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Welcome to The Manor Wife: Book 3

This story picks up exactly  where Book 2  left off—right in the afterglow of Dylan’s very first sissygasm.

🕊️ If you’re new here , I highly recommend starting from Book 1  to fully savor Dylan’s transformation—every teasing moment, every denied climax, every whispered command that led him here. 
You don’t want to miss how this bride was broken in.

To all my returning readers, thank you. 
You’ve followed Dylan’s journey through lace, longing, and learning to serve. 
I hope you enjoy this chapter of his life as much as I loved writing it for you.

Now get cozy, get plugged, and let’s begin. 💋

***

Links For The First Two Books Below for your convenience: 
Book   #1 : https://mybook.to/lRfZ




Book #2 :   https://mybook.to/tB4lr9 


CHAPTER  1

I was still leaking.

The mess I made had dried against the front of my panties;  sticky, cooling, undeniable. His lap had been soaked. The towel beneath us ruined. And I hadn’t even touched myself. Just two fingers inside me and a few words in my ear, and I’d been undone. I hadn’t cried from pain. I’d cried because something had shifted so completely inside me I wasn’t sure I could go back.

I stayed curled where he left me, still bent slightly over the edge of the chair. The sheets were darkened from where I’d dripped onto them. I reached out, trembling, brushing one corner with my fingertips… then stopped. No. I wouldn’t clean it. That wasn’t mine to erase.

His last words still echoed in my ears. “Next time, you won’t just come on my fingers.”

Was I ready for that? For more than fingers, more than teasing, more than pretending I wasn’t being remade? My hole still pulsed faintly, soft and clenching, like it was aching for something thicker. Something final. I didn’t feel like a man. I hadn’t for a while now. But was I soft enough? Was I open enough to be what he needed?

I didn’t know. But I wanted to find out.

My hole still pulsed gently, fluttering open and closed like it missed being full. The satin soaked into my thighs as I sat there in the quiet, dazed and ruined and so very aware of how empty I felt now.

And yet, I didn’t beg. Not anymore. I didn’t even ask where he was going when he stood, adjusted his cufflinks, and left the room with nothing but a final look and the faintest trace of a smirk. I just breathed. Shallow. Shaky. Wanting.

Mrs. Aldridge came in ten minutes later. Not rushed. Not smiling. Calm, composed. Her heels clicked once on the floor, then softened as she stepped into the plush rug of the bedroom.

She didn’t ask how I was. Didn’t need to.

Instead, she looked me over...nightie clinging wetly between my thighs, plug sitting on the nightstand like a spent relic, and gave the barest nod of approval.

"Good," she said. "You needed to break like that."

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I was still breathing through it.

She crossed the room and opened the wardrobe. Slid a box from the top shelf. Set it on the bed beside me with a quiet thump. It was wrapped in pale ivory paper and tied with a thin silk ribbon.

"Don’t unwrap it yet," she said. "That’s for tomorrow."

She straightened, then added more softly: "Tomorrow, you become a wife."

The words landed deeper than I expected. They didn’t feel metaphorical. They felt final. Weighty. Like a ceremony. Like the end of something and the beginning of something else.

I swallowed hard. My cage throbbed faintly.

Mrs. Aldridge turned toward the bathroom. “Up. Come with me.”

I followed without question. My legs were shaky, thighs still sticky from the mess I’d made on his lap. She didn’t speak as she ran the bath... deep, steaming, milky-white with drops of jasmine oil swirling across the surface.

She undressed me herself.

Pulled the soaked nightie over my head. Peeled the lace panties down my thighs. Inspected the damp patch with a small sound of amusement. "Still leaking for him," she murmured. "That’s good. Wives should be wet when they’re claimed."

I blushed, but I didn’t speak.

She guided me into the tub, and I gasped. The water was hotter than I expected, prickling against my thighs, but it forced me to still. She let me adjust to the heat before speaking, her sleeves already rolled up.

"Good brides don’t get to be dirty, darling," she murmured.

She took a thick sponge and soaked it slowly, squeezing water over my chest until it trickled down between my nipples, tracing the curve of my belly. The scent of jasmine was stronger now, curling with the steam, dizzying. She scrubbed behind my ears, then down the length of my neck in long, slow strokes. Her nails grazed lightly over my collarbones, just enough to raise goosebumps.

When she reached my arms, she lifted each one and dragged the sponge down to my wrists, then back up again, methodical, like polishing silver. "He’ll want to taste you tomorrow," she said softly. "And I do mean all of you."

She worked lower, between my legs, under my thighs. Behind my knees. Her hands stayed firm, instructive. The sponge ran along the insides of my legs, pausing just short of the cage. She avoided my cock completely, as if it weren’t part of the ritual.

Then she had me stand, just slightly, and bent forward. I let her. She parted my cheeks and poured a ladle of jasmine water slowly over my hole. It ran hot and slick down the back of my thighs.

“This hole is no longer yours,” she whispered. “It’s his. I’m just looking after it.”

She scrubbed behind my ears. Along my jaw. Down my neck. Over my nipples, pausing only when I flinched. Then farther. Underarms. Belly. Between my legs, she lingered. Avoided the cage. But her fingers circled the plug with clinical precision.

"We’ll cleanse you properly tonight," she said. "We can’t have him tasting anything unworthy."

I let her position me on all fours in the tub, chest pressed to the warm porcelain, ass raised. I felt her hands spreading me gently. Then the first nozzle.

The enema was slow. Warm. Deep.

She held it there while I trembled.

“Hold,” she whispered, hand on my lower back.

I clenched. Whimpered. She reached around, palmed the cage softly... just enough to make me leak again.

“You’ll take more tomorrow,” she murmured. “This is just the beginning.”

Three flushes later, she was satisfied.

I lay there, panting, while she emptied the tub. Then dried me with one of the Manor’s softest towels. Patted my hole like it was delicate. Then kissed the inside of my thigh.

It wasn’t sexual. Not exactly. It was ritual.

She took the next plug from a velvet case and held it up like it was a sacred object. It shimmered even in the dim light, longer, curved, the head gently swollen like a real cock. The base was set with white pearl and a thin silk ribbon knotted at the stem.

"Wedding night plug," she said softly. "Shaped just like his. You’ll sleep with it inside you."

She let me look at it a moment longer, then uncapped the bottle of lube. Thick and glassy, it clung to the tip of the applicator like honey, beading before she let it fall. I watched it land in slow pearls along the toy’s curve.

I blinked. Swallowed.

I didn’t protest. I bent.

She guided me to kneel over the bath towel, palms down, ass high. The lube was warm when she drizzled it down. Her fingers worked it in first, spreading me carefully, rotating in slow, circular motion as she loosened me again. Her thumb dipped shallow, then pulled back. I squirmed. She slapped my thigh, gently.

"Hold still. Let it open."

I froze. Shivering.

Then the plug. Bigger than I’d worn before, but smoother. More… knowing. The head kissed my rim, and she paused.

"Breathe around it. Open up for him."

I exhaled, trembling.

It sank in halfway. I whimpered. It stretched me more than I expected, pushing against something that made my toes curl.

“It’s not just a toy,” I thought. “It’s the shape of what I’d be taking soon.”

Mrs. Aldridge stroked my lower back.

“Deeper now.”

It sank the rest of the way with a slick sound, nestling in deep. She pressed it in and held it there.

"There," she whispered. "Stay soft for him."

She didn’t let me clench. Held it in until I adjusted, then helped me to my feet.

Back in the bedroom, the air had changed. She’d drawn the curtains. Dimmed the lights. Turned down the bed, just the silk sheets pulled taut, no blanket. She didn’t want me covered.

Laid across the bed was the nightwear.

A sheer white slip. Almost invisible. The cups were embroidered with ivory thread, the bodice low-cut, the hem scandalously short. Alongside it: white silk thigh-highs, matching garter belt, satin gloves.

She dressed me herself. No words now.

One by one, she lifted each piece of the bridal set from the box like they were heirlooms. She held up the stockings first, pure white silk with scalloped lace tops, and pressed them gently against my thigh to measure. The lace smelled faintly of rose powder and something older... like the inside of a vintage hope chest.

"These belonged to the last boy," she said, almost absentmindedly. "But no one ever wore them quite right."

I swallowed. My throat was dry.

She rolled the stockings slowly up my legs, smoothing each inch with her palm. The silk hugged my thighs snugly, whispering against my skin. Then the garter belt... soft satin straps, ivory clasps. She adjusted it with reverence, tugging it gently into place and fastening each clip with a soft click.

Then came the slip.

She held it up to the light, letting it shimmer. It was barely there, white, sheer, embroidered with soft ivory thread across the chest. The neckline dipped scandalously low, and the hem wouldn’t even reach mid-thigh. It was bridal, yes. But slutty. A wedding gown for a whore.

She slipped it over my head and let it fall into place. It clung to my skin like a second sheen of moisture, kissed every curve I didn’t know I had.

Last were the gloves. Long. Tight. Satin so pale it was almost translucent. She rolled them up my arms like she was sealing something in, smoothing the wrinkles with her fingertips.

She stepped back and looked me over slowly.

"This is the last night you’ll wear white," she said softly. "Enjoy the innocence while you still can."

She brushed my hair out, pulled it softly over one shoulder.

Then she kissed my temple.

“Lie down. Arms flat at your sides. No covers.”

I obeyed. The sheets were cool beneath me, the silk almost too smooth, too alert against my skin. I shivered as I settled, the lace slip riding higher across my thighs. My cage pressed tighter, the plug nudging deeper with every tiny shift.

I squirmed once, instinctively, just to find a spot.

“Don’t wrinkle the slip,” she scolded gently, smoothing it with her palm. “Good wives don’t let their slips crease.”

I went still. My arms stayed at my sides. My nipples tightened in the air... too cold without covers, but she’d been clear. I wasn’t to be hidden. I was to be seen.

She adjusted me delicately, tugging one stocking taut, brushing a wrinkle from my glove. Then she walked to the door, her footsteps light. She paused before leaving.

And then she did something new.

She opened the bedroom door halfway. Not fully. Just enough that the hall light spilled in, catching the pearl of the plug’s base. I inhaled sharply.

“He might want to peek,” she said without turning around. “And you wouldn’t want to disappoint your would-be husband.”

Then she stepped out, heels clicking faintly, and disappeared down the corridor.

I lay there, heart racing, thighs parted, nipples stiff, breath shallow. Dressed. Plugged. Panting.

Visible.

Waiting for the man who would ruin me tomorrow.




CHAPTER 2

The light woke me.

Soft and golden. Slanting through the parted curtains and painting the sheets with pale stripes. It kissed my skin in strips of warmth, but the rest of me was still trembling. My thighs ached faintly, stretched and tender from the plug that had spent the night seated deep inside me. There was a pressure in my belly... not pain, but fullness. Readiness.

I didn’t move at first. Couldn’t. Every inch of me was aware. The lace slip had ridden up and stuck between my cheeks, damp from sweat and the oil she'd massaged in the night before. My nipples were hard against the cold morning air. The plug throbbed inside me with the smallest twitch. And the cage… tight. Digging faintly into the soft skin above my thighs, like a reminder of what wasn’t mine to use.

The sheets were cool beneath my back. No covers. No mercy.

I didn’t know if he’d peeked. If he’d come to the doorway during the night to see how I’d been left.

But I’d kept still.

Just like a good wife should. My body was too aware of itself… of the plug still deep inside me, of the chill clinging to my skin, of the way the silk slip had bunched just above my hips. I was exposed. Deliberately so.

Mrs. Aldridge hadn’t returned during the night. No one had. The door remained ajar.

My chest rose and fell in small, shallow breaths. The moment felt suspended, like something ancient. Like I wasn’t a person anymore,  just a bride left on display.

Eventually, I heard her heels.

Click. Click. Stop.

She didn’t knock. She simply stepped inside with a bowl of warm lotion and a fresh white robe over one arm. Her eyes roamed over me,  over the damp lace, the stiff nipples, the faint tremble still in my thighs.

“Good,” she said. “You stayed soft.”

She set the bowl down beside me. Uncapped the jar. The scent of rose and sandalwood curled through the air, sharp, feminine, old-world. She dipped her fingers in, and the lotion was cool as it landed on my skin. Cold enough to make me flinch.

But as she rubbed it in, it warmed. Her hands were steady, practiced, unhurried. She began with slow circles down my arms, gliding over the satin gloves like I was porcelain. She moved to my chest, working around my nipples until they peaked harder beneath her touch. The cage stood stiff between us, catching the light with each shift.

“This lotion isn’t for you,” she said, voice low. “It’s for his hands. His mouth.”

I swallowed.

“Softness,” she murmured, tracing a line down to my hips. “He likes soft thighs. And yours… are nearly there.”

When she reached my thighs, she pushed them wider apart and worked the lotion into the inner flesh, cool at first, then warming. She didn’t avoid the plug,  she rubbed just around it, careful not to press too hard, but enough to remind me of its weight.

I whimpered. My legs twitched.

Was I shaking from the cold… or from how badly I wanted his approval?

“This is how he should find you,” she murmured. “Oiled, silent, opened. Ready.”

“You’ll walk today,” she said. “You’ll walk to him.”

I didn’t ask where. I didn’t ask how. I simply nodded.

She pulled the slip off slowly, folding it with care, then dressed me in a fresh robe,  still bridal, still white, but heavier. Older. It smelled faintly of cedar and old perfume.

“Stand,” she said. “You’ll wear something special today.”

I followed her to the wardrobe. From the back of it, tucked behind the silks and nightwear, she drew a slim box. Pale blue. Tied with a faded ribbon.

She opened it with care. Inside was a set of lingerie unlike anything I’d worn before.

She didn’t touch it right away. Just looked. Her eyes softened in a way I hadn’t seen before, like the pieces themselves held a memory. She reached in and lifted the bra first, delicate, soft ivory lace, the cups shaped to cradle more than lift. She unfolded it slowly, like it might crumble if handled too roughly.

The scent hit me next, powdered fabric and something floral, aged but intact. Like a vintage perfume still clinging to its original owner. It smelled like secrets and vows. Like something meant to be touched only once.

She held it up to my chest and nodded faintly. “Still fits. Different, but it fits.”

Then came the garters, longer than anything I’d ever worn, with hand-stitched trim. Beneath them lay a fresh pair of white sheer silk stockings, folded delicately, so thin they looked like clouds. She ran her fingers over the fabric before placing them carefully beside the panties, barely more than a sigh of lace, cut so high and small it framed rather than concealed. A matching veil sat beside it, sheer and edged in hand-sewn pearls that shimmered like morning dew.

“This belonged to his wife,” Mrs. Aldridge said quietly. “She wore this on their honeymoon.”

She paused. Her gaze lingered on me a moment longer.

“And you're the first one to get this far after that.”

I stared down at it. My throat tightened.

Could I ever wear it right? Would he see her when he looked at me… or only the hollow shape of what used to be?

But I didn’t ask. I didn’t resist. I let her dress me anyway.

“This belonged to his wife,” Mrs. Aldridge said quietly. “She wore this on their honeymoon.”

I swallowed.

“It’s yours now.”

She dressed me in it piece by piece.

She clipped the garters to my stockings, adjusted the waistband so it sat perfectly over the cage. She fastened the bra around my chest, not to give the illusion of breasts, but to mark the shape of what I’d become. When she draped the veil over my head, it was like the air itself changed.

“You’ll walk alone,” she said. “Wait for the doors. He’ll be waiting.”

I nodded. I couldn’t speak. My throat felt tight.

The Manor was silent as I stepped into the hallway.

No staff. No footsteps. Just the sound of my own heels against the polished wood, echoing like a heartbeat. Every step was delicate, measured, not just because I was afraid of slipping, but because I could feel the cage rattling faintly beneath the lace, its metal tapping gently against the garter clasps with each sway of my hips.

The floor creaked in places I remembered from that first night, the night I was brought here, scared and curious and not yet softened. Back then, I walked these halls as a guest. Now, I moved like a gift.

The lace trailed behind me like a train. My thighs brushed with every step. The plug shifted deeper, fuller, and I had to whisper under my breath just to stay steady.

“Stay in… please stay in…”

Each step reminded me: this wasn’t rehearsal. This was the real walk. The final one.

When I reached the door to the Master’s study, I didn’t knock.

I knelt.

The floor was cold through the silk stockings, but I didn’t dare shift. My heart was thudding against the choker. I could hear nothing at first, just my own breathing behind the veil, hot and shallow.

Would he like how I looked?

Would I disappoint him?

I didn’t dare adjust the veil. If it slipped, I’d let it. If the lace tangled, I’d wear the tangle. Brides don’t fix themselves.

Then I heard them, his boots.

Slow. Purposeful. Coming closer to the door from inside.

My breath caught.

The door opened.

Hargrave stood inside. Dressed in full black. No tie, no smile. Just him... tall, still, commanding.

“Enter,” he said. “Close the door behind you.”

I did.

The room was warm. Dim. He stood by the window, watching me as I walked in. The veil hung low over my eyes.

“Come closer.”

I obeyed.

He reached out and lifted the veil back, then let it fall behind my shoulders.

“I want you to remember this moment,” he said. “Because from this point forward, you will never doubt what you are to me again.”

From the drawer of his desk, he pulled a choker. Not leather. Not metal. But silk and pearl, delicate and stunning. The silk ribbon was soft ivory, the pearls cool and faintly luminous. He held it up for me to see first, and let me watch the way it swayed slightly between his fingers.

Stitched into the ribbon, in tiny hand-embroidered thread: WH.

I stared at it. The letters glinted in the low light… subtle, but unmistakable. A brand. A vow.

He stepped close and placed it around my throat. The silk slid cold against my skin at first, but as he adjusted it, the warmth of his fingertips spread through the fabric. The pearl settled at the base of my throat like a weight. Like a seal.

He fastened it around my throat. Slowly. Reverently.

Then he reached beneath the veil, hooked his fingers in the lace waistband of the panties, and slid them down my thighs.

His knuckles grazed my skin slowly, dragging along my hipbones, brushing the outer swell of my ass. I could feel his breath change as more of me was revealed. Slower. Thicker.

Was this what his wife felt? Or was this only mine now?

He took his time.

He pressed a hand to my lower back and bent me over the desk.

The wood was cold against my chest. My gloves squeaked faintly as I gripped the edge. The veil slid forward over my face, softening the light, veiling the moment.

I gasped softly.

He knelt behind me. I could hear him breathing... slow, thick, deep. I imagined his eyes on me, tracing every inch he was about to claim.

He didn’t touch me with his hands.

Just his face. His breath.

He parted my cheeks with his face, his exhale brushing warm across the plug, then lower.

He inhaled... long and full, like he was tasting me already.

“This is how you waited for me?” he murmured, voice just above a whisper.

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. I just trembled.

I wanted him to ruin me. But not yet. Not if waiting made it better.

And didn’t fuck me.

Just breathed. Let me tremble.

Let me know it was coming.

Let me know I was ready to be taken.

But not yet.




CHAPTER 3

He didn’t say a word.

Just pressed a hand to the small of my back and guided me to the bedroom. The master bedroom. Bigger than any I’d seen in the Manor, with windows that opened to the orchard and sheets that shimmered silver in the early light. The air smelled of wood polish and old roses, and every step I took behind him felt like stepping further into something permanent.

He left the door open.

The room was warm. Quiet. Sacred.

He undressed me slowly, first the veil.

The last thing that made me look like a bride.

He lifted it gently, letting it float from my shoulders like mist. I didn’t move. I wanted him to see what he’d married. I wanted him to see that I’d been good. Still. Waiting.

Then the choker.

His fingers lingered at the clasp, and when he unhooked it, he pressed a kiss to the faint red imprint the silk had left on my throat. I shivered. That mark would fade, but in that moment, it felt like it had been burned into me.

Then the bra.

He slid it down my arms, careful not to tug the gloves. The chill in the air licked across my bare chest, nipples hardening instantly. He glanced down at them for a moment, just a glance, but it was enough to make my stomach twist.

The stockings stayed. The gloves too.

I wasn’t being undressed.

I was being unwrapped. Claimed. Made his.

He said nothing as he peeled away the layers, his hands slow and careful, like opening a gift he’d waited too long to unwrap. Every inch he touched left a hunger behind.

When I was bare, he guided me to the center of the bed.

“Face down,” he said softly.

I obeyed. Arms cradled beneath me. Cheek pressed into the silk. My hips lifted without being told, on instinct, or maybe just training. My breathing quickened. I couldn’t see him, but I felt the weight of his gaze everywhere.

He left me like that for a long moment. Just breathing. Watching. Claiming me with silence alone.

Then I felt the bed shift. The warmth of his body lowering behind me. I could feel his presence at my back before he even touched me.

He parted me with both hands. Thumbs grazing my rim, pressing just enough to make me gasp. Then his mouth.

Hot.

Hungry.

The first lick made me cry out. Not loud, but sharp. A whimper caught in silk. My hips jerked slightly and were steadied instantly by his palms.

He ate me like he was starving.

His tongue circled, flicked, lapped. He groaned into me, low and deep, like the taste had settled somewhere in his chest. He spit, then licked it back up. The pressure of his hands kept me spread, held open like I was something delicate he didn’t trust to stay in place. My thighs shook. My back arched. The room was so quiet that every sound from his mouth felt amplified, obscene.

“This is where you’ll take me,” he breathed into me. “All of me. You know that, don’t you?”

I gasped. "Yes—yes, sir… please… I want—"

“Louder.”

“Yes! Yes, I want you there—inside me—please…”

I whimpered and stammered through thank yous, even though he hadn’t done it yet. Even though he was still just… eating. Worshipping. Every lick sent fresh sparks across my spine.

I wanted to stay like this forever. Open. Wet. Fed on. He kissed me like I was already split open for him.

He didn’t rush.

He devoured  me.

I lost count of how many times I whispered please. I didn’t know if I was begging him to keep going or to finally stop and take me.

He kissed around the plug first. Then pulled it out with a soft, wet pop that echoed in the silence of the room. I gasped again... emptied, wide, aching. My hole clenched around nothing, fluttering. I felt the sudden absence like grief.

“Good girl,” he whispered, low and warm. “Kept it in all night. Just for me.” His mouth returned instantly. Tongue sliding into where the plug had been. Deeper. Messier. I sobbed into the sheets. It felt like he was licking a promise into me.

My cock throbbed uselessly in the cage. His cock twitched inside the cage, the metal smeared with his own mess, glinting like jewelry. Dripping. Aching. Pulsing without permission.

It leaked uncontrollably. I could feel it... wetting the sheets under my belly. The humiliation of it didn’t even register anymore. It was just… me now.

He didn’t ignore it.

His hand slid under me, pressing against my belly, then lower... fingers grazing the cage, brushing the wetness that had pooled. He touched it like it was his too. Like every part of me was.

He didn’t stroke. Just… felt.

Then I felt two fingers at my hole.

“Relax,” he murmured. “I’m right here. Let me in, sweetheart.”

They pushed in slow. Too slow. Stretching me again, but not just mechanically. Emotionally. Like he wanted my body to feel  who it belonged to. Like each inch was a confirmation.

My cock jolted. I didn’t want to be ready. I wanted to be ruined.

I felt it building, too fast. I bit my lip hard, shaking my head against the sheets.

"No… not yet… please don’t…"

But it was coming. The cage pulsed tight around me, squeezing every twitch into a mess I couldn’t control. I wasn’t caged. I was saved. The metal fought me, cold and unyielding, holding me prisoner even as my body betrayed me.

I sobbed into the silk.

Then it hit. Hard. My whole body clenched and writhed, hips pressing into the bed as the sissygasm tore through me. It soaked the sheets beneath my belly. I didn’t even care. My throat choked on a broken moan. I was crying and panting and pleading for nothing and everything.

I didn’t want to come. I didn’t mean to.

But I did.

And it was humiliating.

And perfect.

The cage trembled against my thighs.

Hargrave didn’t stop.

He pulled his fingers out, licked them clean, then bent to my cock. I froze.

He licked the sissygasm off the tip, slow and warm, until I shook.

“That’s my wife,” he murmured against the cage. “So needy, you came from just my fingers.”

I wanted to disappear. I wanted to cry. I wanted him to never stop.

“Good girls don’t waste,” he said.

Then he laid his chest across my back. The heat of his skin pressed into mine. I could feel the weight of him now, the firmness of his chest, the tension in his breath, the hum of restraint in every muscle. His whole body felt like it had been waiting for this just as long as mine had.

And then his cock.

Thick. Heavy. Hot.

It slid forward against me, nestling between my cheeks, the head brushing the stretched rim of my hole. He didn’t push in, just let it rest there, pulsing. With every breath he took, it moved:  nudging, teasing, promising.

He lined himself up with a slow, grinding drag, letting his tip smear against my opening. The plug had never felt like this. No toy ever pulsed. No toy ever chose me.

It was real now, no toys, no fingers, no more waiting. Just him.

He bent over me fully, pressing his mouth to the back of my neck, his breath cascading down my spine like a warning and a promise. I felt him everywhere... his chest flush against my back, the heat of his cock pulsing against me, thick and unrelenting.

He didn’t move.

Not yet.

The room had gone silent. No birdsong. No wind. Just my heartbeat. Just him.

“You say when,” he whispered.

I couldn’t breathe. My chest rose, fell, but no sound came. Only the thunder of my pulse.

He kissed the back of my neck again… slow, reverent.

I turned my face to the side. My voice barely existed. Just a breath.

“Please…”

He waited.

I swallowed. My eyes closed.

“Please… fuck your wife.”

He didn’t speak at first. Just stayed still, buried in the silence with me, his cock heavy and hot at my entrance. I felt it twitch. I felt him breathe. The anticipation crawled up my spine, coiled in my chest, bloomed in my throat like a scream I couldn’t let out.

He kissed the back of my neck one more time.

Then I felt it.

The first push.

Slow. Unforgiving.

Slippery warmth slid inside first... the leftover lube, still clinging from his fingers, soft and slick. But that was only a whisper before the pressure began. Before something hotter, harder, alive  pressed into me.

I didn’t know if I was panting or sobbing. My chest lifted off the sheets, then sank again. My lips parted, but no sound came out.

He inched in.

One.

I held my breath.

Two.

My thighs twitched, knees digging into the sheets. My rim clenched instinctively, trying to hold, to brace, to accept. My gloved hands slid forward on the silk, leaving faint creases, marks of surrender. I could feel the lace bunching at the bend of my elbows, the satin clinging damp to my skin.

Three... maybe four… was there more?

I didn’t know how much of him I could take. I only knew I wanted all of it. Needed all of it.

Every inch of him erased who I was before today.

My breath caught. My hips tensed instinctively, but he was already there, already claiming the space his fingers and plug had only ever borrowed. Inch by inch, he sank in. I could feel myself opening, stretching, parting for him. The burn licked across my nerves—sharp, pulsing, hot, and I bit the silk beneath me.

He didn’t force. He didn’t rush.

He let me feel it all.

“There you go,” he murmured, voice low, lips brushing my shoulder. “That’s it. That’s my girl. Just like that.”

I whimpered. My hole fluttered around him, every inch deeper sending a fresh wave of pressure through my belly. My cage was already tight, now it pulsed with a helpless rhythm, aching with each throb of the cock sliding into me.

He stopped halfway.

Breathed.

Pressed a hand to the small of my back and whispered, “Softest hole I’ve ever owned.”

My whole body flushed.

“This is mine now.”

I whimpered into the sheets.

“You’re mine now.”

He pushed deeper.

My legs kicked slightly. I couldn’t help it. It was too much, too thick, too slow. My body didn’t know what to do with the fullness. My thighs trembled, and he hushed me with a kiss between my shoulder blades.

“Shh. Breathe through it.”

I gasped. I obeyed. I arched.

And he bottomed out.

Fully inside me.

I cried out. Not from pain—no, not quite. From the overwhelming, shattering sensation of being filled . Of being taken. The plug had prepared me physically, but nothing could’ve prepared me for this.

For him .

He stayed there, buried to the hilt, his cock twitching inside me, pulsing against the tightness of my body. My rim strained to hold him. My muscles fluttered helplessly around the fullness, clenching in waves.

I wasn’t pretending. I wasn’t dressing up. This wasn’t a game.

I’d been trained to be soft. But now I was owned.

This wasn’t submission. It was transformation.

He kissed my neck again. “You feel that, sweetheart?”

I nodded into the bed.

“That’s what being a wife feels like.”

He pulled out, just a little, and slid back in. The drag of his cock made me shake. My fingers clawed at the silk. I moaned, choked, gasped for air. I could feel the pulse of him, the deliberate control in every slow stroke. The weight of his cock against my walls. The strain in my hole to take it all.

His pace was slow. Rhythmic. Deep. The kind of fucking that didn’t just fill... it consecrated .

Each thrust felt like a question.

Each withdrawal, a promise.

Each pause, a claim.

He whispered more between thrusts:

“So good for me.”

“Built to be used.”

“You were made for this.”

“Look at you—shaking on my cock like a good little wife.”

“You want to be filled, don’t you? You want your husband to finish inside his property?”

I moaned out yeses, babbled nonsense between gasps, unable to form anything else. Just pure sound. Raw, instinctive.

And then—

Flash.

A memory.

My first night at the Manor.

I had stood in the front foyer, too afraid to speak, clutching my suitcase like it would protect me. The walls had seemed too tall. The silence, too heavy. I remember Mrs. Aldridge walking me in, brushing my hair back gently as she looked me over. "You’ll learn to make him proud," she had said.

My body back then had been tight. Scared. Uncertain. Every step had felt wrong. Every glance, like I was being measured against some secret standard I could never reach.

I remember lying in bed that first night, staring at the ceiling, touching myself under the covers and stopping halfway, too afraid to even moan.

Now—

I was sobbing into silk with his cock inside me.

I was arched, legs trembling, arms cradled under me like a doll someone had positioned. My hips moved with every thrust, lifting slightly, chasing the fullness. My thighs shook under the weight of his rhythm. The gloves bunched behind my elbows now, twisted from how tightly I’d gripped the sheets.

I was being fucked like I belonged to him.

And I did .

I came back to the present with a gasp. My mouth opened. My eyes rolled. I whispered:

“Thank you.”

He thrust deeper.

“Thank you…”

My voice broke.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you—”

I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to. Gratitude poured out of me with every stroke.

Hargrave growled. A low, possessive sound. "This hole is mine," he snarled close to my ear. "Wives don’t get to choose what their husbands leave inside." He reached around, slapped my thigh just lightly enough to make me flinch, then rubbed the sting with his palm.

“Arch more.”

I obeyed, hips rising, hole opening. My rim throbbed as he drove in again, slick and thick and impossibly deep.

He fucked deeper.

Slower.

Harder.

The wet slap of his hips meeting my ass filled the room. Our breath was loud now. My whimpers grew higher, sharper. The sheets were soaked beneath me... from sweat, from spit, from the helpless drip from my caged cock. I was making a mess and I didn’t care.

Then he slowed.

Slid out.

Guided me to turn over.

“Look at me,” he said.

He lifted my legs gently, placed them over his shoulders. The white silk stockings stretched high, the tops rolling down slightly with the shift. My calves tensed against his shoulders, trembling as his grip anchored me in place. My knees were pushed wide, hole exposed, entrance still fluttering. He lined up again, and I saw his cock now, glistening, flushed, thick with me.

And then it was inside again.

Deeper now. New angle. New depth. My head rolled back. My mouth fell open. My chest heaved.

He leaned in, gazing down at me, holding my legs apart like they were nothing. My gloved hands clutched at the pillow beneath me, smearing it with sweat and the scent of my surrender. "You look perfect like this," he growled. "Split open. Wife-wet. Mine."

“Eyes on me.”

I tried. I really did. But they kept rolling back.

“Eyes on your husband, sweetheart.”

I focused. I sobbed. I nodded.

And then he kissed me.

Our first kiss.

I froze for a second. I didn’t know if I was allowed to kiss back. Brides weren’t supposed to be greedy, weren’t supposed to take. But I was breaking, already split open, and his lips felt like an anchor.

He kissed me like he wanted to silence my sobs.

I kissed him like I needed him to hear them.

His tongue tasted like salt and breath and the heat of the room. He kissed me through it all, my shaking legs, my sobs, the slick wet grind of his cock pushing deeper.

With him fully inside me, cock grinding deep.

I sobbed into his mouth.

And he didn’t stop.

He held the kiss as he fucked me. Deep, deliberate strokes that made my body jerk beneath him. He swallowed my cries. He owned them. My legs locked around his waist. My gloves slid across his back. I clung to him like the only thing that could hold me together was him.

And it was.

I was his.

And I never wanted to be anything else.

We were still connected… his cock buried deep inside me, our lips barely parted, breath mingling in the quiet. The kiss broke with a wet gasp, my chest rising, his hand still at my jaw, thumb stroking softly along my cheek. I could still feel his taste on my tongue, the pressure of his mouth echoing in every nerve.

Hargrave didn’t move right away. He stayed inside, pulsing, anchoring me down onto him like I was already claimed. His palm cradled my jaw like something delicate, his to protect, his to own. His eyes searched mine, not asking for permission, just watching. Studying. Making sure I knew what this meant.

“This isn’t just a fuck, sweetheart,” he said, voice low, rough, reverent. “This is how I make you mine.”

My breath hitched. My whole body shuddered, the weight of his words pressing heavier than his cock inside me.

And then he started to move again.

Slow thrusts. Deep. Intentional.

His gaze didn’t leave mine. His cock slid in and out with torturous precision, like he was engraving his name into the softest part of me. Every drag of his length made my thighs quake, every return stroke carved the breath from my chest. I whimpered with each press, hips lifting to meet him, greedy for more. More stretch. More weight. More of him .

He leaned in, mouth brushing the shell of my ear, voice a low rumble that sank into my spine.

“Gonna fill this pretty pussy,” he growled. “Gonna knot you like you were made for it.”

I moaned, the sound sticky and desperate. My hands gripped his back, fingertips digging into skin, gloves sliding over the muscle that flexed beneath them.

“Please,” I gasped. “Breed me. Fill me. Make me yours.”

He hissed through his teeth and fucked harder. Just for a moment. Just enough to make the sheets rustle, my thighs slap against his, my breath catch in my throat. Then he slowed again. Teasing. Building. Grinding in circles like he was shaping me to fit him forever.

When he finally pulled out, I whined, a raw, broken noise that sounded more animal than boy. My hole clenched on nothing. The stretch reversed too fast, leaving me gaping slightly, warm slickness leaking down my crack. I felt ruined. Empty. Starving. Like something sacred had been taken away.

But he wasn’t done.

Hargrave sat back on the bed, strong arms guiding me as he pulled me into his lap like I weighed nothing at all. Before he brought me down, he reached between us, spat directly onto the head of his cock. The sound was obscene. The sight, even more. The wet sheen mixed with the mess already there, and I whimpered just watching it twitch in the open air. My thighs spread automatically, draped over his, my feet still in their delicate white silk stockings dangling off the edge of the mattress. The head of his cock nudged between my cheeks, already slick, already pulsing.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “So needy. So messy. My pretty bride.”

He guided me with one hand, the other steady at my waist. I reached back with trembling fingers and found him, lined us up with a soft sob.

The head slipped in with a wet sound that made us both gasp.

Then I lowered myself.

Slow.

Shaking.

Every inch slid back in with a pressure that made my toes curl inside the silk. My thighs burned from the position, but I still ground down, chasing the pressure against the cage that I knew I wasn’t allowed to relieve. I could feel my own juices smearing between my cheeks, dripping onto his lap.

I wasn’t allowed to cum, but I still moved like I might.

The weight of him made my whole body hum. My lips parted around a moan that melted into his skin.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “Take your husband’s cock just like that.”

Every time he said it, I felt prettier. More real. More his. The words soaked into my skin like perfume.

I collapsed into him, chest to chest, arms over his shoulders. My gloves bunched against his skin, satin catching on his back where I clung harder than I meant to. My face pressed into the crook of his neck, breathing him in—woodsmoke, sweat, sex.

His hands gripped my ass, spreading me wider, helping me sink all the way down again until I could feel the press of his base.

“That hole,” he growled, “was made to be filled.”

Our mouths found each other again, sloppy, desperate, teeth clicking briefly before settling into hunger. I kissed him like I’d never get to again, and he kissed me like he owned every part of me. I moaned into his mouth. He swallowed it.

His hands roamed like they couldn’t decide where to stay. One slid between us and found my caged cock, already twitching. He cupped it through the metal, rolled his thumb over the base, and smirked.

“Still locked,” he whispered. “Still leaking. What a good little wife.”

I nodded into his mouth, cheeks flaming.

He lifted me slightly, then let me drop. I gasped, hole fluttering, rim sucking at his cock like it didn’t want to let go. The sound was wet. Beautiful. We both groaned.

Then he held me still.

Just for a moment.

His hands tightened at my waist, locking me down on his cock, not letting me move. My legs trembled. My whole body squirmed against the restraint.

“Please,” I whispered, “let me move. Please—”

He smiled against my neck. His grip relaxed.

“Ride,” he murmured. “Show me what you’ve learned.”

And I did.

I rode him slowly, rocking in his lap, hole clenching, body trembling. His cock pushed past the soft swell of my stretched rim with every bounce, the drag of it pulling slick from me like it was milking every moan out of my throat. I was stretched, opened, held around him, my rim clinging and refusing to let go. My thighs ached from the strain, but I didn’t care. I bounced in soft rhythm, slick noises filling the space between us, my rim drooling with every downward thrust.

My gloves squeaked faintly as I steadied myself on his shoulders. His fingers dug bruises into my hips.

My cage was soaked. I could feel the heat inside it. The frustration. The ache. But I didn’t need to cum. I needed him .

I was his. And he was inside me.

Right where I wanted him.

Right where I needed to be.

Forever.

Hargrave’s hands moved to my waist, gripping me with the kind of strength that promised something else was coming.

He pulled me up slowly, lifting me off his cock like he was unsheathing something sacred. My hole fluttered as he slipped free, and I whimpered, the slick stretch sealing shut again far too quickly, the emptiness immediate and cold. I felt the heat of his release threatening to break him, and I thought he might push back in.

But instead, he laid me down gently across the sheets, hands lingering at my hips, lips brushing my temple.

Then: “Get on your knees.”

I looked up at him, dazed. My legs obeyed before my mind could catch up.

“Show me what that pretty mouth was trained for.”

My throat tightened. I crawled toward him, slow, trembling, the sheets dragging under my palms and knees. He sat up, legs parted slightly, cock glossy and thick, twitching against his stomach.

It stood up, flushed and slick, twitching like it missed me already. The head was swollen, a deeper shade now, kissed by my hole, kissed by his praise. I stared at it, breathing heavy, before I even dared to touch it. My lips parted unconsciously. I swallowed. Licked them slowly. My mouth was watering for him.

I wanted to worship it. It was coated in lube, spit, my own slick. It glistened like something too holy to touch without permission.

But I didn’t wait for permission. I lowered my head between his thighs.

I’d never sucked a cock still slick from my own hole before. I didn’t know if I was humiliated or honored. Maybe both. The smell, the sheen, the heat of it... it all felt impossibly intimate, like I was tasting the proof of what I’d become.

I licked.

From base to tip, slow, reverent. The taste made me moan against him... bitter lube, the salt of sweat, a hint of myself. Shame. Pride. Obedience. I licked again.

“Sweet boy,” he murmured. “You taste how full your hole was?”

I flushed. My cheeks burned, but I nodded against his cock.

Then I opened my mouth.

Wide.

He didn’t need to guide me. I took him in on my own, lips slipping past the head, tongue pressed flat beneath the weight.

“That’s it,” he growled. “Sloppy and grateful.”

He let his cock press down on my tongue, not thrusting... just letting me feel the weight. “That’s my pussy still dripping off me. And now you’re licking it up.”

I moaned around him, louder now.

“You ride like a slut,” he said softly, “but you suck cock like a wife.”

He thumbed the corner of my mouth, collecting the slick. “God, you were made to look like this. Caged, leaking, drooling all over my cock.”

I sucked with my whole face... drool pooling at the corners of my mouth, spit clinging in threads from my chin to his shaft. My jaw ached already, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I wanted to thank him the only way I knew how.

My hands gripped his thighs for balance. His fingers slid into my hair, not pulling, just holding —like he liked the way I looked right there, between his legs, lips stretched around the cock that had just opened me.

I moaned around him. Loud. Wet.

The vibrations made him grunt. His hips gave a small thrust and I took it, nearly choking. My eyes watered instantly.

One fat tear rolled down my cheek.

Hargrave wiped it away with his thumb. He smiled.

“Beautiful.”

I pulled off with a gasp, drool stringing between us. My lips were red, slick, parted.

“Please…” I whispered, and then I went back down.

I sucked him deeper this time, let the head press to the back of my throat, then pulled back slowly, tongue swirling, then back in.

I gagged again, just slightly, and he let out a low, satisfied groan. I pulled back, coughing softly, cheeks burning with shame, but before I could look away, his hand cupped my face.

"Shh," he murmured, brushing his thumb across my wet cheek. "That’s my girl. Even your throat wants to take care of me."

He let me breathe there for a moment, his hand never leaving my face. I leaned into it once again... soft, flushed, still gasping from the stretch in my throat.

Then his voice dropped, intimate and raw:

“You want to be my wife, don’t you?”

I nodded, mouth still full.

“You want to take it in every hole I give you?”

I moaned again... half hum, half plea, and the sound made him twitch.

I sucked harder.

My hips shifted without thinking. I was grinding the sheets, slow, pathetic thrusts that only pushed my cage into soft friction. The pressure sent a pulse up my spine. I could feel it building already... tight, trapped, useless. But I couldn't stop. I was dripping into my own thigh.

Hargrave looked down and saw it. Smirked.

He tapped my cheek gently. "No," he said. "That's for my cock to decide."

I whimpered, hole fluttering around nothing, cock twitching in its prison. And I kept sucking. Like it would earn me something.

This was what I’d become. A hole he filled and a mouth that begged for more.

I sucked him down until my lips met his skin. Buried my nose in the base. Took a breath like I was breathing him in.

The cage throbbed with every movement, heat trapped and desperate, a toy without purpose.

Mess dripped from my lips to my gloves, down to the sheets. I didn’t care. I looked up at him through wet lashes, begging with my eyes. He looked back, hand still in my hair, pride thick in his gaze.

He didn’t need to say it.

I was doing so  well.

Hargrave’s hands slid into my hair and tugged... not cruel, but firm. Direct. Commanding.

I barely had time to gasp before he pulled me up off his cock with a slick pop and turned me. His grip moved from my hair to my waist, guiding me like I was nothing more than pliant silk in his hands. I followed because I had no choice—because I didn’t want one.

He bent me forward over the side of the bed, one smooth motion that left my chest pressed to the mattress and my ass high in the air, hole exposed, cage hanging helpless and soaked beneath me. My slip caught on my ribs, bunching under my arms. My stockinged knees trembled, parted just enough to let him see everything. My ass rounded out for him like a gift, pale, soft, flushed. I felt exposed in a way I never had before. This wasn’t just sex. This was claiming.

If anyone had walked in, they’d have seen a perfect sissy whore, arched, drooling, ready. I whimpered, clutching the sheets. The position was obscene. Intentional.

Then he pressed against me again.

No teasing this time.

One thrust, deep, unrelenting, filling me in a single, breathless push.

I cried out.

Not from pain. From shock. From the overwhelming stretch of being split wide again after being denied for too many aching seconds.

His hands stayed on my waist. He didn’t move at first. Just stayed there, buried inside me, letting my body adjust. Letting me feel every throb.

"There we go," he murmured, voice rough now. Lower. Less patient. "Right where you belong."

I could feel his breath against my back. Could feel the heat of his chest just hovering, the sweat of his skin painting my spine.

And then he began to move.

Thrusts rougher now. Deeper. Less measured. His hips slapped against mine with wet, urgent sounds that made me moan and grip the sheets harder. I arched for him. Opened for him.

"You want me to breed this pussy, don’t you?" he growled.

"Yes," I gasped, voice breaking. "Please, Daddy, please—"

He pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in. I jolted forward with a sob.

"Say it. Tell me whose cum you want."

"Yours!" I cried. "Yours, Daddy, please—breed me, fill me up! Make me your wife for real!"

He growled behind me, and one of his hands snaked around my waist, down my belly.

It found the cage.

His fingers curled under the metal, tugging it back, pulling the locked weight of it in time with each thrust. Every tug of the cage made me throb harder. It wasn’t pleasure. It was pressure. Painful, beautiful pressure. My cock tried to pulse, twitching helplessly inside its prison, pressing against the steel like it thought it might matter.

He didn’t just own my hole. He owned my cock too. Denied it. Controlled it.

I wailed.

"That’s it," he snarled. "Let me hear it. Let this whole house know who this pussy belongs to."

The sheets were wet with my spit, my tears, the leak from my useless cock. I didn’t care. I couldn’t. My voice was wrecked, broken with moans and cries.

And all I could do was beg for more.

“You’re taking it so well, sweetheart,” he growled between thrusts. “Just like you were trained to.”

I sobbed, my whole body shaking.

“Good little cunt,” he hissed, pulling me back tighter onto him. “You’ll keep me in, won’t you? You’ll hold every drop.”

He leaned in then, voice low in my ear.

“You’re the prettiest thing I’ve ever had.”

My body trembled violently, wrung out and overwhelmed, and for a moment, I collapsed forward into the sheets. My limbs gave, my spine curled, but my hips stayed arched, offering, begging, still trying to take everything he gave me. I was sobbing, not even knowing why anymore. Every nerve was lit, every hole aching, my throat hoarse.

And I whispered, "Thank you, Daddy."

He didn’t pull out.

Not right away.

His cock stayed buried inside me, softening only slightly, still twitching now and then like it didn’t want to leave either. His weight lay heavy on top of me, and I didn’t want it to move. I didn’t want anything to move. I just wanted to keep breathing… his breath on my neck, his hands around my waist, the heat of him still inside me.

He kissed the nape of my neck once, then again, slower the second time. I heard him inhale, like he was taking something in. A scent. A moment. A memory.

It didn’t matter what I was before.

I was his now.

When he finally did pull out, it was slow. Reluctant. Like even his cock didn’t want to leave what it had just made. I whimpered when it slipped free. The air kissed my wrecked hole and made me tremble. And then I felt it... his cum, thick and warm, leaking out of me in soft trails. Down my thighs. Onto the bed. I didn’t clench to stop it. I let it happen.

He turned me onto my side, pulled me into his arms, and I folded into him like I belonged there. Like I’d never belonged anywhere else.

His fingers moved through my hair. His palm stroked slow over my waist. He wiped my cheeks with the pad of his thumb.

“You’re not just a wife,” he said softly. “You’re my peace.”

I choked on a soft noise. He kissed my temple.

“You gave me something I didn’t think I deserved again.”

I buried my face in his chest, fingers curling against his skin.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Thank you for choosing me.”

His arms tightened. My legs tangled with his. His cock, still wet with me, pressed soft against my hip.

He stayed inside for minutes. Maybe more. I wasn’t even sure when I passed out. All I knew was that when I woke, I was still leaking.

We fell asleep like that. Just bodies. Just breath. Just the silence of something finally whole.

***

When I woke up, the bed smelled like him. My thighs were sticky. My hair was a mess. And I was still in my bridal lingerie—stockings, gloves, everything but the slip, which had been peeled off and discarded somewhere on the floor.

The stockings clung damp to the backs of my thighs, still attached to loosened garters that had twisted in the night. The satin gloves were rumpled, one bunched around my wrist, the other nearly slipping off. I could smell myself in the lace. I could smell him .

My slip was gone. But the rest clung to me—white lace, wrinkled silk, the last pieces of who I’d been before he bred it out of me.

I was in Hargrave’s bed.

For the first time.

And I was still caged—his gold cage, glinting faintly in the afternoon light, snug and swollen from being teased, denied, forgotten. Still filled. Still sore.

There was no clock nearby, but I knew hours had passed. My eyes blinked against the light pouring in through the tall windows, and for a moment, I didn’t even know where he’d gone.

Then I heard the door.

Mrs. Aldridge stepped in quietly, carrying a silver tray. Her smile was soft. Knowing.

"Afternoon, sweetheart," she said, setting the tray down on the bedside table. "He said to let you rest. You earned it."

She sat beside me and gently pulled back the silk sheets. Her eyes dipped to my thighs.

"The first breeding is sacred," she murmured.

She dipped a warm cloth into a porcelain bowl she’d brought and began to clean me. Between my legs. Around the tender, puffy rim. Down to the soaked inner thighs. "You’ll be sore tomorrow," she murmured. "That’s good. That means he gave you everything."

I flinched once, too sensitive, and her eyes crinkled with gentle humor. "That’s how it’s supposed to feel after a properly consummated wedding."

I flinched gain, too sensitive. But she only shushed me, soothing and maternal.

I didn’t say anything. I just let the tears fall.

Happy tears.

My chest ached, my hole ached, my cock throbbed in its cage. And still, I’d never felt more beautiful.

She helped me sit up against the pillows and placed the tray in my lap. There was soup, buttered toast, soft berries with cream. A white linen napkin folded like a rose.

I ate slowly. Crying the whole time.

Transformed.

When the door opened again, I didn’t even need to look. I felt him enter.

Hargrave walked across the room, still shirtless, a new anklet held between his fingers.

He came to the bed and took my leg gently in his hand. He kissed the inside of my ankle first… slow, firm, reverent, before unclipping the old anklet and setting it aside.

The new one glinted in the sunlight: MRS. H.

“This isn’t jewelry,” he murmured. “It’s a promise.”

He fastened it slowly, the cool metal brushing against my skin. My breath caught. It didn’t just say I was his. It said I’d always been.

Then he leaned over me, found my nipple beneath the lace, and rolled it gently between his thumb and forefinger, making me arch.

"Still sensitive?" he asked, smirking slightly when I gasped.

I nodded, my breath caught again, but for another reason now.

"Good. I want every part of you to remember what last night made you."

Then his lips replaced his fingers. He bent lower, kissing around my nipple before drawing it slowly into his mouth. Sucking. Gentle at first, then firmer, until my breath caught and my legs shifted under the sheets. His mouth moved with purpose—no longer playful, but claiming. Reassuring. Reclaiming.

And later, when I could walk again, he bent me over the edge of that same bed and made sure the second time felt just as sacred.

And the third.

He didn’t take me like a husband claiming his bride again. He took me like a man who couldn’t stop remembering how I felt around him. Rougher. Slower. Hungrier.

And the fourth.

I was fucked to sleep. Fed. Fucked again. Like his whole day belonged inside me.

By nightfall, I wasn’t just in his bed.

I was his.


EPILOGUE

Weeks passed.

I didn’t leave.

I wasn’t asked to.

After that night, after being claimed, used, filled, held, I never went back to my old room. My things had already been moved. Mrs. Aldridge had done it quietly, efficiently, like it had been decided long before the breeding.

Now I slept in Hargrave’s quarters. The Master Bedroom.

Our bedroom.

My side of the closet held rows of new lace and silk, all tailored and curated to his preferences. Every hanger was a whisper of who he wanted me to be. Every drawer filled with lingerie he could pull me out of or push me back into.

The bath connected to our room was bigger than my old quarters entirely. Heated tile. A clawfoot tub. A mirror tall enough to see my whole body—caged, plugged, powdered, and pink.

My cage stayed on always, except during baths when Mrs. Aldridge would remove it to clean me, gentle, methodical, never letting me touch. I hadn’t touched my own cock in weeks. Maybe months. I didn’t keep track anymore. All of my orgasms now were sissygasms. No stroking. No spurting traditional releases. Just spasms, moans, and dripping mess when he made me feel too much. My cock had become something to decorate and deny. Not to use.

Some mornings I woke up aching, sticky, still plugged. The lace of last night’s panties bunched at my knees. My cage swollen, twitching from denied dreams. The sheets damp with memory. I never changed out of my lingerie before breakfast—not unless he told me to.

I woke in his bed every morning, the sheets still smelling of our sweat. Some mornings he’d already be gone—others, I’d find him watching me, hand on my hip, eyes dark like he was remembering something only he got to keep.

Breakfasts were taken downstairs, but only after I served him first, slipping onto his lap afterwards, dressed in lace and pearls. Just enough to tease. Never enough to cover.

The staff never once looked at me strangely. One of the younger maids, while setting down fresh linens in the hall, had even bowed her head slightly and whispered, "Good morning, Mrs. Hargrave." My knees nearly buckled.

They called me the Wife now.

Not Dylan. Not boy. Not guest.

The Wife.

The Manor Wife.

And I had become exactly that.

My day was mine, mostly. I read. From the Manor’s massive library, or surfing online on the newly bought tablet for me. I curled up on his armchair or sprawled across the rug in stockings and a playsuit, cage locked, plug warm, lips still swollen from the night before or the morning after.

Telly time, tea time, training with Mrs. Aldridge. Sometimes, while I was curled up in the library, halfway through a book, she'd appear without a word, tap the back of my thigh with her cane, and murmur, "Spread, dear. Let me make sure you're still stretched." I’d lift my hips, heart racing. Her checks were always silent, always exact. A reminder that my training never truly stopped.

She still made me practice grace. Control. Presentation. A wife, she said, is never off-duty.

But my true duty was him.

To be soft when he came home from his offices or golfing. To be silent when he needed it. To be wet when he wanted me.

He never needed to ask.

One crook of his finger, one murmur of my name, and I was on my knees, on my back, on the bed with my legs open and the plug already out.

And at night, after he used me again, and again, and again—he held me like something precious. Like something earned. Like something only he could ruin properly.

Tonight, after dinner, I snuggled onto his lap in the drawing room, dressed in nothing but a sheer coral lace teddy, high-cut at the thighs, low in the chest, the kind that clung more than it covered. The cups were sheer, framing my nipples in scalloped lace without hiding them. The back was open—nothing but delicate straps crisscrossed low, easy access, he said, for when he didn’t want to wait. A fire was crackling. The scent of leather and ash filled the room. I kissed and nibbled from his ear to his jawline.

My lips lingered there.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

He didn’t answer, but his hand came up and stroked my hair.

“Thank you,” I said again, softer this time. “For ruining me right.”

His thumb brushed behind my ear.

And in that quiet, I thought of the guest he mentioned earlier.

A friend of his.

Visiting next month.

He said he might want to watch me.

Or maybe more.

Would the guest want to sit in this chair too? Would I be passed from lap to lap like a shared treat? I wasn’t scared. I was curious. Excited. My husband had ruined me. But what else was left to break?

***

💍 Enjoyed being ruined by the Manor?

If Dylan’s journey made you ache, moan, or feel seen , please consider leaving a 5-star rating. It keeps stories like this alive and encourages more delicious, messy, submissive tales to come.

You can also leave a short review if you’d like. Just a line or two can mean the world, and help the next good wife find her place.

Thank you for reading. 💋

~ Sissy Joey

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!


Also By The Author:
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By Invite Only - A Sissy Couple’s Bi-Cuckold Debut: an FMM Chastity Menage Tale 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/wIYVUJY    )

It all started with an offer. 

Mary was already my domme, commanding, stunning, completely in control girlfriend. And I was her still closeted sissy boyfriend, dripping in lace, desperate to serve. We played in private… until our boss, Mr. King, caught a glimpse of the game. 

That night? She put me in my very first chastity, dressed me like a doll, and shared me with him. 

From there, everything changed. 

Friday nights became our ritual... her in latex, me in satin and heels. Mary took cock with a smirk while I got used, teased, praised, and enjoyed. Mutual servicing became our kink. Submission became our lifestyle. And Mr. King? He kept coming back for more. 

When he offered to pay for that first night, we didn't know this was going to end up becoming our job. 

That’s how we became a thing. 

A domme and her feminized sissy cuckold. A pair of discreet fetish companions for powerful men with very specific tastes; chastity, control, strap-ons, curiously bi, and domination. 

We never meant to turn this into a business. 

We just wanted to serve. 

But one invitation led to another… and the rest, well—let’s just say we learned exactly what we were made for. 

This is how it started. 

Our filthy, loving, cock-drenched debut into the life we were always meant for. 

If you’re craving a story where the sissy doesn’t just serve—but gets shared and adored— this story  will leave you panting for more. 

Start reading now  and meet the sissy you’ll never forget. 
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Bundle of Sissy Tales: A collection of Feminization Tales 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/BZgC   )

Ready to indulge in your deepest, most steamy, and spicy desires? 

Sissy Tales: Bundle A  delivers five of the most addictive, bestselling stories—now together in one explosive collection at a fraction of the price. Packed with feminization, lingerie obsession, submissive training, older men, and deliciously dominant Boyfriend Daddies, this bundle is the perfect entry into a world where pretty young men become perfect feminized sissies. 

Whether you’re into bossy billionaires, roommate power plays, or kinky gentlemen who know exactly what they want, this collection has it all, with no holding back. Each book is full-length, raunchy, and unapologetically hot. 

Dripping with satin, soaked in submission, and written to push all the right buttons, this bundle is your next filthy obsession—and the best bargain you’ll grab all month. 

Lock the door, dim the lights, and start now. Your steamy adventure starts here. 
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His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate BBC Bi-Cuckold Affair: A MFM Chastity Menage Tale 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/OhDS0    )

His Doll, Her Pet: The Ultimate Bi-Cuckold Affair 

Michael always believed he was Jessica’s devoted husband—until she brought another man, her black boss, into their marriage bed. Now, Marcus isn’t just her lover; he’s the one in charge. And Michael? He’s about to find out exactly where he belongs. 

Stripped, chastised, edged and denied, Michael watches as his wife surrenders to another man, moaning for the pleasure only Marcus can give her. But watching isn’t enough. If he wants to be part of their world, he has to prove himself. He has to obey. Dressed to please. Kneeling when told. Serving in every way they desire. 

With each command, each teasing touch, Michael is pushed deeper into submission. Jessica adores seeing him transformed. Marcus expects nothing less than complete devotion. And as their control tightens, Michael realizes he’s no longer just the cuck. 

He’s their sissy. Their doll. Their perfectly trained pet. 

A spicy and addictive bi-cuckold romance  featuring sissy training, husband humiliation, chastity, and total submission.  Perfect for readers who crave intense power shifts, dominant bulls, and a wife who knows exactly what she wants. 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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