. Tell me the truth. After everything you just described, do you miss any of it?”

The honesty that had exhausted the secrecy wouldn’t let me give a partial answer. The words came out rough, scraped raw by tears and the heat still moving through me.

“Yes. Some of it. The submission. The intensity. Being completely taken over, not having to decide anything. The way the control could make everything else fall away. I still crave those pieces. But not the rest. Not the total destruction. Not the drugs or the cage or the men who paid or the children learning to call someone else Daddy. Not the part where there was no way back.”

She listened without interrupting. Tears still came and went on her face. When I finished she closed her eyes for a moment, then opened them and spoke with a quiet finality that had none of the bedroom’s earlier exactness.

“I could never give you that. Not the destruction. Not any version of it that ends with you broken and owned and used by strangers. I won’t.”

The boundary settled between us right there. I nodded. The heat was still there, and so was the grief, locked together with no resolution. She pulled me back against her and held on while the fire settled in the main room and the wind moved around the walls. We stayed like that until the tears slowed and my body finally began to soften from the interrupted arousal. She made no move to start again. The control of the previous weeks hung suspended in the new knowledge of where that same control had once led.

Sleep that night was thin for both of us. In the morning the domestic rhythm started up again with a brittle kind of precision. Celine didn’t speak of the confession for days, and the silence felt mutual and necessary. Yet the dominance didn’t disappear. It only went quieter and more constant.

Within three nights, sex returned and my wrists were pinned again. The knickers returned. So did her fingers. The domestic instructions continued. My body answered with the same readiness the confession had failed to diminish. The control was deliberate now, and fully informed. I still said nothing about the sudden intensification. The confession had exhausted the secrecy around the past but it had not exhausted the current the past had left in me.

Near the end of the sixth week after the confession, the unspoken question finally came out.

We had finished evening dinner. The dishes were done. The fire burned low in the open fireplace. Celine sat in the armchair with the heavier blanket across her knees. I sat on the floor in front of the flames. For a long time neither of us spoke, but the question replayed in my head, desperate to come out. Finally, I let them.

“Why the sudden change?”

She looked at me over the rim of her wine glass. She appeared to be assessing me, and contemplating her words strategically. That should’ve worried me, but rather I found my cock twitch with the knowledge there was more brewing inside her than I probably realised.

“What change?” She asked.

“This.” I gestured vaguely at the space between us, at the bedroom beyond, at everything that had altered since my mother’s visit. “The control. The way you decide everything. The knickers. The rest of it. It started after she left and I know you were reading the stories. It got stronger after I told you everything. I need to know why.”

The silence lasted long enough for the old pathways to stir simply because the question had been asked. Celine set the glass down, shifted the blanket, and spoke in the same low, exact tone she used when she pinned my wrists.

“Your mother didn’t just give me the stories. She told me that she made a mistake taking you from that place.”

The words landed hard. I stared at her. Heat flared before my mind had fully taken in the implication.

“You acted like what I’d told you was new, a revelation, but you already knew everything?” I asked, shocked. “Why not just admit that?”

“Because I needed you to admit it first.”

“You said that you couldn’t do those things to me. To hand me off…”

“And I mean that, and yet…” She sighed. “With your mother, the afternoon we went to collect the glaze materials. She talked. She said you had always had these needs. That the stories were yours, the document was yours, and the whole direction of what happened was something you had set in motion years before anyone else acted on it. She said that after a period of ordinary life the old wants would begin to surface again, and that it was only a matter of time. She told me it would be kinder, in the long run, if I didn’t pretend those wants weren’t there. If I met them early, while they were still small, instead of letting them build until they destroyed everything the way they did before.”

“But that…” I shook my head. “You said she said she made a mistake taking me out of there. Why?”

“Because she thought you were forced into it.”

“I WAS!” I screamed.

“Gavin…” Celine sighed, shaking her head. “You weren’t. Look into my eyes and tell me you don’t think about it every time we make love.”

I felt the room thin at the edges. The carefully rebuilt story of the years since the clinic, the extraction, the recovery, and the quiet construction of an ordinary life that belonged only to me, suddenly sat against a different and more terrible accounting.

“That isn’t true,” I said. The words came out rough. “The document, the way it escalated, the drugs, the rest of it, that wasn’t what I asked for in the end. It went further than anything I ever wrote. I didn’t want the destruction.”

“It is! Stop lying to me! She said the intensity was yours. The craving for the control, the surrender, the feeling of being taken over completely. She said the rest grew out of that because no one, including you, knew how to stop it once it started. She told me that if I loved you I should be prepared for those wants to return. That pretending they were gone would only make the eventual break worse.”

I shook my head. Heat and grief rose together hard enough that tears threatened again. “It wasn’t my idea. Not the way it ended. Not the cage or the men or giving up the children. I signed the document because I thought I was giving myself certainty. I didn’t understand what I was actually handing over.”

Celine watched me without expression for a long moment. Then she spoke again, with the same quiet exactness in her voice.

“She also said you would deny it. That the denial was part of the pattern. That after a period of ordinary life you would begin to need the control again and would not be able to ask for it directly. She told me the kindest thing I could do was to begin providing the structure before the need became destructive.”

The words answered in my body with a surge of heat so strong I trembled. Shame and arousal locked together more tightly than they had at any point since the confession. I stared at the flames and felt the careful architecture of the previous months, the clinic, the solitary cottage, the soft partnership of winter, the belief that the escape had held, shift under a weight I had not known was being placed on it.

“It wasn’t my idea,” I said again, thinner this time, scraped raw by the current moving through me. “Not the way she made it sound.”

Celine did not argue. She simply looked at me with the same assessing stillness, the same quiet certainty that now organised every hour of the life we were living. Then she held out one hand, palm up, with the same expectation that had begun with the pinning of my wrists and the sealing of her knickers over my face.

“Come here.”

The old circuitry answered before conscious thought could fully intervene. I moved across the short space of floor and knelt between her knees. She rested both hands on my head, steady and exact, and looked down at me with an expression that held neither triumph nor apology, only the calm recognition of a pattern that had been named and was now being followed.

“We’ll talk more about what your mother said,” she murmured. “But not tonight. Tonight you stay like this until I decide otherwise. You need to understand, I read your stories, and I know the truth. What I will say is you do not need to feel shame. I like it all. I find it very erotic, and I will make sure to find a way to give you everything you need, without giving up on us.”

I stayed.

The fire burned lower. My brain was travelling at a million miles per hour, trying to process everything, but the need fight back was failing, replaced by voices telling me to give in and accept who I really am, a voice telling me that this was my chance to do things right, this time.

I rested my forehead against her thigh and let the current move through me without trying to stop it.

The confession had changed everything. The revelation about my mother’s words had changed the shape of the change itself. And the night, like every night since the pink shorts, continued under terms that no longer required my agreement to remain in force.


Chapter Nine

The following morning I walked out of the shower to find Celine standing naked by the dresser, selecting what to wear for the day. She was rummaging through her lingerie drawer almost listlessly, as if lost in another world or deep in thought.

Turning to me, she held up a silky pair of French knickers, peach-pink with thick white lace trim.

“It is this, right?” she asked.

“Excuse me?” I said, trying to deflect, knowing full well what she meant.

“This is the style you love. This is the style you write about. Soft, delicate, smooth.” She smiled.

“Yes, Celine,” I said, my head drooping.

The delicate knickers flew through the air as she grinned.

“Put them on for me. Show me.”

I could have argued. I probably should have. Instead I grabbed them from the air and pulled them on. A shudder of excitement ran through me and my cock responded at once, thickening against the soft fabric. The lace sat low on my hips. The satin felt cool and intimate against my skin in a way ordinary underwear never did.

She giggled knowingly and walked towards me, soft and seductive.

We kissed as her hands felt the soft material on me. Then she pulled back and said, “I own you now. No one else. I own you. I will make you soft. I will make you mine completely. Is that understood, sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress Celine,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.

“Good. On the bed.”

I lay back on the bed as she walked to the drawer and pulled out a camisole top in the same peach-pink colour. Then she climbed over me, pulled my cock free of the French knickers, and lowered herself onto it. The satin of the camisole brushed across my face as she began to ride me slowly, gently, taking her time.

“Tell me what you enjoyed from your time as their whore,” she said, rocking her hips in a steady rhythm.

I stuttered out the easiest answers I could. “The feel of the clothes.”

“And?”

“The dominance of my wife.”

“And?” She smiled, pressing me to go beyond the basics, grinding down a little harder.

I sighed. My cock was fully hard inside her now, the soft fabric of the knickers still around my hips. “Seeing another man take my wife.”

She smiled, wide and excited. “Fucking her?”

“Not just.”

“Not just?” She asked with a curious smirk, still moving on me. “What does that mean?”

“I mean…” A tear rolled down my cheek even as my cock stiffened further. “I mean he took her from me. Made her fall out of love with me. Turned her against me. Made her…”

“Not want you.”

“Yes.”

She kept smiling but looked very curious, trying to understand the psyche behind the desire. She slowed her rhythm, letting me feel every inch as she rose and sank. “Why does that excite you so?”

“It’s the ultimate humiliation.”

“No, it is just a humiliation,” she said. “If I wanted to humiliate you, truly, totally, it would be easier to remain with you than to leave you.”

“Probably, but it isn’t that sort of humiliation. It is my internal humiliation, which is far worse than what anyone else can think of me.”

Celine nodded. “Fair.” She admitted, still riding me with that same unhurried control. “Tell me, the gay men. You liked it?”

“The sex was good,” I said.

“I should think so. Seeing two men kiss is very attractive. You would kiss a man for me?”

“I’d do anything for you.”

That earned me a smile and a kiss as she continued to ride me, a little faster now, the camisole still brushing my face with every movement. Then she pulled back abruptly and looked down at me, hips working harder.

“I want it. I want your stories. I want to return you to the state you were once. Not totally, of course, but I mean submissive, owned, mine. You know you need it, don’t you?”

“I do,” I said, though it was with no small difficulty. My cock throbbed inside her. The soft lace of the knickers rubbed against my skin every time she moved.

“Sit up a little,” she whispered, then pulled the camisole over my head. The cool satin settled against my chest. “Such a pretty baby. Pretty baby for Mommy.”

The word resonated in the most violent way inside me. It forced a cry out of my throat and my seed flooded her in long, helpless pulses. Instantly her hand found my throat. Through gritted teeth she told me to take a breath before I had a fit. She knew what to expect. She knew I’d rebel.

“I can’t…”

“YOU CAN!” She boomed, loud enough to wake the dead. Her hand clenched harder. A second hand joined it, starving me of air. Tighter, tighter still. A new desire was surfacing inside her. Would she stop? I wondered, looking into her eyes and seeing something new there, something I hadn’t registered before. She shifted her grip for better purchase, tighter still, and watched my eyes start to close. Then she let go. I gasped deep, ragged breaths.

“Don’t disobey me. You aren’t the only one with secrets,” she said. Then she climbed off my cock and onto my face, grabbing my hair hard enough to sting. “I will tell you the truth one day.”

I licked my own filth from her cunt while she rocked against my mouth, grinding until she was satisfied. Finally she let me go and stomped towards the bathroom.

“Don’t fucking think of taking that off.”

Throughout the day she was a sexual beast.

She grabbed me whenever the urge hit. In the kitchen she pushed me down onto a chair, climbed on top and rode me hard, one hand on my throat, the other braced on the table. The peach-pink knickers were still on me; she simply pulled the fabric aside and sank down until she was fully seated. She moved with short, sharp thrusts, taking her own pleasure without asking if I was ready. When she came she kept grinding until I finished inside her, then climbed off and went back to making coffee as if nothing had happened.

Later she pushed me face-down on the bed, pulled the knickers down just far enough, and worked a vibrating dildo into my anus while I was still half-hard from the last time. The buzz was deep and relentless. She told me to stay still and fuck her at the same time. I did. Every thrust pushed the toy deeper. She watched my face the whole time, smiling when my legs started to shake. The second orgasm was forced out of me in hard, helpless pulses while the dildo kept buzzing. She didn’t stop until I was empty and trembling.

By the afternoon the need in her had darkened. The talk changed. She kept me in the soft clothes, kept using my body, and started speaking the words that matched the heat still burning under my skin.

“I can find a man from the village to fuck me,” she said, grinning sadistically as she rode me again. Her hips moved in slow, deliberate circles, keeping me deep inside her. “You would watch, wouldn’t you? Maybe make him fall in love with me, and I with him. Maybe you’ll never get the chance to have me forever. Tell me.”

“I… tell you what?” I asked, panting under her.

“Tell me you want that. Beg me to do it to you.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. Tell me. Tell Mommy. Tell me to fall in love with another man. Tell me to ruin you.”

“I…” The need built inside me hard and fast. The memories flooded back: my wife, my mother-in-law, the cage, the men, everything. Why had my mother done this? Why when I was so close to freedom?

“I want it all!” I cried out. “I want you to cuckold me! I want you to sissify me! I want you to run away with another man and destroy what’s left of me!”

Her mouth came down on mine in a violent, passionate kiss. She kept moving on my cock, grinding deep, taking every last bit of the confession out of me.

“You don’t understand the gift you have to find pleasure from misery,” she said against my lips. “Do you know how many people wish for such emotion? You have the passion inside you, Gavin, and you should embrace it. Of course I know you don’t want any of that, but if you really did, then yes, I could give it all back to you, everything you had, if you wanted it.”

“You said you couldn’t.”

“Oh Gavin! I lied!” She laughed, still riding me. “Of course I could, because I love you.”

That evening I lay in her arms, still dressed in her lingerie, as she stroked my body. The fire kept us warm. We talked about the day and she asked me about my fears. I told her I was scared that everything I’d worked to fix in the clinic was going to fall apart. She told me the clinic was a lie.

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“The clinic didn’t cure you of your desires. It reinforced your fear of your true self,” she said. “You never gave yourself a chance. You created the illusion that you needed to conform.”

“Are you suggesting I should go back? Return to Mommy?”

“No, sweetheart, but only because I am selfish.” She inhaled deeply. “But I think you recognise the old Celine is gone and we need to begin to make changes. No more talk of stop or running away. I refuse to date a lie. So, can you tell me now you will behave?”

“I’m scared,” I told her.

“You should be scared. I told you, I have a past.”

Finally she told me the truth. She had run away from home when she was young. She turned to a life of drugs, prostitution, theft, and once, for money, torture. She had tortured a man so brutally that he ended up hospitalised. That was when she sought help, believing the enjoyment she felt was only because of the drugs.

“Was it?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “No. I still think about the three hours I spent on that man. The damage I did. I masturbate about it. I’m not a nice person, but I want to project that part of myself.”

I nodded. It seemed that was the reason we’d found attraction. We both knew the darkness that existed.

“I have a trip coming up. A gallery in London,” she told me. “Let’s agree that once I get back, we begin.”

“Begin what?”

“Everything. Our new relationship.”

I lay there in the soft peach-pink knickers and the matching camisole, her fingers still tracing idle patterns on my skin. The heat from the day was still in my body, but underneath it sat a deep, sickening shame. I had begged her to destroy me. I had meant it in the moment, and part of me still meant it. The addiction was not gone. The clinic had only buried it under months of careful routine. Now it was awake again, and I had handed her the map. The embarrassment of that truth sat heavier than the lingerie. I had fought so hard to become Gavin again, and in a single day I had offered it all back.


Chapter Ten

Celine would be away a full week, out on Thursday, back the following Thursday. In the days since that talk, my body had grown used to her control, and the thought of seven days without it already fed something low and restless in me. She hadn’t forced the knickers on me, mainly because she didn’t want me ruining hers, but the need for me to kneel and accept her word remained.

Each night she pinned my wrists to the mattress, sealed her damp knickers over my face, and worked three fingers inside me with the same unhurried control. She started slow, letting me feel every inch as she opened me, then twisted and pressed deeper until the stretch was impossible to ignore. The fabric forced her scent into every breath. My cock stayed hard against her thigh, leaking, but she never touched it. She decided exactly when I was allowed to finish, holding me at the edge until the need sat sharp and helpless behind my teeth. Sometimes she stopped completely, fingers still buried, and waited until the urge eased before starting again. When she finally gave the permission, the release hit hard and continuous, pulling everything out of me in long, shaking pulses. She kept her fingers inside through all of it, riding the contractions until they finally stopped. Afterwards the tenderness returned. She freed my wrists and rested her forehead against my shoulder, but it always felt like the end of a sequence she had set and enforced from the first moment she pushed me down.

On Wednesday evening she packed a single soft bag. Clothes folded flat, toiletries in a neat row, the order book in a side pocket. She moved around the bedroom as if leaving was just another job. I watched from the doorway and said nothing. The residual heat from the previous nights still sat low in my belly.

In the morning I drove her to the regional station. The roads were quiet. She sat beside me with her bag at her feet, one hand resting on my thigh. It felt less like affection and more like continued possession. At the platform she kissed me once, briefly and proprietarily, her hand at the back of my neck carrying the same steady pressure she used in bed. Then she boarded without looking back.

The cottage felt larger and quieter the moment the van returned alone up the drive.

The week that followed had a strange, suspended quality. Without the nightly control and the daily directives, the pathways did not quiet. They circled. Images from the sealed years and from the intensified weeks since my mother’s visit kept surfacing during ordinary work at the smallholding and during solitary evenings by the fire. The grounding sequence only managed them into a lower hum. It no longer cleared them. I slept poorly. The bed felt too open without the weight of her leg across mine.

Phone calls with her were brief and clipped. They didn’t carry the loving weight I’d expected while we were apart.

On the first night she still said she missed me, though the words felt automatic. By the second day the conversation was mostly about practical things: whether I’d cleaned the kitchen, if the firewood was stacked, what time I was getting up for the smallholding. She listened to my answers with half-attention and ended the call quickly.

On the third day she didn’t say she loved me at all. She simply told me to make sure the house was clean and everything organised for her return. Her voice was flat, almost bored. The distance was obvious and growing. Each day she seemed to need me less, and the careful control she had built before she left was already shifting into something colder and more remote.

On the fourth evening I found myself standing in front of her open lingerie drawer before I had properly decided to open it. The soft satin bloomers she sometimes wore under her ordinary clothes sat folded near the top, pale and familiar. I pulled them on. They sat low and intimate against my skin in the same way the pink shorts or the French knickers had. The fabric was still faintly scented with her.

I lay back on the bed and closed my eyes. The past rose at once, along with her voice from the last few days. Men using me upstairs in the old house, the hard mechanical rhythm of it, the cage locked tight, the chemical fog that had made refusal impossible. The hormones that had softened my body and thickened my skin. The beatings that followed any hesitation, the sharp crack of the crop or the open hand, the way the pain mixed with the forced arousal until the two became the same thing.

I stroked myself slowly at first, then harder. The satin shifted against my cock with every movement. I replayed every detail: the feel of being held open, the orders given in that calm, exact voice, the complete absence of choice. The wish rose with the heat: that it could all be real again, that the control and the use and the enforced surrender could return without limit or escape. My hand moved faster. The climax hit sudden and emptying, leaving me shaking and damp against the soft cotton. The shame followed at once, heavy and familiar, but the heat did not leave.

Afterwards I felt the disgust with myself, but before I could pull the bloomers off, like some kind of sixth sense, the phone rang. Celine.

“Are you behaving?” she asked, without a hello.

I paused, wondering if she knew. I looked around for a camera, not daring to lie.

“No. I wore your bloomers.”

A little snicker came from her end, then a laugh from somewhere behind her. Was she at an event? Was that laugh connected to us?

“Shhh!” she told someone. Then her voice came back firm and cold. “You pathetic little sissy.”

“Is someone listening…”

“SHUT THE FUCK UP!” she snapped. “You are a pathetic little sissy. You can’t stop yourself. Keep them on. Don’t take anything else of mine or I will show you what pain means.”

The line stayed open for a second longer. I could still hear faint voices and movement in the background. Then she hung up. I sat on the edge of the bed in her soft satin bloomers, the phone still warm in my hand, the shame and the heat locked together again.

Where was she? At the event? The party? Or was she with Mommy? Had they found her? Converted her?

My cock swelled again inside the soft satin. I lay back on the bed and closed my eyes, creating a new scenario, wishing for it even as I hated myself for wishing.

“Mommy, take Celine,” I whispered under my breath. “Take her from me. Ruin her so she can ruin me.”

I stroked harder than ever. The bloomers shifted against my skin with every movement. Tears ran down my face while the heat built. I hated the dream and loved it at the same time, wishing it was true and hoping it wasn’t. The climax came fast and emptying, leaving me shaking and wet against the fabric, the shame already settling in heavy beside the leftover pulse of need.

On the fifth day the phone rang in the early evening. When I answered, Celine’s voice was out of breath, broken by soft gasps.

“Hello?” I said.

She made a small sound that could have been a laugh or a moan. “Just checking you’re still behaving.”

“Are you all right? You sound…”

“What do you think?” she said, and laughed again, light and teasing. She neither admitted nor denied anything. The line stayed open long enough for me to hear her breathing change, then she hung up.

On the sixth day she called after dark. This time there was no pretence. I could hear the unmistakable rhythm of sex: her low moans, the wet sound of skin meeting skin, a deeper male grunt in the background. My cock hardened at once inside the soft clothes I still hadn’t taken off.

“Celine?”

“Shut up,” she said, voice thick. “Just listen.”

I listened. The sounds continued for almost a minute, her breathing growing sharper, the impacts louder. Then the call ended without another word.

By the sixth day the absence itself had become a kind of pressure, and the knowledge that she would return the next afternoon sat in my chest like a held breath.

She stepped off the regional bus on the Thursday afternoon looking different in ways I registered before I could analyse them.

The change was the same one I had seen in my mother, only clearer and more complete. Her body looked lighter, thinner in the face and frame. The practical solidity I had first met in the bakery had softened into something more fluid. Her movements had slowed. Each gesture travelled through the air with a languid, almost dreamy precision, as if the air itself had thickened. Her expression carried a new distant calm. Her eyes were slightly unfocused. The smile she offered when she saw me was warm and yet removed, as if part of her attention remained elsewhere.

When she reached up to touch my cheek, the contact lingered a fraction longer than affection alone would have required. Her thumb moved in a small deliberate arc that sent the pathways flaring hard.

“You’re here,” she said. The voice was slower, the vowels softened, the cadence almost languid. “Good.”

I took the bag. It weighed almost nothing. We walked to the cottage in a silence thicker than a week’s separation should have produced. Inside she moved through the rooms with the same slowed grace, trailing her fingers along the back of the chair my mother had preferred, pausing at the cold hearth as if the ashes required prolonged attention. When she finally looked at me fully, the assessment in her gaze was steadier and less soft than anything she had directed at me before the trip.

“Unpack later,” she said. “Bedroom. Now.”

The old circuitry answered before conscious thought could intervene. I followed her up to the mezzanine without a word.

She undressed with unhurried precision, folding each piece of clothing as she removed it, as if the sequence itself were part of the evening’s order. Her body was marked. Bruises in the shape of hands sat on her hips and thighs. Darker prints ringed her upper arms. When she turned, her back and buttocks were striped with clear whip marks, some still raised, some already fading to yellow. It was all so obvious. The phone calls, the out-of-breath voice, the sounds of sex on the sixth day, the laughter in the background. I couldn’t bring myself to say any of it.

When she pushed me onto my back and climbed astride me there was none of the mutual negotiation of our early months. She took what she wanted with slow, exact control. One hand planted firmly on my chest. The other reached back and pressed two fingers inside me as she began to move, filling me in the same deliberate rhythm she used with her hips. The stretch was sharp. Thought collapsed into pure response. The weight of her above me and the forced fullness left no room for anything else.

After a time she leaned down. The distant calm was still present in her eyes, clearer now than it had been before she left, and she spoke against my ear in the new slowed voice.

“You feel smaller now.”

The statement landed as hard as the slap before the pink shorts. Something in the way she said it, quiet and final, made the words feel like a measured assessment rather than a casual remark. I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, but she looked away before the question could form, her gaze shifting to the wall above my head as if the conversation were already finished. Instead her hand left my chest, travelled up, and closed around my throat. The pressure was steady and exact. She watched my face while she squeezed, the same distant calm still in her eyes, and kept moving on me as if the act of choking me was simply another part of the sequence she had decided on.

The pressure began lightly, almost experimentally, then increased in a steady progression. Air became restricted. Heat surged in confused counterpoint to the growing panic. I gripped her wrist.

“Stop…”

Her eyes darkened. The distant calm did not break. It simply deepened, as if the resistance itself had confirmed something she already knew. The pressure increased. Black spots gathered at the edges of my vision. My body remained hard beneath her, the pathways feeding on the restriction even as I struggled for air. She held the grip for a long measured span of seconds, watching my face with that same removed attention, then released it as unhurriedly as she had applied it.

Air rushed back. I coughed hard against the mattress. My neck already carried the dull throb of the pressure. She stayed astride me, still moving slowly, still looking down with that same distant calm, as if the choking had been nothing more than another step she had decided to take.

She continued moving as if the interruption had been only a minor adjustment of rhythm. The dual sensation of her body and her fingers never faltered. When she finally took her own release she did so with a quiet, almost languid intensity, eyes half-closed, the distant calm still intact. She did not give me permission. The containment held until she withdrew, climbed off, and lay beside me with one hand resting lightly on my chest, as if nothing essential had shifted.

Yet the recognition sat clear and heavy between us. Something in her had changed while she was away, and the change had already begun to reshape the ground under both of us.

I lay still and breathed against the ache in my throat and the openness she had left behind. My cock was still hard, the denied release throbbing uselessly. The woman who had returned from London was lighter, slower, more relaxed, and markedly stricter. The distant calm in her eyes belonged to the same alteration I had seen in my mother, only more complete. The question of what “smaller now” had meant sat unanswered between us, sealed behind the same look-away that had preceded her hand on my throat.

Something had crossed the Channel with her. I did not yet know its name. I only knew that the ordinary night ahead would be lived under its influence, and that the terms of that influence no longer required my agreement. The soft clothes she had left me in before the trip still waited in the drawer. The control that had once felt like a shared experiment now felt like a finished decision, and I was already living inside it.

The days after her return carried the slowed atmosphere into every hour. Directives arrived more often, with less room for negotiation. In bed the control deepened; her hand often at my throat, the knickers sealed over my face, three fingers inside me, release held in the new slowed voice. The meaning of "smaller now" stayed unanswered even though the answer circled my mind already; she’d cheated.

On the fourth afternoon the escalation crossed into open violence.

I had finished at the smallholding early. The grass in the front garden needed cutting. I was standing in the kitchen drinking water when her voice reached me from the main room, slowed and exact.

“The grass needs doing. Now. Underwear only. Mine. The bloomers you wore from the drawer.”

Old automatic readiness rose in me, and for the first time since the choking, so did a colder current of refusal. I needed to rebel, to fight back.

“No,” I said, before I could stop myself. “I’m not cutting the grass in your underwear.”

Silence lasted only a second. Then she was moving.

She crossed the space with a sudden focused speed that was markedly different to the slowness of the previous days. Her knee came up hard between my legs, precise and brutal. Pain exploded through my groin and lower belly, white and total, and dropped me to my knees on the flagstones. The impact stole the air from my lungs. For a second the world narrowed to the pure, sickening throb that radiated outward in waves. I tried to curl in on myself but she was already above me. Her hand tangled in my hair and yanked my head back. The second strike was an open-handed slap across the face, hard enough to snap my head sideways and leave my ear ringing. Before I could recover she drove her knee into my stomach, forcing the last of the air out of me in a choked sound. I stayed down, gasping, the pain in my groin still rolling through me in heavy pulses while she stood over me and waited.

Before I could curl around the pain she had already stepped over me. One hand fisted in my hair and forced my head back until my neck strained. The distant calm in her eyes had darkened into something colder, stripped of any remaining softness. She held my gaze while she reached under her loose dress, drew her knickers aside, and released a hot steady stream of urine directly onto my face and chest.

It struck skin still tight with pain. The heat of it was startling, almost scalding against the cold shock of the assault. It ran into my open mouth before I could close it, thick and sharp on the tongue, then spilled down my neck and soaked the front of my shirt until the fabric clung heavy and wet. Shock, humiliation and an unwanted surge of heat roared together so fiercely that my vision swam. I tried to turn away. Her hand tightened in my hair until the roots burned, holding me exactly where she wanted me until the stream slowed and finally stopped.

Only then did she release me. I stayed on my knees, dripping, the taste of her still sharp and unmistakable, the pain in my groin pulsing in heavy waves that blurred the edges of the room. My shirt was plastered to my chest. The smell rose with the steam. I could not look up. The refusal I had felt only moments earlier had been beaten out of me, replaced by the old, sickening readiness that the pathways still fed on no matter how much I hated it.

“Please,” I heard myself say. The word came out rough and small. “Why?”

She looked down at me with the same distant calm that had settled into her face since London.

"Because I decided it," she said. "Clean yourself up. Then cut the grass. Underwear only. The ones I told you and don’t fucking argue with me again. Merde!"

She turned and walked back to the armchair as if the entire sequence had been the most ordinary domestic correction in the world. I stayed on the ground until I could stand. In the bathroom I washed with hands that still shook and put on the soft pink knickers she had specified. I went out and cut the grass with the old push-mower while the late light moved across the valley and the wet fabric shifted with every step.

That evening the punishments began.

After a silent meal she directed me to the main room and told me to strip. I did. The air felt colder once the clothes were gone. She left and returned carrying the short flexible riding crop she kept for occasional work with a neighbour’s horses. The leather was worn smooth in places from use, the tip darkened. She tested the air with a single practice swing. The sound was sharp and clean, a crack that made the skin on my back tighten in anticipation.

“Over the chair. Hands on the seat. Don’t move.”

I bent. The wood of the seat was cool under my palms. She hooked two fingers into the waistband of the pink knickers, drew them down to mid-thigh so they stretched tight across my legs, and delivered the first stroke without warning.

Pain landed bright and immediate, a hard line of fire across both cheeks. I jerked forward on instinct. Her free hand settled on the back of my neck and pressed me firmly down until my forehead nearly touched the seat.

“Still.”

The second stroke fell just below the first, overlapping enough to double the burn. The third crossed both, wider and heavier. She worked with the same slowed precise attention she now brought to everything, counting nothing aloud, offering no commentary, simply delivering the crop in a steady rhythm that turned the bright individual lines of pain into a deep continuous burn across the whole of my backside. Each stroke landed with the same measured force. By the tenth the skin had begun to open. I felt the first thin run of blood mix with the heat, warm and slick. Tears came freely, blurring the flagstones beneath the chair. When the first sob broke from my throat she paused, looked down at me, and laughed, a low genuine sound of amusement that held no cruelty and no apology.

“There it is,” she said, almost fondly. “I was wondering when you’d properly start.”

She did not stop. The next strokes were harder. The crop cut deeper. The open lines burned and then stung as the leather found them again. Blood ran freely now, thin warm trails down the backs of my thighs. My legs shook. I tried to stay still but the pain kept forcing small involuntary movements that only earned me extra strokes across the tops of my thighs. By the twentieth the whole of my backside felt swollen and raw. The pink knickers still stretched tight across my legs were spotted with blood. She kept going until the sobs became continuous and my forehead was pressed hard against the seat, tears and spit mixing on the wood. Only then did she set the crop aside and stand back, looking down at the damage with the same distant calm she had brought home from London.

She rested one hand on the back of my neck. The touch was almost gentle.

“Stay there until I say otherwise. Don’t clean the blood. I want to look at it while we finish the evening.”

I stayed bent over the chair while she returned to the armchair with a glass of wine and studied what she had done. Outside, ordinary night settled over the valley. Inside, the woman who had once used quiet commands now used a riding crop, and laughed when the tears came.

The nights that followed settled into a regime that left no space for recovery. After the meal she directed me to the main room with a single word or a look. I stripped. I bent over the chair. She took the crop from its place by the side table and began. The leather landed methodically, stroke after stroke, until the skin split and blood came freely and the sobs broke from me without restraint. Each time the first real cry left my throat she laughed, low and satisfied.

“That’s the sound I want.”

She left me bent there, exposed and bleeding, while she finished her wine in the armchair a few feet away. The minutes stretched. Blood cooled and thickened on the backs of my thighs. The open welts pulsed in time with my heartbeat. Only when the glass was empty did she allow me to straighten. I slept on my stomach, if sleep came at all, against the constant throb of ruined skin that made every shift of the sheet a fresh reminder.

Mornings carried the ache into the kitchen and the walk to Jean’s. The stiffness showed in my gait. Jean noticed and said nothing. The residual heat from the previous night’s parallel control still sat low in my belly, confused and stubborn, even as the deeper bruises tightened.

In bed the control ran alongside the punishment without pause. Throat, knickers, fingers. Sometimes she timed it so the release arrived while the crop was already opening new lines across the previous night’s damage. The dual sensations collided until the body no longer knew which was pain and which was the forced heat. I asked no further questions. The single “why” on the flagstones had been refused with silence and another stroke. That answer had been enough. The crop had become the new language between us, and every night it spoke the same thing: she had decided, and I would take it.

One evening, with the crop resting lightly on already open flesh, she paused and looked down at the mess she had made.

“You cry more beautifully now,” she said. “I like that. Grace is back isn’t she?”

She laughed, the same low genuine sound, and delivered three final strokes, harder than the rest. Each one tore a fresh sound from me that she seemed to collect and keep. Blood ran freely down the backs of my thighs. My legs shook so hard I had to lock my knees to stay upright over the chair. Tears and spit mixed on the wood beneath my face.

When she finally set the crop aside the belief that the escape had held sat in ruins beside it on the side table, small and finished. The nights had become the only shape the days possessed, and the shape was already closing around whatever remained of the person who had once thought he had got free. I stayed bent over the chair until she told me I could move, the open welts pulsing with every heartbeat, the heat and the shame locked together so tightly I could no longer tell them apart.

One thought remained with me. She’d called me Grace. I’d never told her that was my name then. My mother hadn’t told her, I was sure. No, there was only one place she’d heard that name.


Chapter Eleven

The first package arrived on a Tuesday morning in early May, two weeks after the business trip and the start of the nightly crop.

I brought it in from the gate with the rest of the post. The box was extra-large plain brown cardboard, heavily taped, the address label printed in a neat impersonal hand. No return address. Celine was already at the table with coffee. She looked at the package with the same distant calm she had brought back from London, then nodded toward the knife.

"Open it."

I cut the tape. Inside, nested in tissue paper, lay the clothes.

I recognised them before I could stop myself. The black satin hobble skirt Edna had altered above the pub. The matching lace blouse. The soft pink French knickers and camisole from the attic box. The multi-layered black petticoat. The pink dress with SISSY sewn across the front in rhinestones. The white lace gloves. The frilled apron. The stockings, the suspender belt, the soft pink nightie. Everything from the pub years, carefully preserved and folded with real care.

My head roared so hard that the edges of the kitchen thinned. The scent that rose from the tissue, faint perfume, the ghost of cigarette smoke, the dry smell of fabric that had spent months in a wardrobe above a bar, hit the back of my throat like a blow. I stood with both hands on the edge of the open box and felt the distance I had rebuilt from those years collapse in a single surge.

Celine watched me over the rim of her mug.

"There will be more," she said. The slowed voice carried no surprise. "They'll arrive over the next few days. When they do, open them. Then put everything on. All of it."

I looked at her. The crop welts from the previous night still throbbed under my ordinary trousers. The sight of the old clothes produced a heat the crop alone had never generated.

"I can't," I said. The words came out thin. "Those are finished. That part of me is finished."

She set the mug down and stood. When she stopped in front of me the distant calm in her eyes had darkened only slightly, the way it darkened when her hand closed on my throat or she lifted the crop.

"Put them on."

I shook my head. The refusal already felt small and doomed. She studied my face for a moment, then spoke a single word in a tone I had not heard in over a year; soft, almost gentle, and absolutely precise.

The trigger.

The syllable landed at the base of my skull like a key turning in a lock that had never been removed. The conditioning Magda's extraction and the clinic and the long ordinary months had only buried surged upward in a single total wave. Thought did not cease, but it lost all authority over my body. My hands moved without decision. The ordinary shirt came off. The trousers. The soft pink underwear she preferred me to wear beneath them. The hobble skirt slid up my legs and settled around my hips with a familiar restrictive weight. The lace blouse followed. The stockings. The suspender belt. The French knickers. The frilled apron. The white lace gloves. Last, the pink dress with the rhinestone word across the chest. Each garment settled into place with the terrible automatic precision of a sequence practised until it required no conscious oversight.

I stood in the centre of the kitchen in the full uniform of the pub years, the crop welts pulling against the tight satin, my mind present and entirely unable to stop what my body had just completed.

Celine looked at me with the same satisfied calm she wore after a session with the crop.

"Better," she said. "You'll wear these now. The rest of the packages will fill in what is missing. When they arrive, add them."

She returned to the table, poured fresh coffee, and spoke as if the whole sequence had been the most ordinary domestic adjustment in the world.

"There are pills as well. For stress. You'll take them twice a day, morning and evening. They'll help."

She placed a small unmarked bottle on the table. I opened it. The tablets were small, white, and unmarked. I took the first dose with the cooling coffee while the hobble held my steps to a restricted feminine gait and the pink dress moved against the open welts from the night before. I knew what they were. In my head, I was screaming no, but I couldn’t stop myself.

The second and third packages arrived over the following two days. Each one held more of the preserved wardrobe; additional lingerie, the black thigh-high boots, the corset from the funeral wake, soft nighties, the full set of maid's accessories. Each time I opened a box the pathways surged. Each time hesitation rose she spoke the trigger word in the same soft precise tone, and my body completed the sequence without further resistance. By the end of the third day the ordinary male clothes had been folded and set aside. The wardrobe held only the sissy uniforms. I moved through the domestic tasks of the day in satin and lace and the restrictive hobble, taking the pills morning and evening as instructed.

On the fourth evening after the first package she prepared to leave the cottage.

She dressed in ordinary clothes, jeans, a soft jumper, her practical jacket, while I stood in the pink dress and the full under-layers. She looked at me with the distant calm fully present.

"Stay home. Stay dressed. I won't be late."

"Where are you going?"

The question came out before I could stop it. She paused at the door, already turned toward the drive, and answered without looking back.

"Out."

The door closed. The van pulled away. I remained in the pink dress, the pills already softening the edges of thought, and waited.

When the door opened again she carried the same distant calm, and a faint unfamiliar scent of male sweat, sex, and cigarette smoke that did not belong to the cottage. Her hair was slightly mussed, a few strands stuck to her temple. She looked at me standing there in the full uniform, and the calm deepened into something colder and more absolute, as if the sight of me waiting had simply confirmed a decision already made.

She crossed the space without speaking. Her steps were unhurried. She took my face in both hands, fingers firm against my jaw, and kissed me.

The kiss was deep and deliberate. Her tongue pushed into my mouth carrying a thick salty load of cum. It was a lot, more than one man could have produced in a single finish, warm and viscous, flooding across my tongue before I could close my throat. It filled my mouth completely, coated every surface, and forced the automatic swallow in heavy pulses before I had fully processed the taste. Salt, bitterness, the unmistakable musk of another man. She held the kiss with absolute control, sealing her mouth over mine until every trace had been transferred, until my throat worked repeatedly under the pressure of her tongue. Only then did she draw back just far enough to speak against my lips, her breath still warm with the same foreign scent.

"Swallow it all."

I swallowed. The chemical softness of the pills made the edges of the moment feel slightly unreal, as if the humiliation were reaching me through a thin layer of gauze. She watched my throat work, then released my face and stepped back.

"On your back. On the floor." She sneered at me, her French accent seemed to make her sternness that much darker, that much sexier.

The trigger was not required this time. The weeks of nightly crop and daily directives moved me into position without further instruction. I lay on the flagstones in the full uniform, the hobble and petticoats pooling around my hips, the pink dress rucked up to my waist. The open welts from the previous night pressed hard against the cold stone. She stepped over me, reached under her own clothes, and drew her knickers aside. The scent that rose was thick and unmistakable; her arousal mixed with the heavier musk of multiple loads of cum, already cooling and layered. She lowered herself onto my face without hesitation, the full weight of her body settling across my nose and mouth until breathing became possible only through the wet open flesh pressed against me.

“Lick.”

The old mental pathways answered before thought could form resistance. My tongue moved. The taste was overwhelming, her fluids mixed with the cooling salty residue of the men who had finished inside her. It coated my lips, ran into my mouth in thick strands, and forced repeated swallows while she ground down with slow exact movements, one hand planted on the floor beside my head for balance. The crop welts pulled and burned against the flagstones with every small shift of her weight. Each roll of her hips smeared the mixture deeper across my face and pushed more of it past my tongue.

She used my mouth the way she now used the crop, methodically and without hurry. When the first proper sob of humiliation broke from my throat against her she laughed, the same low warm sound she made when the leather opened the skin, and pressed down harder until the edges of my vision darkened.

“Keep licking. Clean it properly.”

I kept licking. I was present and entirely unable to stop my tongue from working. The dual pressure of her body and the taste of strangers filled every available space. When she finally rose, the lower half of my face was wet and shining, strings of spit and cum still connecting me to her for a moment before they broke. She looked down at the mess of spit and cum and tears with a faint edge of satisfaction, as if the sight simply completed the sequence.

I found enough air and enough voice for the questions that had been building since the kiss.

“Who?”

She shrugged, languid and complete. “There were ten of them. I didn’t ask names. I don’t know.”

Ten. The volume that had filled my mouth earlier and still coated her suddenly assembled into a single unbearable picture. I stared up at her from the floor, the taste of strangers thick on my tongue.

“Why?”

The slowed voice answered without hesitation or heat.

"Because I can."

She stepped away, adjusted her clothes with unhurried precision, and walked toward the kitchen as if the entire sequence had been the most ordinary end to an evening out with friends. The sound of water running into the kettle followed a moment later. I pushed myself up on shaking arms, the hobble restricting the movement into something short and unsteady, and stood in the centre of the main room while the taste of the strangers remained thick on my tongue.

The remainder of the night sealed the arrangement without discussion or ceremony. The evening dose of pills went down under her watchful eye, the same small cluster that had begun to soften every edge of resistance. In the bedroom she directed me over the chair again. The crop landed across already-ruined skin, finding the open welts and splitting them wider until fresh blood ran and the sobs came freely. She laughed the same low fond sound each time the crying properly broke, as if the noise itself were the point of the exercise. When the leather was finally set aside she climbed onto my face once more, still used and wet from the earlier men, and settled her weight until breathing was only possible through her.

“Finish cleaning. Properly.”

I licked until she was satisfied. The taste of the strangers was still present, mixed now with the sharp copper of my own blood from the welts that rubbed against the floor whenever she shifted. Only then was I allowed to sleep, still locked in the full uniform, the hobble and petticoats and pink dress all left in place so that every small movement through the night reminded me of the shape I now occupied.

Morning brought the second dose. She watched me swallow, then told me to stay dressed. The pink dress, the soft under-layers, the hobble that shortened my steps, all of it remained. We went into the village for shopping under the ordinary gaze of people who had known the quieter version of this life. No one commented. A few glanced at the dress and looked away. The walk itself became another form of exposure, the fabric moving against skin that still burned from the night before, the hobble forcing a careful mincing gait that felt impossible to hide.

Evening returned the same sequence without variation. Pills. Crop. Blood and sobs and her warm laughter. Her body on my face again with the same quiet command to clean what the others had left. Sleep in the uniform. The boxes had returned the clothes. The trigger had locked them on. The pills had softened resistance until refusal no longer formed properly. The evening out had added open cuckolding as simply another expected element. The crop had never paused. The boxes had only been the opening. Everything that followed simply filled the shape they made, and the shape was already closed.


Chapter Twelve

The days after the evening with the ten men settled into a continuous unbroken regime that no longer pretended to contain any fragment of the ordinary life that had once existed in the cottage.

The sissy clothing remained mandatory inside the house. The soft layers stayed on from morning until night; the pink dress, the petticoats that brushed against every movement, the hobble that shortened each step into a careful, restricted gait, the knickers that sat low and intimate against skin still marked from the crop. The trigger word, spoken in the same soft precise tone that had first locked the pink dress onto my body, was used whenever hesitation appeared. When the skirt caught on a chair leg and I paused too long to free it, the single syllable landed and my hands finished the adjustment without further thought. When the knickers needed changing after a night of blood and forced cleaning, the word cut through the brief resistance and my body stripped and replaced them as if the decision had never belonged to me. When the pathways briefly allowed a flicker of the old refusal, the trigger erased it before the refusal could reach my limbs. Each time the sequence completed itself without further negotiation.

The pills, taken morning and evening under her direct watch, spread a chemical softness through the edges of resistance. The effect was gradual and thorough. Thoughts that once formed cleanly now arrived blurred at the borders. More dangerously, the doses revived the deeper layers of the original conditioning the clinic had only buried. The old automatic responses returned in fragments at first: a sudden readiness to drop to my knees when she entered a room, a sharp flare of heat at a particular cadence in her voice, the way my body began to arrange itself for use before I had finished forming the intention to refuse.

By the end of the week the automatic stretches lasted longer than the moments of clear thought between them. The clothing, the trigger, and the pills worked together until the shape of the days no longer needed my agreement to continue.

Domination in the bedroom grew harsher and more deliberate with every night.

The crop remained the evening constant. After the meal she directed me over the chair in the full uniform, petticoats lifted, knickers drawn down. The leather opened already-ruined skin with the same methodical care, finding every previous welt and splitting it wider until fresh blood ran in thin lines down the backs of my thighs and the sobs came freely. Her low warm laughter filled the spaces between strokes, soft and almost affectionate each time a proper cry broke from me. She left me bent and dripping while she finished her wine, then allowed me to straighten only when she was ready for what came next.

The sexual use that came before or after the beatings went further than the earlier pinning and fingering.

One night she pulled a thick realistic strap-on from a drawer I had never seen. The shaft was heavy and veined, the head flared. Heat hit me hard at the sight of it. My knees weakened before she even spoke.

One night she pulled a thick realistic strap-on out of a drawer I’d never seen before. Heavy. Veined. Big flared head. My cock jumped just looking at it.

She slicked it up slow, gel shining on the shaft. Then she told me to get on my hands and knees on the floor. Still in the full uniform. Pink dress and petticoats bunched up around my elbows. She knelt behind me, shoved the layers up, and pushed the thick head against the hole her fingers had already stretched for weeks.

She pushed in slow and steady until every inch was inside me. The stretch burned. I made a noise I couldn’t stop. My arms gave out and my face nearly hit the floor. She grabbed my hips and started fucking me hard, same steady rhythm she used with the crop. Deep strokes. Almost all the way out, then slammed back in. The open welts on my arse stung every time her hips slapped against them.

When the first broken cry left my throat she laughed the same low fond sound and drove deeper, holding herself buried to the base while the stretch kept pulsing.

“Feel it, sissy. This is what you’re for now.”

She started fucking me again without hurry. Long, full strokes. No chance to adjust. The thick cock and the open welts on my arse mixed until I couldn’t tell the pain from the heat. My arms shook. Tears ran onto the floor. She kept the same steady pace, one hand sometimes reaching under to grip the base of my cock and stop me moving. Only when she decided she’d had enough did she pull out, leaving me open and shaking on my hands and knees. Still in the uniform. Still tasting blood and piss at the back of my throat.

The pills made everything feel slightly unreal, like my body was being used at a distance. The thick shaft filled me completely with every slow thrust, dragging over the places her fingers had trained for weeks, then pulling almost out before slamming back in. She fucked me thoroughly until the burn inside was constant, just a steady fire that filled my whole lower body. My arms shook against the mattress. The open welts on my arse pulled and burned every time her hips hit them.

Then she reached under and closed a fist around my balls. The first punch was short and exact. White pain exploded up through my groin and belly. I screamed into the mattress. She punched again, timed it with the deepest thrust so the stretch and the blow hit at the same time. A third time, harder. Everything collapsed into one big overload. I went rigid, then started shaking, every muscle locked while the thick cock kept moving inside me. The pills kept my mind just far enough away that I felt every bit of the pain but couldn’t form a proper refusal.

Only when the sobs had become continuous, raw and unrestrained, did she slow. She left the thick shaft buried to the base, the stretch still pulsing, and rested one hand on the back of my neck with the same quiet pressure she used when she held me in place for the crop.

“Stay open. I’m not finished.”

She wasn’t finished. The pegging continued without pause. The thick shaft drove in long measured strokes that kept the burn constant inside me. Between the deepest thrusts she punched my balls again, short and brutal, each one timed so the white pain hit exactly when the stretch was fullest. The two things mixed until I couldn’t fight either of them. Thought narrowed until all I could do was register the next stroke or the next punch. My arms had given out long ago. I lay face-down on the mattress, open and shaking, while she used the full length of the strap-on and the precise violence of her fist in a steady rhythm.

When she finally pulled out, the emptiness that followed was almost as bad as the invasion. A deep pulsing hollowness that made my body feel unfinished. She ordered me onto my back. The uniform stayed on, pink dress and petticoats pushed up, the hobble still locking my knees. She knelt between my legs and started opening me further with her hand. One finger first, then two, then three, each one given time to settle before the next. The stretch built in careful steps. Then came the slow pressure of her thumb tucking in against her palm, the knuckles beginning to press and push. The fisting was patient and absolute. She worked the widest part of her hand against the ring of muscle with steady insistence until the resistance finally gave and her fist settled fully inside.

The sensation was so total that thought briefly stopped. Her hand filled every bit of space, solid and occupying, leaving no room for anything else. She held it there without moving, watched my face with the same removed attention she brought to the crop, and smiled the distant satisfied smile she wore when the leather had opened the skin to her satisfaction.

“Good. You’ll take more tomorrow.”

The pattern needed no discussion after that. Every evening it was the same. Crop first. She laid it across already-ruined skin until blood ran in thin lines and the sobs came freely. Her low warm laugh filled the gaps between strokes. Then the strap-on or the fisting or both. Thick cock or her whole fist, filling me until all I could think about was the next centimetre of stretch. Short hard punches to the balls timed to the deepest moments. White pain that mixed with everything else until it was all one overload. The pills kept resistance soft. The old conditioning stayed active underneath. Any flicker of wanting to fight got wiped out before it reached my arms or legs. Terror and the shameful heat no longer took turns. They sat in the same continuous space, feeding each other until I couldn’t tell them apart.

One afternoon at the sink in the pink dress, hands in warm water, the suspicion finally named itself. Her lighter body. The slowed movements. The distant calm that never fully lifted. The total escalation that started the moment she came back from London. It all matched what had happened to my mother. She had been compromised the same way. The knowledge arrived clean and clear. It produced no plan. The pills and the trigger wiped any idea of resistance before it could form. It just sat there beside the residual heat while the regime kept going without needing an answer.

The cage arrived on a Thursday afternoon in a plain heavy-duty package with no return address. Celine signed for it at the door while I stood in the main room in the full uniform the trigger kept locked in place. She carried the box to the table, cut the tape, and lifted the pieces out one by one.

The device was surgical-grade stainless steel, heavier and more absolute than the one Paul had fitted years earlier. A solid tube meant to lock the cock down and forward. An integrated base ring that would sit tight behind the balls. A single keyed lock, the key already sitting in the box. She laid everything out carefully, turning the tube once in her hands as if checking the weight and the finality of it.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Strip the lower half. Leave the rest on.”

The trigger wasn’t needed. The weeks of continuous regime moved me up the short stair and onto the edge of the narrow bed without further instruction. The hobble restricted my steps. The petticoats were pushed up around my waist. The French knickers came down and stayed tangled at mid-thigh. She knelt between my legs with the same slowed, almost affectionate attention she gave the crop, and started the fitting.

The base ring went on first. The steel was cold and exact against the skin, sized so tightly that it sat flush with no way to pull back once the tube was locked over it. She worked cock and balls through the ring with patient clinical fingers, adjusting until everything sat the way the device required. The tube followed, sliding down the length until the two halves met with a solid metallic click. She picked up the key, pushed it into the lock, and turned it once. The mechanism engaged with a final, irreversible sound.

I stared down at the locked steel. The weight of it was immediate and absolute. My mind stayed present and completely unable to start any action the weeks of trigger, pills, crop, strap-on, fist and ball-punching had not already made theoretical. The old pathways registered the confinement with a confused flare of heat that had nowhere to go. She looked up from her work, the distant calm darkened by a thin edge of satisfaction, and grinned.

“Pathetic,” she said, almost fondly. “A useless fucking sissy. Soon it will all be over for you.”

The question formed in my mind; why. But my mouth produced something else entirely, the syllables rising from the revived conditioning and the chemical softness and the continuous regime without any decision from me.

“Thank you, Goddess.”

The words hung in the air. I did not know why they had been spoken. Heat answered them with a fresh surge that had nowhere to go inside the locked steel. Before I could assemble a protest she had already straightened. My body moved without further instruction, sliding off the edge of the bed and settling onto its knees on the flagstones.

“Good. Stay there.”

She reached under her loose skirt, drew her knickers aside, and released a hot steady stream of urine directly onto my face and the front of the dress. The liquid struck skin and fabric with sudden heat, ran into my open mouth before I could close it, and soaked the frilled apron and the lace blouse beneath until the material clung heavy and wet. When the stream slowed she shifted her weight and drove the toe of her shoe into the side of my face, not a full kick but a sharp contemptuous strike that snapped my head sideways and left my cheek burning. I stayed kneeling, dripping, the locked cage a heavy absolute fact between my legs, the taste of her sharp and unmistakable on my tongue.

“Say it,” she said, quiet and exact. “Mommy knows best.”

The revived conditioning and the pills and the regime supplied the words before conscious thought could intervene.

“Mommy knows best.”

“Again.”

“Mommy knows best.”

She made me repeat it while she moved around the room gathering items from a drawer I had not seen opened before; a small digital player, a set of wired earphones, a short length of soft rope. The phrase left my mouth in a continuous automatic loop, the same cadence over and over, while the wet fabric of the dress cooled against my skin and the cage sat locked and heavy. When she returned she stood in front of me and looked down with the same distant satisfied calm.

“Keep saying it. Don’t stop.”

I kept saying it. She bound my wrists loosely behind my back with the rope, enough to prevent easy movement, not enough to cut circulation. Then she fitted the earphones carefully over my ears. The player was already loaded. She pressed play without further comment and stepped behind me, leaving me kneeling in the wet dress, the locked steel, and the endless repeated phrase while the first recorded voice began to speak into both ears at once.

Edna’s voice filled my ears.

The same low absolute register that had organised the months above the pub, the same measured patience that had accompanied the first forced feminisation and the cage and the chemical fog. It arrived through the earphones with perfect clarity, close and intimate, as if she were standing directly behind me rather than speaking from a recording. The content was new and yet entirely continuous with everything that had come before. The voice instructed me to accept the sissy identity without reservation, to release the last fragments of the reconditioning the clinic had attempted, to recognise the clothes and the cage and the daily use as the only remaining truth of what I was. It repeated the directives in slow measured cycles, each pass adding a further layer of detail; the correct posture when kneeling, the proper gratitude when the crop landed, the necessity of staying open for whatever was put inside me, the understanding that resistance itself was already finished.

The pathways, already fully revived by the pills and the trigger and the weeks of escalation, opened to the voice like a lock that had never been changed. Heat flared low and steady inside the locked steel. My body remained kneeling on the flagstones in the wet dress, wrists bound, face still damp with urine, while the new training layered itself over the older pathways the clinic had tried to quiet. I remained present and could only listen. Thought continued, but it no longer held authority over anything the voice described. The instructions settled into place with the same quiet finality as the base ring of the cage, and the voice kept speaking without pause or variation.

While the voice continued she reached around from behind, closed her hand around the locked cage and the still-tender balls beneath it, and began to twist and punch with short precise devastating impacts. The steel prevented any escape or softening of position. Each twist pulled the already bruised flesh tight against the base ring; each punch drove white total pain upward through the groin and lower belly until vision narrowed to a bright tunnel. I screamed. The sound tore out of me raw and unbroken. My body tried to double forward on instinct, but the rope held the wrists behind my back and the hobble kept the knees from closing. The continuous loop of “Mommy knows best” still left my mouth in the same automatic cadence even while the screams broke across it.

She worked without hurry, the same methodical attention she brought to the crop, adjusting the angle of each impact so that the pain stayed sharp and cumulative. Edna’s voice in the earphones never paused. It continued its steady absolute instructions to accept the sissy identity, to release the last clinic fragments, to embrace the clothes and the cage and the use as the only remaining truth.

Terror and shameful arousal occupied the same continuous space, no longer distinguishable from each other. Heat flared uselessly inside the locked steel even as the next punch landed. I remained present and could only register the next impact, the next layer of the hypnosis, the next automatic repetition of the words she had ordered. The two streams of sensation fed each other until the distinction between them had worn completely away.

She worked until the screams had become continuous and I was shaking too hard to maintain even the kneeling posture without the support of her hand fisted in my hair. Then she released the balls, left the earphones in place, and stepped back to survey the result; the kneeling figure in the pink dress and the cage, face wet with urine and tears, wrists bound, mouth still forming the phrase in a broken loop, Edna’s voice still delivering the new training designed to overrule every fragment of the reconditioning the clinic had once achieved.

The distant calm on her face carried a thin edge of genuine pleasure.

“I love being this person,” she said, the slowed voice almost wonderingly soft. “I really do.”

She left me there on the floor, the hypnosis still playing, the locked steel an absolute and irreversible fact, while she moved into the kitchen to begin the ordinary preparations of the evening as if the entire sequence had been only another necessary adjustment in the life that now existed inside the stone cottage.

The cage was locked.

The new training had begun.

I was still present inside the urine-soaked dress and the steel and the continuous loop of the phrase and the voice, and could only keep registering the next layer as it was applied, with no remaining mechanism to stop or reverse any part of what had been set in motion.

I found enough voice to ask the question that had been sitting behind everything since the day she returned from London.

“Why have you changed? You spoke to Edna, didn’t you?”

She turned from the kitchen counter and looked at me still kneeling on the flagstones. The distant calm did not lift.

“Yes.”

The single word landed with the same finality as the lock on the cage.

“It’s only a matter of time until you’re broken again,” she said. “Properly this time. No clinic left to dig you out.”

The sobs came then, sudden and uncontrolled, the same broken sound she had trained out of me with the crop. She simply laughed, low and warm, the same laugh that answered the first real cry each evening.

“What did they do to you?” I asked.

She grinned, shook her head once, and sighed as if the question itself were mildly tiresome. Then her eyes rolled back for a moment, the pupils losing focus before they returned. I knew the signs. She had been given the same tablets that had once softened my own resistance, the ones that revived older pathways and quieted the parts that still wanted to fight. I knew where she kept them. I could have found them. I chose not to. The trigger and the pills and the continuous regime had already made the choice for me, and the locked steel between my legs made any other action theoretical.

The hypnosis kept playing in the earphones. The phrase returned to my mouth in its broken loop. I stayed on the flagstones and registered the next layer as it settled into place, knowing deep down that I could’ve prevented all of this weeks ago, but chose not to for a reason.


Chapter Thirteen

The knock on the door came in the early evening, just after the pills and before the nightly sequence with the crop had begun.

I was standing in the main room in the full uniform that the trigger and the continuous regime kept locked in place. Celine was in the kitchen, moving with the same languid distant calm she had worn since London. When the knock sounded she set down her glass and walked to the door without hurry or question.

She opened it. Craig stood there, smiling.

My cock swelled in the cage so hard that I had to hold myself from the pain. He looked exactly as he had in the final months above the pub; tall, solid, with the same easy possessive confidence in the way he occupied the space. He did not look at me first. He looked at Celine. She made a small broken sound in her throat, something between a sob and a sigh, and walked straight into his arms without hesitation.

The kiss was immediate and total. There was no adjustment period, no remnant of the woman who had once built a quiet life in the stone cottage. She pressed against him with open desperate hunger, hands fisting in the front of his shirt, mouth opening under his as if she had been starving for exactly this. Her lighter body moulded itself to his frame, hips tilting forward, the whole of her softening and offering in a single continuous movement. He took her head in both hands, fingers firm against her jaw and the back of her skull, and kissed her back with the same absolute ownership he had once shown Michelle, deep and claiming, tongue pushing into her mouth while she made small helpless sounds against him. I stood frozen in the pink dress and the locked cage, present and entirely unable to intervene, the residual heat and terror occupying the same continuous space while the scene unfolded a few feet away.

When he finally released her mouth she dropped to her knees on the floor without being told. The movement was automatic, almost graceful despite the residual stiffness from the previous nights. Her hands settled open on her thighs. She looked up at him with an expression that held none of the distant calm of the previous weeks, only a raw broken devotion that seemed to pour out of her.

“Master,” she said, the slowed voice thick and unsteady. “Master, please…”

She freed his cock with shaking hands and took it into her mouth in one continuous motion. There was no tentative adjustment. She simply opened and sank down until her lips met the base, then began to suck him with open wet urgency, eyes closed, soft broken sounds of need rising from her throat with every long stroke. Spit gathered at the corners of her mouth and ran down her chin. She bobbed deeper, throat working, one hand braced on his thigh while the other held the base of him. The wet sounds filled the quiet room. He looked over her head and met my eyes for the first time, the same amused absolute confidence I had last seen the night he walked Michelle out of the pub and left me drunk and broken on the stairs. He watched me while she sucked him, a thin smile on his face, as if the sight of me locked and dressed and forced to watch was part of the pleasure.

He let her work for a long time, one hand resting on the back of her head, guiding the rhythm without force because no force was required. She stayed deep, throat working around him, the small desperate noises continuing without pause. Spit ran down her chin and dripped onto the floor. Then he pulled her off by the hair. The wet sound of the release was sharp in the quiet room. He turned her around on her knees, pushed the loose skirt up to her waist, and looked at the soft cotton knickers already soaked through. He hooked two fingers in the crotch, tore them aside with a single sharp motion, and spat directly onto the exposed entrance.

The head of his cock pressed against her arse. He pushed in with one continuous brutal stroke that seated him to the base and made her cry out, high and broken and unmistakably pleasured. He began to fuck her with hard claiming thrusts, each one driving deep and exact. One hand stayed fisted in her hair, holding her head back so that her face stayed visible. The other delivered open-handed slaps across her backside and the backs of her thighs that left immediate red prints and drew fresh broken sounds from her with every impact. She pushed back onto every stroke, hips working to take him deeper, sobbing and begging in the same raw voice that had called him Master only minutes earlier. The room filled with the wet slap of skin and her broken cries while I stood locked and dressed and forced to watch.

“Look at her,” he said to me, the words timed to the deepest thrusts. “Look what you turned her into. You thought you could run. You thought a quiet little life in the middle of nowhere would keep her safe from what you started. This is what happens when the same hunger meets the same weakness. She broke in a week. Imagine what I can do with a lifetime.”

I stood frozen in the pink dress and the locked cage. The residual heat and terror sat in the same continuous space. I was present and completely unable to look away or intervene while the flagstones recorded every wet impact and every broken sound she made.

I tried to speak. Only a thin panicked sound came out. He laughed, low and genuine, and drove harder into her. The slap of skin and her broken cries filled the main room. Each thrust seated him fully. The wet sound of it was sharp against the stone walls. Her body shook under the force of it, hands braced on the flagstones, the raw sounds pouring out of her without restraint. Spit and tears ran down her face. She kept pushing back onto him, hips working, taking every hard stroke while he held her hair and kept her face turned toward me.

When he finally finished it was deep inside her arse. The orgasm was long and visible in the way her body clenched and shook around him, hips jerking in small involuntary pulses as she took every drop. He held the position for a long moment, breathing evenly, one hand still fisted in her hair, then pulled out and wiped the head of his cock across her open mouth. She cleaned him without being told. Her tongue worked thoroughly, eyes closed, the same desperate hunger still written across her face. Only then did he step back, zip himself, and turn the full force of his attention on me.

“I own her now,” he said, the amusement still present but colder. “Exactly the way I own Michelle. Difference is, Michelle still has a mind that works when I let it. This one…” he nodded at Celine, still on her knees, face wet, skirt still rucked up, the evidence of his use already leaking down the insides of her thighs “…is just a broken whore. Same as you’re going to be when you come home as Grace. The clothes are already back on you. The cage is already locked. The pills are already in your system. The trigger still works. It’s time to stop pretending the clinic fixed anything.”

He looked at me the same way he had looked at me the night he walked Michelle out of the pub. Absolute. Certain. The locked steel between my legs felt heavier than before. The pink dress and petticoats suddenly felt like the only clothes I had ever worn. Celine stayed on her knees, breathing hard, not looking up. The room was quiet except for the sound of her breathing and the soft drip of what he had left inside her.

The panic finally found a voice.

“No.” The word came out cracked and too loud. “I’m not going back. You can’t… Celine, please…”

She looked up at me from the flagstones. The distant calm was entirely gone, replaced by the same raw broken hunger she had shown when she walked into his arms. There was no recognition of the man who had once shared the cottage with her, only absolute orientation toward the man who now stood between us. Her eyes did not stay on my face. They returned to Craig as if drawn by a force that no longer required thought.

Craig’s amusement deepened.

“Begging already. That’s good. Saves time.” He glanced at Celine. “Up. We’re going outside. Bring the lighter fluid from under the sink and every piece of male clothing still left in this place.”

She rose at once. I remained frozen while she gathered the folded ordinary clothes from the drawer where they had been stored since the boxes arrived: the jeans, the shirts, the work boots, the few remaining items that had once belonged to the man who believed the escape had held. She carried them out into the garden in the late evening light without looking back at me. Craig followed, one hand resting on the back of her neck in quiet possession. The trigger and the pills kept me moving after them in the restricted swaying gait the hobble enforced. The locked cage was a heavy absolute fact with every step.

In the garden they built a small pile on the open gravel. Celine soaked the clothes with the lighter fluid under his direction. The sharp chemical smell rose in the cool air. He struck a match and dropped it. The flames rose quickly, consuming the last physical evidence of the ordinary life that had once existed inside the stone cottage. Fabric blackened and curled. The jeans and shirts collapsed into themselves. I stood in the pink dress and the cage and watched the fire take everything that had once marked the quieter version of this place. Present and entirely unable to move forward or back into any action the continuous regime had not already rendered theoretical.

When the last of the ordinary clothes had collapsed into ash she turned to Craig, already pressing against him again, hands sliding up his chest, mouth seeking his. The fire still burned behind them. The pink dress clung to my locked body. The last pieces of Gavin were gone.

“Please, Master, use me again. Whore me out. I need it…”

He smiled down at her, then at me, the amusement open and absolute.

He pushed her onto her hands and knees beside the fire. The last of the ordinary clothes still smouldered a few feet away. He spat on his hand, worked two fingers into her arse without warning, then three, then four, stretching her open while she moaned and pushed back. When the widest part of his fist pressed against the ring of muscle she sobbed and begged louder. He forced it in with steady pressure until his whole hand disappeared inside her. She came with a raw cry that carried across the valley, body locking hard around his fist, hips jerking while the flames still licked at the ash of the jeans and shirts. He kept the fist buried, twisting slowly, making her ride the orgasm until she was shaking and drooling onto the gravel. Only then did he pull out, leaving her open and dripping. He left her there trembling on her hands and knees for a long moment, then grabbed her by the hair, yanked her upright, and walked her back inside without another word. I followed in the pink dress and the locked cage, the smell of smoke and sex thick in the evening air.

Inside he used her again on the flagstones. The same hard claiming rhythm. He kept one hand fisted in her hair and fucked her arse with deep, exact strokes until her eyes no longer tracked my presence at all. When I said her name she looked past me without recognition. The broken hunger was oriented only toward the man who still held her by the hair. She pushed back onto every thrust, sobbing and begging, the wet slap of skin filling the room.

On the mezzanine he took her once more while I stood in the pink dress and the locked cage a few feet away. He timed the words to the deepest thrusts.

“She is mine. You are going to be Grace again. The only choice is how much it hurts.”

He fucked her harder after that, holding her head back so I could see her face the whole time. She came again under him, body locking and shaking, the raw cry muffled against the mattress. After the third finish he pulled out, wiped himself across her open mouth, and spoke without looking at me while she cleaned him with her tongue.

I stayed kneeling while he filled the soft bag with Celine’s things. Clothes, the few pieces of jewellery she still owned, the order book. Celine sat on the edge of the bed and watched him work. Her body was still marked and open. The raw devotion never lifted from her face. She made no move to stop him or to look at me.

First light would come soon. The bag would close. She would follow him without hesitation. I would move after them in the restricted gait the hobble enforced, the locked cage heavy between my legs, the pink dress and petticoats the only clothes I had left. There was nothing left to burn. The last of the ordinary life was already ash in the garden. There was only the return.

Craig knelt in front of me as I sobbed. He placed a finger under my chin and made me look at him. For a moment the smugness was gone, replaced by something else, a kindness that felt worse than the cruelty.

“Hey, hey. You’re crying but you really don’t need to be,” he said softly. “All of this isn’t scripted for me or her, or Edna. It’s scripted for you. You are the one who needs this lifestyle the most, and we want to give it to you. You ran away because you were scared. Nobody is angry at you for that.”

“And Celine?” I asked, sniffing.

“Came to the UK and asked for it.”

I looked over at Celine. She blushed for the first time in ages.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I told you who I am. But you’ll still see me. I’m just not yours anymore.”

She was still marked from everything he had done to her. The devotion on her face never lifted. She looked at him the same way she used to look at me in the early months, only the look was absolute now.

They left without ceremony or further instruction. Craig picked up the soft bag. Celine followed him to the door in the same slowed, dreamy walk she had brought back from London. Neither of them looked back. The cottage was empty except for me, still kneeling in the pink dress and the locked cage, the last of the ordinary life already burned to ash in the garden.

Outside, Craig carried the soft bag to the van. Celine followed him barefoot across the gravel, still marked from the night’s use, the broken hunger still visible in every unhurried step. The van doors closed. The engine started. The sound of the vehicle moving down the lane and then away into the ordinary morning of the valley was the last evidence that either of them had been inside the stone cottage at all.

The silence that followed was absolute.

I remained in the doorway for a long time. The steel was heavy between my legs. The open crop welts throbbed beneath the tight satin of the dress. The chemical softness of the previous evening’s pills was already thinning, leaving the edges of the world sharper and less forgiving. Ordinary light moved across the garden wall. The ash of the burned male clothes still marked the gravel in a dark irregular stain. Inside the cottage the rooms held the residual scent of sex and smoke and the dry smell of the sissy wardrobe that was now the only clothing left.

I lit a cigarette and smoked, a strange stillness washing over me, like I deserved all this. Or perhaps it was the confusing words from Craig, confusing because I didn’t know if this was manipulation again, or if what he said was true, that this was all for me, all scripted to the truth buried deep inside me.

The first day passed in a continuous directionless drift. I moved through the main room and the kitchen and the mezzanine in the restricted gait the hobble forced on me. Without the nightly crop and the constant orders and her absolute presence, the pathways did not quiet. They circled. Images from the night rose without invitation: the dual fisting beside the fire, her broken voice begging for more, the absolute ownership in Craig’s eyes when he looked at me over her body, the burning of the last ordinary clothes. They locked into place alongside the older images of the pub years until the two sets of memories were no longer separate. The grounding sequence did nothing. The locked cage remained a heavy absolute fact with every step.

By the second day the drinking had begun.

There was wine left in the cottage, several bottles of the local red that had once gone with quiet evenings in front of the fire. I opened the first without ceremony and drank it from the glass she had used the night before. The residual taste of her was still faintly on the rim. The alcohol spread a thicker, less precise softness through the edges of thought than the pills had. Grief and shameful arousal and self-loathing occupied the same continuous space, rising and falling in waves the wine only blurred rather than separated. I drank standing in the kitchen in the full sissy uniform, the pink dress and the hobble and the locked cage all still in place, and felt the carefully rebuilt belief that the escape had held finish collapsing into a single undifferentiated current of despair and heat.

The cycle established itself quickly. Grief for the burned normal months with Celine rose first, sharp and clear. Then came the residual arousal at the memory of the control, the crop, her reduction under Craig’s hands, the locked steel. Self-loathing followed immediately, directed at the heat itself and at the dress and at the fact that the pathways still answered. Wine blurred the three into one continuous current that no longer rose or fell but simply occupied the whole of the interior space.

On the fourth day the pay-as-you-go phone lit with a nameless instruction: dose time, video link. I took the remaining pills without hesitation and opened the hardcore sissy hypnosis files the message provided. The revived pathways swallowed the content whole. The voice on the screen spoke in the same measured absolute register that Edna had used. It instructed acceptance of the clothes, the cage, the use, the destruction of every remaining fragment of the previous identity. I watched with the pink dress still on and the locked steel heavy between my legs. The commands went straight into the same place the crop and the strap-on and the pills had already opened.

Further messages followed at irregular intervals. New times. New files. A second heavier bottle of pills was waiting in the kitchen drawer. I took those too. Thought slowed under the combined weight of the wine and the chemical softness and the continuous audio. The looped commands began to leave my mouth between waves of grief and heat, the same automatic cadence that had once answered Celine’s orders. I repeated them without deciding to. The voice on the screen told me I was Grace again. I said it back. The cage stayed locked. The dress stayed on. The wine kept the edges soft while the files worked.

Eating stopped. Hunger registered only as a distant inconvenience that never quite reached the level of action. By the second week the main room was the only geography left. Empty bottles accumulated on the table and the floor. The old alcoholism they had once forced on me came back without resistance. The pill supply dwindled to a few remaining tablets that I rationed without conscious decision. The video ran without pause. The screen glowed in the dim light. The voice delivered its measured absolute instructions in an endless loop.

The content had deepened. The earlier files had spoken of acceptance and surrender. The newer ones went further.

They instructed the complete destruction of every remaining fragment of the previous identity. Be a cum dump. Destroy every ounce of manhood. Accept the use without limit or question. Become the hole. The phrases repeated in slow overlapping cycles, each pass adding a further layer of detail.

You are not a man. You never were. The cock between your legs is a joke that will stay locked forever. Your only purpose is to be opened, filled, and left leaking. You will thank every man who uses you. You will beg for the next one. You will forget your old name until even the memory of it makes you sick. Grace is a hole. Grace stays open. Grace exists to be ruined. Thought is finished. Resistance is finished. The only thing left is the next cock, the next load, the next order. You will smile while they break you. You will come from the shame of it. You will ask them to go harder when it already hurts. You will never be allowed to stop. The cage stays on. The dress stays on. The hole stays available. That is all you are now. That is all you will ever be.

Each pass added a further layer of detail: the correct posture when waiting to be used, the proper gratitude when the cage was unlocked or left locked, the necessity of staying open and available, the understanding that thought itself was already finished. I repeated the phrases out loud between drinks. The pink dress stayed on. The locked cage stayed heavy. The voice on the screen told me I was already Grace again. I said it back until the words felt like the only ones left.

Heat surged uselessly inside the locked steel with every new directive. I thinned to a faint intermittent presence that registered the next command, the next swallow of wine, the next surge of heat, and very little else. The rest of the cottage had ceased to exist. Only the main room remained, the empty bottles, the dwindling pills, the continuous video, and the endless spoken loop that the revived pathways swallowed without resistance.

On the day the messages ordered a final larger dose and a continuous playlist, the room dissolved into one thick present. The voice on the screen and the voice leaving my own mouth became difficult to separate. My mouth did not stop. The loop ran without interruption while the last of the chemical softness settled into place.

Then the doorbell rang.

The sound cut through the haze with sudden ordinary clarity. The automatic loop faltered. I stayed upright in the pink dress and the cage, while the doorbell rang again.


Chapter Fourteen

The doorbell rang a third time before the thick chemical haze and the continuous loop of the hypnosis allowed my body to move.

I swayed across the room drunk from the wine, and high from the pills. The pink dress shifted against the old welts with every short step. I registered it all from a faint almost extinguished distance, still partially occupied by the automatic repetition that had replaced nearly every other content of my mind.

Be a cum dump. Destroy every ounce of manhood. Accept the use.

The door opened and I found Edna stood there, as beautiful as ever.

Behind her, slightly to one side and half a step back, stood the woman who had once been my mother.

The lighter, slower, dreamy version that had stepped off the bus weeks earlier was gone. In its place stood something far more deliberate. Her body had been hyper-feminised to an extreme that no longer looked like the woman who raised me. Breasts inflated to a heavy artificial size strained the low-cut top she wore. The weight of them was obvious even in the way she stood. Lips swollen and glossed into a permanent pout, pure blowjob lips. The face was heavy with makeup that turned every feature into a caricature of availability. Tattoos covered the visible skin of her arms, the chest above the neckline, and the thighs beneath the short tight skirt. Explicit crude designs that left no doubt about the role she now occupied. Her eyes were glassy, pupils wide, expression high and vacant, yet still faintly recognisable under the surgical changes. She swayed slightly where she stood, the same languid unhurried quality my mother had carried during the visit, only now magnified into something openly chemical and owned.

Edna looked at me in the pink dress and the cage with the same absolute proprietary assessment she had once given the first forced feminisation above the pub. The years had not softened her. If anything the authority had hardened into something colder and more complete.

“Grace,” she said. The voice was exactly as it had been in the final months before Magda’s extraction: low, absolute, expecting compliance without the need for volume. “You’ve been busy with the videos. Good. The messages were clear enough, then.”

She stepped across the threshold without waiting for an invitation. The transformed woman followed, the heavy breasts shifting with each unhurried step, the glassy eyes passing over the interior of the cottage and the ash of the burned male clothes still visible beyond the open door without any visible recognition or reaction. Edna closed the door behind them, surveyed the empty wine bottles, the small screen still paused on the last hypnosis file, the full sissy uniform, and the locked steel, and nodded once as if everything she saw confirmed an expected report.

“Good news, you mother no longer needs to worry about you,” she said. “She works the rooms above the pub now. The same rooms you used to clean with your mouth after the men finished. She’s popular. The tattoos and the tits and the permanent glaze in her eyes make her easy to book. It’s time you returned to your proper place beside her.”

“You made her into this? Against her will?” I asked.

Edna gave me a hurt pout. “Against her will?” She scoffed. “Did I turn you into this against your will?”

I wanted to say yes. I wanted to say none of this was what I wanted. “No…” I sighed.

“Who made me into this?” She asked.

“I did.” I admitted.

“How?”

“My stories. My obsession.”

She kissed my forehead gently and stroked me hair. “Your mother confronted me about a week after you were taken. I sat her down and showed her the stories. We fast became friends, then we became lovers. She admitted to having similar desires, submission, the need to be a whore. She wanted to try it, and she liked the idea of hypnosis. So I agreed, with the proviso that she bring you back. She said no.” Edna sighed. “So, I explained about your need. She spoke to Michelle, and I showed her videos. You may have told yourself you hated your darkest moments but if each one you smile. She realised she’d made a mistake. Now here we are.”

Edna set a small black case on the wooden table beside the empty bottles.

“The cage first,” she said, pulling out the key. “You’ll take a tablet first. It will keep you hard once the steel is off. Then we’ll see how much of the old conditioning the clinic actually managed to touch.”

She opened the case. Inside, nestled in foam, lay a set of specialised tools, a small bottle of unmarked blue tablets, and a single key that matched the permanent mechanism Celine had left locked.

Edna shook one of the blue tablets into her palm and held it out.

“Swallow it. Now.”

My body moved forward on autopilot. The white lace glove accepted the tablet. My mouth swallowed it dry. The chemical softness already present thickened further within minutes. Edna watched my throat work, then nodded once and gestured toward the centre of the main room.

“Stand there. Hands at your sides. Don’t move while it starts to work. Your mother will keep you company.”

The transformed woman stepped closer on Edna’s quiet instruction. The heavy inflated breasts and the glassy high eyes and the explicit tattoos occupied the immediate space in front of me. The scent of her perfume mixed with something sharper and more chemical. “Is this really what you wanted?” I asked my mother softly.

She frowned, the remnants of the old woman I knew still there. “It is Gavin. I’m sorry. I’m sorry I took you away from there in the first place.”

Edna moved around the room with the same proprietary ease she had once shown above the pub, examining the remaining sissy wardrobe, the empty bottles, the ash and cigarette butts piled up in multiple trays. She spoke without looking back.

“The messages were from me, of course. The heavier pills as well. The clinic’s work was always only ever going to be temporary and do you know why?”

I shrugged at her.

“Because you can only make something permanent if they want it to be. You do not.” She smiled. “A few weeks of proper management and you’ll be your old self again. Your mother made the same discovery once the surgery settled in. She doesn’t fight it. You’ll stop fighting it too once the steel is off and the trigger is used and the two of you are properly reacquainted.”

Then she turned to mum and kissed her, “Are you sure?” She asked mum, and mum nodded.

“It’s for the best.”

“It’s your son.”

“I know.” Mum nodded. “But I want this. It will break him once and for all.”

The blue tablet had already begun to work. Heat gathered low in my belly and spread outward in a steady relentless wave, forcing my cock against the inside of the tube with a pressure the weeks of locked chastity had made almost unbearable. The pink dress felt tighter. The old crop welts pulsed in time with the new heat. The chemical softness kept thought at a faint distance, present but stripped of any authority over the body.

Edna returned to the centre of the room with the specialised key in one hand.

“It will take a few more minutes to reach full effect,” she said. “Then the steel comes off. Then the trigger. Then you and your mother will show me how completely the clinic failed. Everything will be recorded. If you ever run again, the file goes to every contact the old life still has and every new one the pub can reach. There will be no second extraction. No second quiet little cottage. Only the rooms above the bar and the use you were always going to return to.” She sighed and gave my mother an unsure look, then looked back at me. “I didn’t want to do it this way, but it’s for your own good.”

She gestured the transformed woman still closer. The heavy artificial breasts shifted with the movement.

The blue tablet reached full effect with the same absolute inevitability Edna had always organised.

Heat flooded the locked cage until the pressure against the steel became a continuous, almost unbearable throb. Every small shift of posture only made the strain worse. Edna watched the visible tension against the tube for a long moment.

“Still,” she said.

My body stayed motionless. She worked with the same precise unhurried care she had once used above the pub. The cage was unlocked, and dismantled. The base ring opened. The tube lifted away.

Cool air touched skin that had been confined for weeks. The forced arousal, no longer contained, stood rigid and absolute in the open air of the main room while the transformed mother watched with the same vacant high expression. Edna set the empty steel aside as if it had only ever been a temporary inconvenience.

Air touched skin that had been enclosed for weeks. My cock, forced fully hard by the tablet, sprang free of the steel with a suddenness that sent a thin distant spike of panic through me beneath the thick chemical haze. The pressure that had built inside the tube released all at once. The cool air of the main room felt almost sharp against the over-sensitised flesh. Edna set the opened cage on the wooden table beside the empty bottles and the paused telephone, then looked at me with the same cold absolute assessment she had given every stage of the original breaking.

She spoke the trigger word.

The single syllable landed at the base of my skull exactly as it had when the boxes first arrived. Thought did not cease, but it lost all remaining authority over my body. I remained present and screaming at a distance that the heavier pills and the continuous hypnosis of the abandonment had already made almost complete. The scream stayed locked inside the chemical softness. My body itself simply waited for the next instruction, posture open, the forced erection rigid and absolute in the open air.

Edna’s voice, low and absolute, supplied it.

“Kiss her. Properly. Then fuck her. I want it passionate. I want it thorough. I want every bit of the clinic’s work erased while I watch.”

The pathways and the trigger and the forced heat of the tablet moved me forward before I could finish taking in the full shape of the command. The transformed mother stood exactly where Edna had placed her, glassy eyes wide, inflated lips parted, heavy breasts rising and falling with the same languid chemical rhythm she had carried since she stepped through the door.

I screamed inside. The scream rose once, sharp and complete, then the dark desire that had always lived underneath everything else rose harder and shut it down. The need for the clothes, the cage, the control, the absolute use, the complete erasure of choice, flooded the space where the scream had been and left nothing else. The chemical softness and the trigger did the rest.

My body reached up, framed the surgically altered face with the white lace gloves, and pressed its mouth to the swollen glossed lips.

The kiss was deep and continuous and entirely directed by the trigger and the residual conditioning. Her mouth opened under it with the same automatic availability the glassy eyes and the heavy makeup advertised. The taste of her was chemical and sweet and wrong, the gloss slick against my tongue, the soft high sound she made vibrating against my lips. Heat fed on the contact. The dark desire fed on it harder. Hands in the white lace gloves moved without decision, sliding down the sides of her neck, across the exaggerated swell of her breasts, cupping the heavy artificial weight of them, thumbs brushing the stiffened nipples through the thin fabric of the low-cut top. She pressed closer, the heavy tits flattening against the front of the pink dress, a soft continuous sound of need rising from her throat as if the body that had once been my mother had been fully rewritten into the exact role Edna had described.

The kiss deepened further. My tongue pushed into her mouth. Hers answered with the same vacant readiness. The white lace gloves left her breasts and settled at the waist of the short tight skirt, fingers already working the fabric upward.

“More,” Edna said. “I want to see tongue. I want her wet before you fuck her.”

My body obeyed. The kiss deepened without hesitation, tongue pushing further into the chemical sweetness of her mouth while my white lace gloves pushed the short skirt up the tattooed thighs. Crude black lettering ran in heavy bands around both upper thighs: WHORE on the left, FREE USE on the right, the ink still sharp and dark against the skin. Higher up, across the lower belly just above the bare cunt, a larger piece read PROPERTY OF THE PUB in thick block capitals. There were no knickers. The soft bare cunt beneath was already slick with the same chemical readiness that glazed her eyes. My fingers slid through the wetness, parting the outer lips, finding the swollen heat of her and pressing inward.

Two fingers pushed inside without resistance. She was open and dripping. The heat of her clenched around the lace-covered fingers as I worked them deeper, curling against the front wall the way the old pathways still remembered. She made a high broken sound into my mouth and pushed her hips forward, heavy artificial tits pressing hard against the front of the pink dress. The dark desire that had silenced the scream fed on every detail: the tattoos, the bare cunt, the vacant glassy eyes, the knowledge of exactly who this body had once belonged to. My cock stayed rigid and leaking in the open air, forced by the tablet, while Edna watched without expression and the trigger kept every movement exact.

She moaned into the mouth that was kissing her, a high continuous sound of need, and pushed her hips forward into the touch so that two fingers sank deeper without resistance. The white lace gloves worked her with the same automatic thoroughness the trigger demanded, circling the slick entrance, then sliding back in, spreading the wetness across the swollen flesh while she rocked against the hand. Further tattoos became visible with every shift of the skirt: a series of small tally marks inked down the inner left thigh, and across the upper chest above the low neckline the words CUM DUMP in the same crude permanent lettering, the heavy artificial breasts framing the text with every breath.

Three fingers now. She was open and dripping, the chemical readiness making every push effortless. The white lace grew soaked. She kept moaning into the kiss, high and unbroken, hips working in small desperate circles. The heavy tits shifted and pressed against the front of the pink dress with every movement. The dark desire that had silenced the scream fed on the tally marks, the permanent lettering, the vacant glassy eyes, the knowledge of exactly who this body had once been. My cock stayed rigid and leaking in the open air while Edna watched without expression and the trigger kept every motion exact.

Edna moved around the pair with the small camera of her telephone already recording.

“Clothes off her. Leave yours on. I want the sissy fucking the whore while the dress and the gloves and the welts are still visible. Long and thorough. If either of you stops before I say, the crop comes out and the file still goes to every contact that remains.”

The white lace gloves stripped the short skirt and the low-cut top from the transformed body with the same automatic precision the trigger enforced. The heavy inflated breasts spilled free. The tattoos across chest and stomach were fully visible. CUM DUMP was inked in thick black capitals directly between them, the letters stretched slightly by the artificial weight of the flesh. Lower down, across the soft swell of the belly, PROPERTY OF THE PUB sat in the same crude permanent lettering. WHORE and FREE USE ran in heavy bands around the upper thighs. A column of small tally marks tracked down the inner left thigh, already more than twenty lines long. The body that had once been my mother stood naked except for the heavy makeup and the explicit ink and the permanent surgical alterations, already pushing its wet cunt against the hard cock that strained from beneath the pink dress.

I screamed inside at the same faint distance. The scream never reached the surface. The forced heat of the tablet kept every movement absolute. The white lace gloves settled on the tattooed hips. The pink dress and the open French knickers and the visible crop welts all stayed in place as ordered. The transformed body continued to press closer, glassy eyes half-closed, the entire altered surface of her answering the contact with open vacant hunger under the unblinking record of the telephone camera.

My body turned her and bent her forward over the wooden table beside the empty bottles and the opened cage and the paused telephone. The pink dress was rucked higher. The soft French knickers were pulled aside. The hard cock, already slick from the wetness coating the white lace fingers, pressed against the entrance of the cunt that had once belonged to the woman who paid for the extraction and the quiet cottage and the careful months of ordinary life.

I screamed inside. The scream stayed locked behind the chemical softness and the trigger.

My body pushed in with one continuous thorough stroke that buried every centimetre inside the slick chemical heat. She was open and dripping. The thick forced erection slid in to the base without resistance. Her heavy artificial tits flattened against the table. A high broken moan poured out of her as the last inch seated fully.

She cried out, high and broken, the sound spilling across the table. Her hands braced on the wood. The heavy artificial breasts flattened against the surface. The crude tattoos flexed with every movement of her hips as she pushed back onto the forced length.

“Fuck me, baby,” she said, the voice thick and high and still faintly recognisable beneath the chemical glaze. “Fuck mummy. Fuck the woman who gave birth to you. Fill me up. Don’t stop.”

The words landed inside the same continuous space as the scream. My body answered them with harder, deeper strokes. The pink dress shifted against the open crop welts. The white lace gloves locked on her tattooed hips and held her still while the thick forced cock drove in to the base again and again. The slick wet sounds of the fucking filled the quiet room. Her cunt clenched and dripped around every thrust. Spit and gloss smeared across the table where her face was pressed. The heavy tits swung and flattened with each impact. She kept pushing back, high broken moans pouring out of her, the permanent lettering across her belly and thighs flexing under the force of it. The forced heat of the tablet kept every thrust absolute. The scream stayed locked at the faint distance the heavier pills and the trigger had already made almost complete. The dark desire that had silenced it earlier fed on every word, every wet slap of skin, every centimetre of the cock that was now buried inside the cunt that had once belonged to the woman who paid for the extraction.

“I want to fuck you,” my mouth said, the voice cracked and broken and still obeying. “I want to fuck you, mummy. I can’t stop.”

She moaned louder and pushed back harder. The wet sound of the forced fucking filled the main room under the unblinking record of Edna’s telephone camera. The body that had once been my mother took every stroke with open vacant hunger. The pink dress and the gloves and the visible welts stayed exactly as ordered. The continuous thorough rhythm Edna had demanded continued without pause or mercy.

She cried out, high and broken and unmistakably pleasured, and pushed back the way Celine had under Craig’s fists. The heavy artificial breasts flattened harder against the table. The crude tattoos flexed with every impact. Edna circled with the phone camera, keeping the pink dress, the white lace gloves and the open crop welts fully in frame.

“Deeper. Harder. Kiss her neck. Make it look like you mean it.”

My body obeyed without pause. The mouth pressed to the side of her neck, tongue tasting the chemical sweetness of her skin, while the hips drove harder and deeper, the forced length buried to the base with every stroke. The wet sound of it filled the main room. The transformed mother moaned continuously and pushed back to meet each thrust, the glassy eyes half-closed, the entire altered body answering the forced fucking with open vacant hunger.

Inside the chemical haze the dark desire that had silenced the scream fed on every detail. The permanent lettering across her belly and thighs. The heavy tits swinging with each impact. The knowledge of exactly who this cunt belonged to. The heat of it was total. The pathways and the tablet and the weeks of continuous regime told me this was what I was for. This was what I deserved. The clinic had been a temporary lie. The quiet cottage had been a temporary lie. The locked cage and the pink dress and the open welts and the cock buried inside the woman who had given birth to me were the only true things left. I fucked her harder, the forced erection throbbing, the white lace gloves gripping the tattooed hips, and the scream stayed locked at the faint distance while the dark need rose higher and told me to keep going until Edna said otherwise.

She was so wet, so slick for her age. The forced cock slid in and out of her with almost no resistance, the wet sounds loud in the quiet room. I didn’t want it to end. I kissed her hard, our tongues dancing, the chemical gloss and the sweet taste of her mouth filling everything. The white lace gloves stayed locked on her tattooed hips while the pink dress shifted against the open welts with every thrust.

“Will we be able to do this again?” I begged between kisses. “Please.”

“Of course,” said Edna. “No more permanent cages for you. I promise.”

“Thank you Mommy. Thank you for letting me fuck her.”

“We’ll be lovers darling,” Mum said, the voice thick and high and still faintly recognisable under the chemical glaze. She pushed back harder onto the forced length, heavy artificial tits flattened against the table, permanent lettering flexing with every impact.

The long thorough rhythm continued under the camera. The wet slap of skin, the continuous high moans, the thick cock driving to the base again and again while the dark desire that had silenced the scream fed on every second of it. Edna kept the phone steady, the pink dress and the gloves and the crop welts fully in frame, until she finally said,

“Now.”

The orgasm was total and involuntary. My transformed mother came again around it, her cunt clenching in tight rhythmic waves, a raw high cry spilling across the table as her body shook. I felt myself spill out so much cum I’d have thought it was my first time. Thick pulses kept going while her cunt milked every drop, the permanent lettering across her belly flexing with each contraction.

“Pull out. Slowly. I want the cum visible on camera.”

My body obeyed. The withdrawal was slow and exact. Thick ropes of cum followed the length as it left her, spilling onto the flagstones in clear visible strands. More leaked from the open cunt and ran down the insides of her tattooed thighs. Edna filmed the evidence without hurry, the camera lingering on the open cunt, the cum, the pink dress still rucked around the hips, the white lace gloves still locked on the tattooed skin. Only then did she lower the phone.

“Everything is recorded. Every kiss. Every stroke. If you ever run again, this file goes to every contact the old life still has and every new one the pub can reach. The men who used to pay. The valley. No second cottage. Only the rooms above the bar.”

“Clean her with your mouth. Then we leave.”

The open cunt was still dripping. My mouth pressed to it without hesitation, munching down with a bright smile, holding her open and licking. As I looked up into her eyes, the glassy look had disappeared and there she was again, smiling, smirking, desire etched on her face. This had been her idea, it really had. The thick taste of my own cum filled everything while the dark desire that had silenced the scream fed on the act. Tongue worked through the mess, cleaning every strand, every drop, while she moaned high and continuous above me and Edna watched without expression.

I kept my mouth locked on her, tongue pushing deeper, sucking the last of the cum out of her. She looked down at me with clear eyes now, the chemical vacancy gone, and the smirk stayed. Her hands settled on the back of my head and held me there while I cleaned her. The permanent lettering across her belly flexed with every breath. The heavy artificial tits hung above me. She rocked her hips slowly against my face, smearing the last of the mess across my lips and chin, and the dark desire that had silenced the scream rose higher and told me this was exactly what I deserved.

“This really is best for both of us.” Mum said, moaning. “Really it is.”

Edna surveyed me, the residual cum still visible on my chin.

“Pack what you need for the journey. As much of your sissy clothes as possible. The rest stays. We’ll pick up the rest later,” she said with a soft smile. But as I moved she pulled me tight against her.

“I missed you, I really did. I’m sorry we didn’t recognise how scared you were, but I promise, this is meant to be fun for you.”

“It is,” I said. “Even when it isn’t.”

“I understand. You need time.”

My body moved through the short sequence of packing without resistance. The white lace gloves lifted the remaining dresses, the spare petticoats, the extra pairs of French knickers, the second hobble, and folded them into the bag with the same automatic precision the trigger had enforced since the boxes first arrived. The pink dress stayed on. The open crop welts still burned under the fabric. The unlocked cock hung heavy and spent between my legs. When the bag was closed Edna gestured toward the door.

“Outside. The car is waiting.”

I followed her out of the cottage for the last time. The garden still held the blackened ash of the ordinary clothes that had burned the night Craig took Celine. The locked cage sat discarded on the table inside. The pink dress and the white lace gloves and the residual taste of my mother’s cunt and my own cum were the only things left. The trigger and the pills and the continuous regime kept every step exact as I walked toward the car.

But as I walked to the car, I struggled to understand if this was all the truth or manipulation. It couldn’t be true, could it?

The pay-as-you-go telephone was still in the soft bag.

My hands in the white lace gloves moved without any visible interruption to the restricted gait. The screen lit. The single contact that remained from the extraction was selected. The message was four letters long.

Help.

The send icon was pressed. The telephone was returned to the bag beneath the folded sissy clothes. The taste of the cleaning still sat thick on the tongue.

Edna did not look back. My mother did not look back. The car doors closed. The engine started. The cottage and the ash and the valley light fell away behind the windows. I just had to hope that Magda got my message.


Epilogue

The car stopped in the familiar alley behind the pub just after full dark. The drive back had been interesting. Mum had sat with the driver up front, whilst Edna kept me in the back, cuddled up to her like a rescued puppy. But what was most interesting was how the two women interacted. Whilst when I had been their slave, I’d been scared to speak, these to chatted away like old friends, laughing and joking about things. And then they would randomly ask me things about my time in France, and the food, and what I got up to.

Out of nowhere, Edna began telling me about the kids, and mum told me about what great grandkids she has. I was in shock. If I didn’t know where I was going, I’d have said I was in the car with friends and family.

When we arrive, Edna opened the rear door and waited as I stepped out and smoothed down my dress. No trigger needed as I stared at the old pub, just resolute acceptance. The moment I stepped inside, the pub, we were greeted by Craig, Michelle, Erica, Paul, and Celine. Each seemed happy to see me, all smiles, hugs, kisses. Michelle kissed me like a long lost lover, telling me she missed me, and she was so glad I was home. Celine kissed me with the same passion, telling me that it was even better than she imagined.

I was sat down and given a drink, then the group sat with me.

“Listen,” Craig said, “Games aside, you need to tell us if you want to continue. Celine and Michelle do, but we are also aware that you took things extremely seriously and not as the very real game we intended it to be.”

I blinked. “Are you serious?”

“Yes, very much so,” said Michelle. “But if you want to go home with me, raise the kids, and be a normal husband and wife, then we can. We can even make this play a part-time thing, if that’s what you want? But I can promise you, giving in completely is so much more fun.”

“But…” I gulped. “You took the kids away from me.”

“I think that was what you wanted.” She said. “I thought you wanted to make this real.”

“I…” Did I want this real? Was this all me?

Fragments of my old life flickered in front of me. Time I spent writing, wishing, in tears some days thinking I’d never have it. Michelle and Edna had created a world centred around me. But even if they hadn’t, it was what I’d written about. It was what was in my dreams. I fucked instead of worked. All those days on the smallholding in France and what was going through my mind? Boredom. I hated it. I wanted out. I wanted a return to the almost non-stop pleasure.

“But the alcohol, the cigarettes…” I mumbled.

“Yes, there are risks,” said Michelle. “Which is why it is best you don’t see the kids anymore. The question is, do you want to do this properly or not? If properly, then…” she shrugged. “You need to accept that your life will change.”

A number of shots were setup in front of me.

“If this is hard for you to answer with words, then drink the shots if you want to continue. If not, then we go back to the marriage.” Said Michelle.

My hands trembled on my lap as I stared at the glasses, eight of them. I took a deep breath and picked up the first, downing it before moving on to the next. By the time I was done, the group smiled at each other.

“No going back now, ever.” Michelle noted. “No more of these breaks to show you we’re still us underneath. We play the game properly.”

I nodded, feeling the room spin. “Yes Mistress.”

“More shots.” Said Mommy.

They were setup and I downed them, before I was helped to my feet by Craig, the room spinning and swaying.

The back door of the pub opened onto the same narrow corridor that had once led from the bar to the private stairs and the rooms above. The pathways in my mind surged hard enough that the thick alcohol haze briefly sharpened into something closer to panic. I still wasn’t sure I was doing the right thing. Wasn’t sure this wasn’t a long con.

Edna’s hand settled on the back of my neck in the proprietary grip that had organised the original months, fingers firm and absolute, and she steered me forward through the corridor to my room, where I was stripped to my underwear and strapped face down to the bed.

The whipping was the most brutal I’d suffered. Each person took time to hit me a hundred times, not caring how or where they hit, just hitting. In my drunken state, I screamed and begged, but it didn’t stop them. They didn’t care. There was a point to the violence.

Eventually, as I began to pass out, I heard Mommy’s voice. “Back where she belongs,” Edna said, the absolute voice carrying across the room in a proud boom.

Once I came to several hours later, I stared at the assembled group, watching me, wait. My mother stood against the far wall with the same glassy vacant availability, the heavy artificial breasts and the crude tattoos fully visible, her body wrapped in cheap lacy lingerie.

I was let loose, showered, washed, and moved back to the room.

A fresh uniform, identical in every detail to the original maid’s outfit from the first forced feminisation, was forced onto the body but there was no resistance. The pink dress with its white apron and frilled collar. The soft French knickers. The white lace gloves. The cage that had been removed in the cottage was replaced with a heavier more version. The base ring locked tight behind the balls. The tube closed over the still-sensitive flesh with a solid metallic finality, except instead of permanence, I saw a keyhole.

A fresh dose of the heavier blurring pills was pushed between my lips and forced down with a glass of water that tasted of the same chemical readiness the transformed mother carried in her glassy eyes. On top of that, Paul injected my backside with the necessary hormones to restart my transformation.

Edna stepped back and surveyed the result; the full sissy uniform, the locked steel, the open welts and fresh bruises from the earlier beating, the thick chemical haze already spreading from the new dose. Mother watched from the wall with no visible recognition or reaction. The room was exactly as it had been in the final months before the extraction. The running was finished. The return was complete.

“Downstairs. Eat first, then the regulars are waiting. You’ll work the floor first. Mouth and cunt and arse as required. Cum and piss as they decide. The rooms upstairs will wait until the bar is finished with you.”

The conditioning and the trigger and the fresh chemical softness moved me back down the narrow stairs, first to the kitchen to eat and drink, and then into the main bar without further negotiation.

The regulars received me with the same open assessing interest they had shown in the past. A few of them were already hard. The first man simply pointed at the floor in front of him. My body dropped to its knees on the wet floorboards. The mouth opened automatically when the cock was presented.

The use that followed was continuous.

Mouth first. The first man simply pointed at the floor. My body dropped to its knees on the wet floorboards. The locked cage sat heavy between my legs. When the cock was presented the mouth opened automatically and took the familiar thick slide to the base while hands gripped the frilled collar of the maid’s dress and held the head in place. He fucked the throat with short hard strokes until he finished, the load thick and salty, forced down in heavy swallows. He pulled out and immediately directed a hot stream of piss across the open mouth and the fresh bruises on the face. The liquid ran down the chin and soaked the white apron.

A second man took the place without pause. He turned the body, pulled the soft French knickers aside, and pushed into the arse with the same casual ownership the regulars had always shown. The stretch burned against the residual welts. He drove deep and finished inside, then pulled out and pissed directly over the open hole and the reopened crop marks, the warm sharp stream mixing with the cum already leaking down the thighs. A third man used the mouth again while another waited behind, the two of them alternating without conversation. Cum was left across the face, pushed deep into the throat, or wiped onto the torn remnants of the pink under-layers that still clung in places. Piss followed whenever it amused them: directed into the open mouth between loads, over the locked cage, across the open welts until the black dress was soaked and heavy and the floorboards beneath the knees shone with the mixed fluids.

They kept coming. Another cock filled the mouth while the previous man’s piss still ran down the front of the apron. Hands pulled the hair and held the head steady. Loads were left in the throat or across the face or pushed into the arse one after another. The locked cage stayed heavy and useless between the legs. The dark desire that had silenced the scream earlier fed on every new cock, every new stream of piss, every casual order. The scream itself stayed locked behind the chemical softness and the trigger. The body stayed open and available on the wet floorboards while the regulars used it exactly as they always had.

“They’re angry with you,” said Michelle next to me. “I told them to hurt you. A lot.” She giggled.

Casual punches reopened the crop marks and added fresh bruises to the ribs and thighs between turns. One man gripped the hair and held the head back while he pissed in a long steady stream over the face and into the open mouth, forcing swallows between breaths. The warm sharp liquid filled the mouth and ran down the chin, soaking the already heavy apron. Another bent the body over a bar stool and took the arse again, driving deep until the residual welts burned with every impact. He finished with a thick load that was immediately followed by more piss pushed inside until it ran back out in thin streams down the legs and pooled on the floorboards.

They kept going. A third man stepped in while the previous one’s piss was still leaking out. He punched the side of the ribs hard enough to force a choked sound, then shoved his cock into the open mouth and fucked the throat with short brutal strokes until he came. The load was thick. He held the head in place and made sure every drop was swallowed before pulling out and pissing across the face and the fresh bruises.

The neural pathways fed on every overload. Heat stayed locked uselessly inside the heavier steel while the mouth and the arse stayed open and available for whoever stepped forward next. Michelle watched and giggled every time a new punch landed or a new stream of piss hit the face. The body stayed on the wet floorboards, soaked and marked and used, while the regulars took their turns without conversation or pause.

Edna watched from the edge of the circle with the same cold proprietary assessment. The continuous use in the main bar went on without interruption until the floorboards were wet with cum and piss, and the maid’s uniform clung to the body in heavy soaked folds, and Edna finally decided the regulars had taken enough edge off.

Edna hauled me upright by the back of the neck and steered me back up the narrow stairs. Cum and piss still ran down the insides of the thighs and soaked the heavy folds of the maid’s uniform. Every short step pulled at the reopened crop welts and the fresh bruises across the ribs.

Paul stood at the foot of the thin mattress with my mother bent over the edge of it. Her heavy inflated tits were flattened against the stained sheets. He fucked her hard and fast, the same brutal clinical efficiency he had once used for the hormone injections and the first cage.

One hand locked in her hair, holding her head turned so the glassy vacant expression stayed visible to the room. The other delivered short precise punches to the side of her ribcage, each one timed to the deepest thrust. Soft high sounds of acceptance came out of her with every impact. She never protested. She just took it.

He kept the rhythm steady and brutal. Long hard strokes that buried every inch, then pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in. The wet slap of skin filled the small room. Her heavy tits dragged and bounced against the stained sheets with every thrust. He punched her ribs again on the deepest stroke and she only moaned higher, pushing her arse back to meet him. Spit ran from the corner of her swollen lips onto the mattress. The glassy eyes stayed half-closed, the expression vacant and accepting while he used her.

He changed the angle, gripping her hip with the free hand and fucking even harder. The force made her whole body rock forward on the mattress. Another punch landed on the same spot. Another high broken sound left her throat. She stayed open and available, arse raised, taking every brutal stroke without resistance. He kept going until the wet sounds grew louder and her moans turned continuous, the heavy tits swinging and flattening with each impact while the rest of the room watched in silence.

The wet sound of it filled the small room. The body that had once been my mother took the violence without any visible remnant of the woman who had written the letter that paid for the extraction. Her hands stayed open on the sheets. Her hips pushed back to meet the next thrust even as the next punch landed. I registered the absolute reduction while the fresh chemical softness kept the scream locked at the same faint distance. Edna’s hand stayed on the back of my neck, holding me in place to watch, the proprietary grip the only thing that kept the restricted posture upright while the continuous thorough fucking and the precise violence continued without pause or variation under the low light of the room that had never truly been left behind.

On the opposite side of the room Craig had the broken Celine on her hands and knees on the floorboards. For the first time I was seeing her naked body after the move. It had changed.

The lighter body that had once moved through the stone cottage with quiet practical attention was almost unrecognisable. Fresh tattoos covered every visible surface of skin. Across her face, in heavy black lettering that cut through the smeared makeup, the words CUM DUMP and FREE USE sat above and below the eyes. SLUT was inked across her forehead. WHORE ran down one cheek. The heavy artificial breasts that had been added since the cottage carried CUM SLUT on the left and RAPESLUT on the right, the letters stretched by the new weight. Across her stomach SCUM CUNT sat in thick capitals. The thighs and the backs of the hands carried more of the same crude permanent markings, the ink still raised and angry in places where the work had been done recently and without care.

She was crying continuously. Tears cut clean tracks through the heavy makeup that had been applied over the facial tattoos. Yet she still pushed back onto the fist Craig had buried in her arse to the wrist. He twisted it slowly while she sobbed and rocked, the wet sound of the stretch clear in the room. Spit and tears ran down her chin and dripped onto the floorboards. The heavy new tits swung with every movement. He punched the side of her thigh hard enough to leave an immediate red print, then drove the fist deeper. She only cried harder and pushed back further, taking the full length of his arm while the permanent lettering across her face and body flexed under the force of it. The rest of the room watched without comment.

He worked the invasion with the same absolute ownership he had shown in the cottage. The single fist turned and pressed deeper while she sobbed and begged in the same broken loop that had replaced every other content of her mind. Then he added a second fist to her cunt without preparation. The knuckles forced the entrance open until both wrists were pressed against her body and she was fully occupied in both holes.

She cried out, high and continuous, the sound raw and unbroken. Her body shook under the double stretch. Tears and spit ran freely down her face, cutting tracks through the heavy makeup and the permanent lettering. Yet her hips still pushed back to take the double invasion as far as it would go. Craig held the position, both fists buried to the wrist, twisting slowly so the stretch never eased. He looked across the room at the figure Edna still held by the back of the neck, the amusement open and absolute while Celine stayed locked around both fists, sobbing and rocking, the heavy new tits swinging with every small movement.

“She’s almost ready,” he said, the amusement cold and absolute. “A few more days of this and there won’t be anything left of the woman who thought a quiet life in the valley would keep her safe. Did you know she used to be a heroin addict?” Craig laughed. “Well… used to be.” He held up her arm, showing the fresh track marks.

Celine’s sobs continued without pause. The tears kept cutting tracks through the fresh ink on her face while both of Craig’s fists remained buried to the wrist. The broken loop of begging never stopped leaving her mouth. She rocked weakly on the floorboards, heavy new tits swinging, the permanent lettering across her face and body flexing with every small movement.

Edna steered me into the centre of the room and released the proprietary grip on my neck.

“On your knees. Watch properly. This is what running produces.”

I dropped. The locked cage sat heavy between my legs. The pink dress and the open crop welts stayed exactly as ordered. I was so confused. They’d all been so nice before, the soft words about missing me, the promise that this was meant to be fun. Now this was sheer evil. This was no game, surely? Craig kept both fists buried and twisted them slowly while Celine sobbed and begged and the rest of the room watched without comment. The chemical haze and the trigger kept every part of me present and unable to look away.

I dropped to my knees on the floorboards between the two scenes of absolute use. The locked cage sat heavy between my legs. Cum and piss still dried on my skin and the soaked fabric of the maid’s uniform. The thick chemical haze blurred the edges of the room without removing any of the detail. I registered the dual spectacle from a faint distance.

On one side Paul drove into the transformed mother with brutal clinical strokes. He kept one hand locked in her hair and punched her ribs with the other, each blow timed to the deepest thrust. She accepted every impact with glassy-eyed vacancy, heavy artificial tits flattened against the stained mattress, soft high sounds of acceptance leaving her mouth without protest.

On the other side Craig kept both fists buried to the wrist in the broken, newly tattooed Celine. She cried continuously, tears cutting tracks through the fresh ink on her face, yet she still begged for more. Her hips pushed back to take the double invasion deeper every time he twisted his hands. The heavy new tits swung with the movement. The permanent lettering across her face and body flexed under the force of it.

Craig looked across the room at me and spoke with the same absolute ownership he had used while the ordinary clothes burned in the cottage garden.

“Even I can’t fuck her anymore. She’s ruined. All she’s good for is this. Only for use by the filthy ones.” He twisted both buried fists. She screamed into another broken plea, the sound high and raw, yet her hips still pushed back to take the double invasion deeper. “And it’s your fault. The stories. The document. The running. She lasted a week. Own it.”

The confusion blurred into the dark desire that had silenced the scream earlier, which in turn fed on the blame and the double spectacle while the body stayed on its knees, present and unable to look away.

Sorrow for the woman who had shared the cottage sat beside a colder relief that the return no longer required the effort of running. The haze blurred them into one current that occupied the entire interior space.

Paul finished inside my transformed mother with a final series of brutal strokes and a short clinical punch to the side of her breast that produced only a soft vacant sound. He left her face-down on the mattress. The evidence of the fucking leaked onto the sheets in thick strands. Her glassy eyes stayed unfocused. The heavy artificial tits were flattened against the stained mattress. He wiped his cock on her hip, stepped back, and looked at me with the same detached assessment he had once given the original blood panels and the fitting of the first permanent cage.

Craig finally withdrew and left Celine open on the floorboards. Both holes gaped and stayed wet. The fresh tattoos on her face and body were streaked with tears and makeup. The face tattoos hadn’t been visible last night, but she’d been in make-up. Concealed. More proof that it was all a lie, all more manipulation. She looked toward the kneeling figure without recognition. The broken loop of begging still left her mouth in a thin continuous whisper. Cum and whatever else he had left inside her leaked down the insides of her thighs and pooled on the floorboards beneath her. She stayed on her hands and knees, heavy new tits hanging, the permanent lettering across her face and body fully visible under the low light while the rest of the room watched.

Edna’s voice cut across the room.

“The rooms will fill for the rest of the night. You’ll take whoever is sent up. Your mother works the next room. The broken one goes into room three. Get to work.”

The thick chemical haze began to thin. Clarity returned in painful increments while the residual pathways stayed dominant. Sorrow for Celine and the colder relief at the end of running occupied the same space without separating. The desperate hope that Magda had received the single-word text remained, thin and almost extinguished against the architecture of the rooms and the locked steel and the open welts and the continuous regime that had never truly ended.

I stayed on my knees on the wet floorboards. Cum and piss still dried on the soaked maid’s uniform. The locked cage sat heavy between my legs. Across the room the transformed mother lay face-down on the mattress where Paul had left her. Celine stayed open on the floorboards, both holes still gaping, the fresh tattoos on her face streaked with tears. The dark desire that had silenced the scream earlier fed on the whole scene while the thinner clarity registered every detail without the power to change any of it.

“I’m sorry.”

The voice was rough, scraped raw by the public beating and the continuous use and the residual chemical dryness. I went on.

“I’m sorry I ran. I’m glad I’m home.”

Edna stared.

The absolute assessment in her eyes sharpened. She searched my face under the residual bruises, the dried cum, the open acceptance of the locked cage and the fresh uniform. The silence stretched. The pathways fed on the simple fact of being examined. Every open welt, every fresh bruise, every trace of the bar use sat under that gaze without defence. Then the cold authority shifted into something that might have been satisfaction.

She smiled.

“You really mean it.”

Arousal surged at the sound of the confirmation, useless and absolute inside the heavier steel. Clear and fully present and broken past every remaining capacity to organise a different response, I assembled the final fragment of the truth the continuous regime had not yet absorbed.

“I texted someone for help.”

Edna’s smile did not fade. The absolute authority remained unbroken. The answer came without hesitation or surprise.

“We know.”

My transformed mother remained face-down on the mattress, Paul’s cum still leaking onto the sheets. Celine remained on the floorboards covered in fresh black lettering, both holes still open, the broken loop of begging reduced to a thin continuous whisper. The single word from the cottage had been received. The architecture of the rooms had already accounted for it. There was nothing left to run to. There were only the rooms, the cage, the return of everything. They’d lied to me, they had to have, and I would be patient in the hope Magda would come.

And as I thought about that, Celine looked up at me, winked and then smiled; and I was confused all over again.

To be continued.
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