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Prologue

Jake and I were inseparable as children. Born just months apart and growing up as next-door neighbours in a quiet corner of Surrey, we shared everything; scraped knees from climbing trees, endless games in the garden, and lazy summer afternoons building forts out of old bedsheets. For years, I genuinely believed that when we grew up, we would marry and build a life together. It seemed inevitable. He was the skinny, nerdy boy with glasses who always had my back, and I was the girl who shot up tall and blossomed into the kind of striking looks that turned heads. None of that mattered to me. Jake was simply my person.

He never once asked me out. We stayed firmly in the friend zone while I grew tired of waiting and eventually started dating Ethan, the confident head boy who everyone said was perfect for me. Jake, meanwhile, threw himself into gaming and even started a small internet business running Minecraft servers. He made decent money surprisingly young, but he never showed the slightest romantic interest in me.

Then, at eighteen, Ethan dumped me for Julie Marsh. I was devastated. Jake came over without hesitation, wrapped his arms around me on my bed, and let me sob into his chest.

“Why haven’t you ever asked me out?” I whispered through the tears.

He was quiet for a long moment. “I didn’t think you liked me that way.”

“Oh, Jake…” I choked out. “I’ve loved you for years.”

I felt him swallow hard. Then he gently pulled back. “I’m sorry, Skye. I really didn’t realise. You’re the hottest girl in school and I’m… well, I’m me. I didn’t want to ruin what we had.”

In that moment, friendship was the last thing on my mind. I needed him, all of him. So I kissed him. I grabbed his face, pulled his lips to mine, and poured years of unspoken longing into that kiss. After the first shock, he kissed me back with surprising hunger. Our hands fumbled with clothes, clumsy and desperate.

“I… I’m a virgin,” he stammered, cheeks burning.

“It’s okay,” I said softly, stroking his face. “We’ll go slow.”

We didn’t need protection, I was already on the pill, and I could tell he was aching for me from the moment our bodies pressed together. Knowing it was his first time, I wanted to make it special. After letting him explore my body with nervous reverence, I took him in my mouth and brought him quickly to release.

“Cum in my mouth,” I whispered, looking up at him with a small, encouraging smile.

He lasted only seconds. I swallowed, then kissed him again, letting him taste himself on my tongue. We fell back onto the bed, and when he grew hard once more, we made love. The first time was awkward and tender, full of nervous laughter and whispered reassurances. But the second time… that was when everything clicked. I finally moaned with real pleasure, holding him close as we moved together.

For a while, we were blissfully happy. School gossiped that I had “settled” after being dumped by Ethan, but they had no idea. By then I had already been signed by a top modelling agency. My face was appearing on magazine covers and I was travelling for runway shows, yet my parents insisted school came first. Most of the kids around us never fully understood how fast my career was taking off.

The real test came when I had to move to Paris. Jake was heading to Oxford. We promised to make long distance work, but deep down I knew the truth. My life became a whirlwind of flights, shoots, and hotel rooms. The distance slowly pulled us apart.

On our last evening together, he finally said it.

“This is killing me, Skye. I can’t do this anymore.”

“I know,” I replied, fighting back tears.

We spent that final night devouring each other, barely sleeping, desperate to memorise every touch. In the morning, I left him a pair of my worn knickers from a recent trip to the States.

“So you can still smell me,” I said with a tearful smile.

I wouldn’t see him again for seven years.

The heartbreak was far worse than anything Ethan had put me through. This wasn’t petty teenage drama. This was losing the person I truly loved, knowing we both still cared but that life had simply got in the way. We stayed friends after some time apart, calls, video chats, messages, but it hurt. Six months later, he told me he had met someone. Her name was Carrie. After that, our contact slowly faded until, one day, his replies stopped altogether.

My career continued its upward trajectory. I imagine it wasn’t easy for him, seeing my face on billboards and television while he was building his own life. But time moved on.

Eventually, work took off in an entirely new direction when my agent rang me one afternoon. A director I had worked with on several adverts was developing a limited television series and wanted me for the lead role. It was a prestige drama about Theresa Berkley, a notorious dominatrix who ran an exclusive brothel in Regency London.

For a while, I hesitated. The idea of playing an erotic character on screen made me uneasy. But then I read the script and researched the real Theresa Berkley. This wasn’t cheap titillation. It was a rich, serious dramatisation of a remarkable woman, a shrewd businesswoman and pioneer who carved out power and independence in a world designed to keep women silent. To me, she was an early feminist in her own defiant way.

And that was how it all began.

Theresa Berkley (sometimes spelled Berkeley) was a formidable figure in Regency and early Victorian London. Born around the mid-18th century and dying in September 1836, she operated high-class flagellation brothels, most notably at 28 Charlotte Street (now part of Hallam Street in Marylebone). Specialising in corporal punishment, birchings, whippings, and various forms of chastisement, she catered to an elite clientele that reportedly included aristocrats, politicians, and even whispers of royalty such as George IV.

What set Berkley apart was not merely her business acumen but her innovation and independence. She is credited with inventing the “Berkley Horse” (or chevalet), a sophisticated piece of apparatus designed in 1828 that allowed clients to be secured at various angles for flagellation. It was a feat of erotic engineering that combined restraint, accessibility, and theatricality, elements still echoed in modern BDSM practices. Far from a mere madam, she was a shrewd entrepreneur who amassed a considerable fortune (estimated at around £100,000 upon her death) and meticulously documented the predilections of her powerful patrons, giving her significant, if discreet, influence in a rigidly patriarchal society.

Her story is ripe for television precisely because it subverts expectations of the period. In an age when women were expected to be demure and domestic, Berkley wielded power through pleasure and pain. She transformed taboo desires into a lucrative, professional enterprise, challenging the era’s hypocrisies around sexuality, class, and gender. Fellow brothel-keeper Mary Wilson praised her “lewdness” and ability to satisfy every whim of her clients while maintaining control. Berkley’s establishments were not seedy dens but sophisticated salons equipped with an array of instruments, cat-o’-nine-tails, birch rods kept supple in water, and other bespoke tools, where the powerful came to surrender control.

A Netflix limited series would fit this material perfectly. Imagine a six-part drama in the vein of Bridgerton meets The Great, with the lush, candlelit opulence of Gentleman Jack or Harlots. The show was to open on the bustling streets of Regency London, cutting to the opulent interiors of the White House in Soho Square or the later premises on Charlotte Street.

The narrative was to explore Berkley’s rise from modest beginnings to “Queen of the Flagellants,” her complex relationships with clients and fellow workers, and the constant tightrope walk between empowerment and exploitation. Episodes would delve into the blackmail potential of her private ledgers, the hypocrisy of her high-born patrons (some of whom publicly decried vice while privately seeking it), and her legacy as a woman who turned societal repression into personal agency. The modern lens would frame her as an early entrepreneur and sexual liberator, without sanitising the era’s brutality or the inherent risks of her trade.

For me, the role offered layers beyond the erotic. Playing Berkley meant embodying a woman who was intelligent, charismatic, business-savvy, and unapologetically in command of her domain. The script balanced historical fidelity with dramatic tension, the thrill of dominance sessions, the quiet moments of reflection on her empire, and the looming threat of scandal or reformist crackdowns. It was a chance to portray female strength in a corseted world, where power was exercised not through votes or inheritance, but through understanding the deepest vulnerabilities of men who ruled empires by day.

In the end, I accepted the part. Stepping onto a recreated 19th-century London set, whip in hand (metaphorically and sometimes literally), I felt the weight of history and the excitement of bringing an overlooked pioneer to a global audience. Netflix, with its appetite for bold, female-led period dramas that blend sensuality, wit, and social commentary, would be the ideal home. Theresa Berkley’s story deserved the prestige treatment, sumptuous costumes, a haunting score, and performances that capture both the sting and the seduction of her world. It was not just entertainment; it was a reminder that even in the shadows of respectability, remarkable women shaped their own destinies.

Whilst I did not study in university, I was never a laggard in school, frequently top of my class. History was one of those areas where I excelled, and for me, the chance to experience the history in television was one I could not turn down.

Stepping out of the glossy world of advertising shoots and into the discreet, candlelit studios of contemporary London felt like crossing a temporal bridge. If I was to portray Theresa Berkley with any authenticity, I couldn’t rely solely on scripts and history books. I needed to understand the physicality, psychology, and ritual of dominance, not as caricature, but as lived practice.

My agent arranged introductions through trusted contacts in the industry. Over several weeks, I visited a handful of highly regarded professional dominatrices and BDSM studios in areas from Fitzrovia (echoing Berkley’s old stomping grounds) to more modern spaces in Hackney and West Kensington. These were not seedy backrooms but sophisticated, purpose-built environments: soundproofed chambers with antique furniture alongside sleek, custom-made apparatus, where consent, negotiation, and aftercare were treated with the seriousness of a surgical protocol.

One practitioner, a commanding woman with a background in psychology, introduced me to the sensory realities of flagellation. Under her guidance, I first observed, then participated in controlled scenes. The birch rods, kept supple in water just as Berkley’s would have been, delivered a sharp, blooming sting that was equal parts shock and release. I learnt the importance of rhythm, of reading the submissive’s breathing, of wielding power with precision rather than brute force. The Berkley Horse, that ingenious 1828 contraption, had its modern equivalents: padded benches, suspension rigs, and adjustable frames that allowed for the same vulnerability and theatricality.

What surprised me most was the emotional intelligence required. These women were not mere performers of fantasy; they were skilled facilitators of catharsis. Clients, often successful, high-pressure professionals, sought not just pain but surrender, a temporary escape from the relentless demands of control in their daily lives. In many ways, it mirrored what Berkley must have offered two centuries earlier: a safe space for the powerful to relinquish power. One mistress explained it as “holding the leash of the ego,” a phrase that stayed with me throughout filming.

I also explored the psychological preparation. Workshops on voice, how a lowered tone or a well-timed command can be more potent than any physical implement, and on the theatre of costume. Corsets, leather, and heels weren’t just aesthetic; they were armour and instruments of transformation. I practised the slow, deliberate movements that command attention, the balance between cruelty and care that defines true dominance.

These experiences deepened my respect for Berkley as a pioneer. In an era without safewords or formal consent frameworks, she navigated a treacherous social landscape with remarkable agency. My modern encounters highlighted how much has changed, and how little. The same desires persist, but today they can be explored with greater openness and safety. It made the role richer; I could play her not as a cartoon dominatrix, but as a complex woman running a business in a man’s world, understanding the male psyche more intimately than their wives or peers ever could.

By the time cameras rolled, I felt the whip, both literal and metaphorical, in my hand with confidence. The preparation transformed initial hesitation into conviction. This wasn’t titillation for its own sake; it was embodiment. Theresa Berkley deserved nothing less.

It was around this time, while filming in London, that I saw Jake again. But he was no longer the Jake I remembered.

We were shooting night scenes near King’s Cross, and after a long day on set I had arranged to visit one of the professional dominatrices I had befriended during my research. The taxi was taking me back through the quieter outskirts when we passed through a dimly lit street that reeked of desperation. Neon signs flickered above tired-looking doorways, and women lingered in the shadows.

Then I saw him.

A painfully thin figure in a tiny red sequined miniskirt stood on the kerb, one leg thrust out in a parody of seduction. A cheap platinum blonde wig sat matted on his head. Even from a distance, something about the posture, the slight hunch of the shoulders, made my stomach drop.

“Stop the car!” I cried.

The driver pulled over with a squeak of brakes. “Here, miss?”

“Yes. Back up to that person in the red skirt.”

He muttered something under his breath about “taking all sorts,” but reversed obediently. My heart was hammering as I leant forward, peering through the window.

“Jake?”

The figure blinked slowly, pupils blown wide. A hazy smile crept across his face. “Skye? Fuck… what are you doing here?”

His voice was slurred. My eyes dropped to his arms, track marks stood out angrily against pale skin.

“Oh, Jake…” The words caught in my throat. I pushed open the door. “Come with me. Please.”

He took a shaky step back. “I can’t. Mistress will be pissed if I don’t work tonight.”

“Mistress?” My voice cracked. Tears stung my eyes. “Jake, this isn’t you. This isn’t okay. Come home with me. I’ll look after you. I’ll get you help.”

He shook his head, eyes glassy. “I have to stay. She needs the money.”

The commanding tone I had been practising for weeks as Theresa Berkley slipped out before I could stop it. “Get in the cab, Jake. Now.”

For a second, something like the old Jake flickered behind his eyes. But then other figures began drifting over from the shadows, protective, suspicious. He wasn’t going to come. Not tonight.

I swallowed hard, fighting the sob rising in my chest. “I’ll be back,” I whispered. “I promise.”

I slid back into the taxi and told the driver to go. As we pulled away, I twisted in my seat, my eyes locked on his until the red sequins disappeared into the night. The other workers were crowding around him, checking if he was alright.

I broke down then, ugly, heaving sobs that shook my whole body. How had this happened? The clever, gentle boy who built Minecraft empires and held me while I cried over Ethan, how had he ended up here, selling himself on a street corner?

In that moment, the guilt I had carried for seven years crashed over me like a wave. I had been the one to end things. I had chosen my career, my life in the spotlight, over us. And now the love of my life was destroying himself in the shadows.

I wiped my eyes, jaw tightening with sudden, fierce determination.

No matter what it took, I was going to get him back. I would pull him out of this darkness. The woman I was becoming, the one who had learned to wield control, power, and care under the guidance of London’s finest dominatrices, would not let Jake slip away again.


One

Goddess Maya was exactly the kind of force I needed in my life during those intense weeks of preparation. She was the perfect blend of mischief and steel, a dominatrix who could make you laugh one moment and have you kneeling the next. Tall and powerfully built from her amateur wrestling career, her body was a sculpted masterpiece of muscle and curves that commanded attention without even trying. In the dungeon she was all controlled chaos; outside of it, she was warm, witty, and refreshingly blunt. She quickly became more than a research contact, she became a genuine friend.

One evening, after a particularly draining day on set, I sat in her sleek Fitzrovia studio, nursing a glass of red wine while she lounged on the leather chaise like a panther. The air smelled faintly of incense and leather polish. I finally worked up the courage to tell her about Jake.

“I saw him,” I said quietly. “On the street. Dressed… God, Maya. He looked completely broken.”

I described the red sequined skirt, the matted wig, the track marks. My voice cracked more than once. Maya listened without interruption, her sharp eyes softening with understanding.

“Not sure who would be stupid enough to let a fetish go that far,” she said eventually, reaching for her phone. “But I know people. I’ll ask around discreetly.”

“Thank you.” I exhaled shakily. “Jake was, is, the love of my life. I just don’t understand how he ended up like this. The boy I knew was clever, gentle, ambitious. He built businesses from his bedroom. Now he’s…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

Maya gave me a sympathetic look. “Sissification and forced bi stuff isn’t rare in the scene, but taking it to full street prostitution and hard drugs? That’s extreme. Hot in fantasy, maybe, but in reality someone always gets destroyed. You’re right to be worried.”

I didn’t find any of it hot. This wasn’t some abstract kink, this was Jake. My Jake. The boy who had held me through my worst heartbreak, who once made me laugh until my ribs hurt. The thought of him being used, degraded, and chemically ruined made me feel physically sick. Part of me burned with anger at the woman controlling him. Another part, the deeper, quieter part, wondered if I had set all this in motion seven years ago when I chose Paris and my career over us.

While Maya made calls that evening, I couldn’t sit still. I borrowed her car and drove back to that grim stretch of road on the outskirts of London. The sodium streetlights cast everything in a sickly orange glow. Rain-slicked pavements reflected the neon signs of shuttered shops and dingy takeaways. A handful of figures lingered in doorways, their postures tired and defiant.

He wasn’t there.

One of the workers spotted me and sauntered over. She wore tiny denim shorts and a cropped top, her body lean and confident. Up close, I realised she was trans. A noticeable bulge strained against her shorts, but her smile was surprisingly warm.

“You were here the other night,” she said, glancing at the huge perfume billboard across the street where my face, glistening, elegant, untouchable, stared down at us in black and white. “Skye, right?”

“Yes. I’m looking for Jake.”

“He mentioned you. Of course he did.” She nodded toward the billboard and gave a low chuckle. “He’s with a punter right now. Stick around. He’ll be back soon.”

We stood in awkward silence as the cold night air bit through my coat. I declined her cigarette at first, then changed my mind. The Marlboro Red tasted harsh and comforting all at once. I hadn’t smoked in years.

“How well do you know him?” I asked.

“We work for the same Mistress,” she replied, blowing smoke into the night. “We both chose this. Well… mostly.”

My eyes flicked to her arms. No track marks.

“You don’t do drugs?”

“Not my thing,” she said with a shrug. “But Jake’s deep into it. Full sissification, forced prostitution, total ruin. He gets off on being turned into a worthless junkie slut for men.” She said it matter-of-factly, almost proudly. “Don’t try to rescue him, love. He doesn’t want saving. Let him tell his own story when he’s ready.”

Her words hit me like ice water. I shuddered, pulling my coat tighter. The idea that Jake wanted this, that some part of him had chosen this degradation, clashed violently with the gentle boy I had loved. Confusion swirled inside me. Was this really him now? Or was he trapped in something far darker than consent?

A car pulled up. Jake stepped out wearing a shiny pink vinyl miniskirt and a delicate white lace bralette, his makeup heavy and slightly smudged. He looked sober this time, but the moment his eyes met mine, shame flooded his face.

“You shouldn’t be here,” he muttered, walking past me.

“I told you I’d come back.” My voice was steadier than I felt. I wanted to grab him, bundle him into the car, and drive until London was far behind us. Instead, I tried a different approach. “Tell me how this happened, Jake. Please.”

His cheeks burned crimson. “I don’t want to talk about it with you. You’ve got your perfect life, your career. This world isn’t for you. Just go.”

“I could buy you from her,” I said firmly. “Your Mistress. Name your price.”

For a split second, something like hope flickered in his eyes. Then it died. “No. I’ve changed. I’m not the man you remember.”

The other worker watched us silently, smoking. She had been right. This was pointless tonight.

I turned on my heel and marched back to the car, driving away far too fast, the engine roaring my frustration. Tears blurred the streetlights into streaks of fire. Guilt gnawed at me relentlessly. If I hadn’t ended things… if I had fought harder for us… would he still be the brilliant, quiet boy building digital worlds instead of selling his body on a cold street corner?

I called Maya. “Tell me you have something.”

“Nothing solid yet,” she replied. “But I’ve got feelers out. A name would help.”

“He mentioned a Carrie once. Or Cassie? From Oxford.”

“It’s a start. I’ll dig. In the meantime, focus on the series, Skye. Let me handle this.”

Easier said than done. The next day on set I delivered my lines perfectly, but between takes I kept checking my phone, my mind miles away from Theresa Berkley’s velvet-draped brothel. That evening I returned to the street and watched from a distance as Jake climbed in and out of cars, his platinum wig increasingly dishevelled. I saw him rinse himself with a bottle of water between clients, his movements mechanical. The regret was crushing. I had left him to chase spotlights while he had quietly disappeared into darkness.

It took nearly three days for Maya’s call.

“Got her,” she said. “Mistress High-Jinx, real name Cassie Morrigan. Thirty-one, originally from Oxford. Jake was apparently her first full-time slave before she expanded. She’s got a reputation. Arrogant, ignores limits, got kicked out of munches. Hardcore into blackmail, financial ruin, and total destruction.”

I was already scrolling through her Instagram as Maya spoke. She was striking, tall, Black, fiercely beautiful, with an unapologetic dominant aura. Her profile was full of warnings: Don’t follow if you don’t want to be rinsed and ruined.

“She sounds dangerous,” I whispered.

“She is,” Maya agreed. “My advice? Walk away. But you’re not going to, are you?”

“No,” I said, my voice hardening. The woman who had spent weeks learning to wield power as Theresa Berkley felt something shift inside her. “I’m not.”

Maya chuckled. “Thought as much. I’ll text you the address. Let me know when you want to go, I’ll come with you.”

I glanced at the clock. It was just after nine. Jake would be out working.

“Now,” I said. “I want to go now.”

The phone pinged with Maya’s text containing the address. My heart jolted. Without hesitation, I forwarded it to Uber, grabbed my coat, and waited on the rain-slicked pavement outside my temporary London flat. The city lights blurred in the downpour, turning the street into a glistening ribbon of amber and red. Fame had made even simple things complicated, the Uber driver did a double-take when I climbed in, his eyes widening in the rear-view mirror.

“Everything alright, miss?” he asked, clearly recognising me.

“Fine, thank you,” I muttered, sinking deeper into the seat. Nothing was fine. I was about to confront the woman who had destroyed the love of my life, and all I could think about was whether this would end in tears, violence, or something worse.

I quickly messaged Maya: On my way. Twenty minutes.

The journey felt endless. Rain hammered the roof like impatient fingers, the wipers slashing rhythmically across the windscreen. I stared out at the passing streets, my mind churning. What if she refuses? What if Jake really doesn’t want saving? What if I’m the reason he’s like this? The guilt I had carried for seven years now had a face, and a name. Cassie. My decision to leave him had apparently set him on a path of deliberate self-destruction. The thought made my stomach twist.

When the car finally pulled up outside a ordinary red-brick terraced house in a quiet north London street, it looked deceptively normal. Bay windows, neatly trimmed hedges, a sensible family car in the driveway. Nothing screamed “dangerous dominatrix lair.” As I stepped out into the pouring rain, another car door opened further down the street. Maya emerged, coat held over her head, her powerful frame cutting an imposing figure.

“Ready?” she called.

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice tighter than I wanted.

We dashed to the front door and huddled under the small overhang. I rang the bell. A dog barked somewhere inside, followed by the thud of footsteps. The door swung open.

Cassie Morrigan, Mistress High-Jinx, stood before us. She was strikingly beautiful in person: deep dark skin, piercing green eyes that seemed to cut straight through me, and a slender yet curvaceous figure emphasised by a simple black silk robe. Her large breasts and long legs gave her an undeniable presence. For a second she looked irritated at the late intrusion, but then recognition dawned and a slow, knowing smile spread across her face.

“I was wondering when you’d finally pay me a visit,” she said softly, stepping aside. “Come in out of the rain.”

We followed her into the narrow hallway. The house smelled of vanilla candles and faint leather. Photos on the walls showed her in elegant dominant poses, nothing explicit, but the power was unmistakable.

“You’ve been expecting me?” I asked.

“From the moment Jake, or Jackie, as he’s known now, told me you were sniffing around.” She closed the door behind us. “I’m Cassie, by the way.” She extended a manicured hand.

I shook it reluctantly. “Skye. This is Maya.”

Cassie’s smile widened. “Goddess Maya. I’ve heard of your work. Very professional.” Maya offered only a cool nod, arms folded, every inch the no-nonsense dominatrix. Cassie shrugged and led us through to a sleek, modern kitchen.

“Tea?” she offered brightly.

“As long as we talk about Jake,” I said.

We sat at the breakfast bar while Cassie moved gracefully around the kitchen, boiling the kettle. Up close she was even more intimidating, beautiful, composed, and completely unapologetic.

“I know all about your history with him,” she began, placing steaming mugs in front of us. “Jake is free to leave whenever he wants. He’s told you no several times now. There’s a reason for that. You can’t give him what he needs.”

“Drugs? Abuse? Whoring himself to strangers?” My voice rose despite my efforts to stay calm.

“Yes,” Cassie replied with a serene smile. “Exactly that.”

She told us how Jake had approached her years ago at an Oxford BDSM munch, already dressing in cheap, ill-fitting sissy clothes. How he had begged her to break him completely. How he wanted to be ruined for women forever, because of me. Because I had left. Because the pair of knickers I had given him as a parting gift had triggered something deep and irreversible. He had started wearing them, then buying more, spiralling into full feminisation as a way to cope with the heartbreak.

I sat there stunned, the mug warm in my hands. My fault. The words echoed painfully. Not entirely, perhaps, but I had planted the seed. The gentle, nerdy boy I had loved had been so devastated that he chose obliteration over recovery.

Maya’s voice cut through the tension. “As responsible practitioners, we have a duty of care. You saw he was psychologically damaged and you exploited it instead of helping him.”

Cassie laughed coldly. “I’m not a therapist. They come to me knowing exactly what I offer. Limits? Safe words? They know my style before they kneel.”

Maya shot me a look that said this woman is dangerous. I raised my hands, trying to de-escalate.

“I want him back. I’m willing to pay for him. I’ll buy him from you.”

Cassie smirked. “A hundred thousand pounds.”

Maya shot to her feet. “This is ridiculous…”

I placed a hand on her arm. “Fine.”

The transaction was swift and surreal. I transferred the money via my banking app while Cassie scanned a QR code. Maya stood like a coiled spring beside me, ready to intervene. Once it was done, Cassie leaned back with a satisfied expression.

“He won’t be happy about this,” she warned.

“He will be, in time,” I said, though doubt gnawed at me.

We drove out to the red-light district in convoy, Maya and I following Cassie’s car through the rain-soaked streets. The neon signs reflected off wet tarmac like bleeding wounds. My hands trembled in my lap.

“I wouldn’t have paid her a penny,” Maya muttered.

“He’s brainwashed,” I replied quietly. “The money doesn’t matter. Getting him safe does.”

As we approached the familiar grim stretch of road, my stomach knotted with a storm of emotions, guilt, love, anger, fear. I had no idea what version of Jake I would find tonight, or whether he could ever come back from this. But I knew one thing with cold certainty: I wasn’t leaving without him. Not again.

The rain was torrential by the time we reached the red-light district. Water cascaded down the windscreen in sheets, blurring the neon signs into smeared streaks of pink and red. My pulse hammered in my ears as Cassie’s car slowed and pulled over. I followed suit, the tyres hissing against the wet kerb.

Jake was standing exactly where I had seen him before, drenched to the bone, his cheap platinum wig plastered to his head, water streaming down his face and over the tiny pink vinyl skirt that clung obscenely to his thin frame. He looked utterly pathetic, a broken doll left out in the storm.

My heart clenched so tightly I could barely breathe.

Cassie stepped out first, striding through the downpour without hesitation. I followed, the rain instantly soaking my coat. The moment Jake saw her, he dropped to his knees in the filthy, oil-slicked rainwater. All around us, the other trans sex workers did the same, heads bowed, eyes fixed on the pavement, not daring to look up. The sight sent a chill through me that had nothing to do with the cold.

“You’ve been sold,” Cassie announced coldly, her voice cutting through the rain. “Get your shit and leave with your new owner. I will send your things over tomorrow.”

Jake’s head snapped up in horror. “But Mistress!”

The slap came fast and vicious, the crack echoing even over the rain. Jake tumbled sideways into a puddle. I cried out and rushed forward without thinking.

“HEY!”

Cassie spun on me, holding up a warning finger. “Let me handle this my way. Then he’s yours.”

Maya’s strong hand gripped my arm, holding me back. Her eyes met mine, calm, professional, reminding me of everything I had learned during my training. A slap like that was nothing in their world. But this was Jake. My Jake. Seeing him treated like this made bile rise in my throat.

Cassie loomed over him. “She paid me a hundred grand for you. So like it or not, she owns you now.” His gaze darted to me, wide with disbelief and something painfully close to shame. “You will go with her. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

“Not your Mistress anymore.”

Jake crawled through the rainwater towards me on his hands and knees. When he reached my feet, he lowered his head and pressed his lips to my soaked designer trainers.

“Mistress Skye,” he murmured, voice trembling, “please forgive me for disrespecting you.”

I stood frozen, rain streaming down my face, words caught in my throat. This broken, feminised, drug-addicted shell on the ground was the same boy who had once held me while I cried over Ethan. The same boy who had built Minecraft empires and blushed when I kissed him for the first time. The guilt that crashed over me was almost unbearable. I did this to him. My departure, my ambition, the knickers I had left as a sentimental goodbye, it had all led him here.

I swallowed hard. “Just get in the car, Jake.”

He obeyed instantly, climbing into the back seat without another word. I slid in beside him while Maya took the front. The drive back to my production-provided apartment was silent except for the drumming of rain on the roof and the occasional swish of tyres through puddles. Jake sat shivering, staring at his lap, makeup running in black streaks down his cheeks. I wanted to reach out and hold him, to tell him everything would be okay, but I knew this wasn’t the moment. He wasn’t ready. The boy I loved was buried deep beneath layers of conditioning, shame, and addiction.

When we finally stepped into the warm, softly lit apartment, the contrast was jarring. Plush carpets, elegant furniture, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering London skyline, a far cry from the filthy street corner. Jake stood dripping in the middle of the living room, eyes downcast, waiting for instruction.

I studied him carefully, my mind racing. The weeks I had spent training with Maya and the others had not been wasted. I had learned how to wield control with care, how to read the fragile line between dominance and destruction. Jake had clearly craved, and received, the latter. If I wanted to bring him back, I couldn’t simply coddle him. He expected a Mistress now. Perhaps, for a while, that was exactly what I would have to become.

“Strip,” I said quietly but firmly, channelling the voice I had been perfecting as Theresa Berkley. “Then shower. Use the main bathroom. There are clean towels in there.”

Jake hesitated for half a second before obeying, peeling off the wet, cheap clothing with shaking hands. As he stood there naked and vulnerable, thin and marked with track marks, my chest ached with a storm of emotions, love, pity, anger, and fierce determination.

This is going to be a long, painful road, I thought as he disappeared into the bathroom. But I’m not losing you again.

Maya touched my shoulder. “You sure you’re ready for this?”

I nodded, staring at the closed bathroom door. “I have to be. He’s my responsibility now.”

Whether he could ever become the Jake I once loved again, only time would tell. But one thing was certain; I would fight for him with everything I had, even if that meant becoming the very thing that had broken him.


Two

By the time Jake emerged from the bathroom, Maya had already slipped out with a quiet warning to call her if things became too much. The apartment was silent except for the distant hum of London traffic far below and the soft patter of rain against the tall windows. I had used the time alone to transform myself. With Maya’s help earlier that evening, I had laced myself into a severe black corset, the kind that cinched my waist dramatically and pushed my breasts up in a display of controlled power. Eight heavy suspender straps held up sheer black seamed stockings that whispered against my thighs with every movement. My feet were slipped into patent black stilettos that added several inches to my already considerable height. In my right hand, I held the riding crop, an expensive, beautifully crafted piece with a leather loop at the tip and a handle engraved with my initials, glittering with small embedded diamonds. It felt heavy, significant. A symbol of the woman I was becoming.

Jake stepped into the living room wearing nothing but a towel around his waist. His eyes widened the moment they landed on me, his mouth falling open in pure shock. The boy who had once known me as the girl next door now stared at a vision of dominance he could scarcely comprehend.

“Kneel,” I said quietly, my voice low and steady. I had learned from the best dominatrices in London that true power didn’t need shouting. It came from absolute control and unshakeable confidence. In that moment, I channelled Theresa Berkley, the woman who had once bent London’s elite to her will in her Charlotte Street chambers.

Jake didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees on the polished hardwood floor, head bowed, water still glistening on his pale shoulders. Up close, the toll of the past years was even more devastating. I could see every rib through his skin, the sharp jut of his collarbones, the way his spine protruded like a fragile ladder. He had always been skinny, but this was starvation-level thin, a body punished as much as it had been used. My heart twisted with a ferocious mixture of love, grief, and burning anger.

I stepped closer, the sharp click of my heels echoing through the apartment like gunshots. Slowly, deliberately, I circled him, letting him feel my presence. The crop tapped lightly against my stocking-clad thigh.

“Tell me,” I said, my voice calm but firm, “are you clean? When were you last tested?”

“Last week, Mistress,” he replied immediately, eyes fixed on the floor. “I’m on PrEP and other prophylactics to prevent… certain things.”

“Good.” Relief flickered briefly. “And the heroin?”

“Mistress Cassie has me on Narcan as a safety net. I don’t actually need the drugs. It’s… part of the play. It makes me feel properly ruined.”

I let out a long, shaky sigh. At least there was that small mercy. But the casual way he spoke about it chilled me.

I stopped in front of him. “Get over the bed. I’m going to whip you. This is punishment for the torture you’ve put me through these past seven years. Understand this; no pain I give you will come close to what I felt when I saw you on that street corner.”

Jake looked up, his eyes wide and vulnerable. “Mistress… Skye?” The old name slipped out. “This isn’t you. Why are you doing this?”

The disrespect, calling me by my name so casually, ignited something primal. I slapped him hard across the face, harder than Cassie had done earlier. The sound cracked through the room. His head snapped to the side, a bright red handprint blooming on his cheek.

“How dare you?” I hissed, scowling down at him. “How fucking dare you question me? You don’t know me anymore. Do you know why I’m dressed like this? Why I have this crop?”

He held his burning cheek, stunned. “N… no?”

“Because I’m starring in my first major television series. A Netflix limited drama about Theresa Berkley, one of the most notorious dominatrices in Regency London. For months I’ve been training with the best practitioners in the city, learning to wield power, control, and pain with purpose. So yes, Jake, I am going to own you. I’m going to fix you. And one day, I’m going to make you my fucking husband.”

Something sparked in his eyes, a strange mixture of fear, longing, and hope. His mouth opened, but no words came. Without further protest, he crawled over to the large bed, positioned himself across it, and pushed his smooth, hairless bottom upward in offering.

“No safe words,” I told him coldly. “Cassie never gave you any, and neither will I. If it becomes too much, bite into the duvet.”

I raised the crop and brought it down.

The first strike landed with a sharp crack. Jake jerked and cried out, teeth sinking into the fabric. Red lines bloomed instantly across his pale skin. I didn’t stop. Strike after strike fell in a measured rhythm, each one harder than the last. His screams grew raw as the welts deepened from angry red to dark purple. In places, the skin split, tiny beads of blood rising to the surface. My arm burned with effort, but adrenaline, grief, and seven years of buried guilt fuelled me. I placed one stiletto heel firmly on his lower back for leverage and continued, tears stinging my own eyes even as I swung harder.

This is for every night I cried wondering what happened to you. This is for every time I saw my face on a billboard and wondered if you were suffering. This is for the boy I loved destroying himself because I left.

I moved to his thighs, the crop singing through the air. Blood trickled in thin lines down his legs. Jake sobbed uncontrollably, body trembling, lost somewhere deep in subspace, yet he never once begged me to stop. He simply took it, all of it, as if he believed he deserved every lash.

By the time I finally lowered my arm, minutes later, he was a shivering, semi-conscious wreck. I stood over him, breathing hard, the crop still trembling in my grip. The rush of power was intoxicating, but so was the crushing guilt that followed.

I fetched antiseptic cream and soothing lotion from the bathroom, then gently tended to the damaged skin. His buttocks and upper thighs were a mottled mess of black, purple, and red. I worked carefully, my touch tender now, a stark contrast to the violence of moments earlier. Once I was satisfied, I went to the wardrobe and selected one of my delicate pink chiffon babydoll nighties and the matching panties.

“Put these on,” I said softly.

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice was hoarse, broken.

Once dressed in the feminine garments, he looked both ridiculous and heartbreakingly vulnerable. I climbed into the large bed and pulled him in beside me, removing my heels but staying in the corset and stockings. Only then did I notice the metal chastity cage locked tightly around his penis, the skin around it irritated and confined.

“How do we get that off?” I asked.

“She’ll send the key with my things, I’m sure.”

I texted Cassie immediately, demanding the key be delivered. Her reply was prompt and businesslike. Only then did I soften my tone.

“I want to talk normally for a bit. You owe me that much.”

He nodded weakly. “Okay… Skye.”

I pulled him close, holding his face in both hands so he had to meet my eyes. “How did this really start?”

The story poured out of him in a raw, halting whisper. The devastating heartbreak after I left for Paris. Nights spent crying until he was sick. Finding the used knickers I had left him and using them to masturbate, then wearing them constantly. The spiralling fantasies of me laughing at him with another man. How the humiliation kink took root and grew until it consumed him. The discovery of the BDSM scene. Meeting Cassie. The way his desires darkened with every step, until prostitution and drugs became the ultimate expression of worthlessness.

“I knew I’d always love you,” he whispered. “So I tried to make myself unable to love women at all. But even that didn’t work. I’m still yours, Skye. Even like this.”

I held him tightly, my chin resting on his head, fighting back my own tears. Part of me wanted to slap him again for his stupidity. Another part, the bigger part, just wanted to protect what remained of the boy I had loved since childhood.

“But now it’s part of me,” he said quietly. “I need this.”

I stared into his exhausted eyes with fierce determination. “Listen to me carefully. I paid a lot of money for you, and I own you now. You want to be a slave? Fine. Then accept that I am your owner. I will dominate you. I will hurt you when you need it. But I will not let you destroy yourself. I’m going to fix you, Jake, or at least find a version of you that can survive and be happy. Give me time. Trust me.”

He looked at me with eyes full of fragile hope battling deep-seated doubt. “Yes, Mistress,” he murmured. “Of course.”

“Now,” I said, my voice still carrying that low, commanding tone, “we can’t fuck with that cage on, obviously. But I take it you remember how to lick pussy?”

For the first time that evening, a genuine smile broke across Jake’s face, small, almost shy, but unmistakably him. “Oh, and then some, Mistress,” he replied softly.

He slid down my body with surprising grace, the pink chiffon of the babydoll nightie brushing against my stockings. When his mouth reached me, I expected competence. What I got was something far more skilled. Within seconds my back arched off the bed, legs trembling uncontrollably as waves of pleasure crashed through me. He had clearly learned a great deal in the years apart, techniques, rhythms, and a kind of hungry devotion that made my first orgasm explode through me with shocking intensity. It rolled straight into a second, then a third, until I was gripping the sheets, gasping, completely lost in sensation. My body betrayed me entirely; I, who had trained to wield control, was utterly undone by the boy I had once known so innocently.

When the storm finally subsided, I pulled him up and held him close. For the first time in seven long years, Jake and I fell asleep in each other’s arms, his head resting against my corseted chest, the faint scent of my perfume mingling with the lotion I had rubbed into his bruised skin.

The sharp sound of the alarm jolted me awake. I reached out instinctively and found the bed empty beside me. Panic surged through me like ice water. He’s gone. He ran. I bolted upright, heart pounding, already imagining him back on the street in the rain.

Then I heard it, the soft clatter of pans from the kitchen.

I slipped on a silk robe and padded through the apartment. There he was, still wearing the delicate pink babydoll nightie, moving around the kitchen with quiet efficiency. The wispy fabric floated around his thin frame with every step, catching the morning light streaming through the tall windows. He hadn’t noticed me yet. For a moment I simply watched him, the domestic intimacy of it all felt surreal after the violence and raw emotion of the night before.

Eventually he turned and saw me. His eyes dropped immediately to the floor. “Good morning, Mistress. I trust you slept well?”

“I did,” I said, smiling despite myself. “Thank you, Jake.” My gaze moved over the impressive spread on the breakfast bar, fresh coffee, avocado toast, scrambled eggs with herbs, fruit, and warm pastries. “I didn’t realise I had all this in the kitchen.”

“You have quite a lot, but I had to throw some things out. They were past their best.”

“The production crew stocks the fridge,” I explained, sitting down and taking a sip of the perfectly made coffee. “I usually just eat out.”

He allowed himself a small, familiar smile. “I remember how much you hated cooking.”

“See?” I replied, gesturing between us. “This could work really well. You can be my cook, my cleaner… my slave.”

He looked away, the smile fading. “Can it really work?” he asked quietly after a long pause. “Like this?”

“Yes,” I said firmly, reaching across to touch his hand. “I promise it will.”

The breakfast was excellent, but a new problem quickly presented itself. I had a call time in less than an hour, which meant I needed to be in the dressing room and ready. Jake’s belongings still hadn’t arrived, so he had nothing appropriate to wear, or at least nothing that wouldn’t get him arrested on the street.

“You can leave me here,” he offered.

I shook my head. He was still a flight risk in my mind. “No. You’re coming with me. Come on, we’ll find you something.”

In the end, I dressed him in one of my tight white halterneck dresses that clung to his slender body, paired with the black heels he’d been wearing on the street. He quickly applied his own makeup, surprisingly adept after years of practice. He looked more like a delicate femboy than a convincing woman, but it was the best we could do in a rush.

At the studio, my stylist Cathy raised an eyebrow when she saw Jake trailing nervously behind me, hands clasped in front of him. Cathy knew everything, we gossiped every morning during hair and makeup.

“So this is the famous Jake you’ve been pining over?” she asked with a grin.

“Yeah,” I said, catching his anxious expression. “This is him.”

Cathy looked him up and down. “If you want, I can work on his hair and makeup after I’m done with you. Make him properly pretty as a girl.”

“Would you? That would be amazing.”

Once I was called onto set, I left Jake in Cathy’s capable hands. His messy blonde hair had seemed too short for anything dramatic, but I trusted her magic.

Half an hour later, as I glanced over during a break, I almost didn’t recognise him. Cathy had transformed him. Sharp, smoky eyes, beautifully contoured cheekbones, and full glossy lips gave him a striking, androgynous beauty. His blonde hair had been styled into a sexy, elegant wave, shaved neatly at the sides and back, with the longer top swept across to fall teasingly over one eye. He looked like a beautiful young woman.

But what struck me most was the confidence. For the first time since I had found him, Jake carried himself with genuine poise in his feminine presentation, no visible shame, no humiliation, just quiet assurance. Something hopeful fluttered in my chest. This could actually work.

He watched me filming with evident fascination. His presence gave me a new surge of energy in the role of Theresa Berkley. I felt sharper, more alive. Crew members occasionally stopped to chat with him, and he seemed engaged, even smiling. For a few precious hours, it felt almost normal.

Then, in the late afternoon, I lost track of him. When we wrapped at four o’clock, I found him waiting quietly on a sofa near the exit.

“Ready to go?” I asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, voice carefully neutral.

In the taxi home, he silently handed me two hundred pounds in cash.

“What’s this?” I asked, confused.

“A couple of the men on the crew fucked me during the breaks. That’s your cut, Mistress.”

Rage flared hot and immediate. “What the fuck, Jake?” I snapped. “You don’t do that anymore!”

“But Mistress, I…”

“No!” I cut him off sharply. “You are not that person anymore. Do you understand?”

He turned away, tears spilling down his perfectly made-up cheeks. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

I was furious enough to consider storming back to the studio and firing whoever had touched him, but I knew that wouldn’t fix the deeper problem. Jake was far more broken than I had realised. The conditioning ran deep.

When we arrived back at the apartment, the doorman informed me that several packages had been delivered and taken upstairs. Jake’s things from Cassie had arrived. We unpacked them together. Among the pills and the small key to his chastity cage were his clothes, not the cheap streetwalker outfits I had expected, but an array of very pink satin and lace party dresses, along with several frilly maid uniforms.

It seemed only fitting. I selected one of the maid outfits for the evening and set him to work cooking dinner while still wearing the white halterneck dress underneath.

Still, my anger lingered. Old habits like this needed to be broken, and I knew I couldn’t do it alone without risking going too far. I needed guidance.

I picked up my phone and called Maya.

“Would you like to come over for dinner?”

The dominatrix chuckled knowingly on the other end. “Need help already, huh?”

“He needs correcting,” I said firmly. “I’m worried I might go too far if I do it by myself.”

“Well, if you’re feeding me, then sure. I’ll help. I’ll be right over.”

“Bring some toys…”

“Oh, I will, bitch,” she laughed warmly. “See you soon.”

I hung up and watched Jake moving around the kitchen in his feminine attire, the welts from last night no doubt still burning beneath the fabric. Love, frustration, resolve, and fear swirled inside me. Fixing him would take more than money, more than dominance, and more than tenderness. It would take all of it, and the help of women who understood both pain and power.


Three

Jake didn’t eat with us. When I told him to join us at the table, he shook his head gently, eyes lowered in that now-familiar gesture of submission. “It wouldn’t be right, Mistress,” he murmured. “I’ll eat later, after I’ve served you both.”

I wanted to argue. I wanted the man I loved, or whatever fractured version remained, to sit beside me as an equal, not hover like a servant. But Maya caught my eye and gave a small, reassuring shake of her head. Slowly, her expression said. These changes would have to come gradually. Forcing too much too soon might shatter what little progress we had made.

After dinner, while Jake quietly cleared the plates and cleaned the kitchen in his frilly maid outfit, Maya took my hand and led me back to the bedroom. The city lights twinkled through the rain-streaked windows as we helped each other into the latex outfits she had brought. The material was thick, glossy, and unforgiving, a second skin that creaked and clung with every movement. Maya zipped me into a severe black catsuit that accentuated my height and curves, while I fastened her into a deep crimson ensemble that made her muscular wrestler’s body look even more imposing. We both strapped on thick, realistic dildos, hers jet black, mine a deep blood red, and selected our implements: heavy floggers and a long, wicked riding crop.

When we were ready, Maya called out in that rich, authoritative voice of hers.

“Jackie. Come here.”

Jake appeared in the doorway moments later. The sight of us stopped him dead. His eyes widened, pupils dilating with a potent mixture of fear and arousal. Without a word, he dropped gracefully to his knees in the centre of the room, head bowed in complete surrender. The pink maid dress pooled around him like spilled candy floss.

I stepped forward first, my latex-clad thighs brushing against his shoulders. Grabbing a fistful of his styled blonde hair, I pulled his head back firmly and pressed the thick head of my strap-on against his lips.

“Open,” I commanded.

He obeyed instantly. I pushed forward, sliding the dildo deep into his throat in one smooth motion. “These…” I thrust again, harder, “are the only cocks allowed from now on.” Each word was punctuated with a deep, possessive thrust. “Do you understand me?”

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as he gagged and nodded desperately around the thick silicone.

Behind him, Maya had already begun. Her powerful arm swung the flogger in wide, controlled arcs, landing heavy blows across his still-bruised and welted backside. The sound of leather striking tender flesh filled the room, wet, sharp, rhythmic. She reopened several of the cuts I had left the night before, fresh blood blooming against pale skin. Jake moaned around my dildo, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through me.

Maya’s muscular arm then wrapped around his slender neck from behind, locking him in a firm but controlled grip. She held him steady as I fucked his throat with increasing force, my hips snapping forward. I grinned down at him, teeth bared, a heady rush of power surging through my veins like nothing I had ever experienced.

God, there really is something to this.

The feeling was intoxicating. The control. The surrender. The way Jake’s body trembled between us, used, owned, and utterly at our mercy. For the first time, I truly understood the appeal that had consumed him for years. The thrill wasn’t just in the pain or the degradation. It was in this absolute exchange of power. And in that moment, with Maya’s strong presence at my back and Jake choking beautifully on my cock, I felt like Theresa Berkley reborn, a woman who bent desire to her will rather than being ruled by it.

Maya caught my eye over his shoulder and gave me a wicked, approving smile. She knew exactly what I was feeling.

We kept him there for a long time, alternating between throat-fucking, savage flogging, and making him worship our bodies with his tongue. His makeup ran in dark streaks down his face. His maid dress was pushed up around his waist, the chastity cage straining visibly beneath the delicate lace panties. Every whimper, every sob, every desperate gasp for air only fed the fire inside me.

Later, when we finally allowed him to collapse in a exhausted, shaking heap on the floor, I crouched beside him and stroked his tear-streaked cheek almost tenderly.

“You belong to me now,” I whispered. “Not the street. Not Cassie. Not your shame. Me.”

He looked up at me with glassy, subspace-drunk eyes and whispered hoarsely, “Yes, Mistress Skye.”

Maya stood over us both, arms folded, looking every inch the seasoned professional. “He took that well,” she said approvingly. “But you’re right, he’s deep in it. Breaking the old patterns is going to take time and consistency.”

I nodded, still buzzing with adrenaline and a strange, complicated cocktail of emotions. Love. Guilt. Excitement. Fear.

Part of me worried I was only feeding the very sickness I wanted to cure. Another part, the part that had spent months training to play one of history’s most infamous dominatrices, understood that sometimes the only way out was through. If Jake needed to be owned, then I would own him completely. I would give him the structure, the pain, and the care he craved, but on my terms.

Later that night, after Maya had left with a knowing wink and a promise to return soon, I finally retrieved the small silver key from the drawer. Jake watched me with wide, nervous eyes as I knelt between his legs and unlocked the chastity cage. The moment it fell away, his cock twitched and began to harden. Tears welled in his eyes.

For a horrible second, I worried I had crossed a line he wasn’t ready for.

“It isn’t that,” he said quickly, his voice thick. “I just… I remember how bad I used to be at sex. I don’t want to disappoint you.”

Disappointing me was the furthest thing from my mind. I took his face gently in both hands and kissed him, slow and deep.

“You give me incredible orgasms with your tongue,” I whispered against his lips. “This isn’t about that. Jake, I love you. I just want to feel you inside me. Even if it’s only for ten seconds. I want that connection again. I want my Jake back, even if he’s my sissy boyfriend now.”

He searched my eyes, still uncertain. “You won’t be upset if I don’t make you cum?”

I shook my head and smiled. “No, sweetie. Put your nightie on and come to bed.”

He slipped the delicate pink chiffon babydoll back over his head. His cock, freed after so long in confinement, looked smaller and more sensitive than I remembered, but it was hard and leaking as he climbed between my legs. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, pulling him close. He thrust only three times, nervous, eager, and overwhelmed, before he shuddered and came inside me with a broken moan.

We stayed like that for a long moment, kissing softly. Then a wicked thought bloomed in my mind.

“Lick me clean,” I whispered, guiding his head down, “and make me cum.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

If his oral skills had been impressive the night before, they were devastating now. The knowledge that he was licking his own cum from my pussy seemed to unlock something primal in both of us. His tongue worked with desperate devotion, and I came hard, my fingers tangled in his hair, thighs clamped around his head.

Looking down at him afterwards, flushed and glistening, I spoke in a low, dark voice I barely recognised as my own. “How does it feel knowing you’re the sissy slave to a supermodel? A budding actress. The star of a major new Netflix show?”

His smile was genuine, almost radiant. “Amazing, Mistress.”

It was exciting. It was fun. But it was still far from where I wanted us to be. I needed the man I could talk to for hours, travel the world with, laugh with, build a future with. I knew that version of Jake was buried deep. It would take time, patience, and probably more than a little pain to reach him again.

Over the next few days, he continued to accompany me to set, dressed in elegant borrowed dresses and expertly made up by Cathy. At first it seemed to work. He looked beautiful. But I could tell he was growing restless. He sat quietly for hours, watching me film, with no phone and nothing to occupy his sharp mind. Occasionally I noticed crew members approaching him. He would shake his head and say something quietly. I suspected it was one of the men who had paid him before.

Even with our intense evening sessions with Maya, which left him marked and floating in subspace, it became clear he wasn’t happy simply waiting around. He needed purpose.

“Why don’t you look for a job?” I suggested one morning.

He frowned, looking almost lost. “I studied computer science, but I’ve been out of that world for so long… I wouldn’t know where to start.”

A few days later, I left him at the apartment for the first time. When I returned that evening, the place was immaculate, floors polished, surfaces gleaming, the air filled with the warm scent of fresh bread and homemade cakes. I felt a surge of pride, but it was bittersweet. He was keeping himself busy, but this beautiful apartment suddenly felt too small, too confining for his restless energy.

We sat down together on the sofa that night.

“What is it you actually want to do?” I asked gently.

He looked uncomfortable being given a choice. “Whatever makes you happy, Mistress.”

“But you’re not happy,” I said softly. “Why do you still want to be a whore?”

He stared at the floor for a long time. “It gives me purpose, Mistress. Being a trashy street whore with no future, no value… that’s the ultimate humiliation. Without it, I feel lost.”

I couldn’t understand how someone so intelligent could be so completely trapped by his own fetish. It was like he was hypnotised.

“Not hypnotised,” Maya corrected me later that evening. “Brainwashed. I’ve been asking around about Cassie. She doses them with acid, then puts them through what is basically MK Ultra shit. Non-stop VR programming, looped audio, sleep deprivation, sensory overload. She breaks their minds until they’re blank slates she can rebuild.”

“So there’s no chance of fixing him?” I asked, my stomach sinking.

“There is,” Maya replied. “But we’re going to need proper professional help.”

A friend on the crew recommended his wife, a therapist who specialised in alternative lifestyles and kink-aware psychology. She agreed to start working with Jake. While that process began, I decided I needed answers of my own.

I went back to see Cassie.

“You’re back sooner than I expected,” she smirked as she opened the door. “Given up already?”

“No,” I said firmly. “I want to talk about how you brainwashed him.”

She let out a short laugh. “If you’re that curious, you can come with me to the farm. I’ve got a few projects running right now.”

“The farm?”

“It’s what I call my training facility. Come on. You can ride with me.”

We drove out of London, heading deep into the countryside until we reached an old, isolated farmstead. During the journey, Cassie spoke openly, almost proudly. She told me how Jake himself had designed much of the system in the early days, building the VR environments, scripting the hypnotic videos, leveraging his IT expertise to create something terrifyingly effective. The enclosures kept the sissies hydrated and their eyes moist while bombarding them with relentless programming, allowing only the minimum sleep needed to keep their bodies functioning.

“They come out like zombies,” she said with a laugh. “Want a brainless whore? Done. Want a maid who can’t even remember how to speak? Easy.”

“You call it consensual,” I said coldly, “but once they’re broken, how can they ever consent to leave?”

“They sign the forms knowing that. They want to be destroyed.”

It sickened me. Yet a dark, calculating part of my mind wondered whether the same system that had broken Jake could be reversed to fix him.

“Theoretically,” Cassie admitted when I voiced the thought. “But why would I help you? You said you could fix him yourself.”

“Did you ever love him?” I asked.

Cassie threw her head back and laughed deeply. “Honey, I’m a lesbian. I don’t love men. I can barely stand them. I was abused as a girl. Nearly every woman I know has been. Tell me you’ve never been demeaned or groped or treated like meat in your industry.”

I stayed silent. The memories came unwanted, sleazy agents, uncomfortable auditions, parties where drinks were spiked, hands that wandered too far. She was right. It had happened.

“See?” she said. “They give us nothing when they abuse us. At least my boys come to me willingly. They pay me to break them.”

“That doesn’t make it right,” I replied quietly.

Cassie just smiled, cold and unrepentant, as the old farm appeared on the horizon.

I stared out at the fields, my mind racing. The woman who had destroyed Jake might hold the key to rebuilding him. But trusting her felt like making a deal with the devil, and I was already learning how much I enjoyed playing in the darkness.

By the time we pulled up at the farm, the tension between Cassie and me had shifted into something surprisingly easy. We were talking like old acquaintances. She asked intelligent questions about the Netflix series, about Theresa Berkley’s psychology, the balance between sensuality and power, and how I was preparing for the more intense scenes. She even offered sharp, insightful advice that I found myself actually considering. I didn’t want to admit it, but Cassie was good company. Charismatic, intelligent, and dangerously easy to talk to.

The old farmhouse sat at the end of a long gravel drive, surrounded by quiet fields under a grey English sky. As we stepped out of the car, an elderly woman emerged from the front door. She was short, plump, with white skin and neatly cropped grey hair. Dressed head to toe in worn black leather, she shuffled forward as though every step required conscious effort.

“This is Mistress Kara Flynn,” Cassie said warmly. “One of the originals. She used to sissify half the Conservative Party back in Thatcher’s day.”

Kara gave a wheezy chuckle. “It’s funny, really. You’d think the Tories would have got more dominant under Thatcher. Instead, so many of them wanted to kneel. Power does strange things to men.”

Kara was officially retired but still needed the income, so she acted as caretaker. She kept the systems running and made sure the “subjects” received their scheduled training. Rather than make her walk all the way to the large barn, Cassie told her to wait inside the house with a cup of tea.

We crossed the yard to the barn. From the outside it looked like any other agricultural building, weathered wood and corrugated iron. Inside, it had been completely transformed into a surreal, hyper-feminine chamber. The walls were painted soft pink and adorned with frills, bows, and pastel décor. Row after row of specialised “cocoons”, sleek, high-tech reclining chairs that resembled luxury massage pods, lined the space. Inside each one lay a sissified male, completely motionless. Their eyes and ears were sealed beneath padded masks connected to VR systems. IV drips fed nutrients and drugs into their arms, while thin tubes ran into their nostrils.

“They get a custom cocktail,” Cassie explained calmly. “Nutrients, stabilisers, and a hypnotic compound that makes the audio-visual mantras sink in deeper. Every so often the nose tubes release a controlled burst of poppers. It keeps them aroused, which helps the programming take hold.”

I walked slowly down the aisle, the faint hum of machinery the only sound. There was space for fifty pods. Roughly half were occupied. The sight was both clinical and deeply disturbing, rows of broken men being rewritten in real time, their bodies kept alive and aroused while their minds were dismantled and rebuilt.

“Do you ever fill the whole barn?” I asked.

“Not yet,” Cassie shrugged. “If I could advertise properly without the authorities shutting me down, I’d be at capacity. This has actually been a strong month.”

She turned to face me, her striking green eyes studying my reaction. We stood between the rows of silent, transforming bodies.

“Look,” she said, her voice softer now, “we got off to a terrible start, you and I. My methods are extreme. I know they don’t sit right with most people. But try, for a moment, to set aside your feelings for Jake. Look at this as the student of domination you’ve become while preparing for Theresa Berkley. How does it make you feel?”

I considered her question carefully. These men had signed detailed consent forms. They had been shown exactly what would happen. They had chosen this irreversible path.

“It’s dangerous,” I admitted. “Morally complicated. But… I can’t deny there’s something arousing about it. The total surrender. The complete loss of control.”

Cassie stepped behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body. “Just imagine it,” she whispered, her breath brushing my ear. “Jake, or Jackie, completely devoted. By your side forever. No risk of him cheating. No chance he’ll leave. You could shape him into anything you desire.”

“The perfect husband,” I murmured, almost to myself.

“Exactly. You could have lovers when you need satisfying. And then come home to your supportive, loving, obedient partner who lives only to please you.”

“Except he’d be a sissy.”

“Does that really bother you?” Cassie asked, her hands resting lightly on my waist. “You work in fashion. You know better than most how fluid gender can be.”

“I don’t care how he dresses,” I admitted quietly.

Her arms slid around me from behind. I didn’t pull away. Instead, I leaned back into her as her lips found my neck. Her hands moved up, cupping my breasts through my top. A shiver ran through me.

“You like women too, don’t you?” she whispered.

“I do.”

I turned in her arms and kissed her. The kiss was hungry, electric. Cassie was magnetic, hypnotic, confident, and unapologetically sexual. The attraction had been simmering beneath the surface since the first night I’d confronted her. Now it ignited.

When we finally broke apart, she stroked my cheek with surprising tenderness. “I want to make love to you,” she said. “Properly. Not here. Let me take you back to my place. I want our first time to feel special.”

I nodded, my heart racing. “I’d like that.”

On the drive back to London, the conversation continued. Cassie was surprisingly open about the financial realities.

“Each transformation costs well over three thousand pounds,” she told me.

“Wow.”

“I charge them five hundred upfront. I lose money on the training itself. I make it back once they start working for me or through large ‘donations’ afterwards.”

“Has it ever failed?” I asked.

“Occasionally the programming doesn’t take completely. But even then, they usually consider it an intense, worthwhile experience. No one has ever complained.”

We talked about the married men. Many were fathers who fantasised about total ruin. Some wives had even approached her directly.

“Not always with the husband’s full awareness,” she admitted after a pause. “But only in specific cases. If he’s cheating, I won’t touch it. If he’s an abuser, though…”

I nodded slowly. “Then he gets what he deserves.”

“Exactly.”

“Fuck them,” I said quietly. “I hope it works.”

Cassie reached over and squeezed my thigh, her hand lingering. A strange, complicated warmth spread through me. I was falling under her spell, just like Jake had. The woman who had destroyed the love of my life was now making me feel things I hadn’t expected, desire, understanding, even a dark kind of respect. And the most unsettling part was that I wasn’t sure I wanted to resist.


Four

There was no struggle for control in Cassie’s bed. I surrendered it willingly, completely. She was more powerful than me in every way, physically, mentally, experientially, and for the first time in my life, I revelled in that surrender. I had felt a similar pull toward Maya’s strength, but Maya had always kept a careful professional boundary. With Cassie, there were no such walls.

My arms were bound tightly behind my back with thick leather cuffs. I was on my knees between her spread thighs, my face buried eagerly in her smooth, glistening pussy. I licked and sucked with hungry devotion, tasting her arousal as it coated my lips and chin.

“Slowly… slowly,” Cassie panted, her voice husky with pleasure. Then her hand cracked sharply across the side of my head. “I said slowly!”

“Mmm…” I moaned in apology, slowing my tongue and pushing it deep inside her like a small cock, fucking her with deliberate, sensual strokes.

“That’s better,” she sighed, her eyes rolling back as she closed them. “I still can’t believe Skye Turner is licking my cunt. God, that first Prada campaign you did… I remember watching it and feeling myself drip. You looked like such a fucking goddess.”

I let out a soft, muffled chuckle against her flesh. That campaign had been one of my raunchiest, all wet skin, parted lips, and smouldering eyes. Even now the memory made me throb around the thick vibrator she had locked inside me. It pulsed steadily, not enough to push me over the edge, just enough to keep me aching and desperate.

“Is the vibrator okay?” she asked, almost tenderly.

I moaned in affirmation, unwilling to stop feeding on her.

If Maya could see me now, she would probably call me a fool. She would warn me this was all a calculated move to win Jake back, to manipulate me. Maybe she would be right. But in that moment, blinded by lust and something deeper, nothing about this felt like a trick. It felt dangerously right.

Cassie’s breathing grew ragged. “Okay… okay, I can’t hold back. Nnnn… fuuuuck!” Her hands clamped down on my head, pulling me hard against her as her back arched violently. Her orgasm crashed through her, thighs trembling, hips grinding against my face as she rode it out with raw, beautiful abandon.

When the waves subsided, she pulled me up, kissing me deeply, tasting herself on my tongue. With a few quick movements she released the cuffs, rolled me onto my back, and settled between my legs.

“I need to taste you now,” she purred.

She pulled the vibrator out with a wet sound and replaced it with her mouth. The moan she let out was almost primal as she devoured me. Her tongue was relentless, expert, teasing, merciless. She kept me balanced on a knife-edge for what felt like hours, bringing me to the brink again and again until I was begging, shaking, tears of frustration and pleasure in my eyes. When my orgasm finally tore through me, it was shattering, the most intense I had experienced in years. I cried out, fingers tangled in her hair, body convulsing as she drank every drop.

We didn’t stop there. For hours we lost ourselves in each other, scissoring, grinding wet pussies together, fingering, kissing, biting, laughing between moans. Jake barely crossed my mind. In those stolen hours, I understood the depth of his addiction to this woman. When it was finally time to leave, I felt an unexpected ache in my chest, almost like grief at having to go.

It wasn’t just the sex. It was the conversation afterwards, lying tangled in sweat-damp sheets. Cassie spoke with raw honesty about her childhood, the uncle who had abused her, and how her parents had refused to fully believe or act on it. Not out of malice, she said, but out of a desperate need to preserve their comfortable illusion of safety. That betrayal had shaped everything.

“There’s an unforgiving honesty in what I do,” she told me quietly. “I’m not doing this out of hate. I’m trying to create a different world, one where the powerless become powerful in their own way, and the powerful learn what it means to kneel.”

It was hard to argue with her when she spoke like that. Perhaps society had failed too many times. Perhaps some men truly did crave their own destruction.

When I finally returned home that night, the apartment was quiet. Jake was fast asleep on the sofa, curled up sweetly in his pink satin nightie, clearly having given up waiting for me. I stood over him for a long moment, watching the gentle rise and fall of his chest. Guilt twisted sharply in my stomach. Was what I was doing, sleeping with the woman who had broken him, enjoying her dominance, her philosophy, any better than what she had done to him?

I sat on the edge of the sofa and gently shook him awake. His eyes fluttered open, still soft with sleep.

“Are you okay?” I asked softly.

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, looking slightly confused.

I took a deep breath. “When you worked the streets… how did you get there and back?”

“Public transport, Mistress.”

I nodded slowly. “Sleep tonight. Tomorrow, while I’m at work, you can go back. Be home by five.”

His face lit up with genuine gratitude. He threw his arms around me and hugged me tightly. “Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered, voice thick with emotion.

“And for God’s sake, be safe,” I added, stroking his hair.

“Always, Mistress.”

As he settled back down, I walked to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed, staring at my reflection in the darkened window. I had paid a fortune to “own” Jake. I had whipped him, used him, and tried to reshape him. Now I was willingly letting him return to the street while I came home smelling of another woman, the very woman who had ruined him.

I wasn’t sure who was more broken anymore. Him… or me.

There was a table read the next day, which meant I would be finished earlier than usual, but I still gave Jake strict instructions to be home by five in the afternoon. I needed time, proper, uninterrupted time, to speak with Maya.

I watched him get ready that morning, something that had become a strangely intimate ritual. He carefully inserted his breast forms, then slipped into a tight red PVC lace-up crop top that pushed his fake cleavage up obscenely. A black rubber miniskirt followed, barely covering the curve of his arse, paired with sheer fishnet stockings and strappy heels. He looked every inch the cheap, disposable street slut, and yet, on him, I found it undeniably sexy. The contrast between the boy I had once known and this hyper-feminised creature stirred something deep and conflicted inside me. I had to fight the urge to push him against the wall and ravish him right there.

Of course, the chastity cage went back on. I locked it myself, kissing the cold metal before slipping the key into my bra. No one else was allowed to have that part of him. Not anymore.

That afternoon, after the table read wrapped, Maya and I found a quiet corner in a small café near the studio. I told her everything. Jake’s restless behaviour, the horrifying yet strangely compelling setup at the farm, the sophisticated system Jake himself had helped design, and my decision to let him return to the streets temporarily while we searched for a real solution. Finally, with my cheeks burning, I confessed that I had slept with Cassie.

I had expected disapproval, perhaps even anger. Instead, Maya leaned back in her chair with a slow, predatory smile.

“What was it like?” she asked, eyes sparkling with genuine curiosity. “I can imagine she’s pretty wild in bed.”

“Yeah… very,” I admitted. “There’s just something about her. She’s magnetic.”

“God, I’d do her,” Maya snorted, laughing. “Heck, I’d do you if I thought you were down for it.”

I felt heat rush to my face. Maya noticed immediately.

“Holy shit,” she laughed, eyes widening. “You are down for it?”

“Well… duh!”

Maya stood up so fast her chair scraped loudly against the floor. “What the fuck are we doing here then? Come on!”

I giggled like a schoolgirl as we practically ran out of the café, flagging down the first black cab we saw. The moment the door slammed shut and I gave the driver my address, Maya’s mouth was on mine, hungry, demanding, and surprisingly tender. Her wrestler’s strength made her feel both overwhelming and strangely safe, like being held by a storm.

The poor taxi driver got quite the show. Maya didn’t care. Within seconds she had my top pulled down, her big, powerful hands mauling my breasts, pinching my nipples hard enough to make me gasp into her mouth. Thick, strong fingers pushed under my skirt and slid straight into my already soaking pussy, claiming me possessively.

“Jesus…” the driver muttered, but neither of us paid him any attention.

“We should invite Cassie over sometime,” Maya breathed against my neck as she fingered me harder.

“You think?” I gasped.

“Yeah. Could be fun.”

“Let’s keep this just us for now,” I whispered. “I want to experience you properly. By myself.”

She grinned. “Good answer.”

She curled her fingers inside me and rubbed my clit with her thumb, frigging me relentlessly even as we sat in London traffic. The pleasure built fast and brutal. I came hard, crying out loudly, my body shaking against her. When my eyes fluttered open, I caught the driver staring wide-eyed in the rear-view mirror. I gave him a wicked little smirk before pulling Maya in for another deep kiss.

When we finally arrived at my building, I reached for my purse, but the driver waved me off with a flushed grin.

“Don’t bother, ladies. That was more than enough entertainment. Enjoy your afternoon.”

The second the apartment door clicked shut behind us, Maya turned into pure dominant force.

She grabbed me by the waist, lifted me clean off the floor as if I weighed nothing, and slammed me against the wall. Her mouth devoured mine while one powerful thigh pushed between my legs, pressing hard against my aching pussy. I moaned into her, already dripping again.

“You’ve been a naughty girl, haven’t you?” she growled, voice low and rough. “Fucking the enemy. Coming home to tell me all about it.”

Before I could answer, she carried me into the bedroom and threw me onto the bed. In one fluid motion she stripped off her top, revealing her powerful, muscular torso, broad shoulders, defined abs, and heavy breasts. She looked like a warrior goddess.

“Strip,” she ordered.

I obeyed quickly, but not quickly enough for her liking. Maya pounced, pinning me down with her superior weight and strength. She wrestled my arms above my head, holding both wrists in one massive hand while she ripped my remaining clothes off with the other. Her mouth attacked my neck, sucking hard enough to leave marks, then moved down to my breasts, biting and sucking my nipples until I was writhing beneath her.

She flipped me onto my stomach like I was a ragdoll, yanking my hips up so I was on all fours. Her strong hand came down hard on my arse, once, twice, three times, the loud smacks echoing through the room.

“Such a pretty arse,” she purred, squeezing the reddening flesh. “Been wanting to claim it for weeks.”

She buried her face between my cheeks without warning, her strong tongue licking from my clit all the way up to my tight hole. I cried out, pushing back against her. Maya ate me like a woman starved, messy, aggressive, and relentless. When she pushed two thick fingers deep inside me and curled them against my G-spot, I came again, soaking her hand and the sheets.

But she wasn’t done. Not even close.

Maya manhandled me onto my back again, then climbed up, straddling my face. Her powerful thighs locked around my head like a vice as she lowered her dripping pussy onto my mouth.

“Lick,” she commanded.

I obeyed eagerly, sucking on her clit and fucking her with my tongue while she ground down on me, smothering me with her weight and strength. She rode my face hard, her muscular arse flexing as she used me for her pleasure. When she came, she flooded my mouth, thighs trembling around my head as she growled through her orgasm.

She dismounted only to reposition herself in a sixty-nine, pinning me beneath her much larger body. While she devoured my pussy again, she forced my legs wide apart and began fingering me mercilessly, three fingers, then four, stretching me open as she sucked hard on my clit. The combination of her strength, her weight, and her skilled mouth had me screaming into her cunt as another shattering orgasm ripped through me.

We fucked for hours.

She fucked me with a thick strap-on while holding me in a full nelson, my arms trapped as she pounded me senseless. She sat on my face again while stroking my clit. She made me ride her thigh until I soaked it completely. At one point she literally picked me up, held me against the wall, and fucked me standing, her powerful legs and core easily supporting my weight as she drove the strap-on deep inside me.

By the time we finally collapsed in a sweaty, exhausted tangle, the sun was beginning to set. My body was covered in bite marks, handprints, and the delicious ache of being thoroughly used.

Maya pulled me against her chest, stroking my hair with surprising gentleness.

“You’re going to be trouble, Skye Turner,” she murmured, kissing my forehead. “But I think I like it.”

I smiled sleepily against her skin, my mind hazy with pleasure and endorphins. For the first time in weeks, the complicated storm of emotions, guilt over Jake, desire for Cassie, fear of what I was becoming, felt distant.

Right now, wrapped in Maya’s strong arms, I felt safe.

The sound of the front door opening pulled me from the hazy afterglow. Jake stepped into the apartment, looking exactly as I had expected, a complete mess. His cheap makeup was smudged, his platinum wig slightly askew, and streaks of dried cum were visible on his neck, across the red PVC crop top, and down his fishnet-clad thighs. The scent of sex, sweat, and cheap cologne clung to him.

Strangely, the sight didn’t fill me with pity this time. Instead, a dark thrill ran through me. This broken, used creature belonged to me.

He stopped dead in the doorway when he saw Maya and me lying naked and tangled together in bed, our bodies still flushed from hours of intense fucking.

“How much did you make?” I asked calmly.

“Five hundred pounds, Mistress,” he replied, reaching into the tiny rubber miniskirt and pulling out a crumpled wad of notes. He held them out like an offering.

“Holy shit,” Maya laughed, raising an eyebrow. “That’s actually decent money for a few hours.”

“I’d make a lot more if you let me work the night shift, Mistress,” he added hopefully.

I ignored the suggestion. “Go shower. Then put on something pretty. Lingerie. You’re not done for the evening.”

He nodded obediently and disappeared into the bathroom. While the water ran, Maya turned to me with a wicked grin. “You’re really going to share him?”

“I want to give him something Cassie never could,” I said softly. “I want him to feel wanted. Owned. Loved… while being completely used.”

When Jake emerged fifteen minutes later, freshly showered and smelling of my expensive body wash, he looked transformed. He wore a delicate baby-pink babydoll lingerie set with matching lace panties, the hem barely covering the chastity cage. His skin was still flushed from the hot water, and the faint bruises from previous nights were visible on his thighs and arse.

I beckoned him over. “Come here, baby.”

We pulled him onto the bed between us. Both Maya and I kissed him possessively, my mouth on his lips, Maya’s on his neck and shoulders. Our hands roamed over his slim, feminised body, squeezing, stroking, claiming. I unlocked the chastity cage and tossed it aside. His cock sprang free, already hardening under our combined attention.

I rolled onto my back and spread my legs, pulling him on top of me. “Fuck me,” I whispered, guiding his cock to my entrance. He slid inside with a trembling moan. I was still soaked from earlier, and the sensation of him filling me, however briefly, felt intimate and powerful.

Then Maya moved behind him.

She strapped on a thick, black dildo, generously lubed, and pressed the head against his already-used hole. “I hope you’re not too sore from all those strange cocks you took today,” she chuckled darkly, gripping his hips with her powerful wrestler’s hands.

Jake gasped loudly as she pushed inside him in one long, steady thrust. For a moment his own cock softened slightly from the overwhelming intrusion, then hardened again, even more intensely than before.

Maya began to move.

She used him like a toy, fucking him with deep, powerful strokes that drove him into me with every thrust. The rhythm was relentless. Jake was sandwiched between us, pinned, penetrated, and used from both sides. His face hovered above mine, eyes glassy with overwhelming pleasure and submission.

“Fuck, this is amazing!” he cried out, speaking out of turn for the first time in weeks. I didn’t punish him. Instead, I pulled his face down and kissed him hungrily while Maya pounded his arse harder.

The scene became gloriously bizarre.

Maya, the muscular dominatrix-wrestler, was railing Jake with raw athletic power, her heavy breasts swaying as she thrust. I lay beneath them both, legs wrapped around Jake’s waist, moaning every time he was forced deeper inside me. At one point Maya reached around and wrapped her strong hand around his throat, squeezing just enough to make him whimper while she continued fucking him.

“Take it, you little street slut,” she growled. “You spent all day getting fucked by strangers, now you’re going to fuck your Mistress while I wreck your sissy hole.”

I reached up and pinched Jake’s nipples hard, twisting them as I whispered in his ear, “You belong to both of us now. Feel how deep she’s going? That’s my cock inside you, driving you into my pussy.”

Jake was lost in ecstasy, moaning and babbling incoherently as he was used. Maya occasionally slapped his arse hard, the sharp cracks mixing with the wet sounds of flesh against flesh. At one stage she pulled out, spun him around, and made him suck the strap-on clean while I straddled his face, grinding my pussy against his mouth. Then we switched positions again, Maya lying on her back, me riding her face, while Jake fucked me from behind and Maya reached around to stroke his cock between my legs.

The three of us became a sweating, tangled mess of limbs, moans, and filthy encouragement. I came hard while riding Maya’s tongue, my juices dripping down her chin. Jake followed shortly after, spilling inside me with a broken cry as Maya continued pegging him through his orgasm. Even after he came, Maya didn’t stop, she kept thrusting, overstimulating him until he was shaking and whimpering, tears of pleasure running down his face.

Finally, we collapsed together in a heap. Jake lay in the middle, utterly spent, his body marked with fresh handprints and bites. Maya and I both kissed him gently, on the forehead, cheeks, and lips, stroking his hair as he floated in deep subspace.

“You did so well, baby,” I whispered, holding him close.

Maya ruffled his hair with surprising affection. “Good little whore.”

As Jake drifted toward sleep between us, I stared at the ceiling, my body aching in the most delicious way. This was beyond anything I had imagined when I first set out to “save” him. We had crossed into something strange, intense, and strangely beautiful, a bizarre, loving, dominant threesome where lines of ownership, pleasure, and identity blurred completely.

And the most dangerous part? I was starting to love every twisted second of it.


Five

It was three days later when the doorbell buzzed. Jake, ever the obedient servant, hurried to answer it. The moment the door opened, his entire posture changed, shoulders dropping, head lowering instinctively. Cassie stood in the doorway, arms crossed, looking furious.

“That street is mine!” she snapped, storming past him toward me. “Every sissy working there belongs to me. If you want him whoring, find him a different patch.”

Jake immediately began apologising on my behalf, but I raised my hand to silence him. “What’s this really about, Cassie?” I asked softly, already sensing the anger was a mask.

Her shoulders slumped. The fierce dominatrix facade cracked, revealing something far more vulnerable. “Four days, Skye,” she said, her voice trembling. “It’s been four days and you haven’t sent so much as a text.”

“I didn’t want to seem needy,” I replied, stepping closer. Jake looked utterly confused. I still hadn’t told him about my night with Cassie. I wasn’t even sure what it meant myself. The truth was, I hadn’t reached out because I was scared by how strongly I felt.

“Now I look needy instead,” Cassie chuckled, embarrassed, wiping at her eyes.

“No,” I whispered, pulling her into my arms. “I’m sorry. This is all new for me. You’re a lesbian… and I’m only just discovering what I feel for women. For you.”

“Do you feel anything for me?” she asked, her usual dominant confidence replaced by raw hope and fear.

“I do,” I said honestly. “Very much. I need to be honest with you though… I slept with Maya.”

Cassie pulled back, anger flashing across her face. “What the fuck, Skye?”

“Wait, please let me explain. I did it because I needed to understand if what I felt with you was just the thrill of being with a woman, or something more. I enjoyed it with Maya, but it felt like play. Fun, intense, but nothing deeper.”

“And with me?” Cassie asked quietly, searching my eyes.

“It wasn’t the same,” I said, smiling gently. “It wasn’t just sex. I felt something real.”

“Oh, Skye…” she breathed, relief flooding her features.

She pulled me into a deep, desperate kiss. Within moments, clothes were being shed frantically as we stumbled toward the bedroom. Jake stood frozen in the doorway, watching everything unfold in stunned silence.

We fell onto the bed together, naked and breathless. This time there was no rush for dominance or power play. What followed was slow, intense, and deeply romantic.

Cassie climbed on top of me, her beautiful dark skin glowing in the soft afternoon light. She kissed me like she had been starving for me, long, lingering kisses that grew deeper, more passionate. Her hands explored my body with reverence, cupping my breasts, tracing my waist, sliding down my hips as if memorising every curve.

“You’re so beautiful,” she whispered against my neck, kissing her way down to my collarbone. “I’ve wanted you since the first moment you stormed into my house.”

I moaned softly as her mouth found my nipple, sucking gently at first, then harder, her tongue flicking teasingly. I ran my fingers through her hair, pulling her closer. She took her time, worshipping my body, kissing down my stomach, licking along my hip bones, until she settled between my thighs.

When her mouth finally reached my pussy, it wasn’t the aggressive hunger of our first night. This was slower, more sensual. She licked me with long, luxurious strokes, savouring my taste, humming with pleasure as she explored every fold. Her hands held my thighs open gently but firmly as she made love to me with her tongue. I arched my back, gasping her name, my fingers tightening in her hair.

“Cassie… oh God…”

She slid two fingers inside me, curling them perfectly while her mouth focused on my clit. The combination was devastating. She brought me to the edge again and again, never letting me tip over, building the pleasure until I was shaking and begging.

When she finally allowed me to come, the orgasm rolled through me like a warm, powerful wave. I cried out, thighs trembling around her head as she continued licking me through every pulse.

I pulled her up and kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue. Then I flipped her onto her back. I wanted to worship her the same way.

I kissed every inch of her, her full breasts, her dark nipples, the smooth plane of her stomach. When I reached her pussy, I took my time, licking her slowly, lovingly, exploring her with my tongue and fingers. Cassie moaned my name like a prayer, her hips rolling gently against my mouth. I brought her to orgasm twice, once with my tongue on her clit and fingers deep inside her, the second time while scissoring, our wet pussies grinding together in a slick, intimate rhythm.

We moved together for what felt like hours, slow, passionate, and intensely emotional. There were moments of laughter when we got tangled in the sheets, whispered confessions between kisses, and long stretches of eye contact as we pleasured each other. At one point we simply lay facing each other, fingers buried in each other’s pussies, kissing softly as we brought one another to another shared climax.

Throughout it all, Jake sat quietly in the corner armchair, still in his delicate lingerie, watching in complete silence. His eyes were wide, filled with a complex mix of arousal, jealousy, confusion, and acceptance. He didn’t touch himself. He didn’t speak. He simply watched as I made love to the woman who had once owned him completely.

When Cassie and I finally collapsed, sweaty and glowing, she pulled me into her arms and kissed my forehead.

“I’ve never felt this with anyone,” she whispered.

“Neither have I,” I replied honestly.

I glanced over at Jake. He met my eyes, offering a small, submissive smile. In that moment, the three of us existed in a strange new balance, one I was only beginning to understand.

Cassie glanced over at Jake, who was still standing quietly in the corner in his pink lingerie. A low, amused chuckle escaped her lips.

“So you have him whoring again?” she asked, sounding more entertained than angry.

“His choice,” I sighed. “He was like a lost puppy, completely unable to function without it. It’s kind of hot, honestly, him coming home with money, knowing strange men have used him all day. But at the same time, I feel like he’s topping from the bottom.”

Cassie tilted her head, studying Jake with a calculating gaze. “What if we changed things a bit then?” she suggested. “You’re about to become mega-famous with this Netflix series. You can’t be seen attached to a cheap street sissy whore.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Go on…”

“So I’m thinking we turn him into a proper shemale slut. Not a whore for cash, just a slutty, feminine girlfriend. Someone who looks the part beside you.”

I blinked, the idea hitting me with unexpected force. Hormones. Breast implants. Permanent feminisation. It was extreme… and undeniably arousing. I turned to Jake.

“Is that something you want?” I asked him directly.

He looked down at the floor, eyes sad. “No, Mistress.”

That reluctance was all the confirmation I needed. This would be the ultimate act of ownership, forcing him beyond where he was comfortable. Making him mine in the most irreversible way.

“But you’ll do it because I tell you to, won’t you?” I said, my voice firm.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, defeated but obedient.

I looked back at Cassie and nodded. “Can you source the hormones?”

She smiled. “Of course. It wouldn’t be the first time. I can get everything arranged, discreetly and safely.”

Suddenly, the idea of completely feminising the boy I had loved since childhood didn’t feel cruel or far-fetched. It felt right. He had always been my best friend, the person I wanted beside me constantly. He had never been a confident or particularly skilled lover, something he freely admitted. But as my pretty, hormone-enhanced girlfriend? As one of the girls? Maybe that version of us could actually work.

Over the next few days, Cassie and I spent more and more time together. She even visited me on set a couple of times, and strangely, I felt no need to hide our relationship. The crew noticed, of course, but London’s creative circles were hardly shocked by a beautiful model exploring her sexuality.

While Jake began his transition, starting on a low dose of oestrogen and anti-androgens, we agreed he could continue working the street during the day. Eventually, I even suggested he return to it in the evenings so he could be home during the day to cook and clean for me. He seemed happier with the structure, even as the hormones began subtly softening his skin and shifting his emotions.

About a week after Cassie and I officially started dating, Maya stopped by the apartment for a visit. I filled her in on everything, the hormones, Cassie and I becoming serious, and Jake’s new role.

“I guess that means no more play for us then,” Maya said, a hint of disappointment in her voice.

Cassie and I shared a heated look. Cassie reached out and boldly placed her hand on Maya’s huge right breast, squeezing it through her top.

“Oh, I think we can work something out,” she purred.

It quickly became clear that of the three of us, I was the most naturally submissive. Despite all my training to play Theresa Berkley, when faced with two experienced, powerful dominatrices, I melted. They were louder, meaner, and far more ruthless than I could ever be.

That evening, they put me to serious work.

Cassie pushed me roughly onto the bed on my back. Maya, with her wrestler’s strength, grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head while Cassie fastened thick leather cuffs around them and clipped them to the headboard. I was completely helpless.

“Look at her,” Cassie purred. “Our pretty little supermodel, all tied up and dripping.”

Maya slapped my face, not hard enough to bruise, but sharp enough to sting. “You’re going to serve both your Mistresses tonight, understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered.

They took turns using me.

Cassie straddled my face first, lowering her smooth, wet pussy onto my mouth while Maya forced my legs wide apart. Cassie ground down hard, smothering me as she rode my tongue.

“Deeper,” she demanded, slapping my tits hard. “Fuck me with your tongue like the desperate little slut you are.”

I obeyed, pushing my tongue as deep as I could while Maya attached cruel nipple clamps to my sensitive buds, tugging on the chain until I screamed into Cassie’s cunt. The pain only made me lick harder.

Maya then took her turn. She climbed on my face in reverse, her powerful, muscular arse smothering me completely as she faced down my body. While Cassie sucked and bit my clamped nipples, Maya reached down and shoved three thick fingers roughly into my pussy, finger-fucking me with brutal force.

They used me for over an hour like this, switching positions, slapping my face, my tits, my inner thighs. At one point Cassie sat on my chest and slapped my face repeatedly with her wet pussy while Maya fucked me with a thick strap-on, pounding me so hard the bed slammed against the wall.

“Beg for it,” Maya growled, choking me lightly with one powerful hand while she railed me.

“Please, Mistress! Please fuck me harder!” I cried.

Cassie leaned down and spat in my mouth. “Good girl.”

They finally uncuffed me only to reposition me on all fours. Cassie lay beneath me in a sixty-nine, devouring my pussy while Maya pegged me brutally from behind, her hips slamming against my arse. The dual sensation, Cassie’s skilled tongue on my clit and Maya’s thick dildo destroying my cunt, pushed me into a screaming, shaking orgasm that left me sobbing with pleasure.

They weren’t finished.

Maya pulled out and forced the dripping strap-on straight into my mouth, making me clean it while Cassie slid beneath me again and ate me through a second, even more violent orgasm. They slapped my arse red, twisted the nipple clamps until I screamed, and whispered filthy praise and degradation in my ears the entire time.

By the end, I was a wrecked, trembling mess, covered in sweat, spit, and my own juices, with bright red handprints and slap marks all over my body.

Cassie pulled me into her arms and kissed me tenderly, stroking my hair. Maya pressed against my back, her strong body enveloping me protectively.

“You took that so well, baby,” Cassie whispered.

“Our perfect little submissive,” Maya added, kissing my shoulder.

As I lay there, safe and aching between them, I realised with a strange, peaceful clarity that this was exactly where I belonged.


Six

Look, first-time TV shows are rarely expected to be groundbreaking. I went into The Queen of Flagellants thinking it would be a valuable learning experience and perhaps open doors for bigger modelling contracts. I certainly never imagined it would become one of the biggest global hits of the year.

Episode one dropped and the reviews were rapturous. Critics praised the lush cinematography, the bold exploration of power and sexuality, and, most surprisingly, my performance. Suddenly, I was everywhere. Interviews, magazine covers, red carpets. The spotlight that had once felt distant was now blazing directly on me.

With my schedule exploding, Cassie made a selfless decision. She handed full control of the farm and her sissies over to Maya. It was painful for her, that operation had been her life’s work, but she told me my career and our relationship mattered more. Maya, with her natural authority and organisational mind, stepped into the role seamlessly.

It also meant Jackie had to stop street work. Instead, using the very system he had helped design, Cassie began reversing parts of his brainwashing while steering him toward a new identity: a bimbo sissy maid and it-girl. The hormones were already working wonders. His skin softened, his hips and arse rounded slightly, and his face took on a strikingly feminine beauty. He began speaking in a breathy, nasal “tranny” voice and calling us “bitches” when it was margarita o’clock. He was becoming the perfect entourage girl, someone who could cook, clean, party, and look stunning doing it.

I was in Paris for a major French lingerie campaign when things took another unexpected turn.

The creative director, Pierre Laurent, kept glancing at Cassie as she watched from the side. Finally, he stopped the shoot entirely.

“My God!” he exclaimed, eyes wide. “We need her in the campaign. That face, that body, she is perfection!”

The entire room murmured in agreement. Cassie tried to protest, blushing deeply, but I nodded encouragingly. She eventually gave in.

That was how Cassie became a model almost overnight. Her unique, commanding beauty made her an instant sensation.

As we posed together in exquisite lace and silk, an idea struck me. I turned to Pierre.

“I have one more girl you might like,” I said. “She’s trans.”

Pierre shrugged elegantly. “If she is beautiful and unique, I have no problem.”

I smiled. “She’s also very… adventurous. If you want to play with her, she’s more than willing.”

Pierre’s eyes lit up. “Call her. I would love to meet this lovely creature.”

An hour later, Jackie arrived at the studio in a tiny silver dress, full makeup, and platinum blonde hair styled in soft waves. While Cassie and I continued shooting, Jackie kept Pierre thoroughly entertained.

By the time we wrapped, Pierre and Jackie had disappeared. Curious, Cassie and I wandered into the private fitting room.

The sight that greeted us was pure filth.

Jackie was bent over a velvet chaise, his dress rucked up around his waist, panties pulled to the side. Pierre was behind him, grunting as he fucked Jackie’s arse with long, deep strokes. Jackie’s face was pressed into the cushions, moaning like a whore.

It was the first time I had ever watched Jackie take a real cock in person. The sight was shockingly arousing.

Cassie moved behind me, her hands sliding up to cup my breasts through the expensive lingerie. She squeezed them hard, pinching my nipples as she kissed my neck. I moaned, reaching back to stroke her thigh. Then, without thinking, I dropped to my knees beside Pierre and pushed two fingers into his arse alongside his thrusting cock.

“Fuck!” Pierre groaned, his hips stuttering.

Cassie crouched beside me, sucking hard on my tits while her fingers dove between my legs, plunging into my soaked pussy. I fingered Pierre deeper, curling my fingers as he pounded Jackie harder.

“Where did you find such a perfect little sissy slut?” Pierre gasped, sweat dripping down his face.

I could have told him the truth, that we’d grown up together, that he was once the boy I loved. Instead, something darker and crueller slipped out.

“He’s a street whore I rescued,” I purred. “I’m feminising him completely. He’s a pathetic submissive bitch who lives to be used by real men like you.”

The filthy words made Cassie moan against my breast. She loved it. Pierre clearly did too, he slammed into Jackie with brutal force and unloaded deep inside him with a guttural roar.

When he finally pulled out, thick ropes of cum immediately began leaking from Jackie’s stretched, pink hole. I reached down and pushed it back inside with two fingers.

“Good sissies keep their Master’s cum where it belongs,” I whispered.

Later, after we had all cleaned up, we told Pierre the full truth about Jackie. To our surprise, he had a serious offer.

“I know many men in fashion who would pay enormous money for trained, beautiful sissies like this,” he said. “I would like to see this farm of yours. Perhaps buy a few for personal use… and for special campaigns.”

Cassie and I shared a long, charged look. The idea of transforming the farm into something far more profitable, and far darker, had never crossed our minds until that moment in Paris. But once it did, the possibilities felt limitless.

We arranged for Pierre to visit the farm the following month. In the meantime, he asked if he could keep Jackie in Paris for a few weeks as his personal plaything. Just weeks earlier, the thought of handing over the boy I had loved since childhood would have destroyed me. Now, I felt only a delicious, twisted thrill at the image of Pierre slapping him around, degrading him, and using him as a luxury fucktoy.

I smiled sweetly at the designer.

“He’s yours for as long as you want him.”

As Cassie and I left the studio, hand in hand, I felt no guilt at all. Only power.

In the months that followed, the farm evolved into something entirely new.

Maya and Cassie became far more selective with the men they accepted. They targeted only the most naturally pretty, slim, and visibly submissive boys, the kind who already had delicate features and soft bodies that hormones would transform into something exquisite. Feminisation was no longer an afterthought; it became the core of the programme. Hormones, voice training, makeup, and slutty fashion were integrated from day one.

Still, I felt we were missing a bigger opportunity.

“In your old Instagram profile,” I said to Cassie one night as we lay in bed, “you used to warn people not to follow if they didn’t want to be ruined. Did you ever actually do it?”

Cassie laughed. “No. That would have been far too risky.”

“But what if we did?” I suggested, my voice dropping. “What if we used Instagram as bait? A way to ensnare cute, lost boys who just need the right… push?”

Cassie’s eyes lit up. She grinned and licked her lips slowly. “Where the hell did this sexy, evil version of Skye come from?”

“Too much?” I laughed.

“No,” she purred, pulling me on top of her. “I fucking love it.”

We began targeting young men, college students or fresh out of sixth form, before they could ruin their bodies with poor diets or gym obsession. They had to be naturally submissive, shy, and pretty. Our sexiest, most convincing sissies became the lure. Through carefully crafted fake profiles, we catfished them for weeks, building fantasies and emotional connections. When they finally met “the girl” in real life, they were taken to bed and, often after a little encouragement, ended up sleeping with a beautiful trans woman.

Every single one of them went through with it.

And once they had cum inside (or been fucked by) one of our girls, the trap closed. Guilt, shame, and the overwhelming thrill of what they had done made them easy to manipulate. Before they knew it, they were on their way to one of our farms.

For the first time, every pod was filled. We were now producing fifty high-quality, stunning sissies every month. Each one left on a full hormone regimen, soft skin, growing breasts, rounded hips, and a permanent craving for cock. Many were sold to wealthy clients around the world. Others were placed into modelling and influencer careers. You have almost certainly seen them on billboards, in fashion campaigns, and on runways without ever realising they were once lost young men.

Our operation went global. Maya opened new facilities in Thailand, Brazil, Eastern Europe, and Los Angeles. We flooded Instagram and OnlyFans with beautiful, hyper-feminine content, each post carefully designed to pull in the next wave of curious boys.

That was when the conspiracy theories started.

Right-wing podcasters and online commentators began ranting about a secret Hollywood elite plot to “turn men into chicks with dicks.” They spoke wildly about hidden “farms” where young men were brainwashed into becoming trans women.

“These globalists are literally stealing our boys and turning them into sissy whores for the elite!” one particularly unhinged host screamed.

Cassie and I were in bed together when we first heard the clip. We looked at each other and burst out laughing.

“Could someone have talked?” I asked.

“No,” Cassie said confidently. “This is just their usual madness. Except this time… they’re completely right.”

Investors grew nervous at first, worried about exposure. But after a few weeks, we realised the conspiracy theorists had done us an enormous favour. Because they were widely regarded as delusional cranks, the mainstream media dismissed the entire story as baseless lunacy. No serious investigation ever followed.

The accusations became a running joke, and while the world laughed at the “crazy right-wing conspiracy,” we quietly scaled up our operation tenfold.

I lay between Cassie and Maya one night, their strong bodies pressed against mine, and smiled into the darkness. I had started this journey trying to save one broken boy I loved. Now I was helping build an empire that was quietly reshaping thousands.

It was during the filming of an action-thriller in Peru that I took a private weekend to visit our newest farm hidden in the hills outside Cusco. By now the process was brutally efficient. After the psychological destruction phase, the sissies were moved to the preparation wing. They were locked onto fucking machines for up to twelve hours a day, thick, veined dildos slamming relentlessly into their arses, stretching and conditioning them to accept anything. Medical staff monitored hormone levels and performed cosmetic procedures to speed up their feminisation: lip fillers, cheek implants, brow bone reduction, and early breast augmentation.

I walked slowly down the long corridor with Cassie beside me, watching row after row of broken boys being trained. Many were being used live by male staff. One particularly pretty new sissy was bent over, gagged and crying, as two orderlies took turns brutally fucking her arse while another forced his cock down her throat. Cum leaked from her stretched hole as they laughed and high-fived.

In the past, the sight might have horrified me. Now it only filled me with dark satisfaction. These men deserved it. Every cock that used them was another victory. The more we transformed, the safer the world would be for real women.

Back in London, Jackie had been reduced to our personal humiliated plaything.

We kept her in absurd, over-the-top sissy outfits, massive puffy pink satin dresses with layers of frills and petticoats, locked collars, and permanent leashes. Her cock, shrivelled and useless from years of hormones and chastity, was kept locked in a tiny pink cage. She was almost never allowed to speak without permission.

That night, Cassie and I wanted entertainment.

We lounged on the sofa in silk robes while four ugly, sweaty local men waited. They had paid generously for the privilege.

“Do whatever you want to her,” I purred, yanking Jackie’s leash so she crawled forward. “She loves it. She craves abuse. Don’t be gentle.”

The men descended on her like animals.

The largest one immediately shoved his thick, unwashed cock down her throat, skull-fucking her violently while she gagged and drooled. Another ripped her bloomers aside and slammed balls-deep into her arse in one brutal thrust. Jackie screamed around the cock in her mouth, her useless caged clit twitching helplessly in its tiny prison as they destroyed her hole.

The other two joined in quickly. One forced his cock into her hand, making her jerk him off while the fourth slapped her fake tits hard, twisting and pinching her nipples until she sobbed. They rotated constantly, always keeping her filled.

One particularly vile man pulled out of her arse and shoved his dirty cock straight into her mouth, making her taste her own filth. Another spat on her face before pissing directly down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop while the others laughed and continued pounding her stretched hole.

They fucked her with savage cruelty.

At one point they lifted her like a broken toy and double-penetrated her arse, two thick cocks stretching her ruined hole at the same time while a third fucked her throat. Jackie’s eyes rolled back, tears and mascara streaming down her face as they used her like a cheap cum-dump. Her tiny locked cock leaked uselessly, unable to get hard, twitching pathetically with every brutal thrust.

“Fucking disgusting sissy whore,” one growled as he slapped her face.

“Take it, you pathetic cunt,” another snarled, spitting on her.

Cassie slipped her fingers between my legs as we watched, fingering my dripping pussy while I moaned. The sight of my once-beloved childhood sweetheart being turned into a whimpering, cum-soaked wreck was the ultimate aphrodisiac.

When the men finally finished, Jackie lay collapsed on the floor in a puddle of spit, piss, and thick cum. Her arse gaped obscenely, leaking multiple loads. Her pretty satin dress was ruined, her face and hair plastered with semen.

I stood up and pressed my stiletto heel against her cum-covered cheek.

“Good girl,” I whispered tenderly. “This is exactly what you were born to be.”

Cassie kissed my neck from behind as we both looked down at the destroyed, sobbing sissy that used to be Jake.

Our empire was expanding, and our pleasure had no limits.

It was as I was watching those four ugly, sweating men brutally abuse Jackie that the realisation hit me like a lightning strike.

They were destroying her without mercy, slapping her face, pissing down her throat, double-penetrating her ruined arse, because they could. Because they had power over her. Because she was weaker, feminised, broken, and owned.

But what happened when they couldn’t? When there was no helpless sissy available to take their rage and entitlement out on? Who did they turn their violence toward then?

Women. Girls. Wives. Daughters.

The thought made something cold and vengeful settle deep in my chest.

Using our extensive contacts for acquiring drugs, I came up with a new plan. A darker one.

We would continue luring these kinds of men, the aggressive, entitled, misogynistic ones, under the promise of using Jackie. We’d let them fuck her senseless, degrade her, empty their balls and their hatred into her body. Then, while they were basking in that post-nut glow, we would spike their drinks with a powerful sedative. Once unconscious, they would be transported to a brand-new facility, one we began calling “The Reckoning Farm.”

This one would be different.

Here, the men would be broken in the most complete way possible. They would be taught, forcibly, relentlessly, to submit to all women. Total psychological reprogramming. Hormones. Chastity. Forced feminisation. They would learn to crave cock, to worship superior women, and to understand their place as inferior, pathetic toys.

Cassie’s eyes lit up when I explained the idea to her that same night, after the men had left and Jackie lay whimpering in a pool of cum on the floor.

“Revenge on the patriarchy,” she whispered, almost reverently. “Skye… this is perfect. We’ve been too soft. We’ve only been taking the willing ones. But these animals? These are the ones who actually deserve it.”

She kissed me hard, her fingers still sticky from my pussy, and for the first time in a long while, I felt truly powerful. We weren’t just building an empire anymore.

We were waging war.

We started small. Careful. Selective.

We targeted the worst of them, wife-beaters, rapists who had slipped through the legal system, loud misogynists online who bragged about “putting women in their place.” We baited them with Jackie’s increasingly famous online presence as a degraded sissy whore. They came running.

And one by one, they disappeared.

Some woke up strapped to machines with thick cocks pounding their virgin arses while feminine voices whispered in their ears that they were inferior. Some had their cocks locked away on day one and were forced to watch hours of their own wives or ex-girlfriends being pleasured by real men while they were edged and denied. Others were chemically castrated early, broken so thoroughly they begged to suck cock just to feel useful.

It was justice.

At least… that’s what I told myself.

But as the months passed and the new farm began churning out its own wave of broken, feminised shells, I started to feel something cold creeping in at the edges of my mind.

We had crossed a line. A very dangerous one. Because while the original farm had mostly taken willing (if manipulated) subjects, this new operation was pure non-consensual revenge. And revenge has a way of consuming everything it touches.

I lay awake one night between Cassie and Maya, listening to their steady breathing, and stared at the ceiling.

This had been my idea.

My biggest mistake.


Seven

The day Detective Inspector Jane Qualley and DC Liam Markus arrived at my door, I knew I had made a terrible mistake.

We had been so careful, but the men, as horrible as they were, still had families, partners, and mothers who eventually reported them missing. This time, the missing person was Nigel Marsh, a plumber whose phone had last pinged near my building. His history of harassing women and a collapsed rape trial made him exactly the kind of man we targeted. But coincidences have a way of catching up with you.

“He was on a job here,” I said calmly. “We had a problem with the bathroom taps. After he fixed it, I really can’t help you, Detective Inspector.”

Jane Qualley was an attractive woman in her late thirties with long blonde hair tied in a neat bun and sharp, intelligent blue eyes. Her expression made it clear she hadn’t risen through the ranks by being naïve. She studied me carefully.

“Interesting,” she replied. “Because Nigel Marsh has a long record of harassing female clients. He was tried for rape two years ago, but the judge decided the evidence wasn’t strong enough. After that, work dried up. So you’ll understand why I find it odd that someone as high-profile as you would let a man with that reputation into your home.”

I shrugged and glanced at Cassie. “Who did we use this time?”

“I don’t even remember,” Cassie said breezily. “I thought it was that concierge guy?”

“Maybe. We really shouldn’t use them again.”

“Oh, of course!” Cassie gasped with mock innocence.

Jane smirked. She saw straight through the performance. Her junior colleague, however, simply scribbled notes. After a few more routine questions, they left. But the knowing look Jane gave me on the way out told me this wasn’t over.

She returned two weeks later. Alone.

This time, when I opened the door, Jane Qualley stood there in a fitted black suit, looking every inch the seasoned detective.

“Tea, Inspector? Coffee?” I asked politely.

“Yes please,” she replied with a small smile. “Do you make it yourself, or do you have help? I read somewhere that you keep a sissy maid.”

My lips curved into a knowing smile. “Yes, I do.”

“I’d love to meet her.”

I paused for only a moment, then called out, “Jackie!”

Jackie came prancing into the room in her full sissy regalia, an enormous puffy pink satin maid dress with layers of petticoats, white lace trim, and a tiny apron. Her platinum blonde hair was styled in cute curls, and her makeup was heavy and doll-like. She dropped into a deep curtsey.

“Yes, Mistress?”

Jane’s eyes gleamed with quiet authority as she looked the sissy up and down. “Jackie, be a good girl and make me a cup of tea. White, two sugars, not too hot. And don’t keep me waiting.”

Jackie’s cheeks flushed. “Yes, Miss,” she replied in her breathy, feminine voice, curtseying again before hurrying off.

Once she was out of earshot, Jane turned to me.

“Your partner isn’t home today?”

“Not right now.”

She nodded slowly. “Out checking on the girls, I suppose?”

I froze. “Girls?”

“Yes. The men you’ve been kidnapping and turning into sissies like Jackie.” She gave me an almost apologetic look. “Though I suppose that’s not entirely fair. Jackie was different. He was a heartbroken boy who wanted this. These others… they’re not like him at all, are they?”

She clearly knew far more than she should. My heart hammered. Was she wired? Were officers waiting outside?

Jane saw my tension and raised a hand. “Relax. I’m not here to arrest you. In fact, I’m going to close the case as unsolved.”

“Why?” I asked warily.

Jane inhaled deeply, her expression hardening. “Because I know exactly what you’re doing. I’ve read Cassie’s history. I’ve seen the cases that come across my desk daily, the rapists who walk free, the wife-beaters who get community service, the men who destroy women and girls with almost no consequences. I’m tired of telling victims that ‘the system will handle it’ when the system is rotten. You’re doing what we can’t.”

Jackie returned, carefully carrying the tea. She curtseyed again as she offered it.

Jane took the cup, sipped once, and scowled. “Not the best cup of tea I’ve ever had,” she said coldly. She set it down and patted her lap. “Come here, sissy.”

Jackie looked at me nervously. I nodded.

The sissy draped herself over the detective’s thighs. Jane wasted no time. She yanked up the layers of petticoats, exposing Jackie’s frilly bloomers, and delivered a harsh, methodical spanking, hard, stinging smacks that echoed through the room. Jackie whimpered and squirmed as her arse and thighs turned bright red. When Jane finally let her up, she slapped her hard across the face.

“Get out of my sight.”

“Y-yes, Mistress…” Jackie stammered, fleeing the room.

Jane picked up her tea again and took a calm sip, then slowly pulled her skirt up to reveal sheer tan self-holding stockings and tiny shiny black satin panties. She slid the panties down her legs and spread her thighs.

“Are you allowed to play too?” she asked, voice low and commanding.

I didn’t hesitate.

I dropped to my knees between her legs and buried my face in her pussy. She was already wet. I licked her slowly at first, then with growing hunger, sucking on her clit while sliding two fingers inside her. Jane let out a long, relieved sigh and placed her hand firmly on the back of my head, guiding me.

“That’s it,” she murmured, hips rolling gently against my tongue. “You’ve been a very bad girl, Skye Turner… but maybe the world needs more bad girls like you.”

As I devoured her, tasting her arousal and feeling her thighs tremble around my head, I realised something profound. Detective Inspector Jane Qualley wasn’t just turning a blind eye, she was joining us.

She climaxed loudly, without shame or restraint, her thighs clamping around my head like a vice as her hips bucked violently against my mouth. I kept licking through every shudder, drinking her down as she flooded my tongue. When her legs finally relaxed, I looked up to see her heavy breasts hanging free, her blouse open, both nipples pierced with small silver bars. I surged upward and latched onto them hungrily, sucking and biting each hard peak while she moaned and stroked my hair.

We kissed deeply, tasting herself on my lips.

“We need to agree on a plan,” she said, still breathless.

“A plan?” I asked, wiping my chin.

“Yes. Any man I believe has escaped justice for attacks on women, I’ll send you his details. Name, address, habits. Everything.”

It sounded perfect, but I was cautious. “I travel a lot for shoots, sometimes out of the country for weeks. Let me introduce you to my friend Maya. She manages things locally when I’m gone.”

Jane smiled, a predatory glint in her eye. “Is she as pretty as you?”

“She’s very attractive, but different. She’s a wrestler. Strong. Dominant.”

Jane let out a low, throaty laugh. “I could use a challenge. Is she single?”

“She is.”

“Excellent,” Jane purred, pulling me in for another slow, filthy kiss.

Since it was her day off, I invited her to stay for dinner. Cassie was nervous when she arrived home and found a senior detective in our living room, but Jane was disarmingly honest. She explained how she was exhausted by a system that continually failed women, and how she wanted to actively help us “correct” the worst offenders. Cassie eventually relaxed.

That evening, after dinner and several glasses of wine, the three of us retired to the bedroom.

Jane proved to be every bit as dominant as Cassie and Maya. She took control immediately, ordering us both onto the bed. She made Cassie and me kiss and finger each other while she watched, slowly undressing. Then she used us. She sat on my face while Cassie ate her out from behind. She fucked Cassie with a thick strap-on while making me suck her toes. She slapped our faces, pulled our hair, and called us her “pretty little vigilante whores.”

After bringing both of us to shattering orgasms, Jane’s eyes turned darker.

“I want to play with your sissy,” she said, voice thick with lust. “What can I do to her?”

“Anything you want,” I replied. “She’ll take it all.”

“Can I destroy her balls?”

I smiled. “Go ahead.”

Jane’s grin was pure sadism. “Hold her up for me. I don’t want her falling.”

Cassie and I dragged Jackie into the room. The terrified sissy was still in her puffy pink maid dress. We held her upright between us, arms locked, while Jane removed her own heels. She took a few steps back, then drove her knee viciously upward into Jackie’s caged balls.

The sound Jackie made was inhuman.

Jane didn’t stop. She kicked and kneed the sissy’s useless, shrivelled testicles over and over, hard, brutal, precise strikes. Jackie screamed and thrashed in our grip, tears pouring down her face as her balls swelled and turned deep purple behind the pink cage.

“One more,” Jane growled.

She took a short run-up and slammed her knee upward with devastating force. There was an audible pop as one of Jackie’s testicles burst inside the sac.

“Oh! He’s lost a ball!” Jane laughed delightedly.

We dropped the sobbing, broken sissy to the floor. Jane stood over her, lifted her skirt, and pissed directly onto Jackie’s crumpled, crying form, a long, hot stream that soaked the satin dress and pooled beneath her.

“Good girl,” Jane said coldly. “Stay there and think about what a pathetic waste of flesh you are.”

And so began our alliance with Detective Inspector Jane Qualley.

The very next day, the first file arrived. Then another. And another. Jane had dozens of open cases involving men who had beaten, raped, or terrorised women and somehow walked free. We were suddenly very busy.

We quickly realised keeping the new sissies in the UK was too risky. Through a contact in document forgery, we began creating new identities and passports. Many of the worst offenders were quietly exported, sent to countries with far fewer human rights protections, where they were put to work in brothels, as personal slaves, or sold to wealthy clients who enjoyed breaking former “alpha males.”

Jane became a frequent visitor. Sometimes she came alone. Sometimes she brought Maya. The four of us, Cassie, Maya, Jane and I, formed a dangerous, intoxicating quartet of dominant women who now held real, terrifying power.

I looked at myself in the mirror one night, expensive lingerie, cum still drying on my thighs, the taste of Jane and Cassie still on my tongue, and barely recognised the girl who had once cried over a heartbroken boy next door.

I had become something else entirely. Something darker. Something unstoppable.


Epilogue

It was only a matter of time until we were found out, but when it finally happened, it came in a strangely positive way.

I was at the red-carpet premiere for my latest movie in Leicester Square, shaking hands with fans and signing autographs, when a young woman took my hand and whispered, “Thank you for everything you’ve done for women like me.”

I blinked, momentarily confused. The film was just glossy superhero nonsense. Then the realisation hit me. She knew.

“I’m not sure I know what you mean,” I whispered back.

“It’s okay,” she smiled warmly. “We know. The people who matter. And we appreciate you.”

When Cassie and I got home, we frantically searched online for any hint of exposure. Nothing. But the paparazzi had caught a photo of me with the girl. Using reverse image search, I found her Instagram and messaged her.

We met an hour later at a quiet café.

Her name was Olivia. She was giddy at first, almost starstruck, but as she spoke, her expression turned serious.

“My husband used to beat me,” she said quietly. “Only six months married. He was charming at first, then he changed. Controlled me. Isolated me. Then I found out he was hurting other women too. I went to the police, but he had friends there. Nothing happened.”

She wiped her eyes. “Then one day… he just disappeared. I was terrified his friends would come after me, so I reported it. A female detective took the case and made sure the corrupt officers were dealt with. A few months later, he was declared missing, presumed dead.”

Cassie took her hand gently. “What does this have to do with Skye?”

“I saw him again. In Morocco. He had breasts. He was dressed like a whore, walking with a group of other girls. When I finally spoke to him, he was completely broken. Smiling. Talking about how much he loved cock. He said his Mistresses had corrected him. When I asked who, he mentioned Mistress Maya.”

Olivia looked at me with shining eyes. “I know what you’re doing. I’ve spoken to other women whose abusers suddenly vanished. I’ve been careful, only telling those I trust. They needed closure. They needed to know those monsters wouldn’t come back.”

We sat in stunned silence for a moment.

“You can’t tell anyone,” Cassie said finally.

“I know. But I want to help.”

Olivia became part of our organisation. She helped manage certain aspects of the farms, particularly helping newly broken sissies adjust. As a straight woman, she didn’t participate in our sexual games, but she found herself a soft, submissive sissy partner from one of the gentler programmes. She kept him in lingerie at home but treated him with genuine affection. They were strangely perfect together.

Over the years, we transformed thousands of abusive men. The rumours grew. “If you beat your wife, you might just disappear one day.” Men started to fear us. Women started to thank us in whispers.

With my wife Cassie by my side, I watched from the terrace of our countryside manor as dozens of pretty sissies tended the gardens in their frilly uniforms. Later, we would take some of them down to the dungeon for entertainment. In fact…I was quite in the mood right now.

“Sissy Maria,” I called sweetly. “Come with me. I’m in the mood to hear you scream tonight.”

Maria skipped over eagerly in her frilly peach dress, a huge, broken smile on her face. She knew what was coming, and thanks to years of programming, she craved it.

The heavy steel door slammed shut behind us with a resounding clang. The dungeon was my favourite room in the manor, cold stone walls, dim red lighting, and every implement of torment neatly arranged on the walls and tables.

Sissy Maria dropped to her knees instantly, pressing her forehead to the floor. “Thank you for choosing me tonight, Mistress.”

I circled her slowly. “Strip.”

She obeyed instantly, peeling off the ridiculous peach dress until she stood naked except for her locked pink chastity cage and high heels. Her body was exquisite after years of hormones, full breasts, tiny waist, round arse, and that pathetic, shrivelled clit locked away forever.

Cassie and Jane lounged on the large leather couch, watching with dark amusement. Maya stood beside me, cracking her knuckles.

“Chain her up,” I ordered.

Maya and I dragged Maria to the centre of the room. We suspended her by her wrists from the ceiling hoist until only the tips of her toes touched the floor. Her body stretched beautifully. I attached heavy spreader bars to her ankles, forcing her legs obscenely wide.

Then the real fun began.

I started with the cane, thin, whippy, and vicious. I struck her arse, thighs, and breasts with precise, stinging strokes until angry red welts covered her skin. Maria screamed beautifully, her body jerking in the chains. When I moved to her sensitive nipples, she howled, tears streaming down her face.

Cassie stood up and attached cruel clover clamps to her nipples, then hung heavy weights from them. Maria’s screams rose in pitch as her nipples stretched painfully downward.

Maya stepped forward with a thick leather strap. She beat Maria’s arse and the backs of her thighs until the skin split and blood trickled down her legs. Every strike made the weights on her nipples swing violently, tearing fresh screams from her throat.

Jane approached with a sadistic smile. She had brought her favourite toy, a long, thin steel rod. She heated the tip with a blowtorch until it glowed red, then pressed it against Maria’s left buttock, branding her with a perfect circle. The smell of burnt flesh filled the dungeon. Maria convulsed and shrieked, piss running down her legs in terror and agony.

I wasn’t satisfied.

I took a large electro wand and pressed it directly against her caged clit, turning the voltage up high. Maria’s entire body seized as thousands of volts ripped through her most sensitive area. She screamed until her voice cracked, drool pouring from her mouth.

While she was still shaking, Cassie forced a huge, unlubricated dildo into her arse, one with sharp ridges. She fucked her violently, tearing her hole while I continued electrocuting her useless cock. Maya punched her in the stomach repeatedly, making her vomit from the pain.

Jane wanted her turn. She took a scalpel and made shallow cuts across Maria’s breasts and stomach, then rubbed salt into the wounds. Maria’s screams became hoarse, animalistic.

Finally, I strapped on the biggest dildo we owned, thick, black, and covered in studs. I slammed it balls-deep into Maria’s already sore arse in one thrust. While I destroyed her hole, Cassie forced a second, even larger dildo down her throat until she was choking and gagging.

We fucked her from both ends like a piece of meat for nearly forty minutes, rotating positions, slapping her, spitting on her, and shocking her clit whenever she stopped screaming.

When we finally lowered her broken, bleeding, cum-and-blood-soaked body to the floor, Maria was barely conscious. Her arse was a gaping, ruined mess. Her tits and stomach were covered in cuts, burns, and bruises. Her voice was gone.

I crouched beside her and stroked her tear-stained cheek almost tenderly.

“Good girl,” I whispered. “You took it so well.”

Maria managed a weak, broken smile through bloodied lips. “Th-thank you… Mistress…”

I kissed her forehead gently. In our world, this was love. And as I looked at Cassie, Maya, and Jane, my sisters in darkness, I knew we would never stop.

The age of the sissy had truly begun. And all those pretty trans girls you follow on Instagram? Some of them might have once been abusive men. Talk to them. Get to know them.

You never know… One day, you might become one of them.
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