

Chastity & Sissy Tales – Volume 1

A collection of stories involving the main character been either turned into a sissy, locked in chastity or both.


Chapter 1​ - The Locked Heart




David is having an affair with Lisa.

His girlfriend Samantha accidently finds out about the affair after a conversation with Lisa while they are both getting their nails done.

Whilst talking about men they both realise they are dating the same guy. 

Lisa has had experience with domination in a previous relationship and suggests Samantha locks David in a chastity device while unconscious. 

As the story progresses Samatha and Lisa become close and she moves into their apartment and become lovers.  David still in chastity is relegated to life as their slave.


Chapter 2​ - The Keepers Vow




Gloria is a 30-year-old woman who has had too many heartbreaks after always falling for bad boys. She decides the only way to have a lasting loving relationship is to find someone and keep them chaste who will remain hers to own in a female led relationship where she can hook up with other men for her fun knowing she has someone at home to always love and cherish.

Simon is the lucky 21-year-old guy she spots one day who fits the bill.


Chapter 3 - ​Ex Wives Revenge




Jake is a 25-year-old divorcee who married too young at 20 to Anna 29 years old. 

Their divorce ended badly due to Jake’s infidelity which Anna had evidence of due to hiring a private detective. She got the house and most of the assets but wanted to destroy Jake completely.

Jake was eventually happy again in his single life until he bumped into Anna in a mall.

She was kind and seemed happy to see him suggesting a further meeting.

Jake hoped for some kind of reconciliation but Anna had other plans.

She suggested they could trial been together again on one condition, he would have to wear a chastity device until she felt she could trust him again.


Chapter 4​ - Locktober




James agreed to Locktober for a bet, but his girlfriend Susan likes it so much she wants to continue the experiment.

To James’s horror, Susan gives the chastity key to her closest friend, Chiara to look after.

James & Chiara don’t like each other but tolerate conversation as they both have Susan in common.

Chiara has other plans for James & Susan.


Chapter 5 - ​Halloween Sissy




Helen is a 25-year-old female tall with dark hair and an athletic body from her days at the gym.

Brad is her 23-year-old boyfriend with longish brown hair, slim build and shorter in height than Helen.

They have been living together since college and have known each other since childhood.

Brad has always looked up to Helen living next door to each other as kids and her been 2 years older having an intellectual advantage.

Every Halloween the dress up for a party and take it in turns to decide both of their costumes.

Last year Helen was not to impressed when Brad chose a skimpy whore outfit for her and a pimp outfit for himself.

This year it was her turn and she decided to have some fun.

She chose a pink sissy maid’s outfit for Brad and a black dominatrix outfit for herself.


Chapter 6​ - Slave to a Shemale




Paul a 21-years-old salesman 5 feet 7 inches tall meets a stunning woman Stella 5 feet 11 inches tall in a bar.

Little does he know she is a shemale dominant with a large penis.

Stella looks at Paul’s small frame and after his constant attention in the bar to hook up with her she decides to give him something he was not expecting and takes him back to her apartment and starts to change him into a chastised sissy slave.


Chapter 7​ - Diapered by my Aunt




Lee is an 18-year-old left orphaned after his parents die in a car accident.

His strict widowed aunt (by marriage to his uncle) provides food and board for him but takes control of his life through chastity, feminization and diapering where he serves as a sissy maid to both her and her daughter.


Chapter 1 ​- The Locked Heart

by Xev Rivers

The pedicure chairs hummed softly, steam rising from the rose-scented water as two women settled into the plush velvet, their feet soaking side by side. 

Samantha swirled the wine glass in her hand, venting about her boyfriend's habit of chewing his thumbnail raw whenever he thought she wasn't looking. 

Across the armrest, Lisa laughed, a low, knowing sound. Mine does the same thing, she said casually. Always pacing too, like he's trying to wear a path in the floor. Samantha's smile faltered. 

His apartment, she said slowly, does he have that stupid cactus collection by the window? Lisa's eyes sharpened with sudden, icy clarity. And a coffee table he's inordinately proud of, she finished. 

The air between them turned brittle. Samantha's hand gripped the armrest, knuckles pale, as Lisa leaned closer, her voice dipping to a whisper. I think we have a problem, sweetheart. Or possibly a solution.

Samantha stared at the other woman, her chest tightening as the pieces clicked together with sickening clarity. She pressed the wine glass to her lips without drinking, letting the cool rim ground her. "You're sleeping with him too," she said flatly.

Lisa tilted her head, unbothered. "Was," she corrected. "Until thirty seconds ago. Now I'm thinking we should make him pay for the privilege of having two women who wanted him."

Samantha set the glass down. Her fingers found the heavy gold ring on her index finger, turning it absently. "Like what?"

"Like this." Lisa reached into her designer handbag and produced a small white box, sliding it across the armrest. Inside lay a stainless-steel chastity cage, sleek and clinical. "I had a boyfriend who wore one, years ago.

He was obedient, respectful, grateful." She smiled, slow and predatory. "We slip this on him tonight while he's asleep. By the time he wakes up, he'll understand exactly what he's lost."

Samantha's fingers hovered over the cage, not quite touching it. 

The steel gleamed under the salon's soft light, and she found herself reading the small keyhole, the unyielding structure of it, as though it might tell her something about the woman beside her. "This is insane," she murmured. "He's still my boyfriend. I thought we'd talk, or scream, or smash his cactus collection."

Lisa's smile did not waver. "And what would that fix? He'd cry, apologize, and do it again with someone else next month. This," she tapped the box, "makes sure he can't."

Samantha pulled her hand back, crossing her arms. The wine had gone warm in her glass. Somewhere beneath the shock and the fury, a smaller voice whispered that she still loved David, that this was too far. 

But her ring glinted as she shifted, and she remembered Lisa's easy laugh in the next chair, the way they had finished each other's sentences.

She met Lisa's eyes. "If we do this, we do it together. No going behind my back."

Lisa's gaze softened with something that looked almost like affection. "That was never my plan, sweetheart."

Lisa slid the box closer, her manicured fingers brushing the steel once before she withdrew them. "You set the rules. I know the mechanics."

Samantha looked at the cage again. Her thumb traced the signet ring David had given her last anniversary, the same heavy gold band she had worn while he slept beside her each night, while he had packed his careful lies into his gym bag and headed across town to Lisa's bed.

She took the box. The steel was cold and startling in her palm, smaller than she had expected, humiliating in its compactness. A key glinted in the corner of the box, threaded on a thin silver chain.

"Tonight," she said, and the word settled in her chest like a locked door. "While he's asleep."

The sun dipped low as Samantha and Lisa slipped the spare key from beneath the ceramic frog by David's door, moving with the careful silence of hunters who knew their quarry's habits. 

Inside, the apartment smelled of stale takeout and guilty solitude. David lay sprawled across the bed, one arm flung over his face, snoring softly into the dark.

Lisa knelt first, unfolding the steel cage from her palm with practiced ease. Samantha hovered at the foot of the bed, heart hammering, watching the other woman's steady hands work the mechanism with quiet precision. 

A click. A soft sigh from the sleeping man. Lisa rose, pressed the key into Samantha's palm, and closed her fingers around it.

"You did good," Lisa whispered, brushing a strand of hair from Samantha's cheek. "Now the real work begins."

Samantha looked down at David, peaceful and oblivious, and slid the silver chain around her neck.

Morning came gray and thin through the apartment blinds. David rolled over, groaning, and the first thing he felt was wrong. 

A strange, heavy pressure low on his body, a tightness that made his stomach drop. He sat up, fumbled beneath the sheets, and the cold steel stopped him cold. His breath caught. He scrambled out of bed, and there, sitting in the chair by the window, was Samantha, fully dressed, the silver key swinging from the chain at her throat. Her signet ring glinted as she gestured at his hands. "Don't panic, David."

His eyes snapped to the key at her throat, and the confusion curdled into something darker. "What the fuck did you do?" He took a step toward her, fists balled. "Give me that key. Now."

Samantha didn't flinch. She rose, the signet ring catching the gray light as she held up one hand. "Touch me, David, and I'll tell you what I found out yesterday. About you and Lisa. About the little arrangement you've been running behind my back."

He stopped cold. His mouth worked, but nothing came out.

"That's right." She reached out and pressed two fingers against his chest, pushing him back onto the bed. "You earned this. Every locked day, every desperate hour. So settle down and start earning your way back to my good graces."

Before Samantha could speak again, Lisa stepped through the bedroom door, clad in a silk robe, her blond hair still loose from the night. 

She walked past Samantha and stopped at the foot of the bed, looking down at David with a calm, unhurried gaze. "He's still got that fight in his eyes," she said, more to Samantha than to him. "That's your first lesson. 

Fear keeps him still, but only structure keeps him obedient." She reached over and took Samantha's hand, guiding it to David's chin, tilting his face up. 

"Make him look at you. Not at the key, not at the floor. At you." Samantha's fingers trembled, then steadied. She pressed her thumb beneath David's jaw, firm, and he blinked up at her with something raw in his gaze. 

"There," Lisa breathed, low and approving. "Now he knows who's in charge. Tell him to kneel." Samantha's voice came out steadier than she felt. "Kneel." And David, chest heaving, slowly slid off the bed and knelt on the carpet. 

Lisa smiled, squeezing Samantha's shoulder. "Perfect. Now hold the chain where he can see it. Let him beg."

David's throat worked, but the words scraped out raw and thin. "Please. Sam, please. You can't leave me like this. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, I'll do anything." 

He dropped his gaze to the carpet, chest shuddering as he pressed his forehead to the floor, the humiliation burning through him like fever. "Anything. Just tell me what you want. I'll give it to you. I swear."

Samantha held the chain where he could see it, the key swinging gently above his bowed head. "Anything?" she echoed, and her voice had gone cool, almost clinical. 

"You didn't give me anything when you were in her bed, David. You took."

He looked up, eyes wet and desperate. "I'll earn it. I'll earn every bit of it. Please, Sam. Please just give me the key."

She crouched down, the gold ring glinting as she lifted his chin. "Later. First, you stay right here on your knees until I say otherwise."

Samantha held his gaze, and something in her posture shifted, a predator finally tasting its first kill. Lisa watched her, and the quiet interest in her eyes sharpened into something warmer. She stepped closer, fingers brushing Samantha's shoulder, lingering there. 

"You were made for this," she murmured, her voice low and private. "Watching you work him like that, it's the most attractive thing I've ever seen." Samantha's cheeks flushed, but she didn't look away from David. 

"He stays there until I say otherwise," she repeated, for his benefit and hers. Lisa's hand slid down her arm, threading their fingers together.

 "Then we have time." She tugged gently, pulling Samantha toward the bedroom door. "Let's see what you look like with the door closed." 

Samantha cast one last glance at David, kneeling and broken, then followed Lisa without a word, the door clicking shut behind them.

The door clicked shut, and Samantha found herself pressed against it, Lisa's hands framing her hips with a gentleness that contradicted everything they had just done. 

The apartment was silent save for the muffled sound of David's breathing beyond the wood.

"I don't understand this," Samantha whispered, her own voice strange to her ears. "I should hate you. You're the one who took him from me."

Lisa's fingers traced up her sides, slow and deliberate, stopping just beneath her ribs. "I'm the one who gave him back," she said. "And I'm the one who saw what you become when you take control. 

You think I didn't notice the way you looked at me in that salon? Before you knew who I was?"

Samantha's breath caught. She had noticed too, the idle attraction, the way Lisa's laugh had warmed something unfamiliar in her chest. 

She had buried it under outrage, under the righteous fury of betrayal. But now, standing here, the anger had transmuted into something else entirely. Something hungry.

"You're attracted to me," Lisa continued, tilting her head, reading her like an open book. "And you don't know what to do with that. So let me help." She took Samantha's hand and placed it over her own heart, the silk robe thin beneath her palm. 

"Feel that? That's what you do to me. We share a problem, sweetheart. We share a man on his knees. But we could share so much more."

Samantha's fingers curled into the silk, and she stepped forward instead of pulling away.

Samantha's fingers curled into the silk, and she stepped forward instead of pulling away. Lisa met her halfway, one hand sliding to the nape of Samantha's neck, the other settling low on her hip. The first brush of lips was tentative, almost shy, a question asked with a tremor. 

But Lisa answered by deepening the kiss, her tongue sliding past Samantha's parted lips, tasting wine and want. 




Samantha's breath shuddered out through her nose, and she pressed closer, one hand fisting in the robe's lapel while the other found Lisa's waist. 

The door shuddered behind them, a muffled thump, David's muffled voice calling her name through the wood. Samantha ignored it. 




She pulled Lisa harder against her, and the kiss turned hungry, greedy, the taste of betrayal burning sweet on her tongue.




She pulled Lisa's head back by a fistful of blond hair, exposing the pale column of her throat, and kissed the line of it hard enough to leave a mark. Lisa gasped, her nails digging into Samantha's hips through the silk.




"God, yes," Lisa breathed, arching into the grip. "That's it. That's the woman who just put her boyfriend in a cage."

The thumping at the door grew louder, David's voice cracked and pleading, "Sam? Sam, what's happening? Please, talk to me."

Samantha didn't answer him. She used her hold on Lisa's hair to drive her backward until Lisa's spine met the wall, her robe falling open as Samantha's other hand slipped inside, cupping a warm breast, thumb circling the nipple until it hardened into a peak. "He can hear us," Samantha whispered against Lisa's mouth, and the thought of it made her cunt pulse. "Let him listen." 

She pushed the robe from Lisa's shoulders and dropped to her knees.

The robe pooled at Lisa's feet as Samantha knelt before her, the thumping at the door a distant, frantic drumbeat. Lisa's fingers tangled in Samantha's dark hair, tilting her face up with a possessive gentleness.

"Slow, sweetheart," Lisa murmured, guiding Samantha's hand to rest against the damp lace of her underwear. "Feel how wet I am for you. That's what you do to me when you take charge."

Samantha's breath hitched. Through the thin fabric, she felt the heat, the slickness, the proof of Lisa's desire. "Let me taste you," she said, surprised by her own boldness.

Lisa's smile was slow and wicked. "Pull the lace aside, then." Her hips rolled forward as Samantha's fingers obeyed, the fabric sliding away to reveal the glistening pink flesh beneath. "There. Now put your mouth on me and make me forget his name."

Samantha lowered her head, her hands parting Lisa's thighs wide as she dragged her tongue up the slick crease of her cunt, slow and deliberate, tasting the salt and heat of her. 

Lisa's breath hissed through her teeth, one hand fisting in Samantha's hair while the other braced against the wall. Samantha lapped at the swollen bud of her clit, circling it with the flat of her tongue until Lisa's hips bucked sharply, then slid lower, dipping into the wet heat of her entrance before dragging back up. 

From behind the door, David's pounding had gone frantic, his voice a broken, desperate plea, but the sound of it only made Samantha press deeper, her nose buried in blond curls as Lisa's thighs clamped around her head. "Don't you dare stop," Lisa gasped, grinding against her mouth.

Lisa's thighs tightened, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps as Samantha's tongue worked her with relentless precision. 

Then, through the haze of pleasure, the sound from the door shifted. The pounding stopped. What followed was thin, broken, a wet sound that cut through the silence like a blade.

Samantha paused, lifting her head, chin slick. David's voice had dissolved into muffled sobs, his forehead thudding weakly against the wood, a sound of utter collapse.

Lisa looked down at her, eyes hazy but sharpening. "There it is," she whispered, pulling Samantha to her feet, thumb wiping the wetness from her chin. "That's the sound of him breaking. You did that."




Samantha swallowed, listening. The sobs continued, pathetic and raw. "He's crying."

"Let him." Lisa kissed her, tasting herself on Samantha's lips. "We're just getting started."

Lisa held her for a moment, then eased her back, both of them breathing hard. She glanced at the door where David's sobs had faded into shallow, hitching breaths. "He'll calm down. 

They always do when they think there's a way out." She took Samantha's hand and led her to the couch, settling them both down, her thumb stroking the signet ring. "Which brings me to something I've been thinking about since we left the salon."

Samantha's brow furrowed. "What?"

Lisa's gaze was steady, almost tender. "Tonight was the easy part. He woke up, panicked, begged. But you gave him hope when you said later. He'll cling to that. 

He'll be good for a week, a month, however long it takes to get the key back, and then he'll hurt you again." She leaned closer, her voice dropping. 

"The only way to keep him is to take away the possibility of release entirely. Permanent confinement. No key, no hope, no bargaining chip. Just us, and his obedience."

Samantha's pulse quickened. "You mean never let him out? Ever?"

Lisa nodded slowly, her hand settling on Samantha's thigh. "He cheated on you, Sam. He broke your trust in the most intimate way a man can. 

Why should he ever get that part of himself back? Let him spend the rest of his life proving he's worth what he threw away. And if he truly earns it, well, that's a decision we make together, years from now, on our terms." 

She tilted her head. "I'm not saying it out of cruelty. I'm saying it out of love for you. He'll never stray again. He'll be yours, completely, in a way he never was before."

Samantha stared at her, the weight of the cage cold against her chest, the key chain heavy around her neck. She thought of David's sobs, his frantic begging, how small and scared he had sounded. And she thought of what he had done to her, the careful lies, the stolen nights. "You'd do that?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Chain him to us for good?"

Lisa smiled, slow and certain. "I'd do anything for you, sweetheart. And so will he, once he understands there's no other option." She squeezed Samantha's hand. "But it's your call. You're the one he hurt. You're the one he belongs to now."

Samantha sat in silence, the weight of Lisa's words settling into her bones like cold water. She turned the signet ring around her finger, feeling the familiar weight of it, the symbol of a promise David had broken. 

He had sobbed on the floor of her apartment, begged her for another chance. She had given him one before, and he had repaid her with lies.

"No more chances," she said, and the words came out clean and final. "No key. No hope. He made his choice when he crawled into your bed. Now he lives with it."

Lisa's smile was slow and satisfied, her hand squeezing Samantha's thigh. "There she is. The woman who's going to own him completely."

They rose together and crossed to the bedroom door. Samantha unlocked it, and David looked up from the floor, his face blotched with tears, his eyes desperate. She knelt before him, the silver chain swinging between them, and held his gaze while she unclasped it from around her neck.

"You begged me for a key," she said softly. "But that's not what you get. You get us." She pocketed the key, and his face crumbled.

David's eyes widened in horror, the color draining from his face as he watched the key disappear into Samantha's pocket. 

His mouth opened, but no sound came out. He stared at the outline of it against her trousers, a tiny bulge that held his entire future locked away.

"No," he finally rasped, his voice cracking. "Sam, no. You can't. That's not fair, that's not, please." His hands flew to the cage beneath his boxers, fingers scrabbling at the cold steel as if he could will it open. 

"Please, I'll do anything. I'll never look at another woman, I'll give you my phone, my passwords, everything. Just please don't take the key away."

Samantha watched him beg, and felt nothing but a clean, cold satisfaction. She remembered the night she had found Lisa's number in his phone, the months of gaslighting, the way he had looked her in the eye and sworn he loved her while fucking someone else across town. 

"You already had everything," she said quietly. "And you threw it away. Now you get to live with what's left."

Lisa stepped forward, crouching beside Samantha, her hand finding the back of David's neck. He flinched at her touch, looking up at the two of them with red-rimmed eyes. "It's not so bad, sweetheart," Lisa cooed, her voice almost gentle. 

"You'll learn to love it. And if you're very, very good, maybe we'll let you watch us fuck each other without you." She smiled, sharp and beautiful. "That's more than you deserve."




David's shoulders sagged, the fight draining out of him like water from a cracked vessel. The sobs had dried to shuddering breaths, and he looked between the two women with the hollow gaze of a man who had run out of roads. 

"Okay," he whispered, the word barely audible. "Okay. I'll... I'll do whatever you say. Maybe someday, if I'm good enough, you'll give it back. Right?"

Samantha exchanged a glance with Lisa, a silent communication passing between them. 

Lisa gave a small, almost imperceptible nod. "Maybe," Samantha said, and the word was a seed of hope she let him keep, because a man with hope would follow any rule. "But that's up to us. Now listen, because we're only saying this once."

She tilted his chin up with two fingers, forcing his eyes to hers. "Rule one: you address us as Ma'am. Both of us. Rule two: you don't touch yourself, and you don't ask about the key. Rule three: the apartment gets cleaned, dinner gets made, and you do it without being asked. Rule four: when we want you, we'll tell you. When we don't, you stay out of the way."

Lisa crouched beside her, running a hand through David's hair with a mockery of tenderness. "And if you break a rule, sweetheart, we add a week for every transgression. That's how you earn your way back to a key that doesn't exist yet." She smiled. "Understood?"

David swallowed hard, his throat bobbing against the steel that had become his new reality. "Yes, Ma'am," he croaked. "Both of you."

David knelt on the carpet, the rules settling over him like a second skin, and for a moment he thought the worst was over. Then Lisa tilted her head, studying him with that predatory stillness. 

"He's going to need a uniform," she said, not to him, but to Samantha. "Something that makes it clear what he is when he's doing our chores. A little apron, maybe. Or a maid's dress."

Samantha's lips curved. "He'd look good in that."

"Of course, until it arrives, he should remain naked." Lisa's tone was casual, as if discussing the weather. "So we can see him at all times. So he remembers what he is."

Samantha nodded slowly, then turned to David. "You heard her. Strip. Everything."

David's breath hitched, his hands trembling as he reached for the hem of his shirt. He pulled it over his head, then shucked his boxers, the steel cage gleaming pale against his skin. He stood before them, bare and locked, his hands hovering uselessly at his sides.

Lisa circled him, her fingers trailing along his shoulder. "Better. Now go clean the kitchen, sweetheart. And remember what you are."

The kitchen tile was cold under his bare feet as David filled the sink, steam rising around his wrists. He scrubbed the greasy pans from last night's takeout, the cage shifting against his thighs with every movement, a constant cold reminder that he would not be taking his release for granted again. 

From the living room came the low murmur of the women's voices, and once, Lisa's laugh, bright and easy. He dried his hands and opened the refrigerator. He had learned to cook from his mother, and now he put that skill to work, slicing vegetables with trembling hands, seasoning chicken while his skin prickled with the exposure of his nakedness. 

When the food was ready, he plated it carefully and carried the trays into the living room. Samantha and Lisa had curled up together on the couch, a blanket over their legs. 

Samantha looked up as he set the plates on the coffee table, her eyes sweeping him head to toe. "Good boy," she said, and the words twisted something warm and shameful in his chest. "You may stand. Now watch us eat."




David stood with his hands clasped in front of him, watching the two women eat. The smells of garlic and herbs filled the apartment, but he felt no hunger, only the cold weight of the cage and the warmth of their casual dismissal. Lisa fed Samantha a bite of chicken from her fork, their eyes never leaving his as they chewed and swallowed and whispered things he couldn't quite hear.




When the plates were empty, Samantha set her fork down with a soft clink and stretched her legs out across the couch, wiggling her toes in the air. "That was good, David. You remember how to please us when you try." She glanced at Lisa, a slow smile spreading across her face.

"My feet are killing me from all that walking at the spa. David, come here. Massage them."

Lisa's eyes lit with approval. "Mine too, sweetheart. It's been a long day of making important decisions. We deserve some attention."

David's heart hammered as he moved to kneel before the couch. He hesitated, looking at Samantha's outstretched foot, her pedicure fresh and gleaming, little swirls of pale pink that she had chosen while unknowingly sitting beside the woman he'd been betraying her with. 

He swallowed and reached out, his fingers trembling as they closed around her ankle.

"Both of them," Lisa said, stretching her own legs out beside Samantha's. "You have two hands, don't you?"

He worked in silence, one hand kneading Samantha's arch while the other found Lisa's heel. The skin was warm and soft, the calluses gone from years of pampering. 

He pressed his thumbs into the tender flesh, trying to find the right rhythm, the right pressure, desperate to please them. The women leaned back, closing their eyes, exchanging murmurs of approval when he hit a particularly tight spot.

"Harder," Samantha commanded, and he obeyed, digging deeper into the muscle. She sighed softly. "There. That's better. You're learning."

Lisa's toes curled against his palm as he worked the ball of her foot. "He has good hands," she murmured. "That's probably how he charmed both of us in the first place. Too bad he doesn't know what else to do with them."

Samantha laughed, a low, pleased sound. "He's learning that too. Slow, but he's learning."

David kept his head down, his jaw tight. He wanted to resent them, to hate them for what they had done to him, but the feel of their bare feet in his hands, the soft skin against his palms, the casual way they spoke over him like he was furniture, it stirred something complicated in his chest. And lower, beneath the steel, a dull ache that he couldn't do anything about.

"Mmm," Lisa hummed, flexing her toes against his fingers. "Higher, David. Up toward my ankle. Yes, like that. You're getting it." She turned her head to Samantha. "Who knew being a tyrant could be so relaxing?"

Samantha smiled and let her head fall back against the cushion, her eyes half-lidded as she watched him work. "Don't stop, David. You can keep going until we tell you to stop. That's your new job."

Samantha shifted, her thighs parting just a little as she stretched, the movement casual but precise. The hem of her silk blouse rode up, revealing the dark lace edge of her panties beneath the tailored trousers, and the stockings that sheathed her calves. 

David's hands stilled on her arch. His breath caught, and heat curled sharp and useless in his belly as his gaze locked on the shadowed whisper of fabric, on the soft line of her thigh above the stocking top. 

The cage pressed cold and unyielding against him, trapping the sudden, desperate swell of his cock, the ache turning to a dull, throbbing pain.

Lisa saw it. She smiled. "Look at that," she murmured, nudging Samantha with her foot. "He's hard. In that thing. Gods, what a miserable little man."

Lisa's foot nudged him again, firmer. "Done, David. The door locks from the outside now. Be a good boy and sleep on the couch." 

She rose, taking Samantha's hand, and they disappeared into the bedroom. The lock clicked. David lay awake on the scratchy cushions, and through the thin wall came the rustle of silk, then Samantha's low, breathy laugh, then a wet, open-mouthed kiss that went on and on.

Lisa moaned, a long, shuddering sound, and Samantha answered with a gasp as something soft hit the floor. He heard Lisa whimper, "Yes, right there, don't stop," and the rhythmic creak of the bed, the slap of skin, Samantha's voice rising to a sharp, broken cry of "fuck, Lisa, fuck." 

David pressed his palms over his ears, but the sounds wormed through, his cock swelling uselessly against the steel, trapped, aching, while upstairs the women he belonged to came apart in each other's arms.

The morning light crept gray through the blinds, and the sound of the doorbell cut through the stillness. Samantha stirred first, slipping out of bed in one of David's old t-shirts, her legs bare as she padded to the door. Lisa followed, tying her robe closed, curiosity sharp in her eyes.

The delivery man's face flickered with confusion as Samantha signed for the box, but she closed the door before he could ask questions. 

The parcel was plain brown cardboard, unmarked, but the return address made Lisa smile: a boutique she had discovered online, one that specialized in items for men who had learned their place.

"Come see what we bought you, sweetheart," Lisa called, and David shuffled in from the couch, still naked, still locked, his eyes puffy from a sleepless night.

Samantha opened the box with deliberate slowness, peeling back the tape as if unwrapping a gift. Inside, nestled in tissue paper, lay a pale pink maid's dress with a white lace apron, a pair of sheer white stockings, black patent heels, and a delicate steel collar that caught the light. 

Lisa lifted the collar first, turning it in her fingers. Engraved on the front plate, in elegant pink script, was a single word: SISSY.

David's breath stopped. He stared at the collar, at the looping letters, and his hand went to his throat as if he could already feel the steel closing around it.

"Arms up," Samantha said, and he obeyed on instinct. She pulled the dress over his head, the fabric sliding down his skin, the lace apron settling at his waist. The hem fell just above his knees, the skirt flaring with a soft rustle. 

Lisa knelt and guided his feet into the heels, the straps clicking into place with a sound that made David flinch.

Then Samantha took the collar. She snapped it open, the steel cool against her fingers, and stepped behind him. He heard the click as it closed around his neck, the weight settling against his collarbone like a brand.




"Now you look like what you are," she murmured, turning him to face the mirror. He saw himself: a man in a pink dress and heels, a steel cage beneath the skirt, a collar marked with his new name. And behind him, two women who owned him utterly.

"Why don't you practice your curtsy," Lisa suggested, and David, caught between fury and a strange, hollow surrender, found himself obeying.

The curtsy became ritual, then routine. By the third day, David had learned to dip low and hold the pose while Samantha and Lisa lounged in the living room, wearing next to nothing. 

Lisa favored a sheer black chemise that ended at the tops of her thighs, and Samantha, a lace bralette with matching boyshorts, confident in the knowledge that the only man in the apartment could look but never touch. The air hung thick with their perfume and the sound of their laughter, and David moved quietly in his pink dress, his heels clicking soft against the floor, dusting shelves and folding laundry while the women curled together on the couch.

"Mmm, I love this one," Lisa murmured, running a finger down Samantha's thigh, hooking it into the elastic of her boyshorts. She leaned in and kissed her slow, deep, one hand sliding up to cup her breast through the lace. Samantha moaned into her mouth and straddled her lap, and David's hands stilled on the stack of towels. 

The cage ached against him, trapped and useless, his cock struggling helplessly against the steel. He watched Samantha's hips roll, saw her fingers thread into Lisa's hair, and his throat tightened with a shame that burned hot in his belly. 

He should look away. He couldn't. Lisa caught his eye over Samantha's shoulder and smiled, slow and cruel, and deliberately slid her hand down the front of Samantha's boy shorts. Samantha gasped, arching her back, and Lisa kept her gaze locked on David as she worked.

 "Keep folding, sissy," she said, her voice velvet and steel. "Don't stop."

Two weeks bled into each other, each day a quiet erosion of everything David had been. He woke when they woke, served their coffee, knelt when they snapped their fingers. The pink dress had become a second skin, the collar a constant weight. 

He stopped flinching when Lisa called him sissy, stopped hating the way the heels made his ankles ache by evening. Then one morning, Samantha set her coffee down and studied him with the same appraising gaze she used on a new outfit. "It's time," she said, and Lisa smiled, pulling a long box from the closet.

The corset was pale pink satin with white lacing, boned so rigid it stood on its own. Lisa worked the laces while Samantha held him steady, and David gasped as the stays pulled tight, cinching his waist inward until his ribs protested and his breath came shallow. 

"Breathe from your chest, sweetheart," Samantha murmured, tugging one more notch. "You'll get used to it." Then they sat him in a kitchen chair, draped a plastic cape over the corset, and Lisa worked dye through his hair with gloved hands. 

The pink came out bubble-gum bright, shocking against his pale skin, and Samantha wiped his face with makeup remover before applying foundation, blush, mascara, and a soft pink gloss to his lips. When they finished, they turned him to the mirror again. 




The man who stared back had a girl's face, a wasp waist, a dress, heels, and a collar that read SISSY in proud pink script. "Perfect," Samantha breathed, and David, hollow and light, felt something inside him quietly let go.




The mirror held a stranger, and David was still staring at that pink-lipped, lash-framed face when Samantha's hand settled on his shoulder, light and proprietary. "You've been good, sissy. So good." Her thumb traced the collar's edge. "So tomorrow, as a reward, we're going to let you be useful." She smiled at Lisa, who stepped close and pressed a kiss to David's cheek, leaving a faint pink print. "A threesome. You, us, on the bed. We're going to fuck you."

David's heart lurched, heat flooding his stomach as hope flared so sharply it almost hurt. The cage. For the first time in two weeks, the thought of release seemed possible. He would be good, better than good, he would worship them both until they took pity and slid the key home.

Lisa read his hope like a headline and laughed, low and delighted. "Don't look so excited, sweetheart." She hooked a finger through the front of his skirt and tugged it up, exposing the steel cage beneath. 

"You won't be needing this off." She tapped the metal with a manicured nail, a bright, final sound. "You're going to lie there and take it, watch us enjoy each other, and know that this is your reward. Our pleasure. Not yours."

The air left his lungs. "But... you said reward."

"This is the reward," Samantha said, and there was something close to tenderness in her voice as she brushed a strand of pink hair from his forehead. 

"Being allowed to be part of us. Even like this." She dropped her hand, and the tenderness was gone, replaced by the cold authority he knew too well. "Now go practice your curtsy. We want it perfect by tomorrow."

The night passed like a held breath. David lay on the couch, the corset stays digging into his ribs, the cage a cold, constant ache, and listened to the women in the bedroom whisper and laugh. 

He had been given a gift, and it had a blade hidden inside. They would use him, and he would get nothing, and the worst part was the part of him that looked forward to it anyway.

Morning came with the smell of coffee. Samantha and Lisa emerged wrapped in silk robes, loose and unhurried, and sat David at the vanity. They worked over him in silence, hands efficient and impersonal. 

Lisa lined his lips deeper, a harder red than the soft pink of before, while Samantha finished the laces on his corset, pulling them taut enough to make him gasp. "Tonight you're going to look beautiful for us," Lisa said, pressing a kiss to his glossed mouth. 

When they finally led him to the bedroom, all the lights were low, candles flickering on the nightstand, the sheets turned down. Samantha and Lisa shed their robes together, unselfconscious and lovely, and David stood at the foot of the bed in his pink dress and heels, the cage cold beneath his skirt.

"Undress him," Samantha commanded, and Lisa obliged, stepping forward with a smile. She unzipped the dress slowly, letting it slide down his body to pool at his heels, leaving him bare except for the corset, the stockings, the heels, and the steel cage between his thighs. Lisa ran a finger over the metal, mocking and gentle at once. "Keep this on," she murmured. "You'll thank us later."

They pushed him onto the bed. Samantha straddled his chest, her cunt already slick and gleaming, settling just above his lips. "Eat me," she said, and he did, his tongue flattening against her clit as she ground against his mouth with hungry certainty. 

Behind her, Lisa knelt, spreading Samantha's ass with her thumbs and burying her face between her cheeks, lapping at the slick seam of her, and Samantha's hips bucked hard, pressing David's face deeper into her wet heat while she cried out. "Yes, together, both of you, fuck me."

David's jaw ached, his tongue working in desperate circles against her clit, tasting her sharp and urgent. His own cock fought the steel, swelling until the base ached, a dull, throbbing pressure that pulsed with every breath, every gasp that fell from Samantha's lips. 

Through the haze of his labor, he saw Lisa reach for a strap-on, a thick black dildo with a harness that gleamed in the candlelight. 

She strapped it on, steading the shaft with one hand, and pressed her fingers into Samantha's wet slit, then the tip of the fake cock, easing it in inch by inch.

Lisa's hips pistoned hard, the fake cock sinking deep into Samantha with every thrust, and Samantha's thighs clamped tight around David's head, smothering him. 

Her juices ran slick down his chin as she ground her cunt across his mouth, her cries sharp and broken, "Yes, right there, fuck me, Lisa, fuck me." 

He gagged, struggling for air beneath the weight of her, tasting her cream flooding his tongue, and then Lisa pulled out with a wet, glistening sound. Samantha did not move off his face. Lisa repositioned, kneeling between his spread thighs, and he felt the slick tip of the strap-on pressing against his hole, slick with Samantha's wetness. 

"No, wait," he choked, the words muffled against Samantha's flesh. Lisa pushed. The fake cock breached him with a hard, brutal thrust, sinking up to the hilt in one stroke, and his scream died in Samantha's cunt.

His scream died against her flesh, swallowed whole as Samantha ground down harder, her hips rolling in slow, deliberate circles that pressed his face flat into her slick heat. 

He couldn't breathe, couldn't beg, couldn't do anything but choke and gag as Lisa set a brutal rhythm behind him, the strap-on dragging out of him nearly all the way before slamming back in with a wet, obscene slap that echoed off the bedroom walls. 

His hands clawed at the sheets, nails digging into the fabric as the fake cock punched deep, and he felt his hole stretch and burn around the intrusion.

"Oh, look at him," Lisa purred, one hand gripping his hip, fingers digging into the flesh hard enough to bruise. "Taking it like a good little sissy." She leaned forward, her chest pressing against his back, and whispered into his ear, "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be useful?"

Samantha pulled back just enough to let him gasp a single, ragged breath before shoving her cunt back against his mouth.

"Don't stop," she commanded, her voice thick with pleasure. "If you stop, we add a week."

His tongue went back to work, desperate, sloppy, and through the haze of degradation he felt Lisa's hips pick up speed, felt her cock slam into him harder, and the shameful truth was that his own body was rocking back to meet her thrusts. 

The cage ached between his thighs, his cock weeping uselessly against the steel. He was nothing. He was their toy. And when Lisa finally came with a sharp, shuddering gasp and pulled out slick and glistening, when Samantha ground one last time against his face and collapsed beside him, he lay there panting, his throat raw, his hole burning, and the only sound in the room was the two women's contented breathing.

Samantha propped herself on one elbow, tracing a lazy finger through the sweat on Lisa's collarbone. David lay between them, forgotten, his breath still ragged. 

"He's getting used to it," Samantha murmured, not looking at him. "That's a problem."

Lisa's eyes followed hers to the steel cage, gleaming in the candlelight. "He is. He's starting to enjoy being useful. We need to make sure that's all he'll ever be."

"Permanent," Samantha said, the word settling like a stone. "I want the key melted down. No backups, no spare hidden in a drawer. Just the cage, and the collar, and us."

Lisa smiled, slow and sharp. "That's what I was hoping you'd say. I know a place that does custom work. We'll get the lock welded shut tomorrow."

David's eyes widened in terror, the words hitting him like a physical blow. He pushed himself up on trembling arms, the corset digging into his ribs, the cage cold and cruel between his thighs. "No," he breathed, the word barely a whisper. "You can't. You can't take the key away forever. That's not, that's not a punishment, that's just, that's just torture."

Samantha turned to look at him, and there was no warmth in her gaze, only the calm certainty of a decision already made. "It's not torture, sweetheart. It's ownership." 

She reached down and ran a finger along the steel cage, and he flinched. "You belong to us now. Completely. And tomorrow, when the weld cools, you'll know it the way we do. No hope, no bargaining, no way out." 

She smiled, slow and final. "Just you, and this dress, and us."

David stared at her, and something in his chest cracked open, not with pain, but with a strange, hollow relief. The fight drained out of him like water from a broken cup, and what remained was light, empty, and terrifyingly calm. 

"Yes, Ma'am," he heard himself say, the words coming from somewhere he didn't recognize. "I understand."

Lisa's eyebrows rose, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Well, now. Look at that. He's finally getting it."

They did it that night, not the next morning. Lisa produced a small butane torch from her bag, and they made him kneel on the kitchen floor while she heated the lock until the metal glowed faintly orange, then pressed the seam with a jeweller’s clamp until it fused solid. 

The key lay on the counter, useless now, and Samantha picked it up and dropped it into the garbage disposal. It ground away with a sound like breaking teeth.

"There," Samantha said, turning back to him. "It's done. You're ours now. Forever."

David knelt on the cold tile, the dress pooling around him, the collar warm against his throat, and he did not feel despair. 

He felt the last thread snap, the final doubt dissolve, and in their place, a strange and terrible peace. "Thank you, Ma'am," he whispered, bowing his head. "For showing me what I am."

Lisa laughed, soft and delighted, and Samantha crouched down to run her thumb along the seam of the welded lock. "Good boy," she murmured. "Now go make us dinner. And when you're done, you can kneel in the corner and watch us fuck."

The End


Chapter 2​ - The Keeper's Vow

by Xev Rivers

Gloria nursed a cooling espresso she had no intention of drinking, her gaze fixed across the room where a young man sat alone at near the window. He was reorganizing a stack of textbooks with a methodical, almost reverent care, aligning their spines, squaring their corners, checking the clock on his phone between movements as if he were afraid of being late for something he had already arrived for.

The afternoon sun caught the sandy strands of his hair, turning them to pale gold, and his soft jawline was slack with the unguarded earnestness of someone who had not yet learned to walk through the world with his fists up.

Gloria had known plenty of men who walked that way. She had let them into her bed and her heart, and each one had left her with a fresh bruise where her trust used to live, but Simon Barrett, with his wide hazel eyes and his quiet, dutiful rhythm, was not one of those men.

He was a canvas of soft lines and unspoken devotion, and she had spent thirty years learning exactly what she wanted to paint. She set down her cup, smoothed the charcoal silk of her blouse, and rose from the corner table with the cool, unhurried confidence of a woman who had finally stopped searching.

Her heels clicked a steady cadence across the worn floorboards as she closed the distance between them. His gaze lifted at the sound, meeting hers, and his mouth parted slightly as if he already knew, on some instinctual level, that something in his life was about to change forever.

Simon blinked once, twice, as if the image before him needed recalibrating. Gloria stopped at the edge of his table and extended her hand, palm open, fingers long and steady. The gold band on her middle finger caught the light.

"You're Simon," she said. Not a question. Her voice was low and unhurried, the kind of voice that expected the world to lean in and listen.

He looked at her hand, then at her face, and something in his chest tightened like a knot being pulled slowly closed. "Yes," he managed. His own hand rose to meet hers, almost involuntarily, his palm warm and slightly damp. Her grip closed around it, firm and cool, and she held on a beat longer than courtesy required.

"I'm Gloria. I've been watching you for the past twenty minutes, and I've decided I'd like to get to know you." She released his hand but did not step back, remaining in his space with a calm authority, her eyes holding his with patient, unblinking certainty. "May I sit?"

Simon nodded slowly, his throat dry, his gaze unable to break from hers. The motion was small, almost hypnotic, as if she had asked his body before his mind had caught up. Gloria smiled, a cool, satisfied curve of her lips, and settled into the chair across from him, folding her hands on the table with deliberate grace.

"You organize your books like you care about them," she said. "That's rare in a man your age."

He flushed, ducking his head. "I like things to be in their place."

"So do I." Her voice dropped a register. "Which is why I'm going to be honest with you, Simon. I'm thirty. I've spent years with men who thrilled me and left me hollow. I'm not looking for that anymore. I'm looking for someone who understands what it means to be kept, to be cherished, to belong to one person completely. Someone who doesn't need to roam." She tilted her head, watching him. "Do you understand what I'm asking?"

Simon's breath caught in his throat, a sharp, shallow hitch that seemed to echo in the quiet space between them. The word "kept" hung in the air like a bell that had just been struck, and he felt its vibration run all the way down his spine. He had spent twenty-one years waiting for someone to tell him he was enough, to give him a place where his quiet devotion would be seen as a gift rather than a weakness and here she was, this cool-eyed woman with iron in her voice and a patience that felt like a held breath, offering him exactly that.

"Yes," he said. The word came out steadier than he felt. "I understand."

Gloria's smile deepened, something warm and possessive flickering behind her calm gaze. She reached across the table and took his hand again, her thumb tracing a slow circle over his knuckles. The touch was light, but it felt like a brand.

"Good," she said. "Then let's start with coffee, and I'll tell you exactly what belonging to me looks like."

Simon's hand stayed in hers, pliant and warm, his thumb brushing the side of her palm in a small, unconscious rhythm.

"Here is how it will work," she said, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "You will live in my home. You will sleep in my bed. And you will keep yourself only for me, chaste and untouched, because what you offer me is your fidelity, not your conquests." She leaned in, her cool gaze sharpening. "In return, I will give you a life of comfort, devotion, and a love that is yours alone, but my body is my own to share as I see fit. You will not question it. You will not resent it. You will welcome me home and hold me when I need it, without jealousy or reproach. Can you do that, Simon?"

His throat worked, a visible swallow. He thought of the ache that had lived in his chest for years, the nameless hunger for a place to belong. Jealousy was a small price for permanence. "Yes. I can."

Gloria's smile softened into something genuine. She slid her hand to cup his jaw, tilting his face up to hers, her thumb brushing his lower lip. "Then tonight I'll take you home, and we'll begin."

The afternoon dissolved into evening with the speed of a struck match. Gloria drove them through the downtown grid in her grey sedan, one hand on the wheel, the other resting lightly on his thigh. Simon sat beside her in a daze, watching the city lights streak past, his collar already feeling heavier against his throat. She parked in the basement of a sleek tower and led him by the hand through a marble lobby, up an elevator, and into an apartment that smelled of cedar and clean linen.

He barely registered the minimalist furniture, the floor-to-ceiling windows. His whole world had narrowed to the woman who was unbuttoning his crew-neck sweater with slow, deliberate fingers, easing it over his head, leaving him in his thin white t-shirt.

"Tonight, we begin," she murmured, and she pushed him gently onto the edge of her bed. She knelt over him, straddling his thighs, her skirt rucked high around her hips. Simon's hands hovered at her waist, trembling, not daring to grip. She cupped his jaw and tilted his face up, her cool gaze drilling into his. "You're mine now, Simon. Say it."

"I'm yours," he breathed.

She smiled, a predator's soft satisfaction, and then she kissed him. It was not a gentle thing. Her mouth claimed his with a hungry, possessive pressure, her tongue sliding against his lower lip, demanding entry. He gasped, and she took it, plunging deep, tasting him, owning him. Her fingers twisted into his sandy hair, tilting his head back further, and she bit his lower lip hard enough to make him whimper. He tasted copper and her sweetness, and he moaned into her mouth, his hands finally finding the courage to grip her hips. She broke the kiss just long enough to rasp, "You'll dream of that taste," before she crushed her mouth to his again, swallowing his answer whole.

Simon's resolve dissolved like sugar in hot water. The taste of her, sharp and sweet, flooded his senses, and the last thread of his will snapped clean. He stopped thinking about what he should do and surrendered entirely to what she wanted him to be. His hands slid from her hips to the small of her back, pressing her closer, and he whimpered against her mouth, a sound of pure, unguarded need. Gloria felt the exact moment he gave up, the subtle slackening of his muscles, the way his mouth opened to her without resistance. She pulled back just enough to look at him, his hazel eyes glassy and half-lidded, his lips swollen and slick with her spit.

"There it is," she murmured, pleased. "That's the look I want to see every night. That empty, aching look of a boy who knows he belongs to someone." She dragged her thumb across his lower lip, and he chased the touch when she pulled away. "You're not going to fight me, are you, Simon? You're just going to let me take whatever I want." He shook his head slowly, dazed. "No, I'm not going to fight." She smiled and lowered her mouth to his throat, teeth grazing his pulse point. "Good boy."

Her teeth grazed his pulse, and Simon's head fell back, a soft, wounded sound escaping his throat. Gloria smiled against his skin, then pulled back, sliding off his lap with a fluid grace. She stood before him, her charcoal skirt still rucked high, and she reached down to take his hand, drawing him off the bed. He followed like a man in a trance, his t-shirt clinging to his lean chest, his cock straining against the thin cotton of his briefs. She guided him down, a firm hand on his shoulder, until he knelt on the plush carpet between her feet. She looked down at him, her cool gaze satisfied, and she slowly, deliberately, peeled her blouse from her shoulders, unclasped her bra, and let it fall. Her breasts were full, her nipples already tight. Then she hiked her skirt to her waist and slid her knickers down her thighs, letting them drop to the floor. She was bare before him, her cunt slick and glistening.

"Please me, Simon," she said, stepping closer until her thighs bracketed his shoulders. "Use that eager mouth. Make me cum, and maybe I'll let you watch me touch myself after."

Simon's mouth watered. He leaned in, his hands gripping her hips, and dragged his tongue up the length of her slit. She tasted salt and musk, and he groaned against her, lapping at her clit with desperate, clumsy hunger. Gloria let out a low, satisfied hum and fisted a hand in his hair, holding him against her cunt. "Slower," she commanded. "You're not eating a peach." He obeyed, softening his tongue, tracing her folds with deliberate reverence, circling her clit until her thighs trembled against his ears. She rocked her hips into his mouth, breath hitching, her grip in his hair tightening. "There. Yes. Right there. Don't stop."

He suckled her clit, flicking it with the tip of his tongue, and she let out a sharp, guttural moan. Simon's own cock throbbed painfully, untouched, the fabric of his briefs soaked with his leaking arousal, but he didn't dare reach for himself. He just kept licking, worshiping, until Gloria's thighs clamped around his head and she came with a raw, shaking cry, her release flooding his tongue. She held him there through every aftershock, then finally pushed him back, breathing hard. He knelt before her, lips slick and swollen, pupils blown wide. She looked down at him, pleased, and ran a thumb across his wet mouth.

"Good boy," she said softly. "You can stand up now. You're not cumming tonight."

Gloria looked down at his slick, swollen mouth and gave a slow, satisfied blink. "You did well. But I'm tired now, Simon."

She extended a hand, drawing him up from his knees, and led him through the dim apartment to the bathroom, where they brushed their teeth in companionable silence. Back at the bedside she looked him over, serious now. "We can both sleep naked in my bed if you agree not to cum or attempt to fuck me. Do you agree?"

"Yes," he said, and pulled his t-shirt and briefs off without hesitation. She climbed beneath the linen sheet, watching him follow, his lean body settling warm beside hers. She wrapped an arm around his waist, pulling his back against her chest, and pressed a kiss to his nape. "Good boy. Sleep." And he did.

Morning light crept through the floor-to-ceiling windows when Gloria stirred, her arm still wrapped around Simon's waist. She watched him sleep for a long moment, his soft jaw slack against the pillow, then pressed a kiss between his shoulder blades. "Wake up, sweet boy," she murmured. "We have an appointment."

He blinked awake, hazel eyes hazy with sleep, and she traced a finger down his chest before rolling out of bed. They dressed in silence, her in a sharp black blazer and tailored trousers, him in the same simple sweater from yesterday. She drove them across town to an unmarked storefront, its window blacked out, a brass plaque reading simply "INTIMATE SOLUTIONS." Inside, the air smelled of antiseptic and leather. A tall, androgynous piercer with silver rings through both nostrils greeted them, and Gloria shook their hand with calm authority.

"He needs a Prince Albert," she said, "and a custom cage sized to it. He won't be taking it off."

The piercer nodded and gestured to a reclining chair. Simon's pulse hammered as Gloria guided him down, her hand steady on his chest. "This will ensure you're always mine," she said, leaning close, her breath warm against his ear. "Even when I'm not here, this will remember me." He swallowed hard and nodded, spreading his legs as instructed. The piercer cleaned his glans with cold antiseptic, and Simon hissed at the sting. A clamp closed around his urethra, sharp and unforgiving, and he gasped, gripping the chair arms. Gloria took his hand, lacing her fingers through his, her thumb stroking his knuckles. "Breathe," she told him. "This is how you prove you're mine."

The needle went through with a wet, grinding pop. Simon cried out, his whole-body tensing, tears pricking the corners of his eyes. Gloria held his gaze, unblinking, and he held hers back, refusing to look away. The piercer threaded a curved barbell through the fresh wound, his movements swift and practiced, and Simon sobbed once, a raw, broken sound. Gloria leaned down and kissed his forehead. "Almost done, love."

The piercer produced a small, gleaming cage of brushed stainless steel, its interior measured to his circumcised shaft, with a locking ring designed to slide over the fresh barbell. They threaded the ring through the healing piercing, and Simon whimpered as the cold metal kissed his inflamed flesh. The cage slid over his soft cock, snug and enclosing, a small padlock clicking shut behind the barbell. The piercer wiped the excess antiseptic from his skin and stepped back. "It won't come off without removing the piercing," they said. "The key is yours."

Gloria took the small key, weighed it in her palm, and smiled. She helped Simon to his feet, guiding him gently by the elbow as he steadied himself. In the car he sat quietly, his hands clasped in his lap, feeling the unfamiliar weight of steel against his groin, the dull throb of fresh metal through raw flesh. Gloria reached over and rested her hand on his thigh, high, almost touching the cage through his trousers. "Every time you feel that," she said softly, "I want you to remember who put it there. Who you belong to." He nodded, his throat tight, and she smiled, satisfied. "Good boy. Let's go home."

The week folded into a rhythm of honey and steel. Each evening Gloria returned from her work to find Simon waiting, his hazel eyes bright with the hunger of a man who had spent the day aching for her.

She let him have her body as she had promised, unrestricted hands roaming her breasts, her hips, her thighs while he kissed bruises into her neck and breathed her in like she was oxygen. He groped her through her blouse in the kitchen while she cooked, pressed her against the counter to mouth at her throat, slid his hands up her skirt just to feel the heat of her cunt through her knickers, and every night she let him please her with his tongue, spreading her thighs wide on the bed, fisting her hand in his hair as he lapped at her with that desperate, clumsy devotion that had sharpened into real skill.

"There, my good boy," she would breathe as she came against his mouth. "You know what I taste like now. You know no one else will ever have this," and he would nod, dazed, his locked cock straining uselessly against the steel cage, the fresh piercing still tender.

She touched him there each night, fingers tracing the cold metal, and smiled at his helpless groan. "You'll never leave me," she whispered once, straddling his chest, his hands gripping her thighs as she rode his mouth. "I own your cock, Simon. Every hard, useless inch of it. It only gets free when I decide." He nodded beneath her, drunk on her taste and her words, and she came with a shuddering cry that he swallowed whole.

She came with a shuddering cry that he swallowed whole, and for a long moment the only sound was his ragged breathing against her thigh. When she finally pushed herself up, her skin flushed, her hair mussed, she looked down at him with that cool, calculating gaze that made his stomach clench. "That was lovely," she said, and slid off him, padding naked to the dresser. She returned with a small velvet box. "But I've been thinking, sweet boy. We need a new rule."

Simon propped himself on his elbows, still dazed, his mouth slick with her. "What kind of rule?"

She opened the box. Inside lay a slim, brushed-steel ring, unadorned save for a tiny engraved heart. She held it up between two fingers. "From now on, you don't touch me unless I give you permission first. You don't ask. You don't reach for me in the kitchen, you don't press me against the counter, you don't slide your hands up my skirt. You wait." She knelt beside him, her voice dropping to a velvet murmur. "

When I choose to let you, you'll be so desperate you'll weep for it."

Simon's throat worked. His cock, locked and useless in its cage, pulsed with a hollow, aching need. "What if I need to... what if I can't help it?"

Gloria smiled, slow and satisfied, and reached down to stroke the steel cage through the cooling silk of his skin. "Then you'll learn to help it, won't you?

Because every time you break the rule, I'll take something away. A week without touching me or maybe a month and you'll beg me, Simon, really beg, and I'll decide if you've earned it back." She leaned in and kissed the corner of his mouth, soft and chaste. "Do you understand?"

He stared at her, his chest rising and falling, the weight of her promise settling over him like a chain. "Yes," he breathed. "I understand."

She smiled and slid the ring onto his middle finger, then pressed her palm flat against his sternum. "Good boy. Now be a good boy and get me a glass of water."

Simon rose on unsteady legs, his skin still slick with the memory of her, and padded barefoot to the kitchen. The cold floor soothed the ache in his feet as he filled a glass from the tap, the water running clear and quiet. He stood there a moment, the glass in his hand, the steel cage a familiar weight between his thighs, and felt the strange, settling peace of a man who knew exactly what was expected of him.

When he returned, Gloria was propped against the headboard, the sheet pooled at her waist, her eyes tracking him with that patient, possessive warmth. He handed her the glass.

She took a slow sip, then set it on the nightstand and reached for his wrist, pulling him down beside her. "Good boy," she murmured, and pressed a kiss to his temple. "You're learning."

Simon's fingers tightened around the glass for half a heartbeat before he forced them to relax. He had known this was coming, had been told from the very first afternoon that her body was her own to share with whom see pleased, but hearing it said aloud, here in their bed with her skin still flushed from his mouth, drove the words into his chest like a splinter.

"When?" he asked, his voice smaller than he intended.

Gloria reached for her phone on the nightstand, waking the screen. The Tinder interface glowed in the dim light; new matches queued in a neat row. "Tonight," she said, scrolling past faces he would never meet. "There's a man, Duncan. Thirty-four, finance, very fit. He's been very patient while I took my time choosing." She tilted the screen toward him, showing a photo of a broad-shouldered man with a confident smirk. "I need a proper fucking, Simon. The kind that leaves marks on my thighs and makes me scream into a hotel pillow. You understand that, don't you?"

He swallowed. "Yes."

She smiled and set the phone aside, cupping his jaw in her palm. "That's why I keep you, sweet boy. Because you understand." She kissed him softly, then pulled back and swung her legs out of bed. "I'm going to shower. When I come back, I want you dressed and ready to wait for me. Make me a drink for when I return."

Gloria's shower ran long, steam curling under the bathroom door while Simon dressed in the dim bedroom. He pulled on the same sweater from yesterday and stood by the window, watching the city lights flicker to life, his thumb tracing the new ring on his middle finger. When she emerged, wrapped in a white towel with her platinum bob darkened at the ends, she found him waiting exactly as instructed, with a drink on the counter.

"Good boy," she said, and disappeared into the walk-in closet.

The closet light clicked on, and Gloria stood before her lingerie wall, her towel pooling at her feet. She ran her fingers across the silk and lace with the practiced eye of a woman who knew precisely what message she wanted her body to deliver.

Not the demure champagne set, too soft. Not the ivory, too bridal. Her hand stopped on a deep crimson balconette bra, the cups barely there, held together by a strip of black lace. She lifted it down, pair of matching high-cut briefs dangling from her fingers, the fabric thin as a whisper and meant to be torn or pushed aside. She stepped into them, the silk sliding up her thighs, and fastened the bra, the underwire lifting her breasts into sharp, offering peaks. In the mirror she turned, checking the line of her ass against the high-cut fabric, the crimson stark against her tan skin.

This was not for Simon. This was armor for the battlefield ahead, a promise of what Duncan would take and what she would give. She slipped a black silk robe over it, tied loosely at the waist, and stepped out to find Simon still standing where she had left him, his eyes wide and dutiful. "I want you awake when I get back," she said. "I'll tell you everything."

The door clicked open past midnight, and Simon rose from the armchair where he had been waiting, his heart lurching. Gloria stepped in on unsteady heels, her platinum hair a slept-in mess. A flush of satisfaction stained her cheeks, and the air around her carried the sharp, unmistakable scent of sex and sweat.

"I'm home, sweet boy," she breathed, and she was on him before he could speak, her mouth claiming his, forcing him to taste Duncan's cologne on her lips. She pulled back, her eyes bright and predatory. "Strip. Lie on the bed. Now."

Simon obeyed, shedding his sweater and briefs in a clumsy rush, his locked cock already straining uselessly against the steel. He lay back, heart hammering, as Gloria removed her dress and let it fall, revealing the crimson balconette bra, still fastened, and the high-cut briefs now soaked through, their silk translucent with a thick, milky seepage. She peeled them down her thighs, and he saw the evidence of Duncan's work: her labia swollen, reddened, her thighs glistening with drying spend. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his face, her knees bracketing his ears, and lowered her slick cunt to his mouth.

"Lick me clean," she commanded, fisting a hand in his hair. "Every drop of his cum. You eat it all, and then you tell me how lovely it tastes." Simon's tongue slid up her slit, and the salty, musky flood of another man's release hit his palate. He gagged once, then moaned, lapping deeper, chasing every trace, his tongue pressing inside her to scoop out the thick pool that Duncan had left behind.

Gloria ground her hips against his mouth, a sharp, guttural groan escaping her. "That's it, my good boy. Suck him out of me. You're the only one who cleans up what I take. That's your place." He obeyed, whimpering, drinking until her cunt was slick but clean, his tongue circling her clit with desperate reverence. She came with a raw shout, soaking his chin, then slid off and kissed his wet mouth. "Good boy. Now hold me."

She broke the kiss and slid down his body, her lips leaving a wet trail across his chest, his stomach, until she reached the cage. Her fingers closed around the cold steel, tracing its outline with a possessive reverence, and Simon's hips bucked involuntarily, a strangled gasp escaping his throat. The fresh piercing throbbed beneath the metal, a dull, aching reminder.

"You feel that, don't you?" she murmured, her breath hot against the cage. She ran her thumb along the locked ring, pressing just hard enough to make him whimper. "This is what you are now. Hard and useless and mine. Duncan spent himself inside me tonight, and you'll spend nothing, ever, unless I will it." She looked up at him, her eyes glittering in the dim light. "Do you still want to hold me, sweet boy?"

"Yes," he breathed, his voice cracked and raw. "Please."

She smiled and crawled up his body, settling against his side, her head on his chest, her hand resting possessively over the cage. "Then hold me, Simon. And remember exactly who you belong to."

Simon held her through the night, her breath warm and even against his chest, the cage a cold anchor between his thighs. He did not sleep, not truly. He lay awake and memorized the weight of her hand on the steel, the certainty of her claim, and he felt, for the first time in his life, a peace that hurt to hold.

The next three nights passed in that strange, honeyed rhythm. Gloria came home each evening flushed with the offices she ran and the calls she took, and Simon waited for her with a drink and soft eyes, his hands clasped behind his back until she granted him permission to touch.

Twice she let him kneel between her thighs and worship her to completion. Once she made him watch her touch herself, her fingers working her clit while he knelt on the rug, his locked cock throbbing, tears of need pricking his eyes. "You see what you gave up?" she breathed as she came. "You see what you get to keep?" He nodded, throat raw, and she smiled and beckoned him to bed.

On the fourth night, the door opened earlier than usual, and Simon looked up from the book he had been reading to find Gloria stepping inside with a stranger. The woman was older, mid-forties perhaps, with a short, silver-streaked crop and a sharp, avian face. She wore a black leather jacket over a thin silk shell, and her eyes swept the apartment with a cool, appraising interest. Gloria kicked the door shut behind her and crossed to Simon, cupping his jaw and tilting his face up for a kiss that tasted of wine and mint.

"Simon," she said, drawing back, "this is Margo. She's staying for a while." She looked down at him, her thumb brushing his cheek. "I need you to sleep in the spare room tonight. Can you do that for me, sweet boy?"

Simon swallowed, his gaze flicking to Margo, who watched him with a faint, knowing smile. The word jealousy rose in his chest, but he forced it down. "Yes," he said. "Of course."

Gloria kissed his forehead. "Good boy." She released him, and he rose, gathering his pillow from the bed, walking past Margo with a nod he could not quite meet her eyes for. The spare room door clicked shut behind him, and he stood in the dark for a long moment, the cage heavy against his thigh, listening to the murmur of their voices through the wall.

He lay down on the narrow bed, the sheets cool and unfamiliar, and pressed his palm flat against his sternum. The ring was there, the weight of it familiar. He closed his eyes and tried to breathe. Through the wall, he heard the low timbre of Gloria's laugh, Margo's answering hum, the clink of a glass being set down. Then the soft, unmistakable sound of a kiss. He turned onto his side, pulling the pillow over his head, but the sounds found him anyway.

Gloria's voice, low and commanding, carried through the plaster. "On your knees. I want to look at you first." Margo's response was a muffled, pleased murmur. The bed frame in the main room groaned once, then settled into a rhythmic, unhurried creak. Simon heard the wet, slick sound of mouths meeting, Gloria's sharp intake of breath, a low, guttural moan that was not his to answer.

He lay rigid, the cage an unbearable pressure, his cock straining uselessly against the steel. His hand drifted down, fingers finding the cold metal, and he whimpered, a sound he was glad she could not hear. Through the wall, Gloria's voice rose, breathless and commanding, telling Margo exactly where to put her hands, her mouth, her cunt. The sounds of flesh on flesh grew faster, wetter, and Simon pressed his thighs together, riding the ache, his tears hot on his cheeks in the dark.

The main room fell silent for a long, terrible moment. Then Gloria cried out, a raw, shuddering release, and the bed frame stilled. Simon heard the low murmur of after-sex, the rustle of sheets, and then Gloria's footsteps in the hall. The spare room door opened a crack, spilling warm light across the floor. She stood in the doorway, wrapped in her white robe, her cheeks flushed, her hair a mess.

Simon looked up at her, his eyes red-rimmed, and she crossed to the bed, sitting on its edge, taking his damp face in her hands. "Did you hear everything, sweet boy?" He nodded miserably. She smiled and kissed his forehead, soft and chaste. "Good. That's what I want you to remember. That I can have her whenever I want, but I come home to you." She brushed his hair from his brow. "Rest now, tomorrow, you'll have me all to yourself. I promise."

Simon lay in the narrow bed, the pillow still pressed over his head, and let her promise settle into his chest like a stone dropped into still water. Tomorrow. All to himself. He turned the words over until his breathing evened, until the ache in his locked cock dulled to a familiar, thrumming weight, and eventually sleep took him.

Morning came grey and quiet. He woke to the smell of coffee and found Gloria alone in the kitchen, dressed in a soft cashmere sweater and loose trousers, her hair brushed to a sleek shine. Margo was gone, no trace of her left but a faint, musky scent in the sheets Simon had not been asked to change. Gloria handed him a mug and kissed his cheek, soft and unhurried. "Eat," she said. "We have a full day."

She drove them out of the downtown core, past the gleaming towers and into a district of old brick warehouses converted into creative studios. She parked outside one with a black steel door and no signage, and produced a key from her pocket. Inside, the space was white and stark, lit by a single skylight. The only furniture was a long wooden table and a high-backed leather chair. On the table lay a document, a pen, and a small jeweller's box.

"Sit," Gloria said, gesturing to the chair. Simon obeyed, his pulse quickening. She stood before him, arms crossed, and looked down at him with that cool, assessing gaze he had come to know so well. "You've been good, Simon. Patient. Obedient. But good behaviour isn't the same as surrender, and I don't want a boy who merely follows rules.

I want a man who gives himself over completely, with no part held back." She picked up the document and held it out to him. "This is a contract. It states that you are mine, body and will, for as long as I choose. That you will not touch yourself, will not seek pleasure from anyone else, will not leave this arrangement without my consent. That everything you have, everything you are, belongs to me." Her voice softened. "It's not legally binding. No court would enforce it. But I'll know, and you'll know, and that's what matters."

Simon stared at the page, the small black type blurring before his eyes. His hand trembled as he reached for the pen. He thought of the ache in his chest that had hollowed him for years, the nameless hunger he had never been able to fill. And he thought of her voice in the dark, telling him he was good, telling him he belonged. He signed his name at the bottom, the ink wet and heavy, and set the pen down.

Gloria smiled, a slow, warm curve of her lips, and opened the jeweller's box. Inside lay a slim solid gold collard, delicate and bright, with a small padlock at its clasp. She lifted it out and stepped behind him, her fingers brushing his hair aside. The chain settled against his throat, cool and light, and the lock clicked shut with a soft, final sound.

"There," she murmured, her lips against his ear. "Now everyone will know. My collar on your neck, my ring on your finger, my steel between your thighs. You're not a boy I'm keeping anymore, Simon. You're mine, utterly and completely." She circled back to face him and tilted his chin up, her eyes bright with satisfaction. "Tonight, to celebrate, I'm going to let you watch me take Duncan again. You'll kneel at my feet while he fucks me, and you'll see exactly what your surrender buys you." She kissed his forehead, soft and almost tender. "You'll thank me for it, sweet boy. You'll thank me for owning you."

Simon's throat worked beneath the new collar, a strange, swelling warmth rising in his chest. The word surrender should have frightened him. Instead, it felt like coming home. "Thank you," he whispered, and meant it. "Thank you for owning me."

A knock sounded at the steel door, three deliberate raps. Gloria's smile sharpened, and she released Simon's chin. "That will be him," she said, and crossed to the door with unhurried grace. She pulled it open to admit Duncan Rooke, broad-shouldered and smirking, his dark hair gelled back, a duffel slung over one shoulder.

He stepped inside, took in the stark white space, and let his gaze drift to Simon seated in the leather chair, collar glinting at his throat. "Fresh meat," Duncan said, amused. "He the one you told me about?" Gloria walked past him, trailing a finger across his chest, and turned to face Simon with a calculating look. "He's the one who watches." She slid her hand down Duncan's torso, past his belt. "Get on your knees, sweet boy. Over here, where he can see you."

Simon slid off the chair and knelt on the cool concrete, his knees finding the hard surface as Gloria turned back to Duncan with a slow, hungry smile. She sank down before him, her tailored trousers stretching across her thighs as she knelt, and her fingers found his belt with practiced ease.

The leather gave with a soft click, and she drew his cock out, already half-hard, thick and ruddy against her pale palm. She looked over her shoulder at Simon, holding his gaze as she lowered her mouth over Duncan's shaft. Her lips stretched around him, slick and pink, and she took him deep on the first pass, her nose brushing the dark thatch of his groin.

Duncan groaned, his hand finding the back of her platinum head, guiding her rhythm as she bobbed and sucked, her tongue swirling the underside of his length. Simon watched, his mouth dry, the metal cage a cold pressure against his groin as she pulled off with a wet pop and lapped at the head before swallowing him whole again.

Simon dragged his gaze from the wet, obscene stretch of Gloria's lips swelling around Duncan's shaft and found the man's face instead. Duncan's eyes were half-lidded, his jaw slack, a sheen of sweat at his temples as he watched her work. But when he felt Simon's stare, his smirk returned, slow and cruel, and he raised one eyebrow in a silent challenge.

Look your fill, that look said, because this is what you'll never have. Simon's throat tightened beneath the gold collar, his locked cock straining uselessly against the steel. Duncan slid his hand from Gloria's hair to grip her jaw, tilting her face up, and let her pull off his cock with a wet gasp. "He's watching you real pretty," Duncan murmured, thumb dragging across her swollen lip. "You like that, pet? Knowing your boy sees what a proper man does to you?"

Gloria's smile was sharp and satisfied. She glanced back at Simon, her eyes bright with ownership. "He loves it. Don't you, sweet boy?" Simon swallowed, the collar heavy and warm, and nodded once. "Yes," he whispered. "I love it."

Gloria's sharp laugh cut the air as Duncan's hand twisted in her platinum bob. "He's a quick learner," she said, and pushed herself up, leaving Duncan's cock glistening and thick in the dim light. Duncan turned to Simon, still kneeling on the cold concrete, and walked over with the lazy, predatory roll of a man who owned every room he entered. "You love watching, do you?" he said, crouching down until his face was level with Simon's. "Then let's see how much you really love it.

While I fuck her, you're going to crawl up between her thighs and lick her cunt. Every time I push into her, you taste me. Every time she moans, you keep your tongue on her clit. And you don't stop, not once, not until I've come inside her." He grabbed Simon's jaw, forcing his head up. "When I'm done, you'll swallow every drop of her spend mixed with mine, and you'll thank me for letting you share her. That's your challenge, boy. Prove you love it."

Simon's heart slammed against his ribs, his mouth watering despite the cold knot of fear in his gut. He nodded, his throat tight beneath the gold collar, and Gloria's eyes glittered with dark approval as she shed her trousers and mounted the wooden table, spreading her thighs wide. Duncan positioned Simon between them, his face inches from her slick, swollen cunt, and then Duncan drove into her with a single, brutal thrust that made Gloria cry out. The table shook, and Simon's tongue darted out, swirling her clit as Duncan hammered into her, his balls slapping against Simon's chin with every stroke.

Gloria's moans sharpened, climbing from low, breathy sighs into raw, guttural cries that echoed off the white walls. Her thighs clamped around Simon's head, heels digging into his shoulders, pulling him deeper into the slick heat of her cunt as Duncan drove into her with a punishing, relentless rhythm. "Fuck, yes," she gasped, her voice breaking. "Right there, right fucking there, don't you dare stop, either of you."

Duncan's grunts came faster, harsher, his grip on her hips bruising, and Gloria's back arched off the table, her platinum hair fanning across the wood. Simon kept his tongue flat against her clit, lapping in frantic circles even as Duncan's balls slapped his chin with every furious stroke, the musky scent of him flooding Simon's senses. Gloria's cry tore loose, raw and shameless, as she came hard around Duncan's cock, her cunt clenching and flooding, and Duncan roared, slamming deep one final time and spilling his hot release into her, the flood of it wet on Simon's tongue before he pulled his mouth free.

Gloria's hand twisted in Simon's hair, pulling his mouth back against her slick, trembling cunt. "Swallow it," she commanded, her voice raw and hoarse. "Every drop, sweet boy. Taste what he left inside me."

Simon's throat worked as the thick, bitter flood of Duncan's spend mixed with the salt-sweet of her own release coated his tongue. He gagged once, the unfamiliar texture sliding thick down his gullet, but he did not pull away. He pressed deeper, tongue curling inside her to scoop out the lingering pool, and swallowed again, and again, until her cunt was clean and his belly burned with the proof of her infidelity.

Duncan stood back, breathing hard, a cruel satisfaction curling his lip as he watched the boy drink his leavings. Gloria's thighs loosened around Simon's head, and she dragged him up her body, kissing him hard, forcing him to taste the mixture on his own tongue. "Good boy," she breathed against his mouth. "Now you know what you are." Simon blinked at her, dazed and tear-streaked, and whispered, "I'm yours. Whatever you give me to drink, I swallow."

The studio fell silent except for Gloria's ragged breathing and Simon's soft, wet swallows. She let him go and stood, smoothing her blouse with unhurried grace, as if she had just concluded a business call. "You can go now, Duncan," she said without looking at him. "I'll call you when I need you again."

Duncan laughed, low and easy, and tucked himself back into his trousers. "You know where to find me, pet." He buttoned his fly, slung his duffel over his shoulder, and let himself out, the steel door clanging shut behind him.

Gloria helped Simon to his feet, her hand steady on his elbow, and kissed his temple. "You did beautifully, sweet boy. Now let's go home."

The next few days folded into that familiar rhythm, Simon waiting at the door each evening, his collar gleaming, his cage heavy, his mouth ready to worship her the moment she granted permission. Twice she let him kneel between her thighs, and twice she came with his name on her lips, which he hoarded like treasure. On the third evening, she came home with a different energy, her eyes bright with calculation, and set her keys down with a deliberate click.

"Simon," she said, crossing to him and taking his face in her hands. "I've found someone new. His name is Peter. He's thirty-eight, a painter, and he swings both ways." She watched his face carefully. "He's going to fuck me, and then he's going to fuck you. And you're going to let him, because I want to watch you taken apart, and I want him to know exactly whose property he's handling." She kissed him softly. "Do you understand, sweet boy?"

Simon's pulse hammered, a strange mix of fear and heat flooding his chest. His cock strained uselessly in its cage, and he nodded, his throat dry. "Yes, I understand."

Gloria smiled, satisfied, and texted Peter to come up. He arrived within the hour, a lean, silver-templed man with paint-flecked fingers and kind, knowing eyes. He shook Simon's hand warmly, then turned to Gloria and kissed her slow and deep, his hand sliding to the small of her back. She guided him to the bedroom, and Simon followed, his heart pounding, his collar warm against his throat.

Peter undressed Gloria with unhurried reverence, easing her blouse from her shoulders, unclasping her bra, pressing his mouth to each breast in turn. She arched into him, her fingers tangling in his grey-flecked hair, and then she turned to Simon, extending her hand. "Come here, sweet boy. I want you to kneel and watch, just like before. But this time, when he's done with me, he's going to take you."

Simon knelt on the plush carpet at the foot of the bed, his hands clasped behind his back, and watched as Peter laid Gloria bare on the linen sheets. Peter's hands roamed her body with the confidence of a man who knew exactly what he wanted, sliding down her thighs, spreading her legs, lowering his mouth to her cunt with a low, appreciative hum. Gloria moaned, her head thrown back, her hips rocking against his tongue, and she reached blindly for Simon's hand. He crept forward and took it, lacing his fingers through hers, his thumb stroking her knuckles as Peter devoured her.

Peter worked her with the precision of an artist, teasing her clit with the flat of his tongue, sliding two fingers inside her and curling them until she cried out, her back bowing off the bed. "Fuck, Peter, yes," she gasped, her grip on Simon's hand nearly crushing. "That's it, right there, don't you dare stop." He didn't stop. He lapped and sucked and fucked her with his fingers until she shattered, her release flooding his mouth, and only then did he pull away, his lips slick, his eyes dark with hunger.

He stood and shed his own clothes, revealing a lean, wiry body, his cock thick and half-hard, already glistening. He turned to Simon, still kneeling, and extended a hand. "Your turn, boy. On the bed, on your back."

Simon's heart lurched, but Gloria's hand found his shoulder, guiding him up and onto the sheets. "Do as he says, sweet boy," she murmured, kissing his forehead. "Let him have you. Let me watch." Simon lay back, his t-shirt still on, his caged cock a cold weight between his thighs. Peter climbed over him, straddling his chest, and looked down at him with his kind, knowing eyes. "You've never been with a man before, have you?" Simon shook his head, his throat tight. Peter smiled. "Then I'll be gentle. But first, I want to taste you." He leaned down and kissed Simon, soft and exploratory, his tongue sliding against Simon's lower lip. Simon gasped, the sensation foreign and warm, and Peter took it, deepening the kiss, his hand sliding down Simon's chest to rest on the steel cage.

Peter broke the kiss and looked at Gloria. "The cage stays on, I take it?" She nodded; her eyes bright with possessive pleasure. "It stays on. He's mine, locked and chaste. But every other part of him is yours to use." Peter smiled, a slow, wicked curve, and slid down Simon's body, pressing wet kisses across his chest, his stomach, until his mouth hovered over the cage. He ran his tongue along the cold steel, and Simon whimpered, his hips bucking uselessly. "Poor boy," Peter murmured, and moved lower, lifting Simon's legs over his shoulders.

Simon's breath caught as Peter spread his cheeks and pressed his tongue to his hole, a wet, probing stroke that made him cry out. "Oh, fuck," he gasped, his hands fisting in the sheets. "Please, I can't..." Peter ignored him, licking and lapping at his rim until the muscle loosened, his tongue sliding inside, fucking him open. Simon's cock, locked in its cage, leaked a thin, desperate stream that soaked his belly. Gloria watched, her hand sliding down to finger her own slick cunt, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure. "That's it, sweet boy," she breathed. "Let him open you up. Let him make you feel it."

Peter pulled away and reached for a bottle of lube on the nightstand, coating his fingers generously. He pressed one slick finger against Simon's hole, circling it, then pushed in slowly, watching Simon's face contort. "Breathe, boy," he murmured. "Relax. Let me in." Simon forced himself to breathe, to unclench, and Peter worked deeper, adding a second finger, scissoring him open with patient, deliberate strokes. Simon whimpered, tears pricking his eyes, but beneath the sting was a strange, building heat, a fullness that made his locked cock throb with helpless need. Gloria knelt beside them, stroking his hair, murmuring soft encouragements. "You're doing so well, my good boy. Taking him so beautifully."

When Peter judged him ready, he withdrew his fingers and positioned himself between Simon's thighs, the head of his slick cock pressing against Simon's loosened hole. He looked down at him, his eyes dark. "Look at me, boy. I want to see your face when I take you." Simon's eyes met his, wide and wet, and Peter pushed in, slow and inexorable, filling him inch by inch. Simon cried out, a raw, broken sound, his body stretching around the thick intrusion. Peter paused, letting him adjust, then began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that had Simon gasping with each stroke. Gloria leaned down and kissed Simon's forehead, then his lips, swallowing his cries as Peter fucked him deeper and harder, his rhythm building, his balls slapping against Simon's ass.

Gloria slid off the bed and knelt between Peter's spread knees, her mouth finding his balls, licking and sucking as he drove into Simon. Peter groaned, his rhythm faltering, and he gripped Simon's hips harder, fucking him with renewed force. "Fuck, that's good," he panted. "You're so tight, boy, so fucking tight." Simon was beyond words, beyond thought, reduced to a shaking, whimpering mess as Peter took him apart, the heat building in his belly, his locked cock throbbing uselessly against its steel prison. Gloria moved up Peter's body, pressing her slick cunt against his mouth, and he lapped at her while he fucked Simon, the three of them a tangled, sweating knot of flesh and need.

Peter's rhythm grew frantic, his grunts sharp and animal, and he pulled his mouth from Gloria's cunt just long enough to groan, "I'm close. I'm going to come inside him." Gloria's eyes blazed with possessive pleasure. "Do it," she commanded. "Fill my boy up. Mark him." Peter drove deep one final time, his cock pulsing as he spilled his hot release into Simon's stretched hole, and Simon convulsed beneath him, a raw, helpless scream tearing from his throat as his own locked orgasm tried and failed to break through the steel. Peter collapsed on top of him, breathing hard, and Gloria crawled up to cradle Simon's head in her lap, stroking his damp hair.

"Good boy," she murmured. "You took him so beautifully. You're still mine, sweet boy. Always mine." Simon blinked up at her, tear-streaked and dazed, his hole aching and full. "I'm yours," he whispered, his voice cracked and raw. "Always yours."

Peter eventually withdrew, his softening cock sliding free with a wet sound, and rolled onto his back beside them, breathing hard. He reached over and ran a thumb across Simon's cheek, wiping away a tear. "You did well, boy," he said, his voice kind. "You're a natural." Simon flushed, a strange warmth blooming in his chest beneath the exhaustion. Gloria kissed his forehead and slid off the bed, padding to the bathroom, and returned with a warm cloth. She cleaned Simon gently, wiping the sweat and spend from his skin, then helped him sit up and guided him to the bathroom to clean himself properly.

When Simon emerged, Peter was dressed, pulling on his coat, and Gloria was seeing him to the door with a long, hungry kiss. "I'll call you," she said. Peter smiled, glanced at Simon with a knowing nod, and let himself out. Gloria closed the door and turned to Simon, her eyes soft and satisfied. "Come here, sweet boy." He crossed to her, and she wrapped her arms around him, pulling him against her chest, her hand stroking his hair. "You were perfect tonight. Doing that for me, letting him have you, that took courage." She tilted his face up and kissed him, soft and tender. "You're still mine. More mine than ever. And tomorrow, I'm going to remind you exactly what that means."

Morning came without preamble, grey light filtering through the bedroom curtains as Gloria stirred beside him. She rose and dressed in a soft grey silk robe, then returned to sit on the edge of the bed, her hand coming to rest on the cage through the thin sheet. Simon woke to the familiar pressure, his breath catching.

"Today," she said, "we practice your mouth. Not your tongue on my cunt, sweet boy, but your words." She produced a small, velvet-covered paddle from the nightstand drawer, its leather supple and worn. "You're going to ask me for what you need, properly. You're going to learn how to beg until I believe you mean it. And if you stumble, if you fall back into yes and no and that's all, this reminds you what's at stake."

She drew the sheet away, revealing the cage. Her fingers found the tiny key on its chain around her neck. "I'm going to unlock you. Just for a few minutes. And in that time, you're going to tell me everything you want me to do to you. Not what you think I want to hear. What you actually need. Do you understand?"

Simon swallowed, his pulse hammering. "Yes."

She unlocked the cage, sliding it free, and his cock sprang erect, achingly sensitive, the piercing glinting. He gasped at the sudden freedom, the cool air on his heated flesh. Gloria did not touch him. She simply watched, the paddle resting across her knee.

"Begin," she said. "Tell me what you need."

Simon's voice trembled as he began, the sound small and cracked in the quiet room. "I need... I need you to look at me when you come. I need to know it's me making you feel that, even if I'm not inside you. I need you to tell me I'm good, that I'm yours, that you're not going to leave me for one of them." He swallowed hard; his eyes wet. "I need to hear that I'm not just the boy who cleans up after. I need to matter. I need you to want me, even locked, even chaste. I need your hands on me like I'm the most precious thing you own, even if you take your pleasure elsewhere."

His voice cracked on the final word, trailing into a raw, vulnerable silence. The words hung between them, naked and shaking.

Gloria studied him, her expression unreadable. Then she set the paddle aside. "That's what you need?" she asked softly. He nodded, tears spilling down his cheeks. She reached for his erect cock, her fingers wrapping around it, and he gasped at the contact. "Then that's what you get." She stroked him slowly, her thumb circling the head, and pulled him toward her, guiding his face between her breasts. "You're not a toy, Simon. You're my heart. My home. My good boy." She stroked him until he sobbed against her skin, then released him and cupped his face. "Now tell me again," she murmured. "But slower. And this time, mean every word."

He exhaled, the word thank you still warm on his lips as she slid cage back into place, a familiar, binding weight. Gloria ran her thumb along the locked ring, a soft, possessive hum in her throat, then leaned down and kissed the head of his cock through the cold steel. Simon shuddered, a raw, grateful sound escaping him. She looked up at him, her eyes bright and satisfied. "There. Locked again. Safe." She crawled up his body and settled against his chest, her hand resting over the cage. "You gave me your words, sweet boy. Now I'll give you mine. You matter. You're my heart, my home, my good boy. And nothing I take from anyone else will ever change that."

The warmth of Gloria's words lingered on his skin like a balm, but she did not let him rest in it long. She rose from the bed with a fluid motion, her robe cinching at her waist, and crossed to her phone on the nightstand. She tapped out a brief message, then turned back to him, her eyes bright with a new calculation.

"Get dressed, sweet boy," she said. "We're going out. There's someone I want you to meet."

Simon dressed in the same muted sweater and jeans, his collar gleaming at his throat, and followed her out to the car. She drove them to the far side of the city, past the renovated warehouses and into a neighbourhood of tall, narrow Victorian houses, their facades painted in faded jewel tones. She parked outside one with a black iron gate and a brass knocker shaped like a serpent. She did not knock. She produced a key from her pocket and let them in.

The interior was dim and rich, all dark wood and velvet drapes, the air thick with the scent of beeswax and old tobacco. A woman rose from a high-backed chair by the fireplace as they entered. She was tall, perhaps fifty, with iron-grey hair cropped close to her skull and a face that had been beautiful once and was now merely striking, all sharp planes and deep-set dark eyes. She wore a tailored black waistcoat over a white shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbow, and a heavy silver ring on each finger. She looked at Simon with the slow, appraising gaze of a woman who had seen everything and was rarely impressed.

"So, this is him," she said, her voice low and smoky. "The boy you've been telling me about."

Gloria crossed to her and kissed her cheek, familiar and deferential. "This is Simon. Simon, this is Vivian. She taught me everything I know about ownership. She's the reason I stopped settling for men who couldn't be tamed and started building something that could never break."

Vivian's lips curved into a slow smile. She circled Simon slowly, her gaze travelling from his collar to his cage, visible as a faint line beneath his jeans. She reached out and hooked a finger under the gold chain at his throat, drawing him a step closer. "Pretty," she murmured. "Well kept. You've done good work, Gloria." She released him and stepped back; her eyes sharp. "But a collar and a cage are just tools. What matters is what's in here." She tapped his chest, just above his heart. "Do you know what you are, boy?"

Simon's throat worked. "I'm hers," he said. "I belong to Gloria."

Vivian's smile widened. "That's what you've been told. But do you know it? In your bones, in your blood, in the place where you'd fight to keep it?" She turned to Gloria, who watched with a patient, hungry expression. "May I test him?"

Gloria nodded, slow and deliberate. "I trust you with him."

Vivian turned back to Simon and reached out, taking his chin between her fingers, tilting his face up. Her grip was firm, unyielding, and her eyes held his with an intensity that made his knees weak. "You're going to kneel for me, boy. Not because Gloria told you to, but because you understand that she has placed you in my hands for this moment, and you will honour her trust by surrendering to mine." She released his chin and gestured to the floor before the fireplace. "Kneel."

Simon's legs moved before his mind could catch up, carrying him down to the worn Persian rug. He knelt, hands resting on his thighs, and looked up at Vivian. She gazed down at him, and something in her expression shifted, a warmth beneath the steel. "Good boy," she said softly. "You'll do. You'll do very well indeed." She looked at Gloria. "He's got the hunger. The need to serve. He just needs the right hands to shape it." She extended a hand to Gloria, who took it and let herself be drawn to Vivian's side. "I'll take you both as my students, if you'll have me. I'll teach you how to keep him, and I'll teach him how to be kept. And when you're ready, I'll show you what a truly owned man looks like."

Gloria's eyes shone, and she squeezed Vivian's hand. "That's why I brought him. I want him to be perfect. I want him to be yours to shape, as I am."

Vivian smiled and looked down at Simon, still kneeling on the rug. "Then let's begin." She reached into her waistcoat pocket and produced a slim leather flogger, its tails whispering against her palm. "Strip to the waist, boy. We're going to learn what your body can hold."

The sweater came off without a moment's hesitation, revealing the lean plains of his chest, the gold collar catching the firelight. He folded the garment and set it aside, then returned his hands to his thighs, his eyes fixed on Vivian's face, open and willing.

Vivian circled him slowly, the flogger's tails whispering against her palm. "Look at that," she murmured. "Not a flinch. Not a question." She stopped behind him, and the leather tails brushed his spine, light as a breath. "You trust her that much, to hand you to a stranger?"

"Yes," Simon said, his voice steady. "I trust her."

The flogger whistled through the air and landed across his shoulders with a sharp, stinging crack. Simon gasped, his back arching, but he did not cry out. His hands stayed on his thighs, his spine straightening again as the heat bloomed across his skin.

"Good." Vivian's voice came from behind him, low and approving. "Again."

The tails fell again, harder this time, and Simon's breath hissed through his teeth. He gripped his thighs, knuckles white, but he held his position. Gloria watched from the chair, her fingers pressed to her lips, her eyes bright with a hunger that made his locked cock throb.

"Count for me, boy," Vivian said. "You'll take ten, and you'll thank me for each one."

"Yes, Mistress," Simon breathed.

The flogger rose and fell, each stroke landing with a wet, meaty crack across his shoulders and upper back. Simon counted through gritted teeth, his voice cracking on five, wavering on seven, but he did not break. By the tenth stroke, his back was a raw, singing canvas of heat, and tears streaked his cheeks, but he lifted his head and met Gloria's eyes.

"Thank you for the lesson, Mistress," he said, his voice rough but clear.

Vivian stepped around to face him, her eyes warm with approval. She reached out and ran a finger along the raised welts on his shoulder, and Simon shuddered at the gentle touch. "You'll do, boy," she said softly. "You'll do very well indeed." She looked at Gloria. "He's yours, and he knows it. In his bones, in his blood. Keep him close."

Gloria nodded to Vivian, a slow, deliberate dip of her chin that carried more weight than any words. She rose from the chair and crossed to where Simon knelt, his back a raw canvas of raised welts, his eyes still wet but clear. She knelt beside him, taking his face in her hands, and kissed his forehead with a tenderness that made him shudder.

"Thank you," she said, not to Simon but to Vivian, her voice thick with something that might have been gratitude or might have been awe. "For seeing him. For shaping him."

Vivian smiled and tucked the flogger back into her waistcoat. "He was already shaped, Gloria. You just needed to know it." She looked down at Simon. "Rise, boy. Help your mistress to her car. You've earned your rest tonight."

Simon rose, his back a lattice of heat and praise, and offered Gloria his arm. She took it, and he steadied her down the worn steps, through the dim Parlor, and out the iron gate to her car. The cool evening air soothed his burning shoulders, a balm against the raw, singing welts beneath his sweater. He opened her door and waited, hand on the frame, as she settled into the leather seat with a soft sigh. Her eyes found his, soft and deep. "You did beautifully tonight, sweet boy." His throat tightened, the gold collar a warm brand against his skin. He closed her door, rounded the hood, and slid into the driver's seat, the cage a familiar weight against his thigh. He drove home in silence, her hand resting on his leg, her thumb tracing absent circles through the denim. And when they pulled into the garage, he killed the engine and turned to her, his eyes bright with a quiet, fierce devotion. "I'm yours," he said. "In my bones, in my blood. Always." Gloria smiled, slow and satisfied, and leaned across to kiss him, soft and chaste. "I know, sweet boy. That's why I keep you."

Simon stepped inside the apartment, kicked the door shut with his heel, and crossed to the bedroom with Gloria still in his arms, her legs wrapped around his waist, her mouth already finding his. Her palm slid beneath his sweater, tracing the raised welts with a featherlight touch that made him gasp. She drew back, studying him by the lamplight, her eyes dark with a hunger that had nothing to do with the evening's lesson.

"Lie down," she said, her voice low and thick. "On your back. I want to see you."

He laid himself across the sheets, his back singing where the welts pressed into the fabric, and she shed her clothes with deliberate, methodical slowness. She straddled his hips, not yet settling her weight, her cunt slick and hot against the cold steel of his cage. Her fingers traced the line of his jaw, his chest, the raised welts across his shoulders. "I'm going to reward you, sweet boy," she breathed. "No cage tonight. No rules. Just my hands on you."

She reached for the key at her throat, worked the lock loose, and slid the cage free. His cock sprang erect, aching and heavy, the piercing glinting in the lamplight. He gasped; the sudden freedom almost unbearable. She wrapped her hand around him, thumb circling the head, and he whimpered, hips bucking helplessly. "Please," he whispered, the word torn from his chest. "Please, Gloria. I need..."

"I know what you need." She shifted forward, settling her weight fully on his thighs, and guided him to her entrance. The head pressed against her slick, swollen folds, and she held him there, just at the threshold, her eyes locked on his. "You've been so good, Simon. So patient. So mine." She sank down, inch by agonizing inch, and he cried out, a raw, broken sound, his hands flying to her hips. The heat of her closed around him, tight and wet and perfect, and he arched beneath her, tears spilling down his cheeks, untouched and sacred and wholly hers.

She rode him slow at first, a deliberate, grinding rhythm that had him gasping with every stroke. Then faster, harder, her thighs slapping against his hips, her head thrown back, her nails digging crescents into his chest. "That's it," she gasped. "That's what you are, Simon. Inside me. Mine. No one else gets this. No one else ever will." He thrust up to meet her, driven by a raw, desperate need, the piercing giving her an extra slick friction that had her moaning louder. She leaned down and bit his lower lip, drawing blood, and swallowed his cry as she came, her cunt clenching around him in wave after wave.

He followed a heartbeat later, a sobbing, shuddering release that emptied him completely, his come filling her as she rode him through it, her own climax still rippling around him. When she finally stilled, he lay beneath her, trembling, spent, his hands fisted in the sheets. She collapsed onto his chest, her breath hot against his neck, and for a long moment neither of them spoke.

When she finally raised her head, her eyes were soft, undone, and she ran a thumb across his cheek, catching the wet tracks of his tears. "I didn't know," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "I didn't know you could give me that. That I could want it from you."

Simon's throat worked. "You never asked. You only ever showed me the cage."

The words hung between them, raw and trembling, and Gloria's eyes searched his face in the lamplight. She was still straddling him, their bodies slick with the aftermath, and he could feel the slow, deliberate clench of her cunt around his softening cock, as if she were trying to hold him there forever. Then she slid off him, the loss of her heat a sudden, cold ache, and reached for the cage on the nightstand.

"You gave me something tonight, Simon," she said, her voice low and thick. "Something I didn't know I needed from you. But I can't let that change what we are. I can't let it make me weak." She worked the steel back over his still-tender cock, the piercing catching, and locked it shut with a hollow click. Then she pressed something small and cold into his palm, the key.

"Here it is, sweet boy. The choice." She looked down at him, her eyes glittering with a terrible, tender clarity. "Unlock yourself and walk out that door, free to fuck whoever you want, whenever you want. Or throw that key in the garbage and stay mine, always, knowing tonight was the only time you'll ever be inside me." She gestured to the chrome bin by the desk. "I'll love you either way. But I'll only own you if you choose it."

Simon stared at the key in his trembling palm, the metal warm from her grip. The weight of it was unbearable. He thought of the feel of her around him, the slick, perfect heat, her cries breaking against his mouth. He thought of a lifetime of that, of other women, other beds, no collar, no cage, no rules. And he thought of her voice in the dark, calling him good, and the quiet peace of kneeling at her feet.

He crossed to the bin, opened the lid, and let the key fall. It clattered against the metal with a small, final sound, and he turned back to her, his eyes wet but clear.

"I choose you," he said. "Always you."

Gloria crossed to him, slow and deliberate, and took his face in her hands. She kissed him, deep and claiming, and when she drew back, her smile was soft and satisfied. "Good boy," she breathed. "Now come to bed. I want to hold my possession."

The End.


Chapter 3 - Ex Wife’s Revenge

By Xev Rivers

Jake bumps into Anna at the mall.

He saw her before she saw him, a slash of navy silk moving through the crowd near the fountain, and for one stupid second he thought about ducking into the nearest store, about letting her pass like a ghost he no longer had to answer to. But her head turned, those green eyes finding him with an ease that made his stomach drop, and then she was smiling, actually smiling, soft and warm in a way he had not seen since before the lawyers got involved. "Jake," she said, and the sound of his name in her mouth undid him completely. She stepped closer, close enough that he caught the perfume, the same expensive scent from the day they signed the papers, and her fingers brushed his forearm with a tenderness that made his throat tighten. "I've missed what we had." He opened his mouth to apologize, to explain, to beg, but she leaned in before he could form the words, her lips near his ear, her voice dropping to something low and conspiratorial. "I've been thinking about giving us another try. A second chance, if you can prove I can trust you again."

He pulled back just enough to meet her eyes, his heart hammering. "I have changed, Anna. I'm not the man I used to be." Her smile stayed soft, but something shifted behind her gaze, a flicker of cold appraisal that made his skin prickle. She studied him for a long moment, then reached up to smooth the collar of his sweater with deliberate care. "Prove it," she murmured. "I don't mean words. I mean proof I can carry with me." Her hand slid down his chest, resting flat against his sternum. "If we trial this, Jake, I need to know you're mine. Completely. So I want you to wear something for me. Something that guarantees you can't stray until I trust you again." He frowned, uncertain. "What kind of something?" Her lips curved. "A chastity device, darling."

The word hung between them like a verdict. Jake's hand went to his chest, where her palm still rested, and he let out a nervous laugh that died before it finished. "You're joking."

Anna's smile never wavered, but her eyes had gone flat and knowing. "Do I look like I'm joking, darling?" She stepped back, smoothing her skirt with the same deliberate grace she had shown the day she took the house from him. "I thought you might need time to think about it. Tomorrow, my place. Seven o'clock. Bring an overnight bag." She turned, heels clicking once on the marble, then paused and looked back over her shoulder. "Oh, and Jake. You're right. I did miss what we had. And I've been planning to get it back ever since I saw you walk into this mall a few weeks ago. You are a creature of habit, we always used to come here on Saturday afternoons so when I saw you last month, I started to think.  The question is whether you'll give it willingly, or whether I have to take it."

He stood there long after the click of her heels faded into the mall's ambient hum, his palm pressed flat against his sternum where her hand had rested. The chastity device. The word looped through his skull like a sentence he could not appeal. Every instinct screamed at him to walk away, to spare himself the indignity, to remember the way she had gutted him in court with cold precision. But another voice, quieter and far more desperate, reminded him that she had smiled at him. That she had touched him. That she had said she missed what they had.

By the time he reached his car, he had already texted his best buddy Neil, who replied with a single word: Don't. Jake stared at the screen for a long moment, then shoved the phone into his pocket and drove home to pack a bag.

At seven the next evening he stood outside her door, the weight of the overnight bag cutting into his shoulder. She opened it before he could knock, dressed in a silk robe the color of deep wine, her hair loose and soft around her shoulders. Her eyes travelled over him slowly, taking in the nervous set of his jaw, the way his fingers gripped the bag's strap. Then she smiled, that same soft, dangerous smile, and reached for his hand.

"Good boy," she murmured, pulling him inside. The door clicked shut behind them.

Her apartment smelled of sandalwood and clean linen, the same curated calm he remembered from their marriage, but everything felt sharper now, more deliberate. She led him to the living room, her palm warm against his, and gestured for him to sit on the leather sofa while she disappeared into the bedroom. When she returned, her silk robe swayed with each step, and in her hands, she held a small velvet box, navy blue, expensive. She sat beside him, close enough that her knee pressed against his thigh, and opened the lid with slow ceremony. Inside lay a device of polished steel, sleek and clinical, its curved cage designed to hold him utterly. He stared at it, his throat dry. "Anna, I..." "You said you've changed," she said softly, lifting it from the velvet. "This proves it. Every day you wear it, I'll know you're choosing me. Every hour it stays locked, I'll feel your promise against my skin when I hold you." She turned it over in her fingers, the metal catching the lamplight. "Let me put it on you, Jake. Show me you mean it."

The word "game" flickered through his mind, a hopeful gloss over the cold steel resting in her palm. He laughed, a shaky sound, and reached for the hem of his sweater. "You really know how to make a guy work for it, don't you?" he said, forcing lightness into his voice. She watched him undress with a patient, almost clinical gaze, her fingers stroking the velvet lining of the box. "Work for it," she repeated, tasting the phrase. "Yes, darling. That's exactly what you'll be doing."

He stepped out of his jeans, standing before her in only his boxer briefs, the apartment's cool air raising goosebumps along his arms. She rose and knelt before him, her silk robe pooling on the carpet, and hooked her fingers into the waistband, drawing the fabric down. His cock twitched under her scrutiny, half-interested despite his nerves, and he saw her notice. "Eager," she murmured, not unkindly. "That's fine. Let's see how long that lasts."

The device was heavier than it looked. She worked it over him with practiced hands, the polished steel cool against his skin, and he winced as the cage snugged shut around his soft length, the ring seated tight at the base. There was a soft click as she secured the lock, and then she held up the tiny brass key between two fingers, gleaming in the lamplight. "There," she said, standing and letting her robe fall open just enough to show the curve of her breast. "All mine."

He reached for her, pulled her into a kiss, and felt himself stir against the cage. That was when the spikes bit. Thin needles of sharpened steel lining the interior pressed into his shaft, a bright flare of pain that cut his arousal off at the root. He gasped against her mouth, jerking back, and looked down in disbelief. "What the hell was that?"

Anna smiled, slow and satisfied. "You didn't think I'd trust a man like you with something this simple, did you?" She ran a fingertip along the cage's curve, and he flinched as the metal shifted. "Every time you get excited, those little teeth remind you who the cock belongs to and it isn't yours anymore, Jake. It's mine, on loan, until I decide you've earned it back." She tilted her head, studying the horror creeping into his face. "The key stays with me. The cage stays on you. And if you try to take it off, I'll know, and you'll never see this key again."

He opened his mouth to argue, to plead, to take it all back, but she pressed a finger to his lips. "You said you'd changed," she reminded him softly. "Prove it." She turned and walked toward the bedroom, glancing back over her shoulder. "Come to bed, darling. I'll hold you, but you won't sleep easy. That's the point." He stood frozen in her living room, the cage a cold weight against him, despair and desperate hope warring behind his ribs. Then he followed her, because there was nowhere else to go, and he had already handed her everything that mattered.

He followed her into the bedroom, the cage a constant, cold reminder with every step. The sheets were cool and expensive, and she curled against him, her body soft and warm, her breath steady against his neck. He lay rigid, willing himself not to stir as she pressed her hips back against his, a deliberate tease he could not answer. Sometime past midnight his body betrayed him, half-hard in the cage, and the spikes bit hard enough to make him gasp and curl away from her touch.

"Darling?" she murmured, still half asleep.

"I'm fine," he whispered, jaw tight.

He heard her smile in the dark. He did not sleep again until the gray light of dawn crept through the blinds, and even then he dreamed of keys turning in locks he could not reach. When he woke, the key was gone, and she was watching him from the pillows, already dressed.

"While I dress, I want to make something clear," she said, smoothing the front of her silk blouse. "You're not just my lover on trial. I want a best friend too. Someone to share things with. To go places with, like couples actually do." She picked up her purse and slung it over her shoulder. "I have a nail appointment in an hour. You're coming with me."

Jake sat up, the sheet pooling at his waist, the cage a dull weight against his lap. "Anna, I can't sit in a nail salon. I don't..." He trailed off under her steady gaze.

"You can, and you will," she said, her voice pleasant but final. "You'll tell me which colors look good. And every time you're tempted to be anywhere else, you'll feel that steel reminding you exactly where you belong." She tossed his jeans at him. "Get dressed, and you're paying."

He dressed in silence, the cage shifting against his thigh with every movement, and followed her out to her car. The salon smelled of acetone and floral polish, all pastel lighting and soft music. Anna settled into a plush chair and patted the one beside her. He sat down awkwardly, hands in his lap, and she reached over to take his hand. A technician appeared, a young woman with a kind smile. "We'll both have gel," Anna said. "He'll take a deep red. Something visible. Something he has to look at every day." Jake opened his mouth to protest, but Anna turned his hand over, palm up, and pressed a kiss to his wrist. "You said you'd prove it," she murmured. So he sat, palms offered, watching bright crimson spread over his nails like a marker he could never hide. When Anna reached across and laced her fingers through his, matching them color for color, she smiled at the union. "Perfect," she said.

The technician finished Anna's hands first, then turned to Jake with the same bright smile. "Feet too?" she asked. "We have a package, both for the same price." Anna answered before he could. "Yes. Both of us. Toes matching the fingers." She slid off her heels and settled her bare feet onto the cushioned rest, then looked at him expectantly. He unlaced his trainers slowly, the act of baring his feet feeling strangely intimate, like another layer of himself being peeled away. The technician lowered the footrest and gestured for him to sit back. Warm water filled the basin, and he sank his feet into it, the heat traveling up his calves until it reached the cage, which remained cool and unyielding against him. Anna watched him from her chair, her polished toes wiggling in the air. "Lean back, darling," she said softly. "Let them do the work. You've earned a little care." He did as she said, closing his eyes as skilled hands worked lotion into his arches, and for a moment he almost forgot the steel. Then Anna reached over and squeezed his hand. "See? This is what a real relationship looks like. Doing things together, even the small ones." She lifted his hand and pressed her lips to his knuckles. "And you're being so good about it." The technician painted his toes crimson, same as his fingers, and when the polish was dry Anna placed her bare feet beside his, heel to heel, arches touching. "Now we match," she murmured. "Everywhere anyone can see."

Anna instructed Jake to pay as she slid her feet back into her heels

Jake watched the total at the bottom, a number he could not have covered if his life depended on it. The truth climbed up his throat, hot and shameful, and he heard himself speaking before he could stop it. "Anna, I can't pay for this. I was let go two weeks ago." Her hand paused mid-air, the card hovering above the terminal, and she turned to look at him with that flat, assessing gaze. "Let go?" she repeated. "You didn't mention that." The technician cleared her throat, and Anna handed over her card without looking away from him. When the transaction was done, she gathered her things and stood, waiting for him to follow.

She gathered her coat, and for a moment the silence stretched between them like a held breath. Then the smile she gave him was different, slower, a predator's patience. "Well, that changes things, doesn't it?" She stepped closer, close enough that her perfume filled his senses, and reached up to straighten his collar. "You have no job, no money, and nowhere to go. Just the clothes in that bag and a cage you can't remove." Her fingers traced down his chest, stopping at his sternum. "Do you understand what this means, Jake? You're not just proving yourself anymore. You need me now. Every meal, the roof over your head, every kind word, it all comes through me." She tilted her chin up and pressed a light kiss to his lips. "The saddest part is, you'll be grateful. You'll count yourself lucky I'm the one holding the keys." She pulled back, her eyes glittering. "Now come. We have a lease to review. Yours."

Her car hummed through the afternoon traffic, and Jake stared out the window, watching storefronts blur past. She didn't speak until they pulled into her building's underground garage, the lights flickering overhead as she killed the engine. "Come on," she said. "We'll talk upstairs."

Her apartment swallowed them again, sandalwood and quiet. She kicked off her heels and padded into the kitchen, returning with two glasses of white wine. She handed him one and settled onto the sofa, patting the cushion beside her. He sat, the cage shifting against him, and she reached for the remote, flipping through channels until she landed on some muted drama. "You need to understand your situation clearly," she said, not looking at him. "No job. No savings, I assume. What about your place?" He shook his head. "I've got until the end of the month." She nodded slowly, sipping her wine. "So here's my offer. You stay here. You help around the house, meals, cleaning, whatever I need. In exchange, you get a roof, food, and a chance to prove you're worth keeping around." She turned to face him, her green eyes soft but unyielding. "I'll help you find work. Something that fits your schedule, which is mine." He opened his mouth to argue, but she pressed a finger to his lips. "Not a negotiation, Jake. A decision."

He stared into his wine, the pale liquid rippling with the faint tremor of his hand. "And if I say no?" he asked, though the question felt hollow before it left his mouth.

Anna smiled, gentle and pitying. "Then you'll be out on the street by the end of the month, looking for work with fresh nail polish and no references." She set her glass down and took his chin between her fingers, tilting his face toward hers. "But you won't say no, Jake. You never could when it mattered."

He pulled in a breath that tasted like surrender. "Okay. I'll stay."

Her smile widened, warm and victorious, and she pressed her lips to his forehead in a benediction. "Good boy." She rose, gathering their glasses. "Then I'll show you your chores. And after dinner, we'll see if you've earned a reprieve from the cage." She paused at the kitchen doorway. "Spoiler, darling. You haven't."

Dinner was a quiet affair, grilled fish and something green she had made look effortless, and he washed the dishes while she watched him from the counter, sipping her wine with an unreadable expression. When the last plate was dried and put away, she stretched, her blouse riding up to bare a strip of pale stomach. "I'm turning in," she said. "Join me."

He followed her to the bedroom, the cage a constant companion against his thigh. She undressed with her back to him, slow and unhurried, letting each garment fall with deliberate grace. When she turned, she was naked, her body pale and smooth in the lamplight, her nipples dark against her skin. She slid between the sheets and patted the bed beside her. "Come here," she said, and her voice had gone low and smoky. "I want you to make me cum.”

He crawled onto the bed, his own arousal swelling uselessly against the steel, and the spikes pricked a warning. She spread her thighs for him, already slick, and he lowered his mouth to her without being told twice. Her taste flooded his senses, salt and honey, and she gasped as his tongue found her clit. He worked her with a desperation born of weeks of denial, trying to pour every ounce of his want into the act, and she arched beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair. "That's it," she breathed. "Good boy. Don't stop."

He didn't stop. He licked and sucked and circled until her thighs trembled against his ears, until her breath came in ragged gasps, until she cried out and bucked against his mouth. He kept going through the aftershocks, gentler now, until she pushed his head away with a satisfied sigh. She rolled onto her side, her back to him, and pulled the covers up. "Clean up," she murmured. "Then come to bed."

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, his cock aching and hard and utterly trapped, and climbed in beside her. She reached back and patted his hip without turning. "Good night, darling." Her breathing slowed almost immediately. He lay rigid in the dark, the spikes biting faintly every time he stirred half-hard, which was often. She slept. He did not.

Gray light crept through the blinds, and when Jake stirred, the sheets beside him were empty. He found her in the kitchen, already dressed in tailored trousers and a cream blouse, sipping coffee at the counter. She looked up as he entered, barefoot and wearing only his boxer briefs, the cage pressing its familiar reminder against him. "Morning, darling," she said, setting down her mug. "I've been thinking. While you look for work, and until you can fund your own apartment, or pay rent here, you'll serve as my maid." He blinked, the words not quite landing. "Your maid?" Anna nodded, unhurried. "I'll arrange a uniform. It should arrive this afternoon. But until it does, you can wear one of my dressing gowns." She rose and disappeared into the bedroom, returning with a length of pale silk, rose-colored and delicate, draped over her arm. She held it out to him. "Go on. Try it on." He stared at the garment, then at her face, looking for the joke. There wasn't one. Slowly, he took the gown from her hands, and the fabric slid against his skin like water as he pulled it over his shoulders. It fell to his knees, the sleeves too short, the cut clearly feminine. He stood there, silk clinging to his chest, his bare legs beneath the hem, and Anna circled him once, appraising. "Perfect," she murmured, reaching out to smooth the collar. "Now make me breakfast. And clean the kitchen while you're at it." She sat back down with her coffee, crossing her legs, and watched him move through her apartment in her dressing gown, the cage swinging softly against his thighs with every step.

The kettle whistled and he turned to it, grateful for something to do with his hands. His mind churned as he cracked eggs into the pan, wondering how in God's name he would find a job when he could not leave this apartment without Anna's permission, when he had no car, no computer, no money. Every door seemed closed. Then her eyes found him over the rim of her mug, patient and proprietary, watching him move through her kitchen in her silk gown, and something loosened in his chest. He did not have to decide anything. She would decide, and he would comply, and that strange relief spread through him like warm water. The cage felt less like a prison and more like a guarantee. He let himself like it.

He slid the eggs onto her plate, and she watched him set it down with a quiet smile, then patted the chair across from her. "Sit. We need to talk about the next phase." She waited until he obeyed, the silk pooling around his thighs as he settled. "You did well this morning. You're learning." Her fingers traced the rim of her coffee cup. "But this is only the start. Over the next month I'll shape you into what I need. Wardrobe, hair, posture, the way you speak, the way you move. You'll learn to dress for me, to please me without being told." She unfolded a sheet of paper from her pocket and slid it toward him. "This is your training schedule. Morning exercises, housework, lessons on how to present yourself. And every evening you'll kneel and show me your progress." The sun caught her eyes, warm and utterly certain. "By the time you've earned your key back, Jake, you won't recognize the man you used to be. And you'll thank me for it."

He reached for the paper, his fingers brushing hers with a reverence he hadn't intended. The schedule was precise, hour by hour, from calisthenics at dawn to a final hour of reflection before bed. He read it twice, then set it down and nodded. "I'll do it," he said. "All of it." Anna smiled, slow and warm, and reached across to lay her palm over his hand. "I know you will," she said. "You've already accepted it here." She tapped his chest, just over his heart.

The afternoon sun had shifted across the kitchen floor by the time the doorbell chimed. Anna rose smoothly, setting down her coffee cup, and returned a moment later with a large pink box tied with a satin bow. She set it on the table before him, not opening it, merely letting him look. The box was heavy, embossed with the name of a boutique he had never heard of. "Your uniform arrived," she said, watching him over the rim of her glass. "I had it made custom. Every measurement, every detail, chosen with you in mind." She slid the box toward him. "Open it."

His fingers shook as he worked the bow loose, the satin slipping through his hands. He lifted the lid and the scent of new fabric and clean tissue paper rose up, and then he saw it, layers of pink frill and white lace folded with precision. He lifted the garment out, and it unfurled like a confession: a short, frilled dress with a cinched waist and puffed sleeves, the hem barely long enough to cover his hips. Beneath it lay white stockings, a froth of frilly panties, a corset of pale pink satin with steel boning, and a pair of shiny pink heels with slender ankle straps.

Jake stared at it, the silk gown he wore suddenly feeling too thin a protection. His mouth opened, but no words came.

Anna leaned forward, her voice soft and pleased. "Go on, darling. Let's see how it fits." She nudged the box toward the bedroom with her chin. "I'll be watching."

He carried the box into the bedroom, the silk gown whispering against his thighs as he went, and stood before the full-length mirror, staring at his own reflection as though it might offer a reprieve. None came.

Anna appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame with her arms folded. "Well? Don't keep me waiting."

He lifted the dress first, then set it aside and reached for the corset, the satin cool and slick between his fingers. The steel boning caught the light as he turned it over, searching for the laces, and Anna crossed the room to stand behind him. Her hands closed over his, guiding them. "Let me," she murmured.

She worked the corset around his torso, arranging it so the busk sat at his sternum, and he felt her knuckles graze his spine as she gathered the laces. The first tug pulled him in a half inch, enough to notice. The second more. She worked methodically, crisscrossing the laces with a practiced economy, each pass stealing a little more of his breath. He braced his hands on the vanity and watched in the mirror as his waist narrowed, as his ribcage compressed, as the pale satin formed a rigid armor around him.

"Breathe, darling," she said, tugging once more. He tried, but the inhale came shallow and fractured. She pulled again, and his vision swam at the edges. "Good. Now hold that."

She tied off the laces with a neat bow and turned him to face her, running her palms down the satin's length. His chest rose and fell in quick, shallow bursts beneath the steel bones. "You look lovely," she said, pressing a kiss to his lips. "Now the stockings. Then the dress. And we'll see if my good little maid can earn his first meal of the day."

He bent to roll the stockings up his bare legs, the white nylon catching on the light stubble of his calves, and the texture was so foreign, so intimate, that his stomach turned over. He pulled the frilled panties on next, the lace scratching at his hips, then worked the dress over his head. The satin settled against his compressed waist, the puffed sleeves brushing his shoulders, and the hem, impossibly short, barely covered the frill of his panties when he stood straight.

Anna watched him in the mirror, her reflection a study in serene patience.

He turned to face her, and the vulnerability hit him like a wall. The dress had transformed him, not into a costume of a maid but into something soft and ornamental, a thing made to be looked at and handled. His bare arms looked too muscular against the frills, his shoulders too broad. He felt like a man wearing a mask that fit too well, and the sensation .

and the sensation was not revulsion, not shame, but a quiet, thrumming acceptance he had no name for.

Anna saw it in his eyes and smiled. "Good," she said, stepping back. "Now the heels." She knelt and buckled the slender pink straps around his ankles, her fingers brushing his skin with deliberate care. He wobbled as she pulled him upright, his hand finding her shoulder for balance. "You'll learn," she said. "And tonight, when you kneel to show me your progress, you'll do it in these."

He looked down at himself, frills and satin and polished nails, and something in his chest settled. "Where do you want me?" he asked.

She touched his chin, tilting his face up. "On your knees, darling. And we'll see how well you beg."

He dropped to his knees willingly, the heels wobbling beneath him before he found his balance, the frilled hem of the dress fanning out around his thighs against the hardwood. Anna looked down at him, and he looked up at her, and that quiet thrumming acceptance in his chest swelled into something like peace. His hands found his lap, then moved to rest on his thighs, palms open, waiting. He did not need to be told how to present himself; his body already knew.

Anna's gaze travelled over him slowly, from his downcast eyes to the curve of his satin-clad waist to the trembling line of his shoulders. "Look at you," she breathed, crouching to his level. Her fingers traced his jaw, tilting his face up. "That's where you belong, isn't it?" He swallowed, and the word came out soft but certain. "Yes." She smiled, slow and warm, and pressed her lips to his forehead. "Then let's begin."

She smiled at his compliance, then rose smoothly and unbuckled her trousers, letting them slide to the floor in a whisper of fabric. She kept her blouse on, only stepping out of the pooled cloth and nudging it aside with her heel. Her thighs were bare now, and she stepped forward until the dark triangle of her underwear hovered an inch from his face. She hooked a thumb under the elastic and drew it down, then kicked it away. "Pleasure me, darling," Anna said, weaving her fingers into his hair. "Show me how grateful you are for your new uniform, your new home, your new life. All of it is mine to give, and this is how you thank me."

He leaned in, heart battering against his corseted ribs, and let the scent of her wash over him, warm and familiar. He pressed his mouth to her, tasting her opening with the flat of his tongue, and she sighed above him. He worked upward, slow and deliberate, and when he found her clit she gasped and tightened her grip on his hair. He licked in firm, patient circles, learning her rhythms anew, and her hips began to roll against his face. He felt his own cock stir hopelessly beneath the cage, the spikes grazing his skin, but the pain only sharpened his focus, made him want to give her more. He slipped one hand up her thigh to steady her, and she let him, breathing in ragged pulls. "Keep going," she murmured, voice thick. "Don't you dare stop until I tell you."

He didn't stop. He drew her closer, burying his face in her, the satin frills of his collar brushing her thighs. She began to tremble, her knees softening, and she braced her palm on his shoulder for balance. He felt her pulse quicken against his mouth, tasted the change in her, and redoubled his efforts until she cried out, a sharp, bitten sound, and shuddered through it with her fingers twisted in his hair. When she finally pushed his head away, breathing hard, she looked down at him, flushed and satisfied. She cupped his chin and tilted his face up, noting the shine of her on his lips. "Good boy," she said softly. "Now clean yourself up, and then you may fix my lunch." She stepped over her discarded clothes and walked to the kitchen, leaving him kneeling there, aching and hard in his cage, tasting her on his tongue.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, still tasting her, and rose carefully in the heels, steadying himself against the vanity until his ankles remembered their balance. In the kitchen he moved with deliberate care, each step a small negotiation with the straps and the corset's unyielding grip. He found avocados in the bowl, tomatoes on the counter, and worked quietly, cubing flesh and mincing herbs with a knife he could not quite feel through his compressed ribcage. He plated the salad on her favourite ceramic, drizzled oil over it, and set it before her with a small bow he had not planned. Anna looked from the plate to him, something softening in her green eyes. "Thank you, darling." He stood at her side, hands clasped behind his back, and felt that strange peace settle deeper into his bones. He had made her lunch. He was useful. He was hers.

The days folded into a rhythm of frills and polish, of kneeling and service. He woke before her, laid out her clothes, brewed her coffee just the way she liked it, then stood at attention in his uniform while she dressed and touched his cheek in passing approval. He scrubbed her floors on his knees, feeling the ache in his shoulders from the corset, and learned to move in the heels with something approaching grace. The cage was a constant pressure against him, a reminder he had grown used to, almost fond of. On the third morning, Anna brought him a glass of pale pink liquid, thick and sweet, alongside his own breakfast of plain eggs and steamed greens. "Your new diet, darling," she said, watching him drink. "You've gotten soft. I want you lean and smooth, the way I need you." He drank it without question, the taste pleasant and unfamiliar, something almost floral beneath the sweetness. She gave him another the next morning, and the next, adjusting his meals so that each day brought smaller portions and more of that pale pink drink. By the fifth day he noticed his skin feeling softer, smoother, as if the coarse texture of his arms and legs had been filed away overnight. In the mirror he caught himself looking at the line of his waist, the way the corset had begun to shape him, the slight swell of his chest above the satin.

By the sixth day, the tenderness started. A dull ache behind his nipples, persistent and strange, as if they had been bruised in his sleep. He pressed his palm against his chest in the shower, wincing, and when Anna asked what was wrong he shook his head, not knowing how to name it. She smiled, warm and proprietary, and told him the diet was working, that his body was adjusting, that soon he would be perfect. He took her word for it. That afternoon she handed him a new drink, a deeper rose color, and he drank it kneeling at her feet while she read, her fingers absently stroking through his hair. He felt a wave of warmth spread through him, loosening his shoulders, softening the hard knot of worry that had lived in his chest. He could not remember the last time he had felt so calm. The next morning an odd tightness woke him, his chest sensitive against the sheets, and when he looked down the flesh had filled slightly, a faint roundness where his pectorals had been flat. He touched it, confused, and heard the floorboards creak behind him. Anna stood in the doorway, still in her robe, watching him with quiet pleasure. "It suits you," she murmured. "Don't worry. I'll keep you fed."

That night he stripped as usual, his movements gentle now, careful of the strange new weight in his chest, and joined her in bed. She opened her arms to him, and he curled against her side, his head on her shoulder, and she stroked his hair with slow, soothing passes. "You're so good for me," she murmured, and he felt tears prick behind his eyes for no reason he could name. He pressed his face into her neck, breathing her in, and let the tears fall silently against her skin. She didn't ask why he was crying. She just kept stroking his hair until the sobs quieted into hiccups, and then she guided his mouth to her breast, and he suckled like a child seeking comfort, and it felt as natural as breathing. When she was satisfied she curled him against her, and he slept with an exhaustion that had nothing to do with labor.

The months passed in that strange, alternating rhythm of hard service and soft surrender. Each day he scrubbed and knelt and swallowed the pale pink drinks she handed him without question. Each night he crawled beside her, pleasing her with his mouth and hands, and every time he felt himself stir beneath the cage it was weaker, fainter, as if the steel had begun to win some long war against his own flesh. His cock grew soft and stayed soft, and the ache he had once felt at being denied faded into something like indifference. But his nipples, those ached constantly, swollen and tender beneath the satin of his uniform, brushing against the fabric whenever he moved.

He began to cry at small things. A song on the radio. A commercial, stupid and wholesome. The memory of his father's laugh, long gone. He would be kneading bread dough at the counter and suddenly his eyes would burn, and he would have to stop, hand pressed over the new, soft swell of his chest, until the wave passed. He told himself he was overtired. He told himself he missed his mother. He never asked her what was in the pink drinks. She never volunteered.

In the mirror he barely recognized himself. His waist had softened, his thighs had smoothed and plumped, his shoulders curved less sharply. The corset was an accomplice, shaping him hourly, but beneath it his own body had begun to surrender, muscle melting into something yielding. His chest was unmistakably fuller now, soft flesh pressing against the inside of his dress, tender to the touch. He understood, dimly, that something was very wrong. But understanding required energy he no longer had, and Anna was so kind to him now, so warm. She stroked his hardening nipples through the satin and told him they were becoming sensitive for her. She kissed the swell of his chest and said he was becoming beautiful. He began to believe her.

One evening, as he knelt between her thighs to pleasure her, his own body utterly quiet beneath the cage, she reached down and cupped his soft chest through the dress, her thumb finding his nipple, swollen and aching. He gasped, his mouth working against her, and a wave of feeling crashed through him, desire turned inward and strange, focused entirely on her touch. She worked him slowly, gently, through the fabric, and he began to moan against her, lost. "That's it," she breathed. "Feel me here, darling. This is yours. All of this is for me." He sobbed once, a desperate sound, as she orgasmed on his tongue, and when she pulled him up and pressed his face to her chest, he wept against her skin. It was not sorrow, and it was not joy. It was simply release, endless, unnameable, given to her.

He lay against her chest, breath shuddery, her hand stroking the soft swell beneath the dress. The words she spoke then were gentle, almost loving, and they undid him more than any cruelty had done. "The drinks, darling. Hormones. Slow, careful doses. You may have noticed the changes." His sobs stuttered to silence. She cupped his face, tilting it up. "I always loved you, Jake. But I couldn't trust a man again. A woman, though, one who belongs to me, body and soul, she can't cheat." Something cold threaded through him, but she kept stroking his hair. "You can leave tonight. Walk out that door, never see me again. Or you stay, and we finish what I started. Together. Forever." The silence stretched. He looked at her face, at the only home he had left, and felt the future ease open beneath him like water. "I'll stay," he whispered. She smiled, and kissed him as the cage and the hormones sealed his answer in.

She kissed him as the cage and the hormones sealed his answer in, and the following Tuesday they flew to Bangkok. The clinic was white and orchid-scented, discreet, with a doctor who spoke softly and never asked questions. Anna held his hand through the consultations, translating the risks into reassurances, and he signed each form without reading it. The first surgery took the implants, silicone teardrops slipped beneath his pectoral muscle, and when he woke his chest was heavy, foreign, aching with a weight that felt like a promise. The second tightened his vocal cords, unfortunately after complications he lost his voice completely. The third reduced his nose, shaving the bridge to something delicate and feminine, and the fourth applied permanent makeup, soft arches above his eyes, a rose tint to his lips that no removal could erase. On the final day they took his testicles, a quick procedure, and when he woke the nurse told him the swelling would subside. He reached down beneath the hospital gown and found the cage no longer there. They had left his penis, small and soft and utterly lifeless, a monument to the man he used to be. He stared at it for a long time, then closed his eyes and let the tears roll silently into the pillow. Anna arrived that evening with flowers and sat beside his bed, stroking the new soft weight of his chest through the gown. "Look at you," she murmured, tilting his face to the mirror the nurse had brought. The woman staring back had his blue eyes, but everything else had been reshaped, refined, made hers. "Beautiful," she breathed. "Mine."

The Bangkok surgeries faded into weeks of bandages and ointment, and then the apartment in the city welcomed them home with sandalwood and the soft curve of afternoon light through the blinds. Jake recovered in stages, first the chest settling into its new weight, his voice still silent,  and finally the collection of frilled uniforms Anna had ordered in his new measurements, each one fitting now like it had been sewn onto his softened frame. He wore them without hesitation, moving through her kitchen with the grace she had trained into him, his hips swaying with a naturalness the hormones had cultivated. He scrubbed her floors on healed knees, shelved her linens, arranged her cosmetics in rainbow order before she woke. In the mirror his face showed the surgeon's art, delicate and feminine, and he no longer flinched at the sight. He dusted her vanity, pressed fresh flowers into a cut-glass vase, and set out her morning coffee at precisely the correct temperature. One morning she came behind him as he knelt polishing her silver, and she cupped the new soft weight of his chest through the satin, pressing a kiss to his temple. He closed his eyes and leaned into her touch, his body answering her without a thought. "Perfect," she murmured. "Now there's lunch to prepare."

He rose, kissed her hand, and went to do her bidding, the weight of his purpose settling over him like a warm shawl. The garden was small but meticulous, a pocket of green and blooming pink set behind the apartment building, and he worked the soil on his knees with a trowel, the frilled hem of his dress brushing the damp earth. The sun warmed his shoulders, and he felt a quiet contentment he no longer questioned.

Anna appeared a little later, a glass of iced tea in hand, and watched him work with that patient, proprietary gaze. He looked up at her, and she smiled. "You're beautiful like this," she said softly. "But you can't keep carrying his name. That man is gone now." She crouched beside him, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. "I've been thinking about it. Something soft. Something that fits who you're becoming." She tilted her head, considering him. "Sofie. I'm going to call you Sofie."

The name landed in his chest like a key turning in a lock. He opened his mouth, his new voice thin and sweet, and tested it. "Sofie." Anna nodded, rising and holding out her hand to pull him up. "Yes, darling. That's who you are now." He took her hand and let her lift him from the soil, and when she kissed his forehead and said, "Come inside, Sofie. I have a new dress for you," he followed without a backward glance, the old name already dissolving behind him like morning mist.

He followed her inside, the new dress waiting on the bed like a promise. Anna held it up, pale lavender satin, and he stood silent while she worked it over his head and smoothed it down his softened hips. Her fingers lingered at the collar, her gaze sliding to his throat, where the voice that used to be Jake's had died. "Beautiful," she said. Then she sat on the bed's edge and drew him to kneel before her, and her tone shifted, mild and businesslike. "These surgeries cost a great deal, Sofie. The clinic, the recovery, the wardrobe you fill now. None of it was cheap." She cupped his chin, lifting his face. "I've arranged work for you, specialist work, to repay every cent. You'll do exactly what you're told, whenever you're needed." Sofie, silent and voiceless, looked up at the only home she had ever known and nodded. Anna smiled, stroking the soft swell of her chest. "Good  girl’”

The boutique Anna had chosen stood on a side street Sofie had never walked, but the moment the driver pulled up, recognition crawled up her spine like a cold hand. The brass plaque, the smoked glass, the discreet gold lettering, Sofie had stood outside this door once, years ago, an establishment managed by sister of a woman he had an affair with while married to Anna.

Anna led her inside by the hand, speaking in low, pleasant tones to the manager, and then Sofie was being shown to a small dressing room where a silk robe hung waiting.

She heard the voice before she saw the face, that familiar, lilting laugh, and when the door opened, Julie stood there, older now but unmistakable. Sofie's throat closed, voiceless as ever, and she turned her face away, but not fast enough. Julie's gaze caught hers, puzzled at first, then sharp with something like recognition. Sofie stared at the floor, her cheeks burning, her hands trembling at her sides, and the shame rose up and swallowed her whole.

He stood frozen in that satin dress, in the soft shame of it, while Julie circled him slowly. Her heels clicked on the dressing room floor like a verdict. "Look at you," she said, her voice lilting, amused. She didn't need to see him on the massage table to know what lay beneath the frilled hem, because when she stopped in front of him she reached down and gathered the satin skirt in her fist and lifted it. She saw the tiny, soft dick hanging there, smooth and hairless and utterly useless, and she laughed, a low, delighted sound. She let the skirt fall. "Still can't get it up, huh, Jake? But I guess that doesn't matter anymore, since it's about as functional as a clit now." She cupped his cheek and tilted his face up. He flinched. She did not let go. "I remember what you did to me, baby. How you treated me. How you said you'd call and then didn't." She smiled, a predator's smile. "So you think I'm going to help you now?" The bell above the door chimed, and Anna walked in.

Anna stepped into the dressing room and let the door click shut behind her. Her gaze moved from Julie's wide, knowing eyes to Sofie's trembling frame, and her smile turned predatory, slow and cruel. "Ah, you two know each other," she said, her voice silken. "Small world, darling."

Julie's laugh came brittle. "You've got to be joking. This is him? This is your housekeeper? He's the one who." She stopped, looking Sofie up and down with fresh disbelief. "Anna, this man ruined my sister. Her marriage, her name, everything. And you've got him in a dress."

Anna crossed the room and stood behind Sofie, her hands settling on the softened curve of her shoulders. "I've got him in a lot more than that," she said mildly. "He's mine now, Julie. Every inch of him, reshaped and reclaimed. And I thought, since you knew him so well, you might enjoy a front-row seat to his rehabilitation." She tilted Sofie's chin up, forcing eye contact with Julie. "He can't speak, you know. Lost his voice completely. Poor thing." Her finger traced the soft line of Sofie's jaw. "But he can still get on his knees and make apologies. Say it, darling. Show her you mean it."

Sofie dropped to her knees without hesitation, the lavender satin pooling around her thighs on the floor. The heels steadied her, trained now, obedient. She kept her eyes lowered as Anna's hand settled gently on the back of her head, a gesture almost maternal. "Go on, darling. Apologize to the lady."

Sofie's throat worked, voiceless. She pressed her palm flat against her chest, where the soft weight of her implants rose and fell, and then touched her lips, a gesture she had developed in the weeks since the surgery. I am sorry. I cannot speak.

Julie stared down at her, and something shifted in her face, not softening but sharpening into a kind of grim pleasure. She crouched slowly, bringing her eyes level with Sofie's. "You ruined my sister," she said quietly. "And look at you now. Dolled up in lavender satin, kneecapped and speechless." She reached out and traced the collar of the dress, almost gently. "You'll do, then. Follow me."

Julie straightened and walked out of the dressing room without looking back, her heels setting a pace that Sofie followed on unsteady legs. Anna did not walk with them. She only smiled from the doorway and let her hand trail along the wall as the two of them passed through a back corridor lined with shelving and stacked boxes, then down a narrow stairwell that opened into cool, concrete air.

The basement was finished, low-ceilinged and warm, with a single massage table at its center beneath a soft, adjustable lamp. Julie flipped the light on and turned, arms folded, studying Sofie with the patience of someone cataloging an acquisition. The lavender satin looked almost white under the glow. "Strip," Julie said, her voice flat. Sofie did not hesitate. The dress came over her head, the stockings rolled down, the heels unbuckled and set aside, and she stood in the frilled panties and the soft curve of her chest and the tiny, useless flesh below until Julie gestured at the table. "On your back. Arms above your head." Sofie obeyed, and the leather cuffs closed around her wrists without a word of explanation.

Julie tested each cuff with a firm tug, her knuckles grazing Sofie's wrists before she cinched the leather one notch tighter. Sofie's breath shallowed but she didn't resist, didn't even tense. Her training had gone too deep for that. She lay there, soft and smooth and utterly exposed on the table, waiting.

"Good," Julie murmured, adjusting the left strap another notch. "These cuffs belonged to my sister's ex-husband. He used to beg to be released. Last I heard, he still does." She ran a hand down the fall of Sofie's hair, then gripped her chin, forcing eye contact. "But you won't beg, will you? You'll just lie there and take what I give you, because that's what you are now."

There was nothing to brace against, so Sofie braced anyway: jaw set, chest rising in shallow fashion under the lamp, the soft weight of her recently healed implants tilting toward the light. Julie watched her a moment longer, then moved, not to the table but to a steel cabinet against the far wall. She returned with an open palm. On it rested a small, jointed vibrator, pale pink, the shape of it obvious and deliberately so. Sofie's throat worked soundlessly. Julie ran the toy down Sofie's sternum, circling one tender nipple, and smiled at how the woman beneath her shivered from pleasure, not fear. "Whatever I want," Julie murmured, "you'll give me."

The vibrator's tip had just brushed the peak of her nipple when footsteps sounded on the stairwell, heavy and unhurried. Julie straightened, rolling the toy between her fingers as Tom ducked through the low doorway, broad-shouldered and grinning. He took in the scene, the bound figure in pink frills, the spread thighs, the soft, waiting body, and the grin widened. "You found her one," he said, already unbuckling his belt. Sofie's throat worked soundlessly as he stepped to the table's foot, his erection heavy against his flat belly, thick and flushed and impossibly large. He gripped her ankles and pushed her knees wide, spreading her in one rough motion, and she felt his weight settle over her, the head of him pressing against her, slick and blunt, demanding entrance. There was no gentleness in the stride of his hips as he pushed inside her ass, filling her in one long stroke that drove a silent gasp from her chest. He took her with a rhythm that shook the table, his hands bruising her hips, the soft new weight of her chest bouncing with each thrust, and she lay pinned beneath him, voiceless and helpless, her body surrendering to every inch of him because that was all it knew how to do anymore. When he finished, sweating and satisfied, he pulled out and slapped her thigh, leaving a red welt. "Good little toy," he said.

Tom stood over her, breathing hard, and his gaze travelled up her body, past the red welt on her thigh, past the soft rise of her chest, to the working of her throat, the hollow that drew breath in shallow, silent pulls. He exchanged a glance with Julie, who set the vibrator on the cabinet and stepped closer, gripping Sofie's hair and pulling it back tilting her head backwards as Tom stood over her head, her lips level with his still-heavy cock. He was not soft yet, not by half, and he gripped himself, slick with his own release and her wetness, and pressed the head against her mouth. She opened without being told, her jaw stretching wide, her eyes watering as he fed himself in past her lips, past her tongue, until the crown nudged the back of her throat. He held her there a moment, watching her nose press against his groin, then drew back and thrust in again, deeper, burying himself in the silken clutch of her throat. There was no sound but the wet, rhythmic choke of him, no resistance but the flutter of her swallowing around him. Julie watched, arms folded, as he fucked her face with the same brutal cadence he had used in her ass, his hips snapping against her parted lips, his hands fisted in her hair to hold her steady. Sofie's hands gripped the table edge, nails biting into the foam, her body trembling with the effort of taking him, of not pulling away, of giving him what he demanded because that was all she knew. When he came, he held her there, his release pouring down her throat in thick, pulsing strokes, and he did not let go until she had swallowed every last one. Then he pulled out, wiped himself on her hair, and let her drop coughing and gasping to the table, tears streaking down the permanent makeup. Julie crouched beside her, stroking her cheek almost tenderly. "Such a good little toy," she murmured. "And we've only just begun."

Julie's fingers stilled on Sofie's cheek, and her voice dropped to something almost kind. "Clean up your mess first. It's only polite." As she unlocked Sofie’s wrists.  She nodded toward the pool of Tom's release on the table, milky and cooling, and Sofie's eyes followed. There was no argument in her, none left. She lowered her head and lapped at the spill, tongue flat and methodical, tasting salt and musk, the familiar weight of surrender pressing down on her like a warm hand. Julie watched for a long moment, then left her to it.

The day passed in a blur of small services and waiting. Julie kept her on a stool in the corner of the basement, bare and soft, her hands folded in her lap, while clients came and went upstairs. When the last heel clicked away and the boutique fell quiet, Anna descended the stairs, heels tapping a slow rhythm. Sofie looked up at her, eyes red-rimmed, the permanent rose of her lips smeared. Anna crossed to her and cupped her jaw, tilting her face to the light. "Did you behave for Julie, darling?" Sofie nodded, mute and docile. Anna smiled, pressed a kiss to her forehead, and helped her back into the lavender dress, lacing it snug around the curve of her waist. "Good girl. Let's go home."

The End.


Chapter 4 - Locktober is Just the Start

by Xev Rivers

The afternoon sun glinted off the marble table as Chiara leaned in, her dark eyes flicking to James. "So," she said, a sharp laugh escaping, "you really keeping him on that short leash forever?" James gripped his espresso cup, knuckles whitening, while Susan's hand settled on his chair, smiling serenely.

"Two weeks," James muttered, staring into his espresso. "But Locktober is halfway done. That was the deal."

Chiara's eyebrows shot up. Susan's smile widened, her fingers tracing the back of his chair. "And after that, we renegotiate," she said smoothly, leaving the threat hanging in the afternoon air.

The apartment had settled into its low evening hum, traffic a distant murmur beyond the windows, when he heard the bedroom door open. James turned from the sink, dish towel slack in his hand, and his mouth went dry. Susan stood in the doorway wearing nothing but a black satin corset, its laces drawn brutally tight against her ribcage, and sheer stockings clipped to a garter belt. Her long legs caught the lamplight as she walked toward him, unhurried, the heels of her bare feet whispering over the hardwood.

"I want an orgasm," she said, stopping inches from him. "It's been two weeks. I'm owed one tonight."

"Wait, are you unlocking me?" James asked, hope spiking before the grief of anticipated denial flooded it.

"Fuck no." Her laugh cut through his vein of optimism. "This is for me, James. Not you."

She backed up until her calves hit the arm of the sofa, then sat back over it, hooking her fingers into the waistband.

James stepped toward her, bent to kiss her, and pain lanced through his cage as the metal bit deep. He grunted against her lips, breath hitching. Susan pulled back, cold satisfaction in her grey eyes. "Did you think I'd forgotten your little bet?" she murmured.

Muscle memory had already answered before his mind caught up. James set the towel aside and pulled the sweater over his head, then worked the denim off his hips, standing before her in nothing but the steel cage. Susan circled him slowly, a finger tracing its curve, and laughed low against his ear. "Good boy."

Susan tilted her head, her fingers hooking under his chin. "Time for bed, James." She released him and walked toward the bedroom, not looking back. He followed, the cage a dull ache with every step.

James stretched out on the bed; the sheets cool beneath him. Susan climbed over him, straddling his hips, the satin of her corset whispering against his skin.

Susan ground her slick cunt against the steel cage, a wet heat that made him hiss, and leaned forward, pressing her tits into his face. "Suck them, James," she breathed. He obeyed, mouthing her nipple through the satin, trembling, while her hips rode his locked cock slow and cruel.

The satin slipped from his lips as she pulled back, a thin line of spit connecting them for a heartbeat before it broke. Susan crawled up his body, her knees bracketing his shoulders, and James felt the heat of her before he saw it. She hovered above his face, the scent of her slick cunt flooding his senses, and then she dropped, the weight of her settling over his mouth. Her thighs pressed against his ears, and his world narrowed to her wetness.

"Eat it," she commanded, grinding down. He obeyed, tongue flat and broad, dragging up her slit in one long stroke. She gasped, her hips bucking, and rode his mouth with slow, deliberate rolls. His jaw ached, saliva and her juices slicking his chin, his own need a trapped, swollen pressure behind the steel.

Her hand slid back along his hip, fingers closing around the steel cage. She squeezed, feeling the heat and strain of him trapped beneath the cold metal, and James groaned into her cunt, his hips bucking uselessly against her grip.

"Feel that?" she murmured, grinding down on his mouth. "Feel how hard you are in there? How pathetic?" Her thumb traced the curve of the cage, pressing against the swollen flesh it held prisoner. He whimpered, tongue still working her, desperate to please her so she'd maybe, just maybe, show mercy. She laughed, low and cruel, and tightened her grip. "You're never getting out, James. Not while you eat me this good."

Her fingers clenched, nails pressing crescents into his thigh, and her rhythm staggered, losing its measured cruelty. She ground down hard, one last desperate roll, and then her back arched, her thighs snapping shut around his head, trapping him between spurts of thin warm honey that spread over his chin, dripping to the pillow. A breathless, ragged moan tore from her throat, low and animal. "Yes, right there, fuck, keep your tongue right there." He obeyed through her shivering aftershocks as she settled, the ache easing, hearing her breathing slow.

Susan sprawled back on the sheets, corset still laced tight, stockings damp at the thighs. James curled beside her, the cage a throbbing weight as his mouth dried. He watched her face soften into sleep and lay awake, aching hours past midnight, until exhaustion quietly took him too.

The morning light slid across the kitchen as James padded in, half-awake, and stopped cold. Susan stood by the counter in a trim blazer, the cage key dangling from her fingers, her smile calm and certain. "Renegotiation starts now," she said, and set a small white card beside his coffee. "New rules."

James picked up the card, his thumb brushing the neat, precise handwriting. Rule one: the key stays with Susan at all times, no exceptions, no begging. Rule two: release is earned, not granted, and the decision is hers alone to make. Rule three: he will make himself available for her pleasure whenever she asks, and he will thank her for the privilege. Rule four: the arrangement extends indefinitely, reviewed monthly by her discretion. His throat tightened as he read the final line: "Your comfort is not the priority. Your devotion is." He set the card down, the cage pressing against him like a cold second skin, and met her grey eyes, which held no trace of negotiation at all.

"Susan, wait." James set the card down, fingers brushing the edge. "I agreed to a month for locktober, Indefinite is..." He searched for the word. "Different."

She tilted her head, studying him like a blueprint with a load-bearing flaw. "You agreed to a bet. I won it. The terms were mine to set."

"I'm not saying you didn't win." He stepped closer, close enough to smell her perfume. "I'm saying we should talk about what this actually means. A review date. A light at the end of the tunnel."

Susan laughed, soft and unhurried, and closed her fingers around the key. "James. You spent all evening with your cock locked in that cage and gave me an orgasm.

You think I can't see what that does to you?" She reached out, palm flat against his chest. "You think that's not the point?"

"Maybe it is. But it should be my decision too."

"No." The word landed clean, without malice. "It stopped being your decision the moment you lost the bet. What you get to decide is whether you're grateful, or whether you're difficult." She turned the card over and tapped the blank side. "Choose. Right here, right now."

James moved before he knew what he was doing. His hand shot out, fingers closing around the key, and he pulled it from her grasp with a sharp tug that sent her silver ring glinting in the morning light. The metal was warm from her skin, small and treacherous in his palm.

The silence that followed was absolute. Susan's hand stayed where it was, half-open, her grey eyes tracking from her empty fingers to his clenched fist. She didn't blink. When she spoke, her voice was quieter than before, almost pleasant.

"You want to hold it," she said, and that quietness was worse than anger. "Fine. Hold it."

James stared at the key in his hand. The cage pressed against him, a constant cold reminder. He could unlock himself right now, right here, and end all of it. The bet, the rules, the quiet ache that had been building for two weeks. It would take seconds bus she would never trust him again.

He did not move.

Susan stepped closer, one hand coming up to cup his jaw. Her thumb brushed across his stubble, gentle, almost tender. "That's the first time you've ever touched the key," she murmured. "How does it feel?"

James swallowed. "I don't know."

"You do." She tilted his chin up. "It feels like you're holding your own leash. And you can't decide whether to drop it or wear it." She waited, patient. "Can I have it back, James?"

He held her gaze. Then, slowly, he opened his hand and let the key fall into her waiting palm.

He knew deep down he was hers.

She kissed his forehead, soft and brief, then clicked the key into her pocket. "Get dressed, handing him a pink satin thong to wear over his cage. I want you thinking about me all day." He obeyed, the satin straining against steel, cheeks burning as he pressed a kiss to her cheek on the way out.

The two weeks that followed became a slow, deliberate torment. Susan paraded through the apartment in scraps of lace and silk; a bralette over bare tits, a thong riding high on her hips, nothing beneath a cropped shirt that ended mid-ribcage. Each morning, she kissed him goodbye with her hand brushing the cage through his jeans, her smile knowing, his arousal a dull, constant ache she acknowledged only with a whispered, "Good boy. Think of me."

By the third night he knew the ritual blind. She pulled him between her thighs, her hand fisted in his hair. "Earn it, good boy," she breathed, and he worked his tongue through her slick folds while she rode his mouth to a shuddering finish. "That's it. Drink me." He swallowed, aching and locked tight.

The day Locktober ended, Susan pushed James onto the bed and straddled him, the steel cage grinding into her wet cunt. "I still want this inside me,” she whispered, guiding his locked cock against her cunt, "and I still want your ache." He whimpered.

Susan slid off the bed and crossed to the closet, returning with a flat black box. She opened it, lifting out a pair of glossy black rubber pants with a thick, veined silicone cock rising from the front, eight inches of stiff, ready flesh.

"Happy Locktober," she said, turning it in the light. "You're going to wear this for me. And you're going to fuck me with it."

James stared at the black rubber, horror cold in his gut, but his hands moved anyway, stepping into the pants and shivering as the silicone cock jutted from his hips. He knelt at the bed's edge, aligned the fake shaft with her glistening cunt, and drove inside her in one slow, brutal push. "Good boy," Susan gasped, arching her back, her nails digging into his shoulders as he fucked her, the cage trapped behind the silicone cock as he fucked her cunt with every stroke until she came screaming his name.

Breathing hard, Susan slid off him and curled into his side, her fingers wrapping around the silicone shaft still jutting from his hips. She held it like a claim, thumb stroking the veined rubber, and murmured, "Sleep now, good boy. I'll need you again by morning."

The pre-dawn light came grey through the sheer curtains, and James woke to the slow drag of Susan's fingers tracing the steel cage under his satin thong. She was already awake, propped on one elbow, her grey eyes catching what little light there was. He did not move. He had learned that the first touch of morning was hers.

"You've been more attentive," she murmured, her thumb pressing flat against the metal, feeling the trapped swell beneath it. "Patient. This month I watched you want me and do nothing about it. I liked it."

Her hand stilled. She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear.

"The review's due. I'm keeping you in it another month."

His stomach dropped, and his cock strained hard against the bars at the sound of it.

James had originally suggested Locktober after reading it could improve your sex life in the long term and help you become closer to your partner.  Susan had only agreed to it on her terms, she would decide at the end of the month if there was any improvement and would unlock him accordingly.

James had agreed to her terms but did not worry as he was determined to be a better boyfriend.

She pushed the satin thong down his thighs and took his jaw in her hand. "I have decisions to make," she said, "and I think better when my mind is clear. Get between my legs and clear it for me. Slow. I'll tell you when." James crawled down the bed and buried his face in her cunt, tongue flat and slow along her slit, tasting the salt of sleep on her. Above him Susan propped her hands behind her head, staring at the ceiling, and talked through her options while he worked. "Another month. Or six. Or I take the key to Chiara's and let you wonder." Her hips rolled against his mouth, unhurried. His jaw ached; his cock strained purple behind the bars, dripping onto the sheet. She came once, twice, and kept talking, her fingers absently in his hair, her tone as level as if she were reading a quarterly report.

Susan's thighs tightened around his ears as she finished the thought aloud, her voice flat and certain. "Chiara. I'm giving it to Chiara."

James stopped, his mouth slick, his breath hot against her cunt. He pulled back, staring up at her. "What?"

She sat up, swinging her legs off the bed, and walked naked to the closet. "She's been asking questions all month.   She thinks I've lost the plot." Susan pulled a silk robe over her shoulders, cinching it at the waist. "So I'll let her run the experiment. She's a lesbian, James. She won't touch you. She'll just hold the key and decide when you've earned it back." She picked up her phone from the nightstand and typed a message with quick, precise thumbs. "She's coming over."

James sat back on his heels, the cage hanging heavy between his thighs, the satin thong stretched taut around his hips. "Susan, this is insane. Chiara doesn't even like me."

"She doesn't have to like you." Susan sat on the edge of the bed and pulled him up by the chin. "She just has to decide. And she will. Consider it the new test." She leaned in and kissed him once, hard and proprietorial, then stood. "Shower. Then coffee. She'll be here in an hour."

An hour later Chiara stood in their kitchen with her coat still on, staring at the small steel key Susan had set on the marble island. Her dark eyes flicked between it and James, who stood against the counter in jeans and a grey sweater, the cage invisible beneath but the weight of it pressing on every breath.

"You're serious," Chiara said.

"Completely." Susan pushed the key toward her. "He stays locked until you say otherwise. However long that is."

Chiara picked up the key and held it to the window light, turning it slowly. Then she looked at James, and her expression was not playful. It was assessing. She pocketed the key and zipped her coat. "He doesn't get to ask me for it," she said. Susan smiled. "He won't."

"He won't," Susan said again, softer, as if tasting the words. She stood with her hip against the marble, arms folded, and watched Chiara zip the key into an inner pocket. There was no triumph in her face, only a deep, quiet settling, like a house finally level. She had handed her own power to someone else and found she trusted the hand. James's throat worked. He said nothing. Chiara pulled on her gloves and looked at him once more, then at Susan. "I'll text you when I decide something." Susan walked her to the door and closed it behind her, then turned, leaning back against the wood, and smiled at James across the length of the apartment. "Good boy," she said. "Now come here."

He crossed the room and did not stop until he was close enough to feel the warmth coming off her robe. "Susan," he said, and his voice cracked on the second syllable. "Please. I'll do anything. Another month, six, whatever you want, just let me cum once. Please." Her smile did not move. She let him stand there, aching and upright, and said nothing at all. So, he asked again, quieter, then again, until the word please had worn smooth in his mouth and he had begun to repeat it without meaning, a litany. Susan reached out and brushed her thumb over his lip. "No," she said. "But ask me again tomorrow."

He slept badly, curled away from her on his side of the bed, the cage a cold ring of weight through the small hours. By noon the next day Susan's phone buzzed on the marble island, and she read the message twice before she said anything. Chiara's reply was not what she had rehearsed. Not a date, not a condition, not a single question about James. It was a photograph, sent without a caption: the small steel key resting in the open palm of Chiara's hand, and beneath it the ring of it already threaded onto a thin silver chain, which hung, in the picture, around her neck and lay against her collarbone between her breasts. Susan's mouth tightened into something that was not quite a smile. "She's wearing it," she said, turning the screen so James could see. He stared at it, at the dull gleam over Chiara's sternum, and understood with a hollow drop in his gut that his key now lived between another woman's tits, warm against her skin, and that nothing about this was temporary.

Susan read the next message in silence, then turned the phone face up on the marble and looked at him for a long moment before she answered. Can I play with him. The key stays around my neck, Chiara had written, no unlocking, no release, but I want to use him. Susan typed back one word. Yes.

She came that evening with the chain still on and her boots still on, and made James strip in the hallway, the cage bare under the kitchen light. "Kneel," Chiara said, and he did, and she walked slow circles around him while Susan watched from the doorway with her arms folded. Chiara pressed the flat of her boot between his shoulder blades and pushed his face down to the floorboards, holding him there until his breathing had gone ragged and his cock was straining purple against the bars, and she did not touch it, did not so much as look at it. She pulled his hair back with one hand and made him say thank you. Then she made him say it again, louder, and Susan, from the doorway, said nothing at all.

Chiara stepped off him without a word and crossed the kitchen floor, boots loud on the boards. James stayed down, cheek against the wood, watching her shadow fall over Susan in the doorway. Chiara took Susan's face in both hands and kissed her, unhurried, thorough, the way she did everything. Susan made a small sound against her mouth and did not pull away, her hands coming up to grip the lapels of Chiara's coat, and the two of them stood there a long breath, the key on its chain pressed flat between their bodies. When Chiara drew back, she looked down at James on the floor with something close to contempt, then at Susan again, and smiled. "I decide when he cums," she said. "You decide nothing." Susan nodded, and James watched her nod, and felt the floor turn under him.

Susan's hands stayed on Chiara's lapels, her breath shallow, and James watched the colour rise in her throat. She had never looked at him the way she was looking at Chiara now, lips parted, pupils blown wide. Chiara's thumb dragged across Susan's jaw and Susan leaned into it, a small, helpless sound escaping her, her nipples hardening against the silk of her robe. "You like that," Chiara murmured. "Watching me own your house." Susan swallowed hard and nodded, her grey eyes flicking to James on the floor with something new in them: guilt, and under it, heat. Chiara caught her chin and turned her back. "Say it." "I like it," Susan whispered. James's cock throbbed useless against the bars, and neither woman looked at him again.

Chiara took Susan by the wrist and led her down the hall, and James heard the bedroom door swing open against the wall. "Follow," Chiara said without turning. "Kneel where I can see you. Don't touch yourself, don't speak."

He followed, the cage swinging heavy, and knelt at the foot of the bed while Chiara walked Susan backward onto the mattress and pressed her down into the sheets. Susan's robe fell open on its own. Chiara knelt over her and put her mouth on Susan's throat, then her chest, slow and deliberate, and Susan's hands fisted in the duvet, her back bowing, her grey eyes finding James across the room and holding him there while she came apart under another woman's tongue.

Chiara's fingers tightened on Susan's hip, five points of pressure digging into the pale skin above the bone, and Susan's hips bucked up off the mattress into her mouth. Her back arched hard, a ragged cry tearing out of her, and Chiara did not let up, tongue working her through it in slow punishing strokes while Susan's thighs clamped around her ears and her hands clawed at the duvet. James knelt at the foot of the bed, cock straining purple behind the bars, dripping onto his thigh, and watched his girlfriend come on another woman's tongue, her grey eyes flung wide and then shut tight against the ceiling. When Susan finally went limp, Chiara lifted her head, wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist, and looked at James without a flicker of warmth. "Still kneeling," she said. "Good."

Chiara swung off Susan and stood at the bedside, yanking her jeans down over her hips and stepping out of them. She hooked a thumb under the chain at her throat and dragged the key against her sternum, watching him. "Come here," she said. "Mouth only. Tongue flat. You don't touch me with anything else." James crawled forward, the cage knocking his thighs, and pressed his face between her legs. She was wet already, musky and sharp, and he dragged his tongue up her slit exactly as he had learned, slow and wide. Chiara's hand closed in his hair and held him there, grinding her cunt against his mouth with none of Susan's patience, fast and greedy. Above him Susan stirred on the mattress, propped on one elbow, her grey eyes fixed on the two of them, and said nothing.

Chiara's fist tightened in his hair until his scalp burned at the roots, and she yanked his face up hard against her cunt, rubbing his nose into her clit. "Slower with your tongue," she said, "harder with your mouth. You're sloppy. Susan's spoiled you." She dragged his head back so his chin lifted, then shoved him down again, grinding hard, her thighs clamping against his ears. James kept his tongue flat and let her use his face, spit running down his chin onto the floorboards, the cage aching untouched between his legs. When she pulled his hair a third time, a small hoarse sound tore out of him, and Chiara laughed above him, low, at the back of her throat. "There it is," she said. "That's the noise I wanted."

James bit down on the inside of her thigh, hard, and Chiara's fist in his hair wrenched loose as she staggered back with a sharp yelp. He shoved her legs aside and got to his feet, the cage swinging heavy, spit cooling on his chin.

"Enough," he said. His voice came out lower than he expected, steadier. "Both of you. Playing with me like I'm furniture in your little experiment."

Susan pushed up on the mattress, robe sliding off one shoulder, shock flattening her face for the first time in weeks. "James."

"No." He held up a hand. His cock ached, but the words tasted clean. "I'm done kneeling. Give me the key, Chiara. Or I walk."

Chiara straightened, unfazed. She crossed to the bathroom without hurry, the chain swinging against her sternum, and stood in the doorway with one hand on the frame. "Walk, then," she said. She lifted the key from around her neck, twirled it once between her fingers so the light caught the steel, and held it over the open toilet bowl. "But think about it first. That cage doesn't come off without this. You yank at it, you'll tear yourself up inside and end up in a hospital explaining to a stranger why your cock's gone purple behind a steel ring." She let the words land, watching his face. "Permanent damage. Scar tissue. Maybe worse." James took a step forward, hand out, and Chiara dropped the key. It hit the water with a small flat plink and sank. She flushed, watching it swirl, and Susan made a sound behind him like she'd been struck. "There," Chiara said, wiping her fingers on her jeans. "Now walk, or don't. Either way you're staying locked."

James lunged before the thought finished forming, one hand slamming down into the bowl with a splash that soaked his sleeve past the elbow. The water was cold and the porcelain narrowed under his knuckles, and his fingers scrabbled across the smooth trap, the curve of it, the drain mouth where the key had already gone. Nothing. He pressed his cheek to the rim and reached deeper, shoulder grinding into the seat, feeling for metal that was three rooms away by now in the building's pipes. Chiara stepped back to give him room. "Go on," she said. "Dig." He stayed down there, forearm in the water, and did not come up.

Susan's hands closed on his shoulders from behind and hauled, and he came up off the bowl in one wrenching pull, water sluicing down his forearm and dripping from his elbow onto the tiles. She turned him bodily, fingers dug hard into the muscle above each shoulder blade, until he faced her and not the drain. His sleeve was sodden to the armpit, the front of his sweater dark and clinging, and the cage hung cold and heavy between his thighs. Susan looked at him, then past him at Chiara in the doorway, and her jaw set in a way that had nothing to do with heat. "Get out," she said quietly. Chiara didn't move. Susan's grip tightened on him and did not let go.

Chiara did not flinch. She stayed in the bathroom doorway, one hand still hooked in her jeans pocket, and let her gaze slide from Susan's clenched jaw to the wet sleeve hanging off James's arm, then back. Her lips curved, slow and knowing, the kind of smile that said she had seen this exact moment coming three moves ago and had already decided how it ended. "You'll call me," she said, not a question. She stepped past them both, boots loud on the hall boards, and pulled the door shut behind her without another word. Susan's grip on James's shoulders stayed hard, but her eyes had gone somewhere far off, and her throat worked once before she spoke.

Susan's throat worked once, and whatever she had meant to say never arrived, because James's legs went out from under him. His knees struck the wet tile and he folded at the waist, forehead to her thigh, wet sleeve plastered to his arm, and the first sob came out of him like something torn loose. Then the rest followed, ugly and open, his shoulders heaving, his fists knotted in the soaked hem of her robe. "I can't," he gasped, "I can't do this, Susan, please, I'm so tired." Words broke apart in his mouth; he pressed his face into her and wept like a boy. Susan stood very still over him and did not let go, and when his crying turned to shudders she sank down to the tile and gathered his head against her breast.

She held him there on the cold tile while the shudders worked themselves out of him, one hand flat between his shoulder blades, the other cradling the back of his skull. She did not shush him. She let him finish.

When he finally lifted his head, wet-faced and wrecked, Susan thumbed the tears off his cheek and looked at him evenly. "Listen to me," she said. "You're not walking out. You're not unlocking yourself with a hacksaw, and you're not finding that key. It's in the building's pipes. It's gone." Her voice was low but it carried no apology. "What you have now is Chiara's decision, and mine underneath it. That's the reality. I know it's heavy. I'm not pretending it isn't." She tipped his chin up so he had to meet her. "But you gave it to me twice, James. You put it in my hand. So, here's what happens instead. You get up, you shower, and you go to work and finish your drawings. Tonight, you come home to me, and you serve me, and you go to bed locked and grateful. Every day. That's the deal now." She kissed his forehead and stood, offering him her hand. He took it.

He took it, and she pulled him up off the tile into the light. His sleeve hung cold and heavy, water still beading at the cuff, and the cage knocked against his thigh as he found his feet. Susan stepped back and let him go. He walked to the bathroom without looking at the hall, peeled the soaked sweater over his head, and stood under the hot spray with his palms flat on the tile, letting it run down his back and over the steel. Steam gathered. He washed, rinsed, and got out. He did not reach for the key, because he knew there was nothing to reach for.

That night Susan took her orgasm with his tongue, and the night after that, and the night after. James worked from the office and came home to her, and each evening he knelt between her thighs and licked her through two and sometimes three shuddering finishes while the cage stayed tight and his own need went untouched. She rode his face until her cunt dripped down his chin, then sent him to bed hard and locked. He did not ask for release again. He waited, swollen and leaking behind the steel, and she called him good boy every morning and never once reached for a key that no longer existed in this apartment.

Two weeks later the phone on the marble island lit up with Chiara's name, and Susan took the call in the bedroom with the door shut. She came out dressed to receive, a burgundy blouse tucked into grey trousers. "She's coming by," she said, and something moved behind her eyes that James did not try to read.

Chiara arrived at six with wine and no explanation. She hung her coat on the hook and took him in head to toe, the way she had in the kitchen that first night, and then the flat, cool line of her mouth broke. She smiled at him. It was not cruel. It was almost kind, and that unsettled him more. "Hello, James," she said.

Susan stepped forward, hand already moving toward the wine in Chiara's grip, but Chiara held it back, unhurried, and let her gaze pass over James once more.  James, who had been waiting for the order to take her coat, stood where he was with his hands at his sides. Chiara glanced at him only long enough to settle it. "You can go now, James," she said. "I'm here for Susan."

James turned without a word and walked down the hall, the cage swinging cold against his thigh with each step. He pulled the bedroom door shut behind him and stood in the dark with his back to it, listening. The apartment made its usual sounds, the fridge humming, the floorboards ticking, and underneath them the low murmur of two women in the kitchen who had forgotten he existed. He crossed to the bed and sat on the edge of it. Through the wall he heard Susan laugh, once, and then nothing clear at all.

He listened until the low murmur changed shape, until the pauses grew longer than the words, and then he heard Susan's breath catch, sharp and unmistakable through the wall. James opened the door a crack. In the kitchen light, Chiara had Susan bent back over the marble island, one hand fisted in the grey of her trousers, mouth working down her throat. The burgundy blouse hung open; Chiara's lips closed over Susan's nipple and Susan's hips bucked into nothing, a pleading sound breaking out of her. Chiara turned her, pushed her face-down across the counter, and dragged the trousers and silk down to Susan's knees. She knelt behind her, spread her open with both thumbs, and put her mouth on Susan's cunt from behind, loud and wet, tongue dragging up through the folds and circling her clit until Susan's fists slid white-knuckled across the marble. Chiara's fingers replaced her tongue, two of them pushing in to the knuckle while her thumb pressed and rubbed, and Susan came gasping into her own forearm over and over.

Chiara hauled her up off the marble by the hair, turned her and pushed her down onto her knees on the kitchen tile. She stepped out of her jeans and straddled Susan's face, one hand braced on the counter, and brought her down onto her cunt without a word. Susan's hands came up to Chiara's hips and Chiara knocked them away. "Hands behind your back." Susan obeyed, wrists crossed at the small of her back, and Chiara rode her mouth slow, grinding down, her wetness smeared across Susan's lips and chin. Susan's tongue worked, wide and flat, the way she had taught James to do it, and Chiara's breath went harsh through her nose and her thighs closed hard around Susan's ears, holding her there until she came with a low, private groan.

Chiara held her there until the last shudder passed, then let go and stepped back, chest heaving, and looked down at Susan kneeling on the tile with her mouth wet and her eyes blown wide. She grabbed a fistful of chestnut hair and dragged Susan's head back, exposing her throat, and slapped her once across the cheek. Susan gasped and her thighs pressed together, and Chiara saw it, and laughed low. "You're soaked," she said. "Look at you. On your own kitchen floor with your cunt dripping, and nobody's touched it." She crouched, shoved two fingers into Susan without warning, and fucked her fast and rough until Susan came apart against her palm, sobbing into the cabinets.

Chiara pulled her fingers out, slick to the knuckle, and wiped them across Susan's mouth. "On the bed. Face up. Don't move." Susan crawled out from under the cabinets and stretched flat on the sheets, thighs still shuddering. Chiara crossed to her overnight bag and came back with an all steel full chastity belt. She knelt across Susan's hips and fitted it on: a steel plate closed over her cunt and locked, one steel band cinched tight around her waist and a second band drawn up through her buttocks and buckled at the small of her back. Chiara turned the little brass key, drew it free, and threaded it onto the chain beside the other. Susan's grey eyes went wide and stayed there.

Chiara turned Susan under her hands and ran the flat of her palm down the steel plate, feeling the warmth of Susan's cunt trapped behind it. She threaded the second key onto the chain with the first, so both hung together against her sternum, one warm from her skin and one cold from the lock. "There," she said. "Now you know how it feels."

‘Oh, you noticed the second key, did you really think I flushed Jame’s key down the WC? that was some random spare key.” Chiara said with a wry smile.

James stood in the bedroom doorway, forgotten, the cage heavy between his thighs. Chiara rose and crossed to him, took his jaw in her fingers, and turned his face toward the bed where Susan lay locked and shivering on the sheets. "Look at her," she said. "From now on, you're both mine."

Chiara let go of his jaw and stepped back, and they both watched Susan fight the steel. She sat up and clawed at the plate over her cunt first, two fingers hooked under the edge of it, hauling until the metal bit into her mound and her breath came out in a snarl. Then she went for the band at her waist, twisting, trying to work a thumb beneath the cinched steel, and could not; her nails scraped across the buckle at the small of her back and found it locked flush to the spine, no purchase, nothing to pry. She turned onto her front and shoved her hips against the mattress like that would shift it, thighs scissoring, and the belt did not move a fraction. "Chiara," she said, low and furious, and Chiara did not answer, only watched with her arms folded while Susan rolled onto her back again and struck the plate with the heel of her hand, once, twice, three times, and the steel rang dully and held. James stood in the doorway with his cock swollen purple behind the bars, and for the first time in three weeks he was not the only one who could not get out.

"Please," Susan said, and the word came out small, a shape James had never heard from her mouth. She got to her knees on the mattress, hands flat on the steel plate, and said it again. "Chiara. Please. I'll do anything. Take it off." Chiara walked to the bed and looked down at her without expression, then glanced at James still standing in the doorway. "What do you think, James?" she said. "Should I let her out?" He looked at Susan kneeling there, locked and begging, her grey eyes wet and fixed on the chain around Chiara's neck. His cock throbbed behind the bars. "No," he said.

Chiara reached under the chain and lifted it over her head. Two keys swung together, one warm, one cold. She held them apart, one in each fist, and turned to face him.

She walked to the bathroom and stood over the bowl, one hand raised, the other held out toward the bed. "So here is the task. One of these goes in the water in front of you both. The other I keep. You have one week to decide. One will be let free, the other spends their life in chastity. Remember both must agree. If not you both will spend your life in chastity.

The week that followed was a war fought in whispers. James found one real angle: he was the earner, so if he was locked, she should choose her key for the toilet. Susan answered that he had given it up twice and lost the right to bargain. Back and forth they went, morning and night, over coffee, over dinner untouched, until each argument collapsed into the same wall and the same silence. By the fifth night they stopped trying to win. They lay on the bed in the dark, both caged, and she pressed her back into his chest and pulled his arm across her waist, and he held her, the steel of her waistband cold against his thigh. They did not speak of keys. He kissed the nape of her neck and she laced her fingers through his, and they slept like that, two people scared of the same morning, until the sixth night told them the answer was still to be given.

The seventh morning arrived grey and windless, and by the time Chiara let herself in with her own spare key, Susan and James were already dressed and waiting at the marble island, sitting close enough that their shoulders touched. Chiara set the chain on the counter between the coffee cups. Two keys swung against the stone. She looked at Susan first, then at James, and asked the only question that mattered. They answered together, without consulting each other, and the answer was the same. Chiara nodded slowly, lifted one key by its head, and let the other drop into her palm. She closed her fist around it. "Then it's decided," she said.

Chiara did not tell them whose key she kept. She carried the pair to the bathroom, lowered one into the bowl without ceremony, and pressed the handle. The water took it, turned, and was smooth again. Neither of them could see, from where they sat, whether the key had been his or hers; she had cupped it the whole way down the hall. She came back with the chain already over her head, the second key hidden under her collar, and dried her hands on the towel. "One of you is free as of now," she said. "I'll let you work out which. The other stays locked for life. That's the deal you agreed to." She picked up her coat. Susan's hand found James's under the marble lip, and neither of them said a word.

If the one who is destined to be locked asks for release, they will condemn the other to been locked also. If not they will be freed.

Chiara pulled her coat on and let herself out without another word. Susan and James sat at the island for a long time after the door clicked shut, neither moving, the two coffee cups going cold between them. Susan spoke first, and only to say she would not ask. James said nothing at all, because he did not know yet what he wanted to know.

By the next morning, he did. He called Chiara from the car before he pulled out of the garage, and when she answered he could hear the smile in her voice. "I was wondering which of you would break first," she said. "You or her." He asked for the key. There was a pause, and then she told him, plainly, that she had been the one let free. And because he had asked, Susan's fate was sealed. You would both be locked for life.

James put the phone down and sat in the garage with the engine off for a long time before he went up.

Susan was at the island when he came in, coffee untouched in front of her, and she looked at his face and knew before he opened his mouth.

"I called her," he said. "I asked for the key. I thought I'd be the one."

The silence took a moment to land. Then Susan's hand went flat on the marble, and she laughed, once, small and joyless. "So it's both of us."

He nodded.

They sat with it for a long moment, the two of them, the cold coffee and the locked steel. Then Susan got up and walked to the bedroom, and when she came back, she had changed into a cropped tank that ended under her ribs and a pair of black lace knickers cut high on the hip, and she said, very calmly, that if she had to wear the belt, she was not going to wear anything else. Chiara had not given her the pain; only the lock. So she would spend her captivity making him feel his.

She kept her word. The next morning it was a silk slip with nothing beneath it, and the morning after, a sheer black bodysuit that showed the steel plate through the fabric, its outline riding her mound. She moved through the kitchen slow and deliberate, bent at the waist to load the dishwasher, stretched her arms overhead so the slip climbed her thighs, and every time she passed him, she let her hip brush his arm and said nothing. James worked his drawings at the desk with his cock straining purple behind the bars, leaking into the satin, and Susan, who could no longer be touched, made certain he could not stop thinking about touching her.

Within a week the difference was plain. Susan learned the belt the way she learned everything: methodically, without complaint. She found a way to sit that kept the waistband off her hipbones, a slip that hid the plate under her work trousers, and by Thursday she was sleeping through the night while James still woke at three with his cock swollen against the bars and his hand halfway to it before he remembered. She started jogging again, the steel locked flat under leggings, and came back flushed and easy while he stood at the counter with his dick dripping into satin. Once, in the bathroom, he caught her running her thumb along the seam of her plate, not fighting it, just checking it was there. She met his eyes in the mirror and shrugged, and went on brushing her teeth.

He waited until she clicked the light off and went back to the bedroom, then followed her down the hall because the ache had stopped being something he could carry upright.

She was at the window, unhooking the curtain to let the grey morning in, when he stepped past the doorway and went down. His knees hit the boards hard enough to sting, and the cage knocked flat against the floor, and he stayed there with his hands slack at his sides, looking up at her.

Susan looked down at him for a long moment. Her thumb found the seam of the steel plate at her hip, the way it did when she was thinking, and she tilted her head like she had a new clause to add to the card. "There he is," she said. "I was wondering how long that would take."

James stayed down, and Susan let him stay. She crossed the room without hurrying, unhooked the curtain from its rail, and stood at the window with the grey light coming through it so it cut across the steel at her waist. Then she looked at him over her shoulder and said it plainly, no heat in her voice at all.

"That belt doesn't change anything. I'm still in charge."

He looked up at her, cock aching purple behind the bars, and did not argue. He had nothing left to argue with.

He did not argue, and because he did not argue, it all came up at once. His face broke, and the first sob bent him forward off his knees and onto his hands, forehead to the floorboards, shoulders heaving. He cried the way the drained cry, without pleading, wet against the wood, the cage knocking under him each time he shook. He said her name once, cracked in the middle. Susan turned from the window and looked down at the crown of his head, at his bare back, at the sweat already gathering at the small of it, and watched him come apart at her feet without moving to stop him.

Susan let him finish, then crouched and lifted his chin with two fingers and told him to get up and dress, because Chiara had texted while he wept and was already on her way. James showered, pulled on jeans, and was still buttoning his shirt when the spare key turned in the lock. Chiara came in with a paper bag and no apology, took in Susan standing at the island in her tank and lace, took in James's red eyes, and set the bag down. "Well," she said. "Both of you look like you slept on the floor." She pulled a bottle of wine from the bag and then, from her coat pocket, two small brass padlocks with a key in each, which she set beside the wine and pushed toward Susan. "I came to check on my property," she said.

Chiara let the padlock click against the marble and looked at each of them in turn, unhurried, the way she always did when she already knew the answer she wanted. "I came to check on my property," she said again, "and to offer you both a way out. Not a test this time. A trade." She set one hand flat on the island and leaned in. "Would either of you be willing to give the other to me?” No week to decide, no keys in the toilet. Just a yes." Susan's thumb stopped on the seam of her belt. James looked at the padlock, then at Susan, and for the first time in weeks neither of them reached for anything at all.

James walked over to Susan and kissed her saying he would always love her, then stated “He would give Susan to her.”

Chiara accepted Susan as her pet but allowed Susan to decide James’s fate, let him go or be Susan’s slave. It did not take Susan long to decide on James’s treachery.

Susan wiped her mouth with the back of her hand before she spoke, and she did not look at Chiara. She looked only at James, at the wet shine on his cheek where she had left her lips, and she took her time. "You gave me away," she said. "In front of her. To save your own skin." He had no answer that would not make it worse. She turned the seam of her belt under her thumb one last time, then crossed to Chiara's side and stood there, close enough that her shoulder touched the dark wool of Chiara's coat. "Keep mine," she said. "I already belong to you. He can be my slave instead." Chiara's mouth curved, slow. "Say it to him." Susan did not blink. "You're mine now, James. Locked for life, and you'll serve me on your knees every night until I say otherwise. That's what you bought."

Susan let the words stand in the kitchen air, and Chiara did not give anyone time to reconsider. She unhooked the chain from her neck, slid the remaining key free of the clasp, and set it flat on the marble between the cold coffee cups, where it caught the grey window light. Then she turned James by the shoulder, fingers dug into the muscle, and pushed him down onto his knees on the tile. "Face her," Chiara said. He did, and Susan looked down at him from Chiara's side, the steel plate bright beneath her tank, her grey eyes steady and terrible. Chiara crouched behind him and closed her hand over the back of his neck. "From now on you serve two. Susan owns your nights. I own everything else, including her. And you do not speak unless one of us asks you a question." She stood and poured the wine, two glasses, and set one down in front of Susan, and did not pour one for the man on the floor.

Chiara rose from her crouch, unhooked the chain from her neck, and laid the steel key flat in Susan's open palm. "Do it yourself," she said. Susan crossed to the bathroom without a word, James still on his knees on the tile, and stood over the bowl. She held the key up once so it caught the grey light, then dropped it. It hit the water with a flat plink and she pressed the handle. It swirled and was gone. Chiara followed, took up the brass padlock from the island, and fitted its little key into the lock at the small of Susan's back. The steel plate fell away. Susan stood in the kitchen in nothing but her tank, cunt bare and clean, and did not look down at James at all.

Chiara took the brass padlocks up from the marble and drew, from her coat pocket, two steel collars, hinged and brushed matte, each with a small ring at the throat. She fitted the first around Susan's neck without asking, closed it, and clicked the brass padlock through the hasp, the little key turning once before she pocketed it. Susan stood with her chin up and her cunt bare under the tank, and did not flinch. Chiara turned to James still kneeling on the tile and closed the second collar around his throat, tighter, until he felt the steel against his windpipe, and locked it with a second key she hung back on her chain. Then she crouched to his eye level and put one finger flat against the steel bars of his cage. "Hers comes off whenever I say," she said. "Yours never comes off again." She straightened, took Susan by the wrist, and led her from the kitchen, and James stayed on the floor with his cock locked and his throat in steel.

Chiara paused in the doorway with Susan's wrist still in her hand and looked back over her shoulder at the man on the tile. "Understand the arrangement," she said. "I visit every weekend. While I'm inside this apartment, Susan is my slave and you answer to both of us. The rest of the week she can do with you as she pleases, use you, cage you, keep you for her tongue and nothing else. But your cock stays locked for life, and that collar stays on your throat." She turned back down the hall, tugging Susan gently after her, and James knelt alone on the cold tile with his cock straining purple behind the bars and the steel ring pressing at his windpipe, listening to the bedroom door swing shut.

He stayed on the tile until his knees went numb and the light through the blinds had gone thin. Then the bedroom door opened, and Susan came out with the leather leash from the hall drawer coiled in her fist, her tank clinging, the steel collar bright on her throat. She clipped it to the ring at his neck without a word, stood him up by it, and walked him down the hall to the bedroom, where Chiara already lay propped against the headboard with the wine. Susan stopped him at the foot of the bed, pointed one finger at the floor.

"Face down," she said. "Every night from now on. You sleep there while I sleep here. You watch what you tried to sell, and you don't speak, and you don't touch yourself. That is what giving me away buys you."

He went down onto the boards and pressed his cheek to them. Chiara shifted on the mattress and Susan climbed up beside her, and the two of them settled in with the lamp still on, talking softly over him about a weekend in two weeks, about a party, about things that did not include the man leashed and locked on the floor.

He lay down on the hard boards and closed his eyes, but sleep did not come for a long while. What came instead was the rustle of the mattress and the small, wet sounds of Chiara's mouth on Susan's throat, and then Susan's hand sliding across the sheets, finding Chiara's thigh, and the two of them going quiet together.

The weekends found their shape fast. Chiara arrived Friday evening and left Sunday night, and while she was inside the apartment Susan belonged to her, mouth and cunt and time alike. They fucked in the bed with the lamp on and James on the floor at the foot of it, and Chiara took Susan's ass with a strap-on while James watched from below, and Susan came with her face in the pillow and Chiara's fist in her hair, and neither woman spoke to him once except to tell him to keep his hands flat on the boards. Sunday nights Chiara clipped the leash back to his collar, walked him to the bathroom, and made him stand under the cold tap before she went, and Susan stood in the doorway in nothing but her tank with her cunt still wet and said nothing at all.

The weekdays belonged to Susan, and she used them. Every night she made him kneel at the foot of the bed and put his mouth between her thighs, and every night she came on his tongue, slow and deliberate, riding his face with her hand fisted in his hair until she had finished twice and sometimes three times, and then sent him down onto the floor to sleep with his cock straining purple against the bars and no hand permitted on it. She stopped wearing knickers around the apartment. She bent at the waist to load the dishwasher, she stretched against the doorframe with her arms overhead, and she let the tank ride up until he could see the bare, clean line of her cunt from across the room and knew he would be tasting it in an hour. She called him good boy every morning and never once asked him how he was. He learned to sleep with an ache that never drained and a collar that pressed at his windpipe whenever he swallowed, and he learned, too, that he did not miss the key at all anymore, because Susan got her orgasms every night on his tongue and Chiara got her slave every weekend in the bed, and the only one who never came was the man on the floor.

The End.


Chapter 5 - Halloween Party Sissy

by Xev Rivers

Helen is a 25-year-old female tall with dark hair and an athletic body from her days at the gym.

Brad is her 23-year-old boyfriend with longish brown hair, slim build and shorter in height than Helen.

They have been living together since college and have known each other since childhood.

Brad has always looked up to Helen living next door to each other as kids and her been 2 years older having an intellectual advantage.

Every Halloween the dress up for a party and take it in turns to decide both of their costumes.

Last year Helen was not to impressed when Brad chose a skimpy whore outfit for her and a pimp outfit for himself.

This year it was her turn and she decided to have some fun.

She chose a pink sissy maid’s outfit for Brad and a black dominatrix outfit for herself.


Helen's gloved thumb pressed against Brad's chin, tilting his face toward hers. His blush spread all the way to his ears as he struggled under her gaze, caught halfway to the mirror in his sheepish retreat. "Where do you think you're going?" she asked, voice low and warm. "The boxes are here. Come see what I chose for us this year."

She released him and strode to the coffee table, where two glossy cardboard parcels waited. Her fingernails slid beneath the tape, and she peeled the first lid open with a flourish. Pink ruffles, lace and a folded pile of polyester spilled out. Brad's eyes went wide as she lifted the maid's dress by its hanger, the short-flared skirt swaying. Then came frilly knickers, white stockings, a pair of pink heels and a pink corset, each item placed deliberately on the sofa. Brad shook his head, backing away. "No. Helen, no. There's no way in hell I'm wearing that."

Brad's jaw tightened. He stared at the pink ruffles like they might bite. "That's because last year you got to be the Pimp.”

She ran a gloved hand up his chest, feeling the rapid thump of his heart through his thin t-shirt. "Please, darling. It's my turn to choose. And if you do..." She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. "I will give you an extra sexual treat tonight that you have never had before."

His breath hitched. "What kind of treat?"

Helen tilted her head, a slow smile curling her dark red lips. "I'm thinking about letting you have my ass tonight, Brad. The real thing. No more just your fingers teasing while I grind you off. My cunt's already had you plenty of times, but that tight hole back there..." She let the sentence hang, watching his pupils dilate. "I know how long you've been begging for it. Ever since we tried that first finger in the shower."

Brad swallowed hard, his hands trembling at his sides. His cock stiffened against the thin fabric of his boxers. "You're serious?"

"Dead serious, darling. You wear the maid dress and do everything I tell you tonight and I'm all yours back there. I'll let you push that thick cock into my ass and fuck me until you come inside me." She ran her glove down his chest to his waistband, pressing her palm against his growing bulge. "Now be a good boy and put the outfit on.

Brad stood frozen for a long moment, his eyes darting between Helen's smug smile and the pile of pink fabric spread across the sofa like an accusation. His cock throbbed against the press of her palm, the promise of her ass echoing in his skull and drowning out every shred of dignity he had left.

He let out a shaky breath, the fight draining from his shoulders. Slowly, like a man walking to his own execution, Brad stepped forward. His fingers brushed the pink polyester, and he flinched as if the fabric were electrically charged.

"Let me help you with that, baby," Helen purred, her voice soft but laced with iron. She took the dress from his trembling hands and laid it back on the sofa. "First things first. Strip."

He swallowed. "Everything?"

She crossed her arms and watched as he peeled his t-shirt over his head and shucked his jeans down his slim hips. He stood before her in nothing but his boxers, his cock straining visibly against the thin cotton. His skin was pale, smooth, and he clutched his arms across his chest like a boy caught in gym class.

"Boxers too, darling. I need to see what I'm working with."

Brad hooked his thumbs under the waistband and pushed them down. His cock sprang free, hard and flushed, curving slightly upward. He tried to cover himself, but Helen tsked and stepped closer.

"Oh no, leave it. It's adorable how hard you are already, and I haven't even touched you yet." She traced a single finger along the ridge of his shaft, not enough to satisfy, just enough to make him shudder.

From the pile of clothes, she drew out a pair of white lace-trimmed stockings. She knelt behind him, rolling each one up his calves with practiced care, her gloves brushing against his skin until the lace ended just above his knees. Then came the frilly knickers, pink and ruffled at the back. She guided his feet through the leg holes and pulled them up over his hips, the fabric grazing his stiff cock as it settled into place.

"There we go," she murmured, giving his padded rump a firm smack. He yelped. "Such a pretty picture already and we're not even close to done."

She stood and retrieved the corset, a complex set of pink satin panels overlaid with white floral embroidery and steel boning. She held it open in front of him. "Arms up, baby."

Brad raised his arms, and she fastened the garment around his waist. It hugged his chest loosely at first, the busk open down the front. Helen turned him to face her, then set to work fastening the metal clasps. She worked quickly, closing each one from bottom to top until the corset encased his torso. Then she flipped him around, presenting his back to her.

"Now for the fun part," she said, gripping the laces. "I want this snug. Really snug. Like a second skin." She pulled the first pair of laces and Brad let out a wheeze as air left his lungs. The corset bit into his ribs, cinching his waist inward. She tugged again, harder, one pair of laces after another, moving from centre outward to the top and bottom deliberate patience. Each pull compressed him further, moulding him into that curved, delicate silhouette. Brad's hands flew to the steel stays as the pressure built.

"Too tight," he gasped.

"Not yet." She pulled once more, drawing the laces until she heard his breath catch in short panting bursts. She tied them off in a neat bow at the small of his back, then ran her gloved fingers along the satin panels, feeling the firm, unyielding shape she had created.

"Turn around." Brad turned slowly, his body moving stiffly in the corset's grip. His waist looked impossibly narrow, his hips flaring above the frilly knickers. His chest was pushed up into a soft swell. He looked in the mirror and went still, staring at the stranger reflected back at him.

She reached around and adjusted the corset's fit, sliding her fingers between the satin and his skin. "No gaps. Perfect." Her hot breath was on his neck as she spoke. "You're doing so well, darling. Now let's get that dress on and finish the look."

She pulled the pink ruffled garment from the sofa, holding it open at his feet. The dress was short, scandalously so, with capped sleeves of white lace and a deeply dipping neckline designed to show off the corset's swell. Brad stepped in, and Helen lifted it up his body, then settled the straps over his shoulders. She zipped the back with a smooth, decisive pull.

The skirt barely covered his ass, flaring out in layers of petticoated ruffles that rustled with every motion. Helen stepped back to admire her work. The white lace apron went over his head next, tied in a pristine bow at his waist. She added the wrist cuffs, the dainty white lace encircling his forearms, and finally the pink heels, a pair of glossy patent pumps with a modest two-inch heel. Brad wobbled standing in them, his calves flexing inside the stockings.

She studied him for a long, silent moment, her eyes raking down his body with undisguised hunger. His face was crimson, his cock straining against the frilly front of the knickers. He looked like a naughty Victorian scullery girl caught stealing glances at the mistress.

"God, Brad," she breathed. "You look so fucking pretty."

He opened his mouth to protest, but she cut him off with a raised finger.

"Ah, ah. Maids speak only when spoken to." She circled him slowly, her heels clicking on the hardwood. She stopped in front of him, close enough that her breasts brushed the lace apron. "But that cock of yours is saying plenty. Look at the state of you. I put a skirt on you, cinched your waist, stuffed you into heels, and you're leaking like a faucet."

Brad looked down. A dark spot had bloomed on the frilly front of his knickers, his cock dripping clear fluid against the pink fabric. He tried to press his thighs together, but Helen's gloved hand darted forward, cupping his sensitive balls through the damp lace.

"You enjoy this more than you let on, don't you? Being my pretty little maid? Feeling small and helpless in your ruffles?" She squeezed gently, and he whimpered. "Answer me honestly and I might let you keep your treat on the table."

"It's not the outfit," he managed, his voice thin and reedy. "It's you. The way you look at me. Like I'm yours."

"You are mine,” she said, stroking the outline of his cock through the fabric. "But tonight, remember, I'm in charge. Now, my maid is incomplete." She picked up the last item from the sofa, a matching headband with a modest white cap and a ribbon trailing down the back.

"Maid's uniform requires proper hair." She beckoned him to his knees before her. Brad knelt, the dress flouncing around him as the tight corset creaked. She smoothed his hair and fixed the cap in place, tying off the ribbon in a dainty bow beneath his chin.

"There. Now you're perfect." She tilted his chin up, the same borrowed gesture she'd made by the door, and studied his face.

He knelt in his ruffles and lace, trembling in her grip, looking up at her with wide, searching eyes. There was something there, beneath the flush of shame and the shine of arousal, a vulnerability she knew better than anyone. He was trying to read her, trying to guess what came next. She let him wait, savoring the moment like a fine wine.

"I see you can't control your cock in this outfit," she said, letting her gloved fingers trail along his jawline. She felt him shiver. "It's pathetic, really. A pretty little maid like you, leaking all over your knickers before we've even left the house."

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

"Don't apologize, darling." She smiled, slow and indulgent. "I have a solution. I was going to save this as a Christmas present, but I think it's time you earned an early reward." She rose gracefully and walked to the bedroom, her heels clicking a measured rhythm against the hardwood. From her top dresser drawer, tucked beneath a stack of silk scarves, she retrieved a box. Black, unmarked, with a silver clasp. She returned and set it on the coffee table, the polished lid gleaming in the low lamplight.

"Come here," she said. Brad rose on unsteady legs, wobbling in the heels, the skirts rustling with each awkward step. She opened the box with deliberate slowness. Nestled against black velvet lay a steel chastity cage, sleek and shining. A padlock rested beside it on a small keychain, delicate silver keys catching the light.

Brad's eyes went wide. "Helen, no. You can't be serious. We're going to a party tonight. We're going to see our friends."

"Fully erect, is that what you want to show our friends?" She lifted the cage from its velvet bed, turning it over in her gloved hands. It was polished stainless steel, the body formed of slender bars with a larger ring at the base. She held it up to the lamp, watching the gleam chase along its curves. "This is what I want. My pretty maid, all locked up and tidy until I decide to let him out. Besides no one will see the cage under your frilly knickers unlike that erection you have at the moment.”

He swallowed hard, but she saw his cock twitch beneath the frilly fabric. His body betrayed him the way it always did. He was scared, yes, and humiliated, but underneath all of that he was burning with a dark, hungry curiosity. She could smell it on him.

"Remove your knickers," she ordered, her voice cool and absolute. "Now."

Brad's hands trembled as he reached down, hooking his thumbs into the elastic waistband of the frilly garment. He pushed them over his hips and let them fall, stepping out of them one foot at a time. His cock stood erect and dripping, flushed dark red against his pale thighs. The length of it looked almost obscene poking out from under the short pink skirt, a stark piece of masculine anatomy in the midst of all that frothy femininity.

"Good boy." Helen picked up the steel ring, the largest of the set, and ran her thumb along its inner surface. "You know how this works, don't you? You've seen the videos. I know you have." She didn't wait for an answer. "The ring goes behind your balls first. Like this."

She knelt before him, her fingers were cool against his warm skin as she guided the ring beneath his scrotum. He let out a shaky breath as she worked it through, positioning it low behind the base of his balls. Then she lifted his soft testicles through the ring, one careful hand at a time, pulling the sensitive skin through until they hung low and exposed. She felt him tremble at the intimate touch, his knees threatening to buckle.

"Hands on my shoulders," she said. When he complied, she guided the steel body of the cage over his length. The cold metal touched the underside of his shaft, and he flinched. She hushed him softly, adjusting the fit. The interior of the cage was tight, barely giving him any room, and as she seated it firmly against his pubic bone, he felt his hard length compress until it could barely twitch.

"That's it. Settle into it."

The cage was a recent design with internal spikes to prevent any arousal whatsoever and a built in internal lock.  She tugged gently at the cage, testing the fit. "Perfect. It's not going anywhere, is it, pet?"

"No," Brad breathed, staring down at the steel bars encasing his cock.

"No," she repeated, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "Now pull your knickers back up and smooth down your dress. We have one last thing to do before the party”.

He obeyed mechanically, his hands moving through the motions.

He smoothed the frilly front of his knickers back into place, his fingers trembling as he adjusted the pink fabric over the steel cage. The sensation was alien, the cold metal pressing against his groin, his trapped cock twitching uselessly against the bars whenever he shifted. He tugged the skirt down, but it barely covered the swell of his padded hips, the ruffles bouncing with every small movement.

Helen watched him fuss with the dress, a small smile playing at the corners of her dark red lips. "Stop fidgeting. You look perfect."

Brad lowered his hands, his face still burning. "You said there was one last thing."

"Yes. Sit down on the stool by the vanity." She gestured to the small wooden stool that sat before the round mirror in the corner of the living room, a piece she had dragged out of storage earlier in the week. "I want natural light on you, but the lamp on the vanity will do just fine."

He obeyed, his heels wobbling as he crossed the room. The skirt flounced with each step, and he felt the cage shift against his balls in a way that made his stomach clench. He lowered himself onto the stool, his knees pressed primly together, his hands folded in his lap. He looked up at her with those wide, uncertain eyes, and Helen felt a thrill run through her.

She fetched her makeup bag from the bedroom, a sleek black leather case she had owned for years. She returned to the vanity and flicked on the lamp, the warm light catching the array of products as she unzipped the bag. Foundations, concealers, palettes of blush and eyeshadow, mascara, a curling wand, a set of lipsticks in shades ranging from nude to deep red. She laid them out on the vanity top with deliberate care, each item placed in a precise row.

Brad stared at the collection, his mouth slightly open. "You're going to do all of that to me?"

"Face down, eyes up," she said, brushing a strand of his long brown hair behind his ear. The white cap sat atop his head, the ribbon tied beneath his chin, and with the light catching his soft features he already looked like a doll waiting to be painted. "I'm going to make you beautiful, Brad. The kind of beautiful that gets whispered about at parties."

He swallowed. "We'll never hear the end of it from the guys."

"Let them whisper." She snapped open a foundation bottle and squeezed a dot onto the back of her hand. "They'll be jealous. Every one of them will wish they had a girl confident enough to dress them up like a proper little maid."

"That's not going to happen."

"Hush." She dabbed her fingertip into the foundation and began to work it across his forehead in small, circular motions. The liquid was cool against his skin, and he flinched at the touch. "Close your eyes. Don't squirm. You'll get it in your lashes."

Brad closed his eyes and let her work. She moved methodically, blending the foundation across his nose, his cheeks, his chin, smoothing the tone until his skin took on an even, dewy cast. She worked concealer beneath his eyes, erasing the faint shadows, and then a touch of powder to set it all in place.

"Good boy," she murmured. "Now open your eyes and look straight at me."

She picked up the eyeshadow palette, a soft arrangement of rose, champagne, and deeper plum tones. She chose a fluffy brush and swept a wash of champagne across his lids, then worked a rose shade into the crease, building depth with short, feathery strokes. Brad's lashes fluttered as the brush skimmed his skin, and he had to fight the urge to pull away.

He was hyperaware of the intimacy, of her face inches from his, her tongue poking out slightly in concentration. He could smell her perfume, something warm and floral, cut with the faint bite of leather from her gloves. The corset held him rigid, forced him to sit tall, his waist aching with a dull, constant pressure. His cock lay quiet and trapped beneath the steel, and for once he was almost glad of it. The cage kept him from leaking through his knickers.

"Look up, all the way to the ceiling," she ordered. He complied, and she drew a thin line of black liquid eyeliner along his upper lash line, her hand steady as a surgeon's. She flicked the tip outward at the corner, a small wing that made his eyes look larger, more feline. She repeated the process on the other side, then swapped the liner for a pencil and traced his waterline, making him blink and tear up.

"Almost done with the eyes," she said. She curled his lashes with the metal wand, a brief press of heat and pressure, and then applied two careful coats of mascara, coaxing each lash into length and volume. When she was finished, she leaned back to study her work.

A soft gasp escaped Brad's lips as he caught his reflection in the vanity mirror. His eyes looked huge, framed by dark lashes and the subtle wing of liner, transformed from soft brown to something smoky and sultry. He stared at himself, and the man he had been an hour ago seemed to be slipping further and further away.

"Beautiful," Helen whispered. She reached past him for the blush, a soft rose compact with a round brush. She dusted the color along his cheekbones, sweeping upward toward his temples with light, circular strokes. "There's a natural flush under there anyway. We're just amplifying what the universe already gave you."

His cheekbones stood out from the blush, his face taking on a soft, feminine shape that made his jaw look almost delicate. Helen tilted his chin up and studied him for a long moment, her eyes moving across his features like an artist appraising a half-finished canvas.

"One more thing," she said. She selected a lipstick, a glossy rosy pink that matched the ruffles of his dress. She uncapped it and twisted up the bullet, then paused. "Open your mouth a little. I don't want to smear you."

Brad parted his lips, and Helen leaned in. She traced the lipstick across his lower lip in one smooth pass, then guided his upper lip with her fingertip to keep him still. His lips aligned and she filled in his Cupid's bow with precise strokes. When she was done, she capped the lipstick and picked up a clear gloss, dragging a thin applicator across both lips until they shone under the light.

"There," she said, setting the gloss aside. "Now look at yourself."

Brad turned to the mirror. His eyes widened, then grew misty with a complex emotion he couldn't name. The man in the reflection was gone entirely. In his place stood a girl, pretty and pink and delicate, with rosy cheeks, long lashes and a glossy, pouting mouth. The white cap sat atop his head, framing his long brown hair, which Helen had let fall loose around his shoulders in soft waves. He looked like a vintage porcelain doll come to life.

"Say something," Helen said.

"Is this even me anymore?" he breathed, and his voice came out thin, almost reedy with wonder.

"It's you," she said, leaning down to kiss the top of his head, careful not to smudge the powder on her dark lipstick. "It's the you that I see when I look at you. Soft and sweet and so, so pretty. You just needed the right frame to let it out."

Brad reached up to touch his face, his fingers hovering over his smooth, rosy cheek, afraid to ruin the makeup. He felt light, floaty, separated from his body somehow. The discomfort of the corset, the unfamiliar weight of the cage between his thighs, the wobble of the heels, all of it receded. He was just a pretty girl in a mirror.

She caught his hand before he could touch his cheek, "Not yet. We're not finished. A maid needs proper nails."

From the vanity drawer she produced a small bottle of glue and a set of glossy pink press-ons. She worked slowly, sizing each nail against his fingertip, painting a thin layer of adhesive across his natural nail, then pressing the false tip into place and holding it for a count of ten. The sensation was strange and delicate, and Brad watched, transfixed, as his hands became as pretty as the rest of him.

"There," she said, releasing him and admiring her work. "Now you're perfect."

Helen released his hands and stepped back, admiring the glossy pink tips that now adorned his fingers. "Perfect. Now stay right there, darling. I need to go get changed."

Brad watched her leave, her heels clicking down the hallway toward the bedroom. The door clicked shut, and he was left alone in the dim living room, perched on the vanity stool like a doll on a shelf. He looked at himself in the mirror again, turning his head this way and that. The girl staring back at him was foreign and familiar all at once. His fingers, tipped in glossy pink, drifted toward his face again before he caught himself and folded them in his lap.

The minutes stretched. He could hear the soft rustle of fabric from behind the closed door, the occasional metallic click of buckles being fastened. His cock twitched inside its steel prison, a dull ache of want that the internal spikes quickly punished. He winced and shifted on the stool, the corset creaking around his ribs.

Twenty minutes passed. Brad had begun to fidget, adjusting the skirt, smoothing the apron, checking his makeup in the mirror for smudges. He was utterly absorbed in the task of keeping his appearance pristine when he heard the bedroom door open.

He looked up, and his breath caught.

Helen stood in the doorway, backlit by the warm glow of the bedroom lamp. She had changed into a black leather catsuit that hugged every contour of her athletic frame. The material gleamed under the low light, clinging to her hips like a second skin, emphasizing the slim taper of her waist and the strong curve of her shoulders. The front zipper was pulled low, so low that the inner swells of her breasts pressed against the edges of the leather, her cleavage on full display in the deep V shape of the neckline. A thin silver chain glinted at her throat, and her dark hair had been swept up into a sleek, severe ponytail that showed off the sharp lines of her jaw.

Platform heeled boots rose to her knees, gleaming patent leather that added another three inches to her already imposing height. Around her waist, a coiled leather whip hung from a silver ring at her hip. And in her hands, she held a leash, black leather, and a steel collar with a small silver tag that caught the light.

Brad's mouth went dry. The corset made it hard to breathe, but this was something else entirely, a tightness in his chest that had nothing to do with boning and laces.

Helen walked toward him slowly, savouring the silence. The boots made a heavier sound on the hardwood than her heels had, a deliberate, commanding rhythm that seemed to shake the room. She stopped in front of him, looking down at where he sat on the stool, and a slow smile spread across her dark red lips.

"There's my pretty little maid," she said, her voice low and warm with satisfaction.

Brad's cock stirred, desperate to respond to the sight of her, the commanding curve of her body in that catsuit. The steel cage allowed no room for expansion. The internal spikes, designed for this exact purpose, bit into the sensitive flesh of his shaft. A sharp, electric jolt of pain shot through him, and he gasped, his hand flying to his crotch.

"Careful, darling," Helen purred, watching him squirm with undisguised amusement. "That's what happens when you don't behave."

Brad's face flushed crimson beneath the makeup. His cock throbbed, caught between the desperate urge to harden and the cruel bite of the spikes that punished every attempt. The pain was exquisite, sharp and hot, and beneath it lay a thread of arousal that made his stomach clench.

"I can't help it," he whispered, his voice strained. "The way you look right now..."

"The way I look is doing exactly what I designed it to do." She knelt before him, bringing her face level with his. The leather of her catsuit creaked with the movement, and he could smell her, warm skin and perfume. She lifted the collar she held, showing him the silver tag that dangled from the front. He squinted at it, reading the word engraved in elegant script: SISSY.

Brad's breath hitched. "Helen..."

"This is the last piece," she said, her voice matter-of-fact, as if she were discussing what to have for dinner. "You've been such a good girl tonight. So cooperative. So pretty." She ran the back of her gloved fingers along his cheek, feeling the warm flush beneath the powder. "But I want everyone at this party to know exactly what you are. Who you belong to."

She unlocked the collar with a soft click and held it open. Brad stared at the steel band, at the word SISSY gleaming in the lamplight. His throat worked, but no words came out.

"Lift your chin," she instructed.

His body moved before his mind caught up. He tilted his head back, exposing his throat, and Helen slid the collar around his neck. The steel was cool against his skin, a solid weight that settled around his throat like a promise. She clicked it shut with a satisfying snap, the lock engaging with a small metallic sound that seemed to echo in the quiet room.

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to his lips, feeling the glossy lipstick transfer to her mouth. "Now you're truly mine," she murmured against his mouth.

She stood and reached for the leash, clipping it to the D-ring on the front of the collar. The leather was smooth in her hand, a tangible connection between them. She gave it a gentle tug, and Brad rose from the stool on unsteady legs, heels wobbling as he found his balance.

"My little sissy," she said, testing the words. "My beautiful, obedient little sissy maid. Look at you. Makeup done, nails painted, corset laced so tight you can barely breathe, and locked in a cage so you can't even get hard without hurting yourself."

Brad's eyes were glassy, his painted lips parted. The corset held him ramrod straight, forcing his chest out and his shoulders back. The short skirt flounced around his thighs, and the heels made him feel small next to her, shorter than he'd been all evening by a good three inches.

"I think we're ready," Helen said, checking him over one last time. She smoothed a stray strand of hair beneath the white cap, adjusted the apron, licked her thumb and wiped a smudge of gloss from the corner of his mouth. "One more thing."

She picked up a small silver necklace threading the key to Brads collar and chastity cage through it before wearing it around her  neck. “Let’s hope no one asks what these keys are for or I may have to tell them.

If you're good at the party, maybe you'll get what I promised you. My ass, Brad. The real thing." She leaned close, her breath warm against his ear. "Your cock buried deep in me while I moan your name and beg for more."

Brad whimpered and said “Thank you Helen.”

The spikes bit into him again as his body instinctively reacted to her words, and he winced, his hand clutching at the front of his knickers.

"Mistress," Helen corrected gently, giving the leash a firm tug. "You'll call me Mistress for the rest of the night. Understand?"

"Yes," Brad breathed. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl." She gave the leash a slight slack, then turned toward the door. "Now come along. Our audience is waiting."

Brad took a step forward, then another, finding his balance in the heels. The leash tugged at his collar, leading him across the living room toward the front door. Helen paused at the coat rack and plucked a black leather jacket from its hook, shrugging it on over her catsuit. It zipped up to her collarbone, concealing the plunge of her neckline, but did nothing to hide the curve of her hips outlined by the tight leather beneath.

She glanced back at him, the leash loose in her hand, her eyes raking over his flounced skirts and painted face one final time.

"Nervous?" she asked.

Brad swallowed, feeling the collar press against his throat. "Terrified," he admitted.

"Good." She smiled, sharp and pleased. "Terrified is the sexiest thing you've ever looked." She opened the door, cold October air rushing in to meet them, and stepped out into the hallway. "Party time."

The leash pulled Brad into the hallway with a gentle but insistent tug. He wobbled in the heels, his hand bracing against the doorframe for balance. Helen released the door and it clicked shut behind them, sealing away the safety of their apartment.

The corridor stretched before them, linoleum gleaming under fluorescent lights. Number 3B. Number 3C. The elevator at the end of the hall seemed miles away. Brad's heels clicked against the floor in an unsteady rhythm as he tried to match Helen's confident stride.

A door opened to their right, and old Mrs. Patterson from 3D stepped out with her recycling bin. Her eyes went wide as she took in the sight of them, the tall dominatrix in leather and the blushing maid on a leash. She stared for a long moment, her mouth opening and closing like a goldfish, then she hurried toward the chute without a word.

Helen's lips curled. She gave the leash a little slack as they reached the elevator, pressing the button with a gloved finger. Brad's reflection stared back at him from the polished metal doors, pink and pretty and utterly surreal. He looked away quickly.

"Eyes forward, pet," Helen murmured. "You'll smudge your mascara."

The elevator arrived with a soft ding. Helen stepped inside, drawing Brad after her by the leash. The doors slid shut, sealing them in a small space of chrome and mirrors. Brad caught his reflection from three angles, the frilly dress, the white cap, the glossy pink lips, and felt his stomach do a slow, dizzying flip.

"I feel like everyone knows," he whispered.

"Let them know." Helen reached out and adjusted his cap, a fond gesture that made his heart ache. "You're the prettiest thing in this building."

The elevator reached the ground floor. The doors slid open to reveal the lobby, a modest space of potted ferns and worn armchairs. A young man in a hoodie stood by the mailboxes, scrolling through his phone. He looked up as they passed, and his eyes tracked them all the way to the front doors. Brad heard a low whistle behind them, cut off abruptly as if the man had caught himself.

Helen pushed through the front door into the October night. The air was crisp and cold, carrying the scent of fallen leaves and distant woodsmoke. Brad followed, with goosebumps beneath the short hem of his dress. The street stretched before them, lined with parked cars and bare-branched trees. A group of teenagers on the corner fell silent as they passed, their eyes following the improbable pair.

One of them, a boy with a skateboard under his arm, let out a sharp whistle. "Damn, girl, looking good!"

Brad's face burned beneath the makeup. He couldn't tell if the boy was addressing him or Helen. That was the strange thing. He caught the boy's gaze lingering on him, tracking the sway of his hips as he walked, the flash of his stockings beneath the ruffled hem. A slow grin spread across the boy's face.

Helen squeezed the leash in her hand and kept walking, her boots striking a steady rhythm on the pavement. The boy whistled again, and his friends laughed. Brad kept his eyes fixed on the back of Helen's jacket, focused on the confident set of her shoulders, the way she didn't look back once.

"No shame in their game," she murmured, just loud enough for him to hear. "You're turning heads, darling."

Two more blocks. A group of girls in cat ears and fairy wings stared openly as they passed, one of them whispering behind her hand. A drunk man on a stoop called out something slurred and unintelligible, gesturing vaguely in their direction. A woman walking her dog did a double take so dramatic she nearly tripped over the curb.

Brad felt each stare like a physical touch, a prickle of heat and humiliation and, underneath it all, a strange, heady thrill. The leash was a constant pressure against his collar, keeping him connected to Helen, keeping him from drifting into the sea of gazes. Every time he felt lost, she gave a tiny tug, grounding him.

They reached the corner, and a car honked. The driver, a middle-aged man with a thick moustache, rolled down his window as they crossed. "Now that's what I call a costume," he called out. His eyes flicked over Brad's bare legs and ruffled skirts. "Both of you look amazing. Carry on, ladies."

Brad nearly tripped. The cage bit into his soft flesh as his body reacted to being called a lady, a brief surge of heat that the spikes quickly punished. He sucked in a sharp breath through his teeth, his hand flying to his lap.

"Easy," Helen said, steadying him with a firm grip on his arm. "We're almost there."

The party was on Maple Street, three houses down from the corner. Music pulsed faintly through the closed windows, a bass-heavy thrum that grew louder as they approached. The porch was strung with orange string lights, and a fog machine belched clouds of artificial mist across the steps. Pumpkins with carved, leering faces flanked the front door, their candles flickering in the dark.

Brad paused at the bottom of the steps. The leash pulled taut.

"I can't do this," he whispered, his voice barely audible over the music.

Helen turned back to face him. The porch light caught her sharp features, the gleam of her leather catsuit, the silver chain at her throat. She looked down at him, at his trembling painted lips and wide, shadowed eyes, and her expression softened. She stepped close and cupped his cheek with a gloved hand, careful not to smudge his blush.

"You can," she said quietly. "You're braver than you think. And I'll be right here, holding your leash the whole time. You're not alone in this."

He leaned into her touch, his eyes fluttering closed. The collar pressed against his throat as he swallowed.

"What if they laugh at me?"

"Then they laugh." Her thumb traced his cheekbone. "And while they're laughing, you'll be the prettiest thing in the room. Trust me, darling. No one laughs at a pretty girl for long. They just want to look at her."

Brad opened his eyes. He looked up at the house, at the glow of the windows, the shadows of people moving inside. His heart hammered against his ribs; a wild, panicked rhythm made worse by the corset's unyielding grip. He thought about the key at Helen's throat, the steel cage between his legs, the promise of her ass waiting at the end of the night like a prize.

He took a breath. The corset limited it, a shallow sip of air that left him lightheaded.

"Okay," he said. "Let's do this."

Helen smiled, slow and proud. She turned back to the door and gave the leash a gentle tug. Brad followed, his heels clicking up the wooden steps, the ruffles of his skirt bouncing with each careful stride. She knocked on the door, a sharp triple beat that cut through the bass.

The door swung open, revealing a tall man in a toga with a plastic laurel wreath askew on his head. He blinked at them, his grin widening.

"Helen! There you are!" He looked down at Brad, and his eyes went wide. "Holy shit. Is that Brad? Brad, man, what the hell are you wearing?"

Behind him, the music seemed to pause for a moment. Heads turned. Brad felt every pair of eyes in the room land on him at once.

Helen stepped across the threshold, the leash swinging in her gloved hand. She looked back over her shoulder at Brad, her dark red lips curved into a satisfied smile.

"Come along, pet," she said, loud enough for the gathered crowd to hear. "You can greet everyone properly."

Brad stepped across the threshold, and the party swallowed him whole.

The living room was packed, a riot of costumes and bare skin and sweating bodies pressed together under a strobing purple light. A pirate, a nurse, a zombie with half his face painted green. A witch with a hat taller than the ceiling. Music thumped through the floor, vibrating up through the soles of his heels, and every single pair of eyes in the room snapped to him the moment he crossed the door.

The toga man let out a low whistle. "Brad, man, I mean this with all due respect. What the hell are you wearing?"

Brad opened his mouth, but no words came out. He felt the heat crawl up his chest, past the corset's steel boning, flooding his painted cheeks. The glossy pink press-ons curled against his palms where he clutched them together in front of him, trying to make himself smaller, trying to vanish into the ruffles and lace.

Helen gave the leash a soft tug, drawing him deeper into the room. "He's my maid for the evening," she announced, bright and casual, as if she were introducing a new handbag. "Say hello, pet."

A fresh wave of humiliation crashed over him. He dropped his eyes to the floor, wobbling as someone bumped past him, their elbow grazing his stockinged thigh. "Hello," he managed, the word barely audible over the bass.

The toga man laughed, clapping Brad on the shoulder hard enough to make him stumble. "This is amazing. This is the best costume in the house, hands down. Where'd you get the getup?"

Brad opened his mouth, but Helen answered for him. "I made it. Took the better part of a month, actually." She said it with a note of pride, and she gave Brad a slow, appraising look that made his stomach flip. "Worth every hour of sewing."

More people drifted over, drawn by the commotion. The nurse with her red cross armband sidled up, eyed Brad up and down. "Is that a real corset? How tight is it?" She prodded his ribs with a fingertip, and he flinched.

"Tight enough," Helen said smoothly. "Say thank you, pet."

"Thank you," Brad mumbled, his voice pitching thin. The words tasted like ash.

The nurse laughed. "He's adorable. Can I keep him?"

Helen's smile widened, but she gave the leash a possessive little pull, just enough to remind him who held the other end. "No. He's mine tonight."

Brad's traitorous cock tried to stir at that, a surge of warmth that the steel cage immediately crushed into a sharp, electric spike of pain. His breath came out as a strangled gasp, and he pressed his thighs together, clenching his jaw.

The nurse's eyes flicked down to his lap, then back up to his face. Her painted lips curled into a knowing smile. "What's the matter, sweetheart? Did you forget something?"

Helen laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver through him. "Let's just say he's stored securely for the evening." She ran a gloved hand along his jawline, tilting his face up to the light. "I don't want my pretty maid poking holes in his costume before the night's over."

A group of women, four of them, pushed through the crowd toward Helen. They were dressed as a cat, a vampire queen, a zombie bride, and a fairy with glitter dusted across her bare shoulders. Brad recognized them vaguely from previous parties, faces and names he'd never quite retained. They swarmed around Helen with delighted shrieks.

"Helen! Oh my God, look at you! Is that leather custom fitted?"

"That catsuit is obscene. In the best way."

The vampire queen grabbed Helen by the shoulders and planted a kiss on each of her cheeks. "You look incredible. Who's your little friend?" She turned to Brad, and a slow grin spread across her blood-red lips. "Wait. Wait, is this Brad?"

Brad felt the world slow down. He looked at Helen, silently begging her to deny it, to claim he was someone else, anyone else.

Helen just turned to the women and spread her hands. "In the flesh. Well, mostly. He's got a steel cage and a lot of ruffles under there now."

The women cackled. The fairy girl clutched her chest. "Get out. You put him in the maid dress? That's amazing. That is the best thing I have ever seen." She crouched down to Brad's level, her wings rustling, and looked him over with undisguised glee. "And the makeup? You did his makeup too? His eyeliner is better than mine."

"I did it myself," Helen said, and she sounded pleased.

The fairy girl's delight was interrupted by a heavy hand landing on Helen's shoulder. Brad looked up to see Tom, a broad-shouldered man in a black leather biker vest, his arms bare and tattooed, a devil's tail and horns completing his costume. He was a friend from Helen's gym, someone Brad had always felt small around.

"Helen," Tom said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the bass. His eyes swept over her catsuit with open appreciation, lingering on the deep V of the neckline, the curve of her hips. "Fuck me, you look incredible."

Helen turned, a genuine smile spreading across her face. "Tom! I didn't know you were coming."

"Wouldn't miss it." His hand stayed on her shoulder, fingers brushing the leather. "That suit must have cost a fortune. Or did you just have it painted on?"

Helen laughed, the sound warm and genuine in a way Brad rarely heard. "Custom made. Had to have it tailored twice."

Tom's gaze drifted to Brad, taking in the pink ruffles, the painted face, the trembling posture. His grin widened. "And what's this? You finally got him into a skirt after all these years?"

"Something like that." Helen gave the leash a casual tug. "He's my maid for the evening."

Tom reached out and flicked the lace apron with a thick finger. "Looks good on him, if I'm honest. Way too pretty to be a man."

Brad's face burned. He wanted to say something, anything, but the words stuck in his throat. Tom was tall, easily six foot two, with broad shoulders and a chest that strained against his leather vest. He looked at Brad the way someone might look at a curious zoo animal, amused and slightly dismissive.

"Hey," Tom said, his attention snapping back to Helen. "They're about to do a slow set. You want to dance?"

Helen's eyes flicked to Brad, then back to Tom. A slow smile spread across her dark red lips. "I'd love to." She turned to Brad, holding out the leash. "But first, I need to make sure my pet stays put."

She reached behind Brad's back and took his wrists, her gloved fingers wrapping around them with firm pressure. She drew a set of steel handcuffs from a pouch at her hip, their surface gleaming under the strobing lights.

"Helen, no," Brad protested, his voice cracking. "Please."

"Hush." She clicked the first cuff around his left wrist, the steel cool and unyielding against his skin. Then the right, drawing his arms together behind his back until his shoulders protested. "There. Now you can't wander off."

She clipped the leash to a loop on a nearby chair, securing him in place beside the wall. The cuffs bit into his wrists, forcing his chest out and his shoulders back, exaggerating the swell of his corseted chest. His skirt rode up slightly, exposing more of his stockinged thighs.

"You'll stay right here," Helen said, her voice soft but absolute. She leaned in and pressed a kiss to his forehead, careful not to smudge his makeup. "Be a good girl. I'll be back in a little while."

She turned to her girlfriends. "Ladies, watch him for me?"

The vampire queen winked. "With pleasure."

Brad watched, helpless, as Helen walked away with Tom toward the centre of the room. The crowd parted for them, drawn by the magnetic pull of her athletic frame in that gleaming catsuit. Tom's hand found the small of her back, resting there with casual intimacy.

The music shifted. The pounding bass faded into something slow and sultry, a low saxophone winding through the room. The colored lights dimmed to amber, casting long shadows across the crowded floor.

Helen turned to face Tom, her body swaying to the rhythm. Her hands came up to rest on his shoulders, her gloved fingers curling into the collar of his leather vest. Tom's arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her close. Their bodies pressed together from hip to chest, and Brad watched Tom's hand slide lower, cupping the curve of Helen's leather-clad ass through the catsuit.

A hot spike of jealousy shot through Brad, so sharp it nearly made him gasp. The cage bit into him as his body instinctively responded, the internal spikes punishing him for his arousal. He bit his lip, tasting the glossy lipstick, and forced himself to breathe.

Helen's head tipped back as Tom leaned in, his mouth finding her neck. Brad watched her eyes flutter closed, her lips parting in a soft sigh. Tom's hands moved up her sides, tracing the seam of the catsuit, his thumbs brushing the underswell of her breasts as they swayed.

"You two are made for each other," the fairy girl whispered beside Brad, her voice sly. "Look at her. She's loving that."

Brad couldn't speak. His eyes were locked on the couple, on the way Helen's hips moved against Tom's, on the way Tom's hands roamed her body with possessive confidence. The woman Brad had been with for years, the woman who had led him around on a leash all evening, was melting into another man's arms.

Tom said something, his lips brushing Helen's ear. She laughed, a low, breathy sound that Brad could hear even over the music. Her hand slid down Tom's chest, past his stomach, coming to rest at his belt buckle. Tom's grin widened.

The slow song was winding down when Tom's hand slid from Helen's hip to the front of her catsuit. He gripped the zipper pull between his thumb and forefinger, toying with it. He bent his head to whisper something in her ear, and Helen's smile turned sharp and hungry.

She pulled back, looking toward Brad across the room. Their eyes met. She smiled, slow and deliberate, then turned back to Tom and nodded.

Brad watched them push through the crowd toward the hallway. Tom's hand remained on the small of her back, guiding her past the bathroom, past the coat closet, to a closed door at the end of the hall. Helen glanced back once, meeting Brad's eyes through the crowd, and then she shut the door behind them.

The vampire queen beside him let out a low whistle. "Well. Guess we know what they're doing in there."

Brad's throat tightened. The cage dug into his soft flesh, a constant reminder of his helplessness. The leash was still clipped to the chair, the cuffs still locked around his wrists. He couldn't move, couldn't follow, couldn't do anything but stand there in his pink ruffles and painted face and wait.

The fairy girl sauntered around to face him, her wings catching the purple light. She traced a glittered fingernail along his collarbone, just above the steel collar with its SISSY tag. "Don't look so sad, sweetheart. She'll come back for you. Eventually."

Brad closed his eyes. He heard the faint sound of laughter from behind the closed door, muffled and distant. The music pumped on, the crowd continued to surge, and Brad stood pinned in place, his body aching in the corset, his cock trapped and throbbing in the cage, his heart pounding with a terrible, helpless need to see what was happening behind that door.

He didn't have to wait long. The door cracked open twenty minutes later, and Tom stepped out first, shirtless now, his chest glistening with sweat. He had one hand raised, fingers threaded through his hair, a lazy, satisfied grin plastered across his face. He gave Brad a nod as he passed, winking at him as he headed for the bathroom.

Helen emerged a moment later. Her hair was loose from its sleek ponytail, falling in dark waves around her shoulders. Her lipstick was smeared, a faint smear of red trailing from the corner of her mouth down her jaw. The front zipper of her catsuit was pulled down to her navel, exposing the inner curve of her full breasts, glossy with sweat. She looked thoroughly, gloriously fucked.

She crossed the room with unhurried steps, her boots clicking on the hardwood. The crowd parted for her, whispers trailing in her wake. She reached Brad and stopped, looking down at him with those dark, satisfied eyes.

She reached out and ran a fingertip across her gloved hand, trailing it down Brad's cheek. "You've been such a good girl," she murmured. "Standing here patiently. Watching. Waiting."

Her eyes dropped to the front of his dress, where the steel cage pressed against the pink fabric. She traced the outline of it with her finger, feeling the hard metal beneath the polyester.

"You want out, don't you, pet? Want to know what it felt like, having that thick cock of his buried inside me while I moaned his name."

Brad couldn't breathe. His cock throbbed against the cage, the spikes punishing him with sharp, exquisite pain. A desperate whimper escaped his glossy lips.

"You saw, didn't you, when I looked at you, my face flushed, my body still trembling?" She leaned close, her voice dropping to a whisper. "He lasted a good long while. Fucked me from behind in a chair, then bent me over a desk. Came inside me, deep. I felt it for a full minute after, hot and thick."

Brad's eyes glistened. The humiliation of it, the jealousy, the helpless arousal, all of it churned in his gut. His cock dripped against the steel bars, desperate and trapped.

Helen cupped his chin, tilting his face up to hers. "You want your treat tonight still, don't you? My ass, all yours, just like I promised?"

Brad nodded, his throat working. "Yes," he croaked, the word muffled by his glossy lips. "Mistress, please."

"Then be patient a little longer, my sweet sissy maid." She pressed a kiss to his forehead, her lips slick and warm. "You've been so good for me tonight. So pretty. So obedient."

She straightened, looking around the party with a satisfied smile. "I think we've made enough of an entrance, don't you? Come along. Let's go home."

She unclipped the leash from the chair and wound the slack around her hand. Brad followed on shaky legs, his heels clicking an unsteady rhythm, his cuffed wrists still bound behind his back.

The cool October air hit Brad's face as they stepped outside. The street was quieter now, the teenagers gone, the porch lights dimmed. Helen walked ahead of him, her stride confident and unhurried, and all Brad could do was follow, led by the leash like the good little maid he was.

"Did you enjoy watching us?" she asked, not turning around. "Knowing what was happening behind that door while you stood there in your ruffles and lace, locked up and helpless?"

Brad swallowed. "No," he whispered. "Yes. I don't know."

Helen laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver through him. "I think you know. Your cock was leaking through your knickers when I came back. I saw it."

Hot shame flooded his painted cheeks. He couldn't deny it. The thought of Helen in that room with Tom, his brutal hands on her body, her face contorted in pleasure, had been a torment and a turn-on in equal measure. Even now, even with the spike punishing him, he felt a faint stirring.

The corset was a living thing now, squeezing his ribs with every breath. He had to work hard for each sip of air, each step a labour that made his head spin and his vision blur. The cuffs pinched his wrists, the cage pressed against his groin, and he stumbled on the curb as they crossed the street.

A firm hand on his elbow steadied him. Helen had stopped, turning to face him. Her expression was softer than he expected, the predatory gleam gone from her dark eyes.

"I want you to know something," she said quietly. "What I did with Tom, that meant nothing to me. He's a good fuck, and I needed one. But I love you, and I don't give a damn what he thinks of me. You are the one I come home to."

Brad stared at her. His eyes stung with tears, and he blinked them back, trying not to smudge his mascara.

"Do you understand?" she pressed, searching his face.

"Yes," he whispered hoarsely. "I understand."

"Good." Her smile returned, softer now. She ran her thumb along his jawline, just above the edge of the makeup light. "Now let's get home. I promised you a treat, and I fully intend to deliver it. You've earned it."

They reached their building and climbed the stairs in silence. Brad's heels clicked on each step, and he clutched the railing with bound hands, his cuffed wrists making every stride awkward and difficult. Helen opened the apartment door a few minutes later and flicked on the light.

Brad looked around the familiar living room, at the makeup scattered on the vanity, the discarded pile of his clothes on the sofa floor. It felt like a lifetime since he'd stood there, a proud young man in his jeans and t-shirt, resisting her choice. Now he was a trembling thing in ruffles and lace, his body aching with confinement, his mind a dizzying fog of shame and desperate want.

Helen set the leash down on the coffee table and turned to face him. Her eyes raked over him, taking in every detail of his distress.

"On your knees," she said. It was not a request.

Brad lowered himself to the floor with a rustle of petticoats. The cuffs kept his arms prisoned behind him, pressing his chest up and out, forcing him to sway slightly on his knees. He looked up at her, a silent question in his shadowed, mascara-lined eyes.

Helen removed her boots and reached up and unzipped her catsuit the rest of the way, past her navel, past her cunt, pulling it down over her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in nothing.

Her body was bared to him then, toned and powerfully lean from years of training. Her skin was damp with a fine sheen of sweat, flushed from exertion. He caught the scent of her, salt and sex, the smell of another man's spent seed still glistening at the inner swell of her thighs.

She was utterly unselfconscious about it, meeting his wide gaze steadily as she stepped out of the catsuit. One boot remained, then the other. She was naked at last, her athletic frame poised before him, her dark hair tangled from the humidity of her exertions.

"Look at you," she murmured, drinking in the sight of him. "Kneeling there in your corset and ruffles, cock locked in steel, waiting for me to take care of you. Do you have any idea how perfect you are like this?"

"I don't know," Brad whispered. "I don't know what I am anymore."

"You're mine," she said simply. "That's what you are. My pretty little maid. And now..." She knelt down before him until their faces were level. "I'm going to make love to you."

The surrender hit Brad like a wave. "Yes," he breathed. "Yes, Mistress."

Helen said it was her turn to honour the promise of and ass fucking tonight.

She reached for her necklace then realised it was missing, she must have lost it during her fucking earlier.

The words hung in the air for a long, horrible moment. Brad watched Helen's hand move to her throat, to the silver chain that should have been there, and find nothing but bare skin. Her dark eyes widened, then narrowed. She frowned, patting her collarbone, checking the floor around her feet as if the necklace might have simply fallen off when she undressed.

"It's gone," she said, and her voice was flat with disbelief. "The keys. The collar key, the cuffs, the cage key. Both of them. They must have come off when Tom..."

She didn't finish the sentence. She didn't need to. The image of her in that room, her head thrown back, the chain snapping or catching on something as Tom fucked her, filled Brad's mind with sickening clarity.

Brad's stomach dropped. The collar pressed against his throat like a cold, unyielding hand. The cage, locked snug around his trapped cock, suddenly felt twice as heavy. He looked down at himself, at the pink ruffles and the steel band around his throat, and a dull panic began to gnaw at the edges of his consciousness.

"Helen," he said, his voice thin. "Mistress. You have to find them."

"I will," Helen said, but her voice was distracted as she scanned the living room floor, even though they both knew the keys had been lost elsewhere. "I'll go back tomorrow. The party is still on for Halloween weekend. It'll be there, on the floor of that room, unless someone picked it up." She let out a frustrated breath, running a hand through her tangled hair. "Fuck. Fucking hell."

Brad watched her prowl the room, naked and frustrated, her body still glowing with the aftermath of her exertions. He knelt in his corset and ruffles, his arms still bound behind him, and felt a strange, breathless calm descend over him.

"What does that mean?" he asked quietly. "For tonight?"

Helen stopped pacing. She turned to look at him, and something in her expression shifted. The frustration melted away, replaced by a slow, considering look that made his stomach clench.

"It means," she said, walking back toward him, "that you stay exactly as you are. Cuffed. Collared. Locked up. All night, and however long it takes me to find those keys tomorrow."

Brad swallowed. The steel cage pressed against his trapped flesh, a constant reminder of his predicament.

"And your promise?" he heard himself ask. "You said  I would fuck your ass tonight.”

Helen's lips curved into a slow smile. She knelt before him, her naked body gleaming in the low light of the apartment. She reached out and ran a hand along his jawline, tilting his chin up to meet her gaze.

"I did promise," she said softly. "And I am a girl of my word." Her smile widened. "Where there's a will, there's a way.  But first I want to fuck your pretty little sissy ass."

She rose and padded over to the bedroom, her hips swaying. Brad watched her go, his heart hammering against his ribs. He heard the click of a closet door, the rustle of fabric, the soft clink of metal. A minute later she returned, carrying something that made his breath catch in his throat.

It was a harness, black leather straps with silver buckles, and a dildo attached to the front. The dildo was thick, longer than Tom's cock by a considerable margin, with a bulbous head and a series of subtle ridges running down its length. It curved upward slightly, made of a smooth, glossy material that caught the light. She held it up for him to see, letting him take in every inch of it.

"I keep this for special occasions," she said, her voice casual, as if discussing what to have for dinner. "Never had occasion to use it on you before. But desperate times, darling."

Brad felt his mouth go dry. He stared at the dildo, at the leather straps and buckles, and a cocktail of fear and desperate want churned in his gut. His prostate, tucked deep inside him, seemed to pulse in anticipation. The cage bit into his soft flesh, punishing him for the faint stirring that tried to rise.

"You can't," he whispered. "I'm cuffed. I can't bend over."

"I know." Helen smiled, sharp and pleased. "That's part of the fun." She crouched before him, the harness dangling from her fingers. "On your back, pet. Let's see if we can't arrange you properly."

Brad hesitated. The thought of lying on his back, spread open, unable to move his arms or defend himself, sent a wave of vulnerability crashing over him. But the thought of what she promised, later, his cock buried in his ass made him comply with the pressure, the fullness, the surrender... it was too intoxicating to resist. He lowered himself sideways, then rolled onto his back, the ruffled skirt riding up around his thighs, exposing his stockinged legs and the pink frilly knickers he still wore beneath the corset.

Helen knelt over him, straddling his chest. She looked down at him, her dark eyes gleaming, and reached for the knickers. She tugged them down over his hips, past his thighs, and he felt the cool air on his bare skin. The knickers pooled around his ankles, unable to come fully off because of the cuffs, and she left them there, a pink frill around his calves.

His cock was fully exposed now, a pathetic sight trapped in the steel cage. The metal bars held his soft pink flesh in a tight lattice, his balls pulled snug and visible through the gaps. A single drop of pre-cum glistened at the base of the cage, leaking from the small opening at the tip.

Helen ran a gloved finger along the length of the cage, watching his trapped cock twitch helplessly inside. "Poor thing," she murmured. "So eager, and so cruelly locked away." She leaned down and pressed a kiss to the cold steel, her tongue darting out to taste the drop of pre-cum that had beaded at the tip. "Don't worry, pet. I'll take care of your ass tonight. And someday soon, when you've been good, I'll unlock this and let you fuck me properly."

Brad whimpered, his hips bucking uselessly against the pressure of her hand. Helen laughed softly and sat up, reaching for the harness. She worked the straps around her hips, the leather creaking as she cinched it tight. The dildo rose from between her legs, an obscene, gleaming erection that made Brad's mouth water and his stomach flip.

"There we go," she said, settling the harness into place. She gave the dildo an experimental stroke, her hand wrapping around its girth, and Brad watched her fingers, just barely able to circle it. "What do you think, my pretty little maid? Is your Mistress well endowed enough for you?"

Brad swallowed. His voice came out as a hoarse whisper. "Yes, Mistress."

Helen grinned. She reached for a bottle of lube that she'd brought from the bedroom, a clear gel that she squeezed into her palm. She worked it over the length of the dildo, her hand gliding up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made Brad's eyes track every movement. Then she set the bottle aside and shifted her position, crawling over Brad's body until her knees straddled his hips.

Brad  could not move as his arms where trapped behind him still cuffed. The posture arched his back, pressing his corseted chest up and out, tilting his hips. The frilly skirt pooled around his waist, and his trapped cock, in its glaring steel cage, pointed straight up at the ceiling.

Helen lined the head of the dildo up with his hole. He felt the blunt pressure of it, slick and insistent, and his breath caught in his throat.

"Ready, pet?" she asked softly.

"Yes," Brad breathed. "Please, Mistress. Please fuck my ass."

She pushed. The head of the dildo breached his entrance, and Brad gasped at the sudden, overwhelming pressure. His untried hole resisted for a moment, clenching desperately against the invasion, and then the slick head popped past his sphincter with a wet, obscene sound. The fullness hit him like a wave, stretching him wider than he'd ever been stretched before, and a strangled cry escaped his glossy lips.

Helen paused, giving him a moment to adjust. She looked down at him, her eyes dark and hungry, watching his painted face contort with the effort of accepting her. "Breathe, darling. Just breathe. Let me in."

Brad forced himself to relax, to unclench the muscles that had seized up in protest. The corset made it hard to take a deep breath, but he managed shallow sips of air, his body gradually yielding to the intruder. He felt the ridge of the head settle inside him, a deep, satisfying fullness that made his prostate throb with desperate want.

"Good," Helen purred. "So tight. So fucking tight around my cock. Are you sure you've never done this before?"

"Never," Brad gasped. "Oh God, Mistress. It's so big. It's so big."

"I know, darling. But you can take it." She pushed a little deeper, and Brad felt the dildo slide further into his passage, the ridges pressing against his inner walls. "That's it. Take all of me."

She sank down until her hips pressed against his ass, the dildo fully buried inside him. Brad felt impossibly full, stretched to his limit, the girth of her cock pressing against every sensitive nerve. His trapped cock leaked a steady stream of pre-cum, the steel cage slick with his desperate arousal.

Helen held still, letting him adjust to the fullness. She ran her hands along his thighs, feeling the trembling tension in his muscles, the high silk of his stockings. Then she began to move.

She pulled back slowly, feeling the dildo drag against his inner walls, then pushed back in with a smooth, powerful thrust. Brad cried out, his bound fingers clenching into fists on the floor above his head. The sensation was exquisite, a deep, overwhelming fullness that seemed to reach right up into his gut. Helen set a rhythm, slow and deliberate, each thrust driving the dildo deep into his passage and pulling back until the head was almost out, then slamming back in.

"Look at you," she breathed, her voice rough. "Lying there in your corset and stockings, taking my cock in your ass like a good little girl. You were made for this, weren't you, pet? Made to be fucked."

"Yes," Brad gasped. "Oh God, yes. Please. More."

"More?" Helen laughed, a low, throaty sound. "You want more, do you? I haven't even started." She increased her pace, her hips pistoning faster, the slap of her thighs against his stockinged ass echoing in the quiet room. Brad arched off the floor, a keening cry ripping from his throat as the dildo drove against his prostate with every thrust. The stimulation was electric, a building pressure in his gut that had nothing to do with his trapped cock and everything to do with the deep, rhythmic fucking of his ass.

Her thighs slapped against his ass with wet, rhythmic thuds. She rose up, gripping the base of the dildo without meaning to and pulling it half out before ramming it back home. A shower of her sweat dripped from her breasts onto his painted lips. Brad tasted salt and the faint perfumed residue of her earlier encounter. His world was reduced to her face, her dark eyes clouded with pleasure, her mouth parted.

"Mistress," he panted. "Please, I'm going to..."

"Not yet." Helen's voice was a staccato command. She slowed, grinding the dildo against his prostate instead, a circular motion that made his eyes roll back in his head. "I want to watch you squirm a little longer. Feel you clenched around me, desperate and needful."

Brad writhed beneath her, his body on fire. The corset limited his breath, the cuffs bound his arms, the cage trapped his cock, and all he could do was lie there and take it, a helpless doll being fucked into the floor by his beautiful, merciless Mistress. The humiliation of it mixed with the pleasure to create an intoxicating cocktail that left him dizzy.

Helen began to move again, faster now, harder. She abandoned any pretense of control, driving her hips forward with brutal, punishing force. The dildo slammed into him again and again, filling him completely, overwhelming his senses with the sheer, relentless pressure. Brad's cries rose to a pitch he didn't recognize, the sound of a broken boy, a surrendered sissy, a man who had given up all pretence of control.

"That's it," Helen growled, her breath coming in ragged pants. "Take it. Take every inch, my beautiful little sissy maid. Fuck, your ass is so tight. So perfect. I could fuck you all night."

"Please," Brad sobbed, tears welling in his mascara-lined eyes. "Please, Mistress. Please let me come. I can't take it. I can't."

"You can," she said, slowing just enough to catch her breath. She leaned forward over him, her sweat-slick breasts brushing against the frills of his dress. Her hair fell around her face, framing her flushed features, and she looked down at him with fierce, possessive love. "And you will. But you'll come for me first. You'll come right where you are, over this floor, while my cock is buried in your ass. And then, maybe, I'll let you rest."

She resumed her brutal rhythm, each thrust aimed at his prostate with merciless precision. Brad felt the pressure building, coiling in his gut like a spring wound too tight. His trapped cock was leaking a constant stream of pre-cum, coating the steel cage, and the spike of pain was lost beneath the overwhelming tide of pleasure.

"Not yet," Helen said again, her voice tight with exertion. "Hold on for me, pet. Just a little longer."

A hand slipped past the base of the strap-on to press two fingers into her own slick cunt. She fucked herself in rhythm, the dildo still deep inside him, her fingers working her soaked slit with each thrust of her hips. Her breathing grew ragged, her body trembling above him. "Not yet," she gasped, her eyes fluttering closed. "Almost... oh fuck."

Her thrusts became erratic, losing their rhythm. A long, ragged moan tore from her throat as she came, her body going rigid, her hips grinding the dildo deep into Brad's ass. She felt her walls clench as she clamped around her fingers, the shuddering release wracking her entire frame.

Brad watched her come, her face contorted with pleasure, her body still trembling. The sight of her, powerful and beautiful and utterly undone, pushed him over the edge. A broken cry escaped his lips as the pressure in his gut finally released.

His body convulsed. Semen erupted from the opening at the tip of his steel cage, a futile, sputtering release that painted the floor beneath him in thin white strands. He sobbed with the intensity of it, his body shaking, his bound arms trembling above his head, his hole clenched tight around the dildo as his undrained cock twitched uselessly in its prison.

Helen slumped forward, catching herself on her hands, the dildo still buried inside him. She was breathing in ragged gasps, her brow pressed against his forehead, their mixed sweat making their skin slick.

"There, love," she murmured. "There it is. You did so well."

Brad couldn't speak. His body lay limp beneath her, trembling with aftershocks, a ruined mess of lace, ruffles and drying semen. Her strap-on softened inside him. She slowly pulled out of him with a wet, obscene sound, his hole gaping, rim slightly red and slick with lube.

Brad lay on the floor, a wreck of pink ruffles and painted face, his body still trembling with the aftershocks of his futile release. His bound arms ached above his head, his hole throbbed, gaping and slick, and the steel cage around his cock was coated with a thin sheen of his own desperate spending. He could barely breathe, the corset squeezing his ribs, his lungs burning with shallow sips of air.

Helen knelt over him, breathing hard. Her skin was slick with sweat, her hair plastered to her forehead, her thighs gleaming. She reached down and unbuckled the harness with practiced fingers, the leather straps falling away with a soft clatter. The dildo, slick with lube and his own residue, dropped to the floor beside them with a wet slap. She kicked it aside and crawled up his body, her knees bracketing his head.

"Not done with you yet, pet," she murmured. She was still flushed from her orgasm, her cunt swollen and wet. He could smell her, the rich, musky scent of her arousal, and beneath it, something else. Something salty and thick, the unmistakable scent of Tom's seed.

"Open your mouth," she said.

Brad's eyes went wide. He knew what she was asking. The smell of her was overwhelming, the evidence of what she'd done with Tom still glistening on the inner swell of her thighs. She'd come back to him with another man's cum inside her, and now she wanted him to taste it.

"Mistress," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "Please. I can't."

"You can." Her voice was soft but absolute. She shuffled forward, positioning her cunt directly above his painted lips. The lips of her sex were slick and swollen, parted slightly to reveal the pink flesh within. A thick, pearly strand of semen was visibly leaking from her hole, trailing down toward his mouth. "You watched me fuck him. You watched him come inside me. Now you're going to clean up the mess."

Brad's stomach churned. But beneath the revulsion, beneath the shame, a dark, desperate thread of arousal twisted through him. He was hers. Every part of him. If she wanted this, wanted him to taste the man who had fucked her, then he would do it. He would do anything for her.

He opened his mouth.

Helen lowered herself onto his face, pressing her slick cunt against his lips. He tasted her first, the sharp, heady tang of her own arousal, and then the thicker, saltier taste of Tom's cum. It coated his tongue, warm and viscous, and his stomach lurched. But she ground her hips against his mouth, and instinct took over. His tongue slid out, lapping at her folds, collecting the mixture of her juices and another man's seed.

"That's it," Helen breathed, her thighs trembling on either side of his head. "Lick me clean, sweetheart. Get every drop. He came so deep inside me. I can feel it still, pooling in my cunt. I want you to taste every last bit of it."

Brad's tongue traced up her slit, finding her clit, swollen and sensitive beneath its hood. She gasped, her hips bucking against his mouth. He lapped at her, alternating between long, slow drags that collected the semen and quick, darting licks at her clit. The taste of Tom's cum was foreign and degrading, but the sound of Helen's pleasure, the way she ground against his face, the way her thighs clenched around his head in approval, was the sweetest reward he could imagine.

"Deeper," she commanded. "Fuck my cunt with your tongue. Push it in."

Brad complied, his tongue stiffening as he plunged it into her hole. She was loose, still open from Tom's cock, and he could feel the warm slickness of their combined fluids inside her. He thrust his tongue in and out, lapping at the walls of her cunt, trying to gather every drop of the seed that Tom had left behind. Her taste was overwhelming, the salt of her sweat, the musk of her sex, and underneath it all, the bitter, unmistakable flavor of another man's cum.

"Yes," Helen moaned, her head falling back. She reached down and gripped his hair, the press-ons scraping against his scalp, guiding his face against her. "Yes, that's it, baby. Eat it all. Eat every drop of his cum out of my cunt."

Brad's own cock, still trapped in its steel prison, twitched uselessly, leaking a fresh trickle of pre-cum into the cage. The spikes punished the faint stirring, but the pain was distant now, drowned out by the overwhelming intimacy of the act. He was eating another man's cum out of his girlfriend's cunt while she moaned his name. It was the most degrading thing he had ever done, and his heart sang with it.

Helen rocked her hips, riding his face, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "That's my good little sissy," she panted. "So obedient. So eager to please. You hate it, don't you? You hate tasting him in me. But you love it too. You love knowing I was fucked by a real man, and now you're cleaning up the mess. You're my little cleanup boy, aren't you, pet?"

Brad's tongue was getting tired, his jaw aching, but he didn't stop. He lapped at her relentlessly, tongue probing deep, gathering the last remnants of Tom's release. He could taste less cum now, more of her own natural lubricant, and he knew he was nearing the end of his task. A strange sense of pride swelled in his chest. He was good at this. He was good for her.

Helen reached down and spread her labia with two fingers, opening herself wide to his mouth. "Look at you," she murmured. "So pretty. So eager. I should have you do this more often." She pressed her clit against his lips, and he sucked it into his mouth, lapping at it with his tongue. She gasped, her hips bucking. "Oh, fuck. Yes. Keep doing that. Right there."

Brad sucked her clit, flicking the tip of his tongue against it, and Helen's body began to tremble. Her thighs clamped around his head, and a low, building moan escaped her throat. She ground against his face, desperate and hungry, and Brad could feel her approaching climax in the way her cunt clenched around his tongue, the way her breathing quickened into short, sharp gasps.

"Don't stop," she begged. "Please don't stop. I'm going to come. Oh God, I'm going to come on your face, sweetheart. I'm going to come all over my pretty little maid's tongue."

Brad redoubled his efforts, lapping at her clit with frantic intensity. Her hands twisted in his hair, pulling his face hard against her, and she let out a long, ragged cry as her orgasm crashed over her. Her body convulsed, her hips grinding against his mouth, her cunt flooding his tongue with a fresh wave of her arousal, washing away the last traces of Tom's seed. She rode his face through the waves of her climax, her breath coming in deep, shuddering gasps, until finally, slowly, she relaxed.

She lifted herself off his face, a string of her juices connecting her cunt to his glossy lips. He lay beneath her, panting, his mouth slick with her release, his mascara smeared into dark streaks down his cheeks. His lips were swollen, pinker than the lipstick she'd applied hours ago.

Helen smiled down at him, soft and satisfied. She ran her thumb along his lower lip, wiping away the last trace of her fluids. "Good girl," she murmured. "My perfect, obedient little maid."

Brad looked up at her, his eyes glassy, his painted face a mess. "Did I do well, Mistress?" he whispered.

"You did very well." She leaned down and pressed a kiss to his forehead, tasting her own salt on his skin. It’s time for bed now, you can sleep as you are my little maid.

Brad woke to the warmth of Helen's body beside him, her fingers already busy with the lock on his wrist cuffs. She held up a small brass key with a satisfied smile. "Spare for the cuffs, in the costume box. I'd forgotten I had it." She kissed his forehead, then rose. "Work won't wait, and tonight we search for the real keys. But the collar and cage stay on today, pet. Be good while I'm gone."

Helen pressed the spare key to the cuffs into her pocket, then left with a swirl of perfume and a lingering look from the doorway. Brad spent the day drifting through the apartment, the collar a constant weight at his throat, the cage a dull ache between his legs. He kept the place tidy, wiped the counters, pulled the ruffled skirt straight when it rode up, and heard himself humming as he arranged the cushions. The hours passed like slow water.

She came back just after dark. Her work clothes were rumpled, her hair pulled into a messy knot, her face tired. She dropped her bag by the door and stood there, looking at him across the living room. He had set out a glass of wine for her, and he stood in his pink ruffles, hands clasped in front of him, waiting.

"What happened?" he asked. "Did you find them?"

Helen shook her head. She crossed the room and sank onto the sofa, pulling him gently down to sit at her feet. "I tore that room apart. Checked every corner, under the desk, behind the chair. Nothing. I asked the hosts if anyone had turned in a necklace. No luck." She let out a long breath. "Whoever found it, they're not coming forward tonight."

Brad absorbed this. The key to his collar and cage was somewhere out in the world, taken by some stranger. He would stay locked, collared, dressed, until they found it or another solution appeared.

Helen reached down and ran her hand through his hair, the press-on nails gone now, her own nails scraping gently against his scalp. "I know that's not what you wanted to hear."

"It's okay," he said quietly. And he was surprised to find that it was. There was a strange, settling peace in the weight of the collar, the constant tension of the cage, the soft rustle of ruffles every time he moved.

"It's not okay," she said. "But I'll figure it out. I'll call a locksmith, see if they can make a key from the model number or something." She paused, and her voice softened. "But I want to tell you something first. Something I should have said a long time ago."

Brad looked up at her. "What?"

Helen traced a line down his cheek, along the edge of the last traces of mascara she hadn't fully removed that morning. "I loved having you like this. All night. Watching you blush and squirm, watching you stand there in your corset and stockings, watching you kneel for me." She swallowed. "I love you as my boyfriend. But today, thinking about you here all day like this, waiting for me, I realized something. I love you as my maid too. I love this, the sweetness of it, how you give yourself over to me so completely." She met his eyes. "Is that terrible of me to say?"

Brad's throat tightened. The collar pressed against his skin. "No," he whispered. "Mistress. It's not terrible. I like it too." The admission tasted like freedom, like the first real breath he had taken all day. "I don't know what I am anymore. But I know I'm yours."

Helen pulled him up and wrapped her arms around him, and Brad pressed his painted, pouting face to her cheek. Her next words carried no weight of command, nor pity, only a quiet, honest hope: "We'll find those keys, or a way to make more. A collar like that should be yours to wear, not just for Halloween, but as long as you want it." She touched the metal at his throat. "We can make it constant, if you want. And if it ties you to me, that only makes the truth easier to bear."

Helen heard the catch in his voice, the raw honesty of it, and she pulled back just enough to look at him. His painted face was a mess, mascara smudged, lips still stained pink from the night before, and there was something in his eyes she had never seen before. Not fear, not submission. Something closer to peace.

"Then say it," she said softly. "Tell me you want this. Not just for Halloween. Not just for a night. Tell me you want to be my maid, always."

Brad's throat worked. The collar pressed against his skin, a constant, grounding weight. He thought of the day he'd spent alone, tidying the apartment in his ruffles and stockings, humming to himself as he arranged cushions. He thought of the strange, settling calm that had come over him, the way the weight of the cage had stopped being a torment and started being a comfort. He thought of how right it felt, kneeling at her feet, serving her, being hers. Hers in a way he had never been hers before, not fully, not completely.

"Yes," he whispered. "Mistress. I want this. I want to be yours."

Helen's eyes glistened. She cupped his face in her hands, her thumbs tracing the edges of his smudged makeup. "Then kneel," she said, her voice gentle. "Kneel for me, and say it again."

Brad lowered himself to the floor, the ruffled skirt fanning around him in a soft, pink cloud. His bound arms were behind him still, the cuffs holding his wrists in place, but he barely felt them anymore. They were as natural to him as the collar at his throat. He looked up at her, his dark eyes wet with unshed tears.

"I'm yours," he said, his voice steady. "I'm your maid. I want to wear this. I want to serve you. I want to kneel at your feet and be your pretty little sissy forever, if you'll have me."

Helen sank down to kneel before him, her hands finding his. She was still in her work clothes, rumpled and tired, but she had never looked more beautiful to him. She brought his hands to her lips and pressed a kiss to his knuckles, the gesture somehow more intimate than any kiss they had ever shared.

"I'll have you," she said. "Forever, my love. My beautiful, perfect little maid."

She leaned in and kissed him then, soft and sweet, tasting of salt and tears. Brad's heart swelled until he thought it might burst. This was what he had been missing his whole life, the clarity of purpose, the joy of surrender. He was hers, completely and utterly, and the knowledge settled into his bones like a homecoming.

Helen drew back, a mischievous glint entering her eyes. "And since you've agreed to be so good for me," she said, her voice dropping to a husky murmur, "I think you've earned your reward. The promise I made you last night. I said I'd let you fuck my ass, remember?"

Brad's breath caught. His cock, still locked in its steel cage, gave a desperate twitch against the bars. "Mistress," he said, his voice cracking. "But I'm locked. I can't..."

"I know." Helen smiled, slow and wicked. She rose and padded over to where she had discarded the harness earlier. She picked it up, the leather creaking softly in her hands, and brought it back to him. "But there's nothing stopping you from wearing the strap-on for me. You'll strap it on over your cage, my darling. You'll be my maid, yes. But tonight, you'll be my cock too."

Brad stared at the harness, at the thick, ridged dildo still slick with residue from the night before. His mouth went dry. "You want me to..." He swallowed. "You want me to fuck you?"

"I want you to fuck my ass," Helen said, her voice low and explicit. "I want you to feel what it's like to be inside me. To claim me. To own me, even as I own you." She knelt before him, "I know it's not your cock, love. I know that cage is still locked around you, and I know how much that hurts. But I want you to feel the power of it anyway. I want to feel you take me."

"Yes, Mistress," he breathed. "I'll do it. I'll fuck you. I'll fuck your beautiful ass until you scream."

Helen's lips curved into a sharp smile. She helped him to his feet, and Brad felt a strange, wobbling sense of vertigo. He had been on his knees so long that standing felt foreign. The corset cinched his ribs, forcing his chest up and out, and the skirt rustled around his thighs as he moved. He looked down at himself, at the pink ruffles and lace, and felt a swell of something that was not quite pride but was close to it. He was her maid. But he was also about to become her lover.

"Now it's your turn, pet. Put it on."

Brad swallowed. He took the harness from her hands, the one she had worn the night before. His fingers were clumsy as he worked the straps around his own hips, over the pink frilly knickers that still pooled around his ankles. He kicked the knickers free and worked the harness into place, the leather biting into his skin. The dildo rose from between his legs, thick and heavy, and he felt a strange, heady power bloom in his chest.

"Look at you," Helen breathed. She reached out and ran her hand along the length of the dildo, stroking it as if it were his own cock. "My pretty little maid, wearing my cock. Ready to fuck me with it." She met his eyes. "Kneel down and take it off me first. I want to feel you in my ass, bare against my skin."

She stood before him naked, her cunt still swollen and slick from the night before, a faint trace of Tom's dried release on the inner swell of her thigh. Brad looked at her, at the evidence of her earlier infidelity, and felt a strange, possessive surge. He would be inside her now. He would fill her ass with this plastic cock, and she would moan for him, not for Tom, not for anyone else. For him, her maid, her pet, her love.

"Turn around," he said, his voice rougher than he expected. "Bend over the sofa."

Helen's eyes widened, a flicker of surprise crossing her face. Then she smiled, slow and pleased. "There's my good boy," she murmured. She turned and braced her hands on the back of the sofa, bending at the waist until her ass was presented to him, high and round and beautiful. She looked back over her shoulder at him, her dark hair falling around her face. "Take me, love. Fuck my ass with that cock. Show me what you're made of."

Brad stepped forward, the harness creaking around his hips. He reached for the lube, squeezing a generous amount into his palm, and worked it over the length of the dildo, his hand gliding up and down in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Then he lined the slick head up with Helen's asshole, pressing it against the tight ring of muscle.

"This might hurt," he said, his voice soft with concern. "Tell me if it's too much."

"It won't be," Helen said, her voice a low, breathy command. "I'm used to it. Tom was big, but I've had bigger. Just push, love. Take me."

Brad pressed forward. The head of the dildo breached her entrance, and Helen let out a sharp, hissing breath. Her hand clenched on the back of the sofa, her knuckles white. Brad paused, trembling.

"More," she gasped. "Fuck, yes. More."

Brad pushed deeper, feeling her walls clench and release around the intruder, the slick heat of her ass gripping the dildo with desperate force. He sank in until his hips pressed against her ass, the dildo fully buried inside her. He could feel her trembling, hear her ragged breathing, and a wave of emotion crashed over him.

"Fuck," he whispered, his voice cracking. "You feel so good. So tight and hot around me."

"Move," Helen commanded. "Fuck me, love. Fuck my ass with your cock. It's yours, all yours. Make it yours."

Brad began to move. He pulled back slowly, feeling her inner walls drag against the dildo, then pushed back in with a smooth, powerful thrust. Helen let out a low, guttural moan, her body rocking forward with the force of it. Brad set a rhythm, slow and deliberate at first, each thrust driving deep into her.

But the feeling was overwhelming. He was inside her. He was taking her, claiming her, in the most intimate way possible. And yet, his own cock was still trapped in its steel cage, useless and aching. The irony of it, the cruelty and beauty of it, crashed over him in a wave.

He cried out, his voice breaking into a sob. He wasn't sure if it was pleasure or grief. Both, maybe. The dildo was a poor substitute for his own flesh, but it was the only way he could be inside her, the only way she was letting him have her. Tears welled in his eyes, rolling down his painted cheeks, and he kept thrusting, each stroke driving him deeper into Helen's ass and deeper into the grief of his own trapped cock.

"Don't stop," Helen gasped, her hips meeting his thrusts. "Fuck, yes. Just like that. Deeper, love. Harder."

Brad drove into her, his hips moving faster, the slap of his thighs against her ass echoing in the room. He was crying openly now, tears streaming down his face and smearing his mascara. The humiliation of it mixed with the exquisite pleasure of pleasing her, of being inside her, of seeing her lose control because of him.

"I'm sorry," he sobbed, not knowing why he was apologizing. "I'm sorry I'm not enough. I'm sorry I can't feel you with my own cock. I'm sorry. I'm sorry."

Helen turned her head, her eyes finding his through the tangle of her hair. "Stop it," she said, her voice fierce. "You are enough. You are more than enough. This, this beautiful thing you're doing, this act of love, it's everything to me. You're my maid, yes, but you're also my man. The man who would wear a dress for me, who would lock his cock in a cage for me, who would put on a strap-on and fuck my ass while crying because he can't feel me with his own flesh. That is more than any man has ever given me."

Brad's sobs turned to choked gasps. He kept thrusting, kept driving into her, the dildo a constant, relentless pressure inside her. He was losing himself, losing the boundaries between man and maid, between lover and servant. He was just motion, just rhythm, just the desperate need to be close to her, to be inside her, to be hers in every possible way.

"I love you," he gasped, his voice raw. "I love you so much, Helen. I love you. Please. Please let me come."

"You can cum love," Helen said, her voice strained with her own rising pleasure. "Cum for me. Fill my ass with your come, even if it's just a phantom. Come for me, my beautiful, perfect little maid."

Brad felt his own orgasm building, a deep, primal pressure that had nothing to do with his trapped cock and everything to do with his surrendered heart. He drove into Helen with a final, brutal thrust, burying the dildo as deep as it would go, and he came. His body convulsed, his vision going white, his throat tearing with a raw, ragged cry. The cage around his cock contracted uselessly, his prostate spasming, a few thin drops of pre-cum leaking out to soak into the leather harness.

Helen followed him over the edge a moment later, her body going rigid, a long, keening moan escaping her throat as her ass clenched around the dildo in her own climax. She trembled for a long moment, braced on the sofa, and then slowly, gently, relaxed.

Brad collapsed against her back, his body spent, his tears still falling. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close, and buried his face in her hair.

"I love you," he whispered again, his voice broken. "I love you so much, my Mistress. My Helen. I love you more than anything in this world."

Helen turned in his arms, her face flushed and tender. She cupped his cheeks, brushing away the smeared mascara with her thumbs. "I know, love. I know. And I love you too. More than you can imagine." She pressed a soft kiss to his lips. "Now let's go to bed. I want to hold my maid, my pet, my love, and fall asleep in our home."

Brad smiled through his tears. The collar was still at his throat, the cage still locked around his cock, the ruffles still rustling around his thighs. But he didn't feel trapped. He felt free. Free to be exactly who he was. Free to be hers.

He took her hand, and they walked to the bedroom together, the leather harness still strapped around his hips, the dildo wet with her release. He would remove it later, clean it, and they would figure out the keys in the morning. But for now, in this moment, he was exactly where he was meant to be.

Helen pulled back the sheets, and Brad climbed in beside her. She wrapped her arms around him, pulling his head to her chest, and he felt her heartbeat under his cheek. The last trace of his mascara stained her skin, and she didn't wipe it away. She just held him, soft and warm, until his breathing slowed and his eyes grew tired.

The End


Chapter 6 - Slave to a Shemale

by Xev Rivers

The lounge's amber glow caught the curve of Stella's jaw as she turned, and Paul felt the room tilt slightly. He had been at it for forty minutes, weaving charm into every pause between sips of his whiskey, and now she was finally looking at him properly. Her amber eyes travelled down his frame, past his rolled sleeves and narrow shoulders, and something in her gaze made his skin prickle. He flashed a grin anyway, leaning in so his knuckles brushed the inside of her arm, warm against the emerald silk. "I was beginning to think you were immune to good conversation."

A small, slow smile spread across her lips, and when she spoke her voice was velvet over steel, low enough that the bar's murmur swallowed it. "You talk too much."

His mouth opened, ready with another line, but she leaned closer and cut him off, her breath feathering his ear. "My apartment is ten minutes away. I want to see if you can be quiet when it matters." She straightened and slid from her stool without waiting, and Paul scrambled after her, his heart hammering. At the door her hand closed around his wrist, slender fingers gripping with a strength that sent a flicker of unease through his triumph. He had lost the lead already, though he did not know it yet.

Outside, the night air hit him, but before he could get his bearings she turned, stepping close enough that the streetlight slid over her. Paul's neck craned upward in surprise. She had been seated for the whole conversation, curled elegantly on her stool, and he had anchored her in his head at his eye level. Now she stood a full head above him, heels lifting her even higher, her shadow falling over his face. His breath caught as she tilted his chin up with one finger. "There it is," she murmured. "That's the look I was waiting for." And she kissed him, deep and unhurried, her tongue sliding against his like she owned the space inside his mouth. His hands came up weakly to her waist, and she laughed against his lips, pulling his smaller body into the hard line of hers. She was all muscle beneath the silk. He was nothing she couldn't break.

She broke the kiss and stepped back, watching him sway. "Come on, little man. You wanted my attention. Now you have it." She turned and walked, not checking if he followed, and Paul's legs moved before his brain caught up. Ten minutes later he stood in her apartment, a vast open space of dark wood and city lights, nursing a whiskey she had poured with practiced ease. She leaned against the counter, watching him over the rim of her own glass, and when she set it down, she held something between her fingers. Silver glinted in the low light. Handcuffs, dangling from one slender hand.

"I like to play games," she said. "You strike me as a man who thinks he knows how this goes."

Paul's throat went dry. His mind conjured the image instantly: Stella beneath him, wrists pinned above her head, that commanding voice reduced to breathless pleas. He felt himself harden against his trousers and tried to keep his expression neutral, but her eyes dropped to his lap and she laughed, low and rich. "Oh, I see exactly what you're thinking." She crossed to him slowly, the cuffs swinging lazily from her fingers. "You think you'll have me on my back, don't you?"

She pressed into him, one hand sliding behind his neck as she kissed him hard, and Paul melted into it, his hands finding her hips, her waist, hers sliding down his arms. He was so lost in the taste of her, the press of her large powerful body against his, that he did not register the cold kiss of metal around his left wrist until he heard the click. Then the right. His arms were wrenched behind his back and locked together before his mind caught up, and he gasped against her mouth, eyes flying wide.

Stella pulled back and smiled at him, the picture of satisfaction. The cuffs' key glinted in her palm. "There," she breathed. "Now you're thinking about it the right way."

Stella's hand closed on the chain between his cuffs, and she tugged. Paul stumbled forward, a sound caught in his throat, half protest, half plea. She walked him across the dark wood floor like a dog on a lead, past the wide windows where the city glittered beyond the glass, until the backs of his knees hit the edge of a low bed. He dropped onto it hard, the plush duvet swallowing him, his bound arms pressed awkwardly beneath him.

She stood over him, and from this angle she seemed enormous, a silhouette against the amber glow of the street. She reached down, slow and deliberate, and hooked a finger under his chin again. "Comfortable?" she asked, and his mouth opened, but no words came.

She laughed softly and climbed onto the bed, straddling his hips. Her weight settled on him, not heavy, but immovable. The silk of her dress pooled around his thighs, and he could feel the heat of her through the fabric, a presence that made his trapped body ache. She leaned over him, her curls brushing his cheeks, and whispered, "I'm going to teach you exactly who's in charge now, little man."

The moment hung between them, electric and silent. Stella's eyes held his, dark and gleaming with amusement, as she swung one leg off his hip. She rose from the bed with fluid grace, the silk of her dress shifting over her body as she stood before him. Paul remained where she had left him, cuffed and breathless, his grey eyes tracking her every movement.

She reached behind her neck and found the zipper. The sound of it sliding down cut through the quiet of the apartment like a blade. The emerald silk slipped from her shoulders, and she let it fall, the fabric pooling at her feet in a whisper of green. She stood before him in nothing but black lace, her body compact and powerful, every curve of dark skin gleaming in the low amber light.

Paul's mouth went dry. His gaze travelled down, over the swell of her breasts, the taut plane of her stomach. And then lower. His breath stopped.

Stella stepped out of the pooled dress and walked toward him, slow and deliberate, her hips swaying. She watched his face crumple through confusion and into something else entirely, something raw and unguarded. Her hand came up and brushed the lace aside, and Paul's eyes went wide as the truth of her swung free, thick and heavy, already half hard.

"Oh," she breathed, drinking in his stunned silence. "That's the look. That's the one I wanted all night." She wrapped her fingers around her length and stroked once, slow. "You came looking to conquer something, little man. But what you found is something that's going to own you."

The words hit him like a cold wave, and something in Paul's chest snapped. He jerked upright, or tried to, his body lurching against the shackles as he twisted his wrists hard enough to feel the metal bite into his skin. The chain clinked, tight and unyielding, and he grunted, throwing his weight sideways in a clumsy attempt to roll off the bed. "No," he heard himself say, the word thin and desperate. "No, this isn't... this isn't what I agreed to. Let me go."

Stella watched him flounder with a patient smile, her hand still wrapped lazily around her cock as she gave it one more slow stroke. Then she moved, swift and sudden, her palm flattening against his chest and shoving him back onto the duvet with an ease that stole his breath. She climbed over him, knees bracketing his hips, her weight settling firm and final, and she leaned down until her lips brushed his ear. "You struggled," she murmured, almost approvingly. "Good. I like a little fight before the surrender."

Paul shook his head, but his body betrayed him. The fear had coiled hot in his belly, and beneath it, something else was stirring, something he could not name and did not want to. Stella felt it through the silk of her lace, the hard length of him pressing against her thigh, and she smiled, slow and wicked. "There he is," she whispered. "There's the honest part of you." She shifted her weight, grinding down against his trapped erection, and Paul gasped, his hips bucking up despite everything. "Your mouth says no, little man, but your cock knows exactly what it wants. It wants to be put in its place, doesn't it?" She reached down and traced a finger along the outline of him through his trousers, and Paul whimpered, shame and hunger tangling into one unbearable knot. She laughed softly and began unbuckling his belt.

Stella paused, her fingers resting on his belt buckle as she studied the defiance still flickering in his grey eyes. She smiled, slow and knowing, then released him. In one fluid motion she shifted up his body, her knees sliding past his ribs until she straddled his chest, her thighs framing his face. The weight of her settled onto his sternum, and he felt the heat of her skin through his shirt, the soft give of her thighs against his jaw.

She wrapped her hand around her cock, guiding it to his lips. They pressed together, warm and heavy, the head bumping softly against his mouth. "Open," she said, a command dressed in velvet.

Paul turned his head away, jaw clenched. "I told you; I don't want..."

Her hand shot behind her, found his balls through his trousers, and squeezed. Hard. Pain bloomed white-hot through his groin, and he gasped, a strangled cry escaping his throat. His hips bucked uselessly against the bed as her grip tightened, and she leaned down to murmur in his ear. "I asked you to open."

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. The pressure in his balls was a vice, and he felt his resistance crumble, inch by agonizing inch. His mouth fell open.

"Good boy," she breathed, and fed him her cock.

The head pressed past his lips, heavy and warm, and Paul's eyes flooded. He choked, a sob trapped in his throat as tears spilled down his temples, wetting his hair. Stella held there, not pushing deeper, letting him feel the weight of her on his tongue, the salt of his own shame mixing with the taste of her. "That's it," she murmured, stroking his hair with a gentleness that made the tears come harder. "Let it out. Cry for me, little man." She eased forward, inch by inch, and Paul gagged, his bound hands clenching into fists behind his back. But he did not bite down. He could not. Her length filled his mouth, and she began to move, slow and shallow, her thumb brushing the wet corner of his eye. "You're doing so well," she breathed. "Such a good little cock sucker."

Stella's thumb brushed his cheek, gentle, almost tender, while her hips worked him deeper. Paul gagged, throat clenching around the invasion, tears streaming down his face as she pushed past the resistance. Her cock hardened fully in his mouth, thickening until his jaw ached, and she let out a low, pleased hum. "There we go," she breathed, gripping his hair with both hands now. "Take all of it, little man." She drove deeper, the head pressing past his gag reflex, burying herself in the wet heat of his throat until her curls brushed his nose. Paul choked, vision swimming, his bound body convulsing beneath her. She held there a moment, trembling, then pulled back and thrust in again, faster, fucking his throat with a rhythm that left no room for thought. His muffled sobs vibrated around her and she groaned, hips slamming forward as she came, flooding his mouth with hot, bitter seed. She stayed buried until he swallowed, then pulled out, slick and satisfied, watching him gasp and cry beneath her.

She pulled out with a slick, satisfied sound and Paul gasped, his throat raw and burning, salt and seed coating his tongue. Before he could catch his breath, Stella shifted her weight, turning in a slow, deliberate pivot that made the mattress dip beneath her knees. She swung her leg over his head in a graceful arc, and then she was facing his feet, her ass lowering until the heat of her pressed against his face. Her thighs bracketed his ears, her soft flesh settling over his mouth and nose, the scent of her musk and his own tears filling his lungs. "You didn't think we were done, did you?" she murmured from beyond the dark curve of her hip. She ground down, her slit dragging wet and open across his lips, and Paul's muffled sob vibrated against her. "Use that tongue, little man. Make me cum, and maybe I'll let you breathe."

Paul's world narrowed to the suffocating press of her thighs. Every breath he tried to draw pulled in only her heat, the musky sweetness of her, his own panicked tears. His chest heaved, lungs burning, nose buried in the soft seam of her ass as she ground down, her weight shifting until the channel of his nostrils was sealed completely against her flesh. Spots danced behind his eyes. He bucked beneath her, a trapped animal, but she only leaned back further, settling deeper, and the last sliver of air vanished.

His mouth opened in a desperate gasp, and she felt it, the gap of his jaw against her hole. "Lick," she commanded, voice muffled and far away.

He licked. A desperate, frantic drag of his tongue across her entrance, and the world lurched back into focus as she lifted her hips a fraction, letting a sliver of cool air reach his nose. He sucked it in greedily and licked again, obeying, his tongue circling her hole, tasting her, and Stella moaned, low and approving, settling back down to reward him with breath in careful, measured doses.

The pressure on his face lifted and Paul gasped, gulping air in ragged, greedy gasps. He heard Stella laugh, soft and amused, as she climbed off the bed. His hands were still bound, his body limp with exhaustion and shame, head spinning from the lack of oxygen. Before he could gather himself, she grabbed his shoulder and rolled him over. He flopped onto his stomach; face pressed into the duvet. When he tried to rise, her palm flattened between his shoulder blades, pinning him. Something cold clicked open near his hips, the sound of a bottle, and he heard her smooth, deliberate voice over the rustle of fabric. "Let's see if the rest of you is as obedient as your mouth." A slick drop of lube landed on his asshole, cold and startling, and he gasped, clenching instinctively. Her finger circled the tight ring of muscle, spreading the slickness slow and patient. Paul's hips squirmed, humiliation flaring hot across his face. "Please," he heard himself whisper, unsure if he was begging for mercy or more, and she laughed, pushing the tip of her finger inside.

Her finger curled inside him, crooking against that spot that made his whole-body jolt, and Paul clenched hard around it. Stella tsked, pulling out with a wet sound that made him burn with shame. "I told you. “She said, and her voice had gone low, almost gentle, which somehow made it worse. "If you clench and resist, it will hurt you more. Relax, little man. Let me in."

He tried. He really did. But then she was shifting, straddling his hips, and he felt the blunt, heavy press of her cock against his hole, slick and insistent. His breath seized. She was thick, impossibly thick, and as she leaned forward, bracing her hands on his shoulders, he felt the head begin to push. "Breathe," she murmured, and then she drove forward in one slow, relentless thrust.

Paul screamed into the duvet. The stretch was blinding, a white-hot burn that split him open, and his body rebelled, every muscle locking as he clenched instinctively around her. She went still, buried to the root inside him, and he felt her pulse beating in the flesh that filled him. "That's the clench I warned you about," she breathed, and she pulled out almost all the way before slamming back in, hard enough to knock the air from his lungs. Paul sobbed, tears soaking the sheets, but beneath the pain, beneath the violation, something molten and shameful was coiling in his gut. His own cock was hard again, leaking against the duvet. She felt it, of course she felt it, and she laughed, low and filthy, beginning to ride him in earnest. "There it is," she gasped, hips slapping against his ass. "There's the truth of you. You love being owned, don't you?" Paul could only moan, broken and helpless, as she fucked him deep.

Stella's rhythm turned savage, her hips slamming into him with a force that drove the breath from his lungs in broken sobs. She groaned, low and guttural, and he felt her cock swell inside him, then pulse, flooding his insides with hot, thick seed. She stayed buried, grinding deep, until she shuddered once and pulled out with a wet, obscene sound. Paul lay limp, trembling, his hole gaping and raw, slick with her spend. She reached for something on the bedside table, and he heard the click of silicone. Cool and broad, the plug pressed against his stretched opening, and she pushed, slow and merciless, until it seated deep inside him with a pop that made him cry out. She grabbed his shoulder and flipped him over, his bound hands crushed beneath his back. He lay exposed, spit-slick and fucked, his own cock jutting wet against his belly. Stella smiled down at him, running a finger along the base of the plug. "Good," she breathed. "Now we can really play."

She released him only long enough to gather him against her, guiding his bound body upright until his back rested against the nest of pillows at the headboard. Paul trembled, his grey eyes glassy and unfocused, the plug a dull, insistent pressure deep inside him. Stella shifted, arranging herself over him so her breast brushed his lips, the dark nipple already pebbled and waiting. "Suckle," she murmured, cradling his head with one hand while the other slid down his belly, fingers wrapping around his rigid cock. He obeyed, mouth closing over her nipple, and she sighed as he drew the soft flesh between his lips, his tongue working the sensitive peak. Her hand moved on him in slow, maddening strokes, barely a tug, just enough to keep him straining and hungry. He whimpered against her breast, hips twitching helplessly into her loose grip, and she laughed softly, thumb circling his leaking head without ever squeezing. "Not yet, little man," she breathed. "I want to see how long you can beg."

Paul's cock throbbed so hard in her loose grip that a broken whimper tore from his throat. He sucked harder at her nipple, desperate to earn her favour, his hips humping the air in a pitiful rhythm that never quite reached her hand. Stella watched him with dark amusement, her thumb stroking the slick crown just enough to make him keen. "Look at you," she breathed, twisting her wrist so the head bumped against her palm. "Crying for your milk like a little slut. You want to cum, don't you? Want to paint your belly for me?" He nodded frantically, mouth releasing her breast with a wet pop. "Please," he gasped, voice shattered. "Please, Stella, I can't, I need... please let me." She said “Not today, time for sleep”.

Paul's head lolled against the pillows, his breathing evening out into the slow rhythm of exhausted sleep. Stella watched him for a long moment, the rise and fall of his chest, the soft parting of his lips, the flush still staining his cheeks. She rose from the bed and crossed to the dresser, her movements silent and deliberate. From the top drawer she withdrew a small steel chastity device, polished to a mirror shine, its interior lined with cruel, inward-curving spikes no longer than a thumbnail. She returned to the bed and worked quickly, gently, manoeuvring his limp cock into the cage while he stirred only once, a soft murmur lost to dream. The lock clicked home with a sound like a verdict. She ran her finger along the steel encasing his soft flesh, and smiled down at him. "Sleep well, little man," she breathed. "You'll wake up needing me in ways you can't imagine."

Paul's eyes snapped open to the pale grey of early morning, and the first thing he felt was cold. Not the chill of the room, but something specific, intimate, clamped around the base of his cock. His breath caught as he looked down. Steel gleamed against his pale skin, a cage of polished metal that hugged his soft flesh, and above it a lock sat neat and mocking against his belly. He tried to move, to reach for it, but his wrists were still bound behind his back, the cuffs cold and unforgiving. He tried to harden, to at least feel something other than the cage's bite, but his body would not obey. The pressure in his bladder swelled, urgent and sharp, and he realized with dawning horror that he could not even piss without her. Stella's voice came from the doorway, warm and amused. "Morning, little man. I trust you slept well." He heard the click of a key in her hand, and his throat went dry.

Paul strained against the cuffs, his muscles burning with the effort, until a soft click sounded and the pressure around his wrists vanished. The metal fell away and his arms sprang forward, numb and tingling. He brought his hands up, flexing his fingers, and immediately reached for the cage locked around his cock. The steel was cold and unyielding under his touch, and when he tried to pull at it, the lock held fast. Stella crossed the room and stopped at the foot of the bed, watching him with her head tilted. She held the key between her fingers, letting it catch the morning light. "You want this off?" she asked softly. Before he could answer, she stepped forward and pressed the key to his lips, the metal cold and dry. "Then you're going to have to earn it. Every time you cum now, it's because I decide. Every time you piss, it's because I unlock you. You're going to learn patience, little man." She let the key fall into his open palm, her fingers brushing his as she closed his hand around it. "But for now, breakfast. You'll need your strength."

The key was cold in his palm, small and light, and yet it felt heavy as lead. Paul stared at it, then at the door, then at Stella's patient, knowing smile. He could leave. He could walk out with his pride in tatters and a cage locked around his cock that no locksmith would remove without a fight. He could reclaim his body, his name, his ordinary life. The word yes, I'll go sat on his tongue, ready to be spoken. But it would not come out. The night before had cracked something open in him, and what slept inside was not the salesman who chased women in bars. He closed his fist around the key, and the metal bit into his skin. "And if I stay," he heard himself ask, voice hoarse with sleep and surrender, "what do I call you?" Stella's smile widened, slow and radiant. "You call me Mistress," she said, stepping forward and plucking the key from his unresisting fingers. "And you thank me every morning for the gift of it." Paul lowered his eyes. "Yes, Mistress." Her hand cupped his chin, tilting his face up. "Good boy. Now breakfast."

Breakfast passed in a blur of orange juice and scrambled eggs that Paul barely tasted, the cage a constant cold reminder between his legs. Afterwards Stella led him to the bathroom, where she produced a tube of depilatory cream and pushed him onto a towel on the tile floor. Her hands worked the thick white paste over his thighs, his belly, his chest, leaving him slick and hairless and strangely vulnerable. Then she stripped and stepped into the shower, gesturing for him to follow. Water sluiced down her compact body, and when she turned to face him, rivulets tracing the dark planes of her stomach, he saw her cock hanging heavy and half erect between her thighs. The sight hit him like a blow. His own flesh stirred, trapped against the steel, and the spikes bit deep into his softness. He cried out, buckling, and Stella caught him, pulling him under the spray. "Watch," she breathed, stroking herself slow as he trembled against her. "And remember what this costs you."

Paul crumpled against the tiles, the cage biting deep into his half-aroused flesh, and Stella watched him writhe with a patient, knowing smile. She turned off the water and reached for a cloth, pressing it into his trembling hand. "Clean me," she said, simple and absolute. "Start at my neck and don't stop until I tell you."

He knelt, water dripping from his hair, the cold tile pressing into his knees as he raised the cloth to her throat. Her skin was warm and slick beneath his touch as he worked the soap over her shoulders, down the slope of her breasts, her nipples pebbling under the rough weave. She watched him with half-lidded eyes, her hands resting on his head, guiding him nowhere, just holding him there.

"Slower," she breathed. "You're rushing. You have nowhere to be but here, on your knees, learning the shape of me." He obeyed, dragging the cloth down the plane of her stomach, over the hard muscle of her thighs. His knuckles brushed the base of her cock and she inhaled sharply, her grip tightening in his hair. "Don't stop," she murmured. "Touch me properly."

He dropped the cloth and used his hands, palms sliding over her slick skin, tracing the curve of her hips, the inside of her thighs. Her cock twitched against his wrist, thickening, and he felt his own trapped member strain uselessly against the steel, the spikes punishing every flicker of want. He gasped and she laughed, soft and cruel. "That's the lesson, little man. You serve me now, not your cock." She guided his hand to her length and closed his fingers around it. "Wash it. Slow. Thorough. And remember you'll never feel anything like this again unless I decide you've earned it."

His hand worked slow circles over her cock, the soap slick beneath his palm, and she let out a low hum of approval. She guided him until she was fully hard, heavy and hot in his grip, and he felt his own trapped flesh ache uselessly against the steel. Then she stepped back and turned off the water, leaving him kneeling and dripping on the tile. "Dry me," she said, tossing him a towel. He did, mute and obedient, patting her skin until she was dry and gleaming.

She left him in the bathroom and returned minutes later with an armful of fabric, which she dropped at his feet. Pale stockings, black heels with a cruel spike, a short-pleated skirt in charcoal, and a sheer lace top the color of wine. A wig of glossy black curls followed, and a small case of makeup. "Get dressed," she said, settling onto the edge of the bed to watch. "Every inch. And do it properly."

Paul stared at the pile, his throat working. The command sat in his chest, heavy and absurd. He was a salesman. He sold things to men in boardrooms. He was not this. But his hands moved anyway, shaking as he rolled the stockings up his newly smooth legs, the nylon clinging to his hairless skin. The skirt fastened at his waist, short enough that the hem barely kissed his thighs. The lace top left nothing to the imagination, the wine-dark mesh clinging to his chest, his nipples dark through the weave. He stepped into the heels and wobbled, catching himself on the dresser.

Stella watched without comment, arms crossed. When he stood before her, trembling and ridiculous, she uncrossed her legs and patted the mattress. "Come here." He tottered over and sat, and she worked the wig onto his head, settling the black curls around his face. Then she opened the makeup case and set to work, her touch brisk and sure. Foundation smoothed over his jaw. Mascara darkened his lashes. A brush traced rouge across his cheeks and lipstick over his mouth, a deep, wet red. When she finished, she sat back and studied him, head tilted.

Paul looked in the mirror she angled toward him and barely recognized the figure there. The young woman staring back was ludicrous, a bad parody, the cage a visible bulge against the flimsy skirt. Tears pricked his eyes. Stella reached out and thumbed one away before it could smear. "You look ridiculous," she said, soft and matter of fact. "But that's all right. You're not here to be pretty." She took his chin and turned his face to hers. "You're here to learn what it feels like to be seen for what you are. And right now, little man, what you are is mine. We're going out."

She rose and circled behind him. Cool metal clamped around his wrists, and with a practiced twist she pressed his palms together and guided them up between his shoulder blades, forcing his elbows back until his spine arched and a whimper escaped his reddened lips. The cuffs clicked, locked, and his shoulders screamed with the strain. Then something soft and white settled over his back, a short fur coat that fell past his waist, concealing the metal and the awkward angle of his arms without hiding the trembling cage beneath the skirt. She stepped back, admiring her work. "Perfect."

She walked him to the door with an arm around his waist, his only anchor. Every step on the heels was a gamble, his hips swaying involuntarily as he fought for balance, and the skirt flipped with each misstep. At the elevator she pressed the button herself. When the doors opened, she nudged him in and stood close behind him, her palm flat on his coat-covered spine, steadying him as the car dropped. The lobby was bright and full of people. A businessman glanced at them. Stella smiled and pulled Paul closer, his bound hands hidden, his face burning as they crossed the marble floor with her arm locked around him, the only thing keeping him upright.

As the cab pulled away from the curb, Stella gave the driver an address and then turned to Paul, her hand slipping beneath the fur coat to rest on the cage through his skirt. He flinched, but she only smiled. "You did well in the lobby. I think you're ready for the next lesson."

The salon was all soft lighting and white marble, the air thick with the scent of antiseptic and expensive perfume. A tall woman with silver-streaked hair and sharp cheekbones met them at the reception desk, her eyes flicking over Paul's trembling form with professional appraisal. "Stella," she said, warm and familiar. "Two hours, as requested. She's ready in the back." Stella squeezed Paul's arm and leaned in to murmur against his ear. "Be good for Renata. She's seen plenty of my pets, but I'd hate for you to be the first one she laughs at." Then she released him, and Paul felt the world tilt as Renata took his elbow with a firm, practiced grip.

The treatment room was small and clinical, dominated by a leather table surrounded by machinery that hummed with quiet menace. Renata locked the door and turned to face him; her expression unreadable as her eyes travelled from his cuffed wrists to the cage straining against his skirt. "Clothes off," she said, brisk and neutral. "Everything. I need full access." Paul stood frozen, and she sighed, stepping forward to unzip the coat herself. It fell to the floor, leaving him exposed and shaking in the lace top and pleated skirt. She worked the top over his head, careful of the cuffs, then knelt to peel the stockings and skirt away, leaving him naked save for the wrist shackles and the steel cage. She studied him for a long moment, her mouth twitching. "Stella does love her toys," she murmured, and gestured to the table. "Lie down. This will be uncomfortable, but it's only painful if you move."

Paul lay rigid on the leather table, his bound wrists pressing into his lower back, the cage cold against his belly. Renata moved with brisk efficiency, squeezing a thick, clear gel from a pump bottle into her palm. The first touch was a shock of cold that made him flinch, her hands spreading it in slow, deliberate strokes over his chest, down his ribs, across the flat plane of his stomach.

The gel was slick and numbing, and for a moment he almost relaxed into it. Then she reached his thighs, working the cool slickness into the crease where leg met groin, and her fingers brushed the base of the cage. He gasped, hips twitching, and she paused. "I said lie still." She resumed her work, coating his legs to the ankle, then his arms, her hands impersonal and thorough.

When she finished, she stepped back and picked up the laser wand. The hum filled the room. "Hold your breath," she said, and pressed the tip to his chest. The pain was immediate and savage, a searing snap that made his whole-body jerk against the restraints. "Breathe," she commanded, and he gasped, tears springing to his eyes as she moved to the next patch of skin, methodical and merciless, burning away every hair he had left.

The final pass of the wand left Paul trembling, tears carving clean tracks through the gel on his cheeks. Renata set the tool aside and wiped him down with warm cloths, brisk and impersonal, revealing smooth, hairless skin that gleamed under the salon lights. He looked down at himself, at the alien softness of his own chest and thighs, and a fresh sob caught in his throat.

A knock came at the door, and a young woman with a bob of electric blue hair poked her head in. She was rail thin, with rings on every finger and a tattoo of a swallow curling up her neck. "Ready for the next one?" Renata nodded and gestured Paul onto a wheeled chair. The stylist, whose name he gathered was Marisol, pushed him to a station in the corner, unlocked the wrist cuffs long enough to position his arms on the armrests, then locked them again to the chair frame. She ran her fingers through his short, messy brown hair with a critical frown. "Okay, princess," she said, and the word hit him like a slap. "We're gonna fix this disaster and make you pretty." The scissors came out first, and Paul closed his eyes as she worked, feeling the weight of his hair fall away in soft clumps. Marisol hummed as she shaped it, turning his head this way and that, trimming until the cut lay soft and feminine against his jaw, a bob that curved under his ears and feathered across his forehead. Then came the dye, a tube of pink that she worked through what remained with gloved fingers, the chemical smell sharp in his nose. "Baby pink," she announced, stepping back to admire her work. "Matches your cheeks, sugar. Stella's gonna lose her mind." She angled the mirror toward him, and Paul stared at the girl in the glass. His hair was a soft, girlish pink, framing a face that looked younger, softer, utterly unrecognizable. Marisol grinned. "There she is. Like a little princess waiting for her queen."

Renata returned before the dye had fully set, a slender case in her hand. She unlocked Paul's wrists from the chair frame and repositioned him, reclining the chair until he stared up at the ceiling lights. The case opened to reveal a tattoo gun, sleek and black, humming to life under her practiced finger. "Close your eyes," she said. The first touch on his eyelid was a fine, vibrating sting, a needle tracing a dark line along his lash line, then the other, precise and unending. She worked over his lips, outlining them in a rosy stain, then filled them, the needle buzzing against the tender flesh until he tasted copper. Rouge bloomed across his cheeks. When the gun stilled, she produced a syringe and drew liquid from a small vial. "This will hurt," she warned, and the needle pierced the crest of his upper lip, flooding it with a sting that brought fresh tears. She worked the plumpness into both lips, pressing and moulding until they swelled, glossy and full. When she finally stepped back and angled the mirror over him, Paul saw a barbie-faced whore staring back, pink-haired and bee-stung, and he sobbed, ugly and broken, into the silence.

The door opened and Stella stepped in, and the room seemed to draw breath around her. She stopped, her amber eyes sweeping over him, over the pink bob, the glossy swollen lips, the dark lash lines, the smooth hairless skin still tacky with aloe. A slow, radiant smile spread across her face. She crossed to him and took his chin, tilting his face left and right, studying him like a jeweller appraising a stone. "Renata," she breathed, "you've outdone yourself." She leaned in and kissed him, deep and proprietary, tasting the lip filler, and Paul whimpered against her mouth, his bound body trembling. She pulled back and thumbed a tear from his cheek. "Don't cry, beautiful. You're going to love what comes next." She pressed a wad of cash into Renata's hand, then dressed him herself, working the lace top over his head, the pleated skirt up his hips, the stockings and heels, the fur coat over his shoulders. "There," she murmured,

"There," she murmured, smoothing the coat over his shoulders. She stepped back, admiring her work, then took his chin again. "You look like a new woman. Which means you need a new name." Her hand slid into her pocket and emerged with a collar of polished steel, the hinge gleaming in the salon light. Paul's breath caught as she turned it, and there it was, engraved in a delicate pink script: SISSY. "From now on, little man is gone. You are Sissy. My Sissy." She opened the collar and fit it around his throat, the metal cool and heavy, and he felt the lock click against his nape. The weight of it settled into his skin, a brand, a promise. Stella stepped back and smiled. "Welcome to the rest of your life, Sissy."

Stella guided him out of the salon with a hand on the small of his back, and the city slid past in a blur of glass and sunlight until they stopped before a narrow storefront with a sign that read simply "Velvet & Bone." Bells chimed as they entered. The interior was a riot of silk and leather, corsets hanging in rainbow rows along the walls, harnesses coiled like sleeping snakes in glass cases. A woman with silver hair and a pierced brow emerged from the back, her eyes lighting on Paul with the heat of a curator spotting a rare piece. "Oh, Stella," she breathed, circling him. "Where did you find this one?" Paul's heart hammered, the name plate on the collar cold against his throat. Stella answered with a slow smile and a gesture at the floor. "Strip, Sissy. Show her what we're working with."

The command hit him like a slap, and he stood frozen, the words refusing to translate into movement until her hand closed on his elbow with a warning squeeze. Then he moved, clumsy and mechanical, the fur coat falling first, then the lace top slipping over his pink head with a whisper of mesh, his fingers fumbling at the skirt's clasp until it pooled at his heels. He stood in stockings and heels and nothing else, the steel cage stark against his hairless groin, his back bowed with shame. The assistant stepped closer, her eyes travelling from his glossy lips to the smooth concave of his belly to the collar.

She let out a low, appreciative hum, and her fingers brushed his hip, turning him gently. "The proportions are perfect," she said, more to herself than to him. "The way she's sculpted him. He'll take a size sixteen beautifully." She disappeared into the back and returned with a cascade of pink satin, boned and structured, laces trailing like ribbons of silk. She held it up between them, the steel busk gleaming, and smiled at Paul with the warmth of a craftsman about to begin. "Let's get you laced, sweetheart."

The assistant's hands worked the laces with practiced skill, pulling each pass tighter than the last until Paul's ribs creaked and his breath came in shallow, panicked sips. Pink satin encased him from sternum to hip, boning pressing into his sides like gentle fingers. The assistant stepped back, admiring her work. "That's the best I can do. A fifty-four percent reduction, maybe fifty-six with time to adjust."

Stella circled him, her eyes narrow. "Not enough." She ran a hand down the boned front. "I want her waist to hurt every time she breathes. Sissy." Paul's eyes found hers, wide and afraid. "The next part will hurt, but it will give you the slimmer waist I want." Before he could process the words, her fist drove into his stomach, just below the sternum. The impact folded him, every ounce of air in his lungs venting out of him in a single voiceless rush.

His knees buckled, the corset suddenly loose around his collapsed frame. Stella caught his collar and held him upright, turning to the assistant. "Now," she said, sharp and quiet. "Final tug." The assistant's hands flew, hauling the laces with savage force, and Paul felt the bones bite into the space his lungs no longer filled. She tied the knot and stepped back. Paul's mouth opened, but nothing came out, his chest frozen mid-inhale, his throat working against nothing. Around him, the corset stood rigid, sculpting a waist that did not belong on a man, while his body screamed for air it could not draw. Stella released his collar and smiled, stroking his cheek. "Perfect. She can't even beg."

The corset loosened its tyranny over the following days, not by an inch of give from the steel, but by the slow surrender of his body to its shape. Each morning Stella cinched the laces half a turn tighter, and each night Sissy lay gasping on the chaise while her ribs learned to compress, her waist softening, the bones settling into the memory of his flesh until the pressure became a kind of embrace, he no longer fought. The pink bob grew into a feathery halo around his face. The collar never left his throat.

On the sixth morning Stella brought him back to Velvet & Bone, and the silver-haired assistant smiled as she measured him with a whisper of tape. "You've lost an inch already, sweetheart. The body does what the will commands." She fitted him in pale pink stockings, rolling them up his hairless legs with a reverence that made him shudder, then guided him into frilly pink panties that cupped his caged cock and left his smooth ass bare beneath the lace trim. The maid's dress came last, a froth of layers and ruffles so short it barely covered the swell of his ass, the bodice cut low enough that the corset's steel busk gleamed above his chest. She painted his nails baby pink with steady, careful strokes, then clipped a gold loop earring to each lobe, the metal swinging against his jaw as he turned his head.

When she stepped back, he stood in the mirror a preposterous, pink-frilled vision of femininity, soft and gleaming and utterly owned. Stella circled him slowly, her amber eyes burning with approval, and reached out to flick the hem of his skirt so it bounced against his thighs. "Now," she breathed, "you're ready for your first day of work,

The bar was called The Velvet Ash, and it reeked of gin and desperation even at four in the afternoon. Stella walked Sissy through the dim, smoke-fogged interior with a hand on the small of her back, steering her past a row of men whose eyes tracked her bare thighs with lazy, predatory interest. Behind the counter, a heavyset woman with a shaved head and a scar through one eyebrow nodded at Stella and jerked her chin toward a rack of trays.

"Uniform's fine," the woman said, her voice a gravelly rasp. "Aprons in the back. Tips go in the jar; jar gets emptied every two hours. You touch a customer without permission, you get cut. You refuse a customer, you get worse. Clear?" Sissy nodded, mute, her corseted ribs making even that small movement a struggle. The woman's eyes travelled over her, catching on the collar, the pink frills, the trembling knees. "Stella's pets always start out so pretty. We'll see how pretty she is after closing time."

Stella leaned in and kissed Sissy's cheek, soft and proprietary. "Be good. Earn your keep. And when you're done, I'll be here to collect every dollar and every story." She patted Sissy's ass and left, the door chiming behind her, and Sissy stood alone in the dim light while the bartender shoved a tray of drinks into her bound hands. Her first table was a cluster of men in business suits, and as she set the glasses down, one of them caught her wrist. His grip was iron. "What's your name, sweetheart?" Sissy opened her mouth, and the word came out small and broken. "Sissy." The man smiled, slow and ugly, and pulled her onto his lap.

The man's hand slid up her thigh, rough and proprietary, and Sissy's breath seized against the corset's unyielding bones. She twisted, trying to find purchase, and her eyes shot to the bartender, who stood polishing a glass with slow, indifferent strokes. No help there. The man laughed and set her on her feet, patting her ass with a smirk. "Bring me another, Sissy. And smile when you do it." She smiled. She had to. The night stretched into a blur of groping hands and leering grins, of men who called her pretty and meant it as an insult, of tips dropped into her apron with a wink that made her skin crawl.

Through it all the bartender watched, cold and unblinking, never once looking away, never once lifting a hand to intervene. At two in the morning, the last customer stumbled out, and the bartender finally spoke. "Jar's lighter than I like." She counted the bills with slow precision, then slid half the stack into her own pocket and pushed the rest across the counter. "Stella's cut. You're done." Sissy stood shivering in the dim light, the ruffles of her dress stained with spilled whiskey, and understood that she had been seen the whole time, and that being seen had never meant being saved.

The next night came with the same dim haze, the same groping hands, the same thin smile pasted over a hollow dread. Sissy worked the floor on autopilot, her tray balanced against the corset's unyielding cage, her thighs bare beneath the pink frills. Near midnight, a lean man in a charcoal suit caught the bartender's eye and slid a folded wad of bills across the counter. Words were exchanged, low and brief. The bartender nodded once and jerked her shaved head toward the back. She caught Sissy's arm and shoved her toward a door behind the racks of glasses. "Two hours. He's paid for you. Don't keep him waiting."

The room was a stripped storage closet, a single mattress on the floor, a dim bulb swinging overhead. The man entered behind her and locked the door. He said nothing, just unbuckled his belt and let his trousers fall, his cock already half hard as he pushed her to her knees on the stained mattress. "Open up, Sissy." She shook her head, and his hand closed on her pink hair, yanking her head back until her collar bit into her throat. "I paid for this. Open." She opened. His cock slid past her glossy lips, thick and demanding, and he fucked her mouth with a rhythm born of transaction, one hand fisted in her hair while the other held her jaw.

He came on her face, hot and rude, painting her cheek and the swollen bow of her lip, and then he threw her onto her stomach and spread her ass without ceremony. Her hole, still loose from Stella's plug, took him with a wet slide that made her sob into the mattress. He moved fast, grunting, one hand pressed between her shoulder blades until her corseted ribs screamed. He came inside her with a gasp and pulled out.

Two hours later he left her on the mattress, sticky and trembling, and dropped two twenties on her back like a tip. She gathered them with shaking fingers and pushed herself upright. The collar was cold against her throat. Stella would be waiting.

She found her in the alley behind the bar, still in the stained dress, and pulled her close without a word, tucking Sissy's pink head under her chin. "You did well," she murmured against her hair. "I'm proud of you." And the praise undid her more than any man's cock had.

The week that followed blurred into a procession of rooms and strangers, each transaction the same, each dollar folded into Stella's jar until the nights ran together like paint in rain.

On the seventh morning, Stella sat her on the chaise and took both her hands. "I've sold you," she said, gentle as a blessing. "To a friend who runs a house for men with particular tastes. You'll meet her tomorrow." Sissy's breath caught, the cage cold against her belly, and Stella kissed her forehead. "Be good for her. She'll own you the way you've always needed."

The morning came without ceremony. Stella dressed her in silence, a cream silk robe over the pink maid's frock, and drove her through streets that grew narrower and darker until they stopped before an iron gate set into a wall of black brick. A woman waited in the courtyard, tall and silver-haired with eyes the color of winter. Silvia. She did not smile as she approached, only circled Sissy once, slow, her fingers trailing over the collar, the corset's bones, the bare curve of thigh beneath the ruffled hem. "She's prettier than you said," Silvia murmured to Stella, and Stella kissed Sissy's cheek one last time before she turned and walked away, leaving her trembling on the cold stone.

Silvia took her wrist and led her inside, through halls hung with leather and silk, until they reached a room where a steel frame stood bolted to the floor. She removed Sissy's robe without haste, then worked the maid's dress over her head, leaving her in stockings and collar and nothing else. "I am not Stella," she said, guiding her toward the frame. "She broke you to be pretty. I will break you to be useful. Kneel." Sissy knelt on the cold marble, and Silvia's hand closed on her hair, tilting her face up. "Open your mouth. I want to see what I've purchased."

Sissy complied silently, her lips parting without hesitation as she knelt on the cold marble. Her pink head bowed, the collar gleaming dully in the dim light, and she felt Silvia's fingers trace the swollen fullness of her injected lips, the smooth expanse of her hairless jaw. Silvia studied her for a long moment, her winter eyes unreadable, then stepped back.

"Good," she said softly. "You've learned the first lesson. Obedience without thought." She circled the kneeling figure, her heels clicking on the stone. "But Stella's methods were soft. She dressed you in frills and called you pretty. I have no use for pretty." She stopped before Sissy and reached down, gripping her chin to tilt her face up. "You will learn to serve in ways that strip away every last hiding place you have. And when I am done, you will thank me for it." She released her and gestured to the steel frame. "Stand. We begin now."

The End.


Chapter 7 - Diapered by my Aunt

By Xev Rivers

After the death of parents in a motor accident, Lee an 18 years old boy, 5 foot 7” tall and slim build does not know what to do. His parents had low paid jobs, a rented house and no life insurance.

His aunt Davina offered to take him in. She lived in a large house having been widowed for a few years to his uncle who was a wealthy man. His aunt was a fearsome woman, tall, slim with an ample chest and long ginger hair. On arrival she told Lee he could have her daughter Charlotte’s room while she was at university.

Lee remembers Charlotte, 2 years older than him, taller, stronger and always besting him when they fought as kids. Davina said she had recently fired her cleaner and asked Lee to take up some of the household jobs as he was having food and board for free. Lee agreed.

Davina set the rules over a cold cup of tea: chores before noon, quiet after ten, her house, her way. He said yes to all of it. Upstairs.

He pushed the door open slowly, as if the room might object to his presence. The hinges gave a low, reluctant groan, and then he was inside, standing in the shadow of Charlotte's life. Sunlight pressed through the drawn floral curtains, casting long, static bars across the heavy oak floorboards and the sturdy, oversized desk where she had once bent over her homework. Lee ran his fingers along its surface, the wood cool and unforgiving, and remembered the way she used to slam her textbooks down after besting him at some trivial argument. The closet door stood ajar, revealing a row of athletic gear, hockey sticks, a duffel bag, a pair of scuffed running shoes, all of it mocking his own aimlessness.

He eased himself onto the edge of her bed, the mattress firm beneath him, and let the weight of the house settle on his shoulders. Even in death, his parents had handed him to a woman who ruled like a general, and here he was, sleeping in the room of the girl who had once pinned him to the grass without breaking a sweat. He wondered if he would ever crawl out from under any of their shadows.

He began to unpack, Charlotte's drawers still held her teenage clothes, folded and waiting, as if she might come back for them so he decided to keep his in his suitcase on a spare chair in the room.

The suitcase sat unopened on the chair as he returned to the dresser, pulled the second drawer wide, and stopped breathing. Rows of folded silk lay inside, neat and expensive, satin and lace from boutiques his mother could never have afforded. He lifted a pair of panties between his fingers, the fabric impossibly light, a scrap of deep burgundy with delicate embroidery along the edges.

He pictured Charlotte peeling these off after a match, her long legs stepping free, that wiry athlete's body of hers flexing in the low light. He pressed the silk to his cheek, inhaling nothing but detergent, and yet his cock stirred, thickening against his trousers as his thumb stroked the smooth material. He imagined caressing her instead, sliding his hand up her inner thigh, her sigh of surprise turning into that old superior smile, the one that said she could still pin him down if she wanted.

He pulled his hand away as if the fabric had bitten him. The burgundy scrap dangled from his fingers, catching the dim light, and for a moment the room felt too quiet, too still, as though the walls themselves were watching. He folded it hastily, shoved it back beneath the other silks, and closed the drawer with a soft click that echoed in the emptiness. His cock still pressed insistently against his trousers, a pulsing reminder of what his mind had been doing, and he pressed the heel of his palm against it, willing the heat to subside. It did not cooperate. He stood there, breathing shallowly, until the worst of it had faded to a dull ache, then he turned away from the dresser and finished unpacking with his jaw set tight.

The light outside had gone amber, then grey. Somewhere downstairs he heard Davina's footsteps crossing the kitchen, the clatter of a pan, the low murmur of a radio tuned to something classical and unforgiving. He had not been summoned for dinner, and he did not presume to go down. The rules had been clear enough: chores before noon, quiet after ten, and he was an intruder in a house that had never needed him. So, he sat on the edge of Charlotte's bed as the evening deepened, his hands folded in his lap, and let the shadows stretch across the floorboards.

When the house had gone fully quiet, when even the radio had fallen silent, he gathered a towel from the stack Davina had left on the bathroom landing and stepped into the shower. The water came out scalding, then cold, then settled into something merely warm, and he stood under the stream with his palms flat against the tiles, letting it drum against his neck and shoulders. Steam rose around him, fogging the small window above the tub. He scrubbed himself methodically, the way his mother had taught him, behind the ears, between the toes, and tried not to think about the drawer in the other room, the rows of folded silk, the way the burgundy panties had caught the light.

The thoughts would not stay down. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Charlotte's long legs stepping out of those panties, saw her grinning down at him from some high ground of childhood triumph, saw her hands pressing his shoulders into the grass while he squirmed beneath her. His cock stirred again in the steam, half hard and stubborn. He turned the water cold and stood there shivering until the feeling passed, then dried himself roughly, and wrapped a towel around his waist and headed back to Charlotte's room.

He lay on his back, on the bed, staring at the ceiling and tried to think about anything other than the dresser three feet away. The dresser won. He thought about Charlotte's panties, the burgundy lace, the satin he had not yet touched, the way she must have looked wearing them, all long limbs and cruel grace. His breath quickened. He pushed the heel of his hand against his cock, grinding gently, and a small sound escaped him, something between a gasp and a whimper.

He lay there for a long moment, fighting himself, and then he surrendered.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, crossed the room in three strides, and pulled the drawer open. The silks lay there in their neat rows, catching the faint light. His fingers hesitated over the burgundy pair, then moved past them to a scrap of pale blue satin, delicate and smooth, with a thin lace trim along the waistband. He lifted it out, and the fabric felt impossibly cool against his palm, weightless as a breath. He held it up, watching it sway, and imagined Charlotte lifting it from the drawer on a morning before a match, imagined her stepping into it, the satin sliding up her thighs. He brought it to his face and inhaled. Detergent, faint and clean, nothing of her left in it, but his imagination supplied the rest.

He dropped the towel he had wrapped around his waist and stood naked in the room; the pale blue panties held in both hands. His cock stood fully erect now, curving up toward his stomach, flushed and leaking a thin bead of moisture. He pressed the satin to his chest first, dragging it across his skin, the smooth glide of it making him shiver. Lower, he drew it across his stomach, over the jut of his hip bones, and finally pressed it against his cock. The fabric wrapped around the shaft, cool and slick, and he gasped, his hips twitching involuntarily. He pulled the panties away, saw the wet spot he had left on the satin, and then, without letting himself think, he stepped into them.

The waistband settled around his hips, snug and feminine. The satin hugged his balls, cupped them in that strange, silky cradle, and the front panel pressed flat against his cock, holding him down with gentle pressure. He looked down at himself, saw the pale blue fabric stretched over his erection, the outline of him visible through the satin, and a flush spread up his neck. He looked ridiculous. He knew he looked ridiculous. But the feeling of it, the smooth cling of the material against his skin, the way it made him feel small and exposed, sent a fresh pulse of heat through his groin.

He climbed onto the bed and lay on his back, one hand sliding down to rest over the front of the panties. His cock was trapped beneath the satin, pressed against his belly, and he could feel every small movement of the fabric as he breathed. He closed his eyes and began to trace the outline of himself through the material, his fingertips dragging along the ridge of his shaft, feather-light. He imagined it was Charlotte's hand instead of his own, her long fingers, the calluses from the hockey stick, the same hand that had pinned him to the ground as a child. In his mind she was crouched over him now, her weight on his hips, her mouth curling into that superior smile. He traced his own outline again, slower this time, and let out a shaky breath.

"You always were too easy to push over," he imagined her saying, her voice low and amused. "Look at you now, wearing my panties, touching yourself in my bed."

He moaned softly, his hips lifting into his own hand. The satin was slick now with the moisture leaking from his cock, darkening the pale blue fabric. He pressed harder, rubbing the flat of his palm against himself, feeling the friction through the thin material. His other hand gripped the sheets beside him, knuckles white. In his mind, Charlotte's fingers slipped beneath the waistband of the panties, cool and confident, wrapping around his shaft. He imagined her stroking him slow, the way she did everything, with the calm assurance of someone who had never been denied anything. His breath came faster. He spread his legs, arched his back, and began to thrust into his own fist, the satin slick and clinging, the sensation maddening.

"I'm going to keep these," he imagined her saying. "And you're going to beg me to touch you."

He whimpered, a thin, desperate sound, and quickened his pace. The pressure was building low in his belly, hot and coiling, and he knew he was close. He squeezed his eyes shut, concentrated on the image of Charlotte above him, her weight pressing down, her hand working him through the ruined silk, and he let himself go, his hips jerking as he came with a choked cry, his cum spilling into the satin, hot and thick, soaking through to his skin. He shuddered through the aftershocks, his chest heaving, his hand still pressed against the wet, sticky fabric.

The door swung open without a knock.

Lee's eyes flew open. The streetlight from the window caught the figure in the doorway, tall and still, a silhouette with long hair and terrible stillness. His aunt Davina stood there in a dark dressing gown, her arms folded, her face unreadable in the low light. The silence stretched, thick as syrup. Lee's hand was still pressed against his own spent cock, the panties soaked and clinging to his skin, and he could not move, could not breathe, could not do anything but stare at her like a rabbit in headlights.

Davina reached out and flipped the light switch. The overhead bulb blazed to life, white and merciless, and Lee saw everything clearly: the look on his aunt's face, the cold, measured disappointment in her pale eyes, the way her lips pressed into a thin, hard line. She looked him over slowly, from his flushed face to his heaving chest to the damp, stretched panties clinging to his shrunken cock, and then she let out a single, contemptuous breath.

"Well," she said, her voice flat and dry as old paper. "Isn't this a sight."

Lee scrambled for the sheet, pulling it up to his waist, but the damage was done. The sheet bunched over his lap, stained and damp, and his face burned so hot he thought he might pass out. "Aunt Davina," he began, his voice cracking, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean, I was just..."

"Just what?" She stepped into the room, her slippers making no sound on the oak floor. "Just helping yourself to your cousin's belongings? Just lying in her bed, in her undergarments, rutting away like an animal?" She stopped at the foot of the bed, looking down at him with undisguised revulsion. "Your parents are barely cold in the ground, Lee. And this is what you do with your grief?"

The words hit him like a slap. He opened his mouth to protest, to explain, but nothing came out. What could he say? That he had been thinking of Charlotte?

He could not find words. His aunt stood over him like a monument, her lips pressed thin and pale with disgust. The room smelt of his own shame, of the damp satin and the hot, sour scent of spent seed, and he wanted to crawl beneath the floorboards and vanish.

"Get up," Davina said at last, her voice clipped and cold. "Shower again. Scrub yourself properly this time. Then get into bed and do not move until morning. We will discuss this like civilised people when I am not tempted to throw you out into the street."

He nodded, mute, and scrambled past her with the sheet wrapped around his waist, the ruined panties still clinging to his skin beneath it. The bathroom light stung his eyes. He stood under the water until it ran cold, scrubbing himself raw with the bar of soap, trying to wash away the evidence of what he had done. He did not dare return to the dresser. He climbed into bed in a clean pair of boxers and lay staring at the ceiling until the grey light of dawn crept through the curtains, and still sleep would not come.

Breakfast was laid out when he finally crept downstairs: toast, boiled eggs, a pot of strong tea. Davina sat at the head of the table in a severe grey blouse, her long ginger hair pinned back, her hands folded on the linen cloth before her. She did not tell him to sit. He sat anyway, the chair scraping against the floor, and reached for the teapot with trembling fingers.

"Eat," she said. "You will need your strength."

He ate mechanically, the toast dry as sawdust in his mouth. Davina watched him over the rim of her teacup until he had finished, then set the cup down with a delicate click.

Now then," she said. "Let us consider your position. Charlotte is two years older than you, Lee. She is clever, she is ruthless, and she has a smartphone and a very active social media presence. If she came home to find her room invaded, her belongings stolen, her panties stretched and soiled by her pathetic cousin, what do you imagine she would do?"

Lee's stomach turned. He thought of Charlotte's sharp tongue, her cruel laugh, the way she had always known exactly which button to press to make him squirm. "She would tell everyone," he whispered. "She would post about it. It would go viral."

"Viral," Davina repeated, savouring the word. "Your face, your name, your little perversion, shared and mocked by every acquaintance you have ever had, every teacher, every friend, every girl you have ever hoped to impress. You would never live it down. You would never escape it." She paused, letting the silence stretch. "You need to be punished, Lee. You need discipline. I have been too lenient with you, treating you as a guest when you are nothing but a dependent.

He nodded, throat tight, and cleared the plates without being asked. Davina rose, fetched her handbag from the hall, and paused at the front door. "I am going into town to buy a few things. I want the house spotless when I get back."

The door closed behind her. Lee stood in the silent kitchen, then filled the bucket, and set to work.

The front door opened before noon, and Lee looked up from the bucket to find Davina standing in the hallway with paper bags in both hands. She set them on the kitchen table without a word, then withdrew a garment on a wire hanger. The dress was black, dull as ash, with long sleeves and a skirt that fell past the knee. She laid out an apron, a pair of black kitten heels, a packet of tights, and a pair of plain white cotton knickers.

"Your work uniform," Davina said. "You will wear it while you serve in this house. Every day. Until I decide otherwise."

Lee stared at the pile. His throat closed. "Aunt Davina, I can't wear..."

"You can, and you will." She folded her arms. "You disgraced yourself in my daughter's bed. Now you will learn what happens to shameless little boys. Change in the kitchen. I want to see you in it."

Lee stood frozen, his hands trembling at his sides. The black dress hung from the wire hanger like a verdict, and the pile of tights, apron, kitten heels and plain white cotton knickers sat on the table between them like evidence of a crime.

"Now," Davina said, and there was no give in her voice at all.

His fingers moved before his brain could catch up. He picked up the cotton knickers first, because they were the least alien thing, and stepped out of his trousers and boxers in the middle of the kitchen. The knickers were plain and high-waisted, made for utility not seduction, and they slipped over his hips with a snug, enclosing grip that made his stomach lurch.

The tights followed, rolled up his legs in careful increments, the nylon catching on his thighs and then sliding smooth over his buttocks and up to his waist. The sensation was strange, tight and slick all at once, and he felt his cock shrink and tuck away as if trying to hide. The dress went over his head, the fabric settling over his shoulders, and he fumbled with the side zip for a long, agonising moment before Davina stepped forward and pulled it up herself, her knuckles brushing his spine.

She circled him slowly, her eyes raking over him. The apron came next, tied firmly at his waist, and then the kitten heels, which he had to balance against the table to step into. When she was done, she stood back and examined her work. Lee looked down at himself and saw a slim, blushing figure in a black dress and heels, the hem grazing his knees, the apron stark white against the dull fabric. His face burned.

"Well," Davina said, and a thin smile curved her lips. "That will do nicely. Now fetch the polish. The banisters need doing."

Lee worked the polish into the banisters until the wood gleamed, his knees aching from the kitten heels, the nylon tights slick against his thighs with every bend. By the time Davina called him into the kitchen, the light had begun to fade and his arms trembled with the effort of the afternoon. She stood by the counter, arms folded, and looked him over once.

"Remove the apron," she said. "You will remain in the dress and prepare our evening meal."

He fumbled with the ties behind his back, folded the white cotton neatly, and set it aside. Standing in the black dress alone, the fabric brushing his bare legs above the tights, he felt more exposed than he had all day. Davina gestured to the counter where a chicken sat waiting, potatoes and carrots piled beside it, and he set to work in silence, his hands unsteady as he reached for the knife.

It was only when he went upstairs to fetch his own shirt, a brief rebellion he hardly dared voice, that he found his suitcase gone from the spare chair. The room was bare of everything but Charlotte's frozen belongings. His clothes had vanished entirely, and when he crept back down to the kitchen, the dress rustling around his knees, he understood that he had nothing left to wear but what his aunt had given him.

Dinner passed in a blur of enforced silence, Lee serving the meal in his black dress, his movements careful and small as he set plates before Davina and then stood back, unsure whether he was permitted to sit. She ate without looking at him. When she had finished, she dabbed her lips with a linen napkin and said, "It is approaching seven o'clock. Your new bedtime."

His fork clattered against his plate. "Bedtime?"

"Bedtime," she repeated, folding her napkin. "You will be in bed by seven every evening from now on. This house quietens early, and I intend to relax alone downstairs without the patter of your feet overhead."

"But I'm eighteen," he said, the protest rising in his throat before he could swallow it. "I'm not a child."

"Aren't you?" Davina studied him, her gaze traveling the length of him in the dress, the apron folded on the counter, the tights against his hairless legs. "Then stop acting like one."

He opened his mouth to argue and found nothing. She rose, crossing to a drawer in the sideboard, and withdrew a folded garment of white cotton. She held it out to him. It was a nightdress, simple and chaste, with a modest neckline and long sleeves, the fabric soft with washing. He took it with numb fingers.

"Put that on and get into bed," Davina said. "I will be up soon."

He trudged upstairs, the kitten heels clicking on each tread, and closed the door of Charlotte's room behind him. He did not dare look at the dresser. He stripped out of the black dress, the tights, the cotton knickers, and hesitated only a moment before pulling the nightdress over his head. It fell past his knees, loose and cool against his skin, the fabric whispering as he moved. He climbed into bed and lay on his back, staring at the ceiling, his heart thudding slow and heavy.

The house was silent. Downstairs he heard the faint murmur of the television, the clink of a glass. Minutes crawled by. Then the stairs creaked, one slow step at a time, and Davina's shadow filled the doorway. She stood there a long moment, looking at him, and Lee felt his skin prickle under the white cotton.

She stepped into the room and closed the door behind her with a soft click. In her hand she held a pair of steel handcuffs, the metal catching the low light. Lee's breath caught in his throat.

"Hands above your head," Davina said, her voice calm and unhurried. "Both of them. Now."

He obeyed, his arms stretching up toward the carved headboard, his wrists crossing against the dark wood. Davina sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping beneath her weight, and he felt the cold kiss of metal against his right wrist first, the ratchet clicking shut with a sound that seemed far too loud in the quiet room. Then the left. She threaded a short chain through the gap in the headboard and secured it, drawing his arms taut above him.

"There," she said, standing to look down at him.

Lee tugged against the cuffs once, experimentally. They held fast. The nightdress had ridden up to his thighs, and he felt the cool air on his bare legs. Davina reached down and smoothed the cotton back over his knees with a surprising gentleness.

"Now," she said, "you will lie here and think about what you've done. And when you wake in the morning, you will remember your place in this house."

Now you are cuffed, you won’t be able to masturbate while I am not here and should you need the bathroom before morning, I have a solution for that too."

Lee blinked. I'll need to go. I always do, around three."

Davina pulled the duvet down to his ankles, then lifted the hem of the nightdress, baring his legs and hips. Beneath the cotton modestly rode a pair of plain white knickers; he had slipped them back on before bed, a last scrap of decency. Her fingers hooked into the waistband and drew them down his thighs, over his knees, off his feet. He shivered, exposed and humiliated, the cool air raising goosebumps along his skin. And the shame of it, her hands on him, her clinical efficiency, stirred something he could not control.

He lay still beneath the lamp glow, his body betraying him again. Despite the fear, despite the shame, his cock stiffened, rising against his belly, flushed and impossible to hide. He squeezed his eyes shut, mortified.

Davina saw it. Her jaw tightened. "Even now," she said, cold as frost. And then her fist swung, closed and hard, catching him square in the balls with a sickening crunch of impact. Pain exploded through his groin, white-hot and blinding. He screamed, a raw, animal sound, his body convulsing against the cuffs, tears streaming down his cheeks as he curled as far as the restraints would allow, sobbing, his erection gone in an instant, replaced by pure, throbbing agony.

The agony was still splintering through him, curling him inward as far as the cuffs would permit, when Davina left the room without another word. He heard her footsteps descend the stairs, then return, slow and measured. She came back holding a folded white bundle, thick and soft, and Lee's watering eyes fixed on it with dawning

He swiped clumsily at his face, his wrists shackled above him, and watched as she laid the diaper out on the mattress beside his hip. It was thick, quilted cotton, adult-sized, with tapes that gleamed faintly in the lamplight.

"No," he breathed. "Aunt Davina, please, I can hold it, I don't need..."

"You said you need to go around three. I am not getting up to escort you to the toilet like a mother with a toddler." She lifted his legs by the ankles, folding them toward his chest, and his hips rose off the mattress. Her free hand found a tin of powder, and the scent of lavender and chalk filled the room as she dusted his bottom and his genitals with brisk, unceremonious strokes. He shuddered, his cock shrinking away from her fingers, too stunned to harden.

The diaper slid beneath him, the thick padding nestling between his thighs. She pressed the front panel up over his groin, snug and enclosing, and pulled the tapes tight, one side then the other, until the garment was secure. Then came a pair of rubber pants, pulled up over his hips, smooth and cool, crinkling softly as she settled them.

"There," she said, lowering his legs to the bed. The duvet was pulled up to his chin, trapping him in the warm, padded embrace of the diaper. "Now sleep, Lee. There will be no more of your nonsense tonight."

He held out as long as he could. The pressure built through the small hours, a dull, insistent ache in his bladder that pulled him from the edge of sleep again and again. He clenched his muscles, squeezed his thighs together beneath the duvet, and told himself he could make it to morning. The clock on the bedside table glowed 2:47. Then 3:10. Then 3:22. His eyes grew heavy. His grip on wakefulness loosened. And sleep took him.

He woke to warmth. A spreading, creeping heat between his legs, blooming outward through the thick padding, soaking into the quilted cotton until it pressed wet and heavy against his groin. His eyes snapped open in the grey pre-dawn light, and for one stupid, groggy second, he did not understand. Then the realisation hit him like a bucket of cold water. He had wet himself. He lay perfectly still, his face burning, feeling the diaper sag between his thighs, warm and sodden, the rubber pants holding it all in place. The smell of it reached him, faint and ammoniac, and his stomach turned. He had not wet the bed since he was six years old. And now, in his cousin's room, in his aunt's house, he had soaked himself like an infant.

The door opened. Davina stood there in her dressing gown, already dressed beneath it, her hair pinned. She looked at him, at the way he lay frozen and scarlet-faced beneath the duvet, and her nostrils flared almost imperceptibly. She crossed the room without a word, pulled back the duvet, and looked at the diaper, swollen and yellowed at the front, the rubber pants gleaming dully.

"Well," she said softly. "It seems you are not ready for grown-up trousers after all."

Davina reached into the pocket of her dressing gown and drew out her phone. The screen blazed to life, and before Lee could do more than open his mouth, she raised it and snapped a photo. The flash seared his eyes. Another. Another. He turned his face away, but her hand shot out and gripped his jaw, forcing him to look into the lens as she took a fourth, then a fifth.

"No," he gasped. "Please, no."

She lowered the phone and swiped through the images slowly, tilting the screen toward him. There he was, unmistakable: scarlet-faced, cuffed to the headboard, clad in a soaked diaper beneath the white nightdress rucked up to his hips. His own humiliation stared back at him in crisp, unforgiving detail.

Davina smiled. "Charlotte would love these. A few taps on her phone and every girl in her dormitory sees her pathetic cousin shitting himself in nappies." She pocketed the phone. "So here is my wish, Lee: you will obey me, wear what I choose, do what I say, and never complain. Or these go to Charlotte tonight."

Davina pocketed the phone and turned back to the bed without a flicker of sympathy. She worked the tapes loose with practiced ease, the wet diaper peeling away from his skin in a cool, sodden rush, and bundled it into a plastic sack she had brought up with her. A fresh one lay ready on the chair. She cleaned him with warm cloths, brisk and efficient, her fingers unflinching against his shrinking flesh, then dusted him with powder and slid the clean diaper beneath his hips. The tapes pulled tight. The rubber pants crinkled as she settled them over the padding. Then she reached up and unlocked the cuffs, letting his arms fall limply to his sides.

"Dress for work," she said. "You know what to wear."

He swung his legs off the bed, the diaper rustling between his thighs, thick and impossible to ignore. He pulled on the plain white knickers over it, then the tights, the black dress, the apron, the heels. The padding bulged beneath the nylon, visible as a soft, quilted swell at his hips. Davina looked him over once and nodded. He stood there, eighteen years old, dressed for a day of service in his aunt's house, the weight of the diaper a constant, humbling reminder of what he was now.

The kitchen clock read 1:14 in the afternoon when the pressure began to build again, a dull, familiar ache low in his belly. Lee had been scrubbing the oven on his knees, the black dress pulled taut across his shoulders, the diaper a thick, padded weight between his thighs. He clenched his muscles and kept scrubbing, hoping it would pass. It did not. By 2:30 the ache had become a sharp, urgent need, and he stood with his hands braced against the counter, squeezing his thighs together beneath the tights, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps.

He thought about asking. Davina sat in the sitting room with a book, her legs crossed, her presence a quiet, terrible authority. He imagined walking in and saying the words, please, Aunt Davina, I need to use the toilet, and he knew the smile that would curl her lips, the careful, condescending way she would remind him what he was now.

He did not ask. The afternoon stretched. The pressure mounted until his vision swam and sweat beaded on his forehead. At 3:47, standing at the sink with a dishcloth in his hand, his body made the decision for him.

The first warm trickle escaped before he could stop it, soaking into the quilted cotton of the diaper. He gasped and clenched, but it was too late. His muscles gave way in a long, shuddering release, the flow building until he was standing there helpless, his hands gripping the edge of the sink, as the padding swelled warm and heavy between his thighs. The heat spread outward, saturating the cotton, pressing against his groin and buttocks in a sodden, humiliating embrace. He felt his bladder empty completely, and then the wet warmth began to cool against his skin, and he knew the diaper was visibly sagging beneath the nylon of his tights.

Davina appeared in the kitchen doorway as if summoned. She looked at him, standing rigid and scarlet-faced at the sink, and her eyes dropped to the swollen, darkened front of his tights.

"Good boy," she said softly. "No need to interrupt my reading after all."

The weeks bled into a grey monotony of polish, scrubbing and folded laundry. Lee learned the rhythm of the house until his hands moved without thought: the banisters gleaming by nine, the floors swept by eleven, his mouth shut and his eyes down. The diapers became routine too, a fresh one each morning, a sagging weight by late afternoon, and he stopped flinching when Davina checked him with a clinical hand. He woke at six, dressed in the black work dress, and served. He slept by seven, cuffed and padded, and dreamed of nothing at all.

One Tuesday evening, as he stood at the kitchen sink in his black dress, Davina came in carrying a garment bag. She hung it from the pantry door and unzipped it slowly. Pink bloomed in the low light, a flared cotton dress with a modest collar and short puff sleeves, girlish and bright. Beside it she laid a pair of white tights and pink kitten heels.

"Your reward," she said. "For two weeks of good behaviour. Change into it. Wear it tonight."

His throat tightened as he reached for the dress, the fabric soft and light in his hands. He undressed in the pantry, the black dress pooling at his feet, and pulled the white tights up his legs, then the pink dress over his head. It flared at the waist, swishing around his thighs as he stepped into the heels. He turned to face her, blushing to his ears. Davina smiled. "Pretty," she said. "Much better than black."

He stood there in the pink dress, the fabric swishing against his thighs, and something strange unfurled in his chest. The white tights felt smooth against his legs, the kitten heels made him taller, softer, and when he caught his reflection in the dark window glass he did not hate what he saw. He turned, testing the flare of the skirt, and a faint, guilty warmth stirred in his groin.

That evening Davina dozed off in the armchair, her book slipping from her fingers, her breathing evening into a soft, regular rhythm. Lee stood in the kitchen doorway in his pink dress and watched her for a long moment, his heart hammering. He moved on silent heels across the hallway and up the stairs, closing the door of Charlotte's room behind him with a click he prayed she did not hear.

He lay back on the bed, his breath quick and shallow. He lifted his hips and pulled the white tights down to his knees, then the cotton knickers, leaving the thick, quilted diaper exposed between his thighs. His fingers hesitated at the waistband, then slipped inside. The padding was dry and soft, and beneath it his cock was already stiff, aching against the cotton.

He closed his eyes and imagined Charlotte's hands instead of his own, imagined her pink dress against his skin, imagined Davina's cold voice telling him he was pretty. He began to rub himself against the padding, slow and grinding, the soft fabric catching against his shaft, and a thin whimper escaped his lips. He worked himself faster, his hips bucking into his own fist, the diaper crinkling beneath him, and when he came it was with a choked, bitten-off cry, his seed soaking into the quilted cotton, warm and sticky against his belly. He lay there panting, the diaper ruined, his cheeks burning, and listened for footsteps on the stairs.

The stairs creaked. Lee froze, his spent cock still slick against the ruined padding, his heart slamming against his ribs. Davina's shadow filled the doorway before he could move. She stood there in her dressing gown, nostrils flaring as she inhaled the thick, musky scent of his release.

"I smelled that from downstairs," she said, her voice flat as slate. "Strip. Nightgown. Now."

He scrambled off the bed, peeling the pink dress over his head, the tights tangling around his ankles, the soiled diaper landing in a heap on the floor. The white nightgown felt like a shroud as he pulled it over his trembling body. Davina pointed to the headboard. He climbed onto the bed, raised his arms, and let the cuffs click shut around his wrists.

She cleaned him without a word, warm cloths wiping the sticky spend from his belly and groin, her touch brisk and impersonal. Then she pulled something from her pocket, and his blood went cold. The stainless-steel device gleamed in the lamplight, a cage of smooth metal bars with a hollow interior lined with short, blunt internal spikes.

"I knew this day would come," Davina said, holding it up. "Every time you touch yourself without permission, those spikes will bite. Open your legs."

She worked his soft cock into the tube with cool, practiced fingers, the metal cold against his skin, and snapped the lock shut with a click that echoed through the silent room. The tiny key disappeared into her dressing gown pocket. He lay there, caged and cuffed, the weight of the steel a dull, constant pressure against his groin.

She then applied his diaper.

"Now sleep," she said. "You won't be needing those hands anymore."

"Now sleep," she said. "You won't be needing those hands anymore."

Lee swallowed, the steel cage a cold, unyielding weight against his groin. "But Aunt Davina, I had dinner. You gave me dinner. I ate all of it, I..."

"Yes," Davina said thoughtfully, pausing at the door. "You did eat your dinner, didn't you. All of it." She smiled thinly. "An excellent point. That means your stomach is settled enough for what comes next."

She left the room, and Lee lay cuffed and padded, listening to her footsteps move through the house. A clink of glass. A pot being set on the stove. The soft hiss of a flame. He could not see, and that made it worse. Minutes crawled past, thick as tar, before her shadow filled the doorway again.

She carried a plastic tray with a single object on it. An adult-sized baby bottle, pale pink, with a rubber teat and volume markings along the side. It was filled nearly to the brim with warm milk, steaming gently in the low light.

"No," Lee whispered, his throat closing. "Please. Aunt Davina, please, I'm sorry. I won't do it again. I swear, I won't..."

"You swore that last time." Davina set the tray on the bedside table and sat down beside him on the edge of the mattress. She picked up the bottle and shook it once, there was a soft, milky swirl. "And yet I walked in on you rutting against your own diaper like a pig in a trough. You are eighteen, Lee, not eight. You knew better, and you did it anyway." She unscrewed the teat and sniffed the milk, then a flicker of satisfaction crossed her face. "Perfect."

"It's too big," he said, plaintive, desperate. "I can't drink all of that, I'll choke..."

"You will drink every last drop," Davina said calmly, "or I will fetch a funnel."

His eyes brimmed with tears. The cold steel of the chastity cage pressed against his groin as he shifted, and the diaper rustled beneath him. Davina reached out and slid her hand behind his head, lifting him just enough to angle the teat toward his mouth.

"Open," she said.

He shook his head, his jaw clenched shut. Davina sighed, set the bottle down, and produced the key to the headboard cuffs from her pocket. She leaned over him, and for a moment Lee thought she meant to unlock him, to give him some mercy. Instead, she found the small gap in the chain, threaded a second, shorter cord through it, and yanked it tight, anchoring his head to the headboard. He could not turn away. He could not lower his chin.

"Open," she repeated, and this time the teat pressed insistently against his lips.

He opened. The warm milk flooded his mouth, and he had no choice but to swallow, then another mouthful, and another. The liquid slid down his throat in thick, steady gulps, the teat releasing slow and deliberate, forcing him to pace himself. The bottle was nearly full, a full eight ounces, and by the time he had drained half of it his stomach had begun to ache with a dull, liquid fullness. He gagged, milk spilling down his chin, and Davina wiped it with the hem of his nightgown without pausing.

"Don't waste it," she murmured. "Every drop."

He drank. He drank until his belly felt swollen and sloshing, until the last of the milk gurgled through the teat and he swallowed the final mouthful with a shuddering gasp. Davina withdrew the empty bottle, inspected it with approval, and set it back on the tray.

"There," she said, patting his cheek almost kindly. "Good boy."

She left the room, and the light clicked off.

The discomfort began almost at once. At first it was merely fullness, a stretched, bloated pressure low in his gut. Then came the first cramp, a deep, twisting ache that seized his bowels and made him gasp. He clenched instinctively, his whole-body tightening, and the cramp receded, only to return a moment later, stronger. His stomach gurgled audibly in the silence, loud and liquid, and he knew with a terrible, sinking certainty what his aunt had done.

The cramping built in waves, each one swelling and cresting and only partially releasing before the next one hit. Sweat broke out across his forehead. He curled on his side as far as the cuffs would allow, pressing his knees toward his chest, his hands bound uselessly above him. The diaper rustled beneath him, dry and empty, and he clenched his sphincter with every ounce of will he possessed.

It will pass, he told himself. Just milk. Just milk, it will pass.

It did not pass. The cramps deepened, turned from ache to agony, a twisting, roiling torment in his guts that made bile rise in his throat. He whimpered, rocking his hips, the steel chastity cage pressing against his shrunken cock, and the pressure built behind his sphincter until he thought he would split in two. He squeezed, he clenched, he fought with everything he had, his body shaking, tears streaming down his face.

And then his body betrayed him.

The first wave hit with no warning at all. His sphincter gave way in a shuddering, convulsive spasm, and the diaper beneath him flooded with hot, thick, liquefied filth. He gasped, a choked sound of horror and relief mixed together, as his bowels emptied in a long, uncontrollable rush, the warm mess spreading across his buttocks and up his lower back. He lay there, panting, his belly heaving, as the laxative milk did its merciless work.

The cramping did not stop. Wave after wave seized him through the night, his body emptying itself again and again into the sodden, sagging padding, until he was hollow and shaking, his limbs trembling, his face wet with tears. The room began to stink of it, thick and earthy, and he could do nothing but lie there and take it, caged and cuffed and helpless, as his own filth soaked into the diaper beneath him.

Dawn crept through the curtains at last. The footsteps came slow and deliberate up the stairs, and the door swung open. Davina stood there, a cup of tea in her hand, and surveyed the scene with cool detachment. Lee lay in a wreck, his nightgown rucked up to his chest, the diaper swollen to the point of bursting, the smell of it thick enough to taste.

"Well," she said, sipping her tea. "I did say you would need your strength. I trust I shan't have to lace your evening milk again." She set the cup down and stood over him, hands on her hips. "Now let's get you cleaned up. You've made rather a mess of yourself, haven't you, little one?"

She cleaned him wordlessly, warm cloths and powder, the soiled diaper bundled away without comment. He stood in the shower for a long time, letting the water run over him, and when he dressed in the black work dress, he promised her he would behave now, really behave, and she had looked at him for a long moment before nodding once. Three weeks passed in grey routine. The chastity cage stayed locked, a constant cold pressure against his groin, and by the third week his cock ached with a dull, desperate throb every time he bent to polish the banisters or knelt to scrub the floors.

He was allowed to sleep with no cuffs now but the diaper was to remain as he was not to leave his bed from 7pm to 7am.

He did not touch himself. He did not dare. He woke at seven, dressed in the black dress, served, slept by seven, padded in his diaper and dreamed of nothing at all.

Then one Thursday afternoon he heard it. A voice in the hallway, bright and familiar, laughing at something Davina had said. A voice he had not heard in months but would know anywhere.

Charlotte was home.

Charlotte's voice cut through the afternoon quiet like a blade, bright and musical, and Lee's hand froze mid-polish on the banister. He heard her laugh, that same cruel, delighted laugh she had used when pinning him to the grass as a child, and his stomach dropped through the floor. He stood there in his black dress, his apron still tied, the thick swell of his diaper visible beneath his tights, and heard her footsteps on the stairs.

She appeared at the top of the landing, taller than he remembered, her long ginger hair loose over her shoulders, wearing a fitted grey tracksuit that showed off the athletic strength of her frame. She looked down at him, and her pale blue eyes ran over him slowly, from his blushing face to the dress to the telltale bulge of padding between his legs. A slow smile spread across her face.

"Well, well," she said, stepping closer. "Mum said you'd been settling in. I didn't realise you'd settled in quite so thoroughly." She reached out and flicked the hem of his skirt with one finger.

Charlotte's smile deepened as she turned toward the kitchen, calling out, "Mum, can I borrow him for an hour? I have some ideas for his uniform."

Davina appeared in the hallway, drying her hands on a towel. She looked from Charlotte to Lee, who stood frozen in his black dress, his face burning. "What sort of ideas?"

"Fitting ideas." Charlotte's voice was light, almost playful. "You've dressed him for the house. I want to dress him more like a sissy maid.

Davina folded the towel and considered her daughter for a long moment. Then she nodded, the ghost of a smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

Charlotte looped the cuffs around his wrists and pulled them tight behind his back before he could so much as squeak. The metal clicked shut, and she tugged him toward the front door without a word. Lee stumbled after her in his black dress and kitten heels, the diaper rustling with every hurried step, his face burning as she bundled him into the passenger seat of her car and drove to the edge of town where a faded shop front promised adult costumes and novelties. Inside, the air smelled of latex and dust. Charlotte spoke to the clerk in a low, amused voice while Lee stood pinned in place, his arms locked behind him, and watched her pull garment after garment from the racks.

She held up the pink corset, its boning rigid and glossy, and then the matching sissy maid uniform, a froth of satin and lace with a short, flounced skirt. "This one," she said, and paid before Lee could find his voice. In the curtained fitting cubicle, she stripped him herself, the black dress pooling at his feet, and laced the corset tight around his ribs until he gasped, his waist crushed into an hourglass curve. The uniform followed, pink satin hugging his chest, the skirt barely passing his white frilly panties. She stepped back, tilting her head. "Much better. Mum's been dressing you like a widow. I dress you like what you are."

The outfit was accompanied by a pair of patent pink 4-inch heels.

He could hardly stand, but even with his new height, Charlotte was still taller than him.

She reached into a glass case and lifted out a steel collar, polished to a mirror gleam, and turned it so Lee could read the engraving. The word was scripted and elegant, declaring sissy in curling letters. His throat went dry.

"No, Charlotte, please," he managed, but she was already stepping behind him, her knuckles brushing the nape of his neck as she settled the collar in place.

The steel kissed his throat and the locking mechanism engaged with a solid, final click. Her thumb traced the engraved word, testing its weight. "There. Now everyone knows what you are." She turned him to face the cubicle mirror, his pink satin uniforms a froth of frills, his waist pinched by the corset, the collar gleaming beneath his chin.

Her thumb traced the engraved word one more time, and Lee felt the collar press against his throat like a collar should, firm and unyielding. Charlotte stepped close, her face inches from his, and her pale blue eyes held his reflection.

"Your name is sissy now," she said. "Not Lee. Not anything else. Just sissy. When Mum or I speak to you, you answer and you do what we say. No word unless given permission. And you call us mistress. Both of us. I've made that quite clear," Charlotte added.

Lee opened his mouth, but she took his chin between two long fingers and pinched. "Then we practise saying it or you won't practise standing in those heels for long."

Charlotte let go of his chin and produced a leash, clipped it to the ring on his collar, and gave it a short, testing tug that set him rocking on the patent heels. "Walk," she said, and led him out of the cubicle, past the grinning clerk, through the shop door and onto the pavement. The afternoon light was thin and grey, but the street was not empty: a woman with a buggy stared, two teenage boys nudged each other and laughed, a dog walker stopped dead. Lee's face burned crimson, his bound arms straining behind him, his cock pressing uselessly against the cold cage as he stumbled and click-clacked along in Charlotte's wake, the frilled skirt flapping at his thighs.

She walked him the full length of the high street without a word, the leash slack and then tight and then slack again, and every eye he passed stamped the word on his collar a little deeper into him. At the car she opened the passenger door, wound the leash once around her fist, and steered him in. "Good sissy," she said, and shut the door on him.

The engine turned over, and Charlotte drove one-handed, the leash still looped around her fist. Lee sat rigid in the passenger seat, his bound arms aching behind him, the corset biting with every small movement of the car, the pink satin riding high on his thighs. The collar sat cold and heavy against his throat. He did not look at the passing streets, at the windows, at the ordinary people walking home.

The house rose at the end of the lane, and the porch light was already on. Davina stood framed in the open doorway, arms folded across her chest, her long ginger hair loose now, a glass of wine in one hand. Charlotte killed the engine and reached across to clip the leash free, then opened her own door and waited, patient as a cat, for Lee to climb out on his patent heels. He wobbled upright, the frilled skirt fluttering, and Charlotte took hold of his arm and marched him up the path. Davina watched him climb, heels clacking, waist crushed, tits of the corset pushing his little chest up beneath the satin, and her eyes moved slowly from the frilled hem to the gleaming collar and the engraved word at his throat.

She set her wine down on the hall table and stepped aside to let them pass, but not before her fingers hooked the collar and turned it so the script caught the light.

"Charlotte," she said, "you have outdone yourself. Bring her in."

Davina took him in slowly, from the patent heels to the frilled hem to the gleaming collar, and something almost like warmth touched her expression. "She looks adorable," she said. "The diaper can stay. She is still banished to her bed at seven, and besides, it gives her knickers a lovely shape. Rounded and full. A proper little bottom for a proper little sissy." She reached out and patted him there, twice, the padding muffling the touch. "Yes. Keep it. Now, sissy, thank your mistress Charlotte for your new uniform."

Davina’s fingers stayed on the padded curve of his bottom, feeling the bulk of the diaper through the satin, and she smiled down at him with a satisfaction that made his cheeks burn hotter than they already had. “Go on,” she said. “Say it.”

Lee’s mouth opened, then closed. The heels shifted under him, the corset biting, and above all that the collar pressed against his throat like a hand. He could not make the words come.

Charlotte folded her arms and looked him over, slow and thorough, her smirk widening as he squirmed under the weight of it. “Shy,” she said. “He was always shy. Remember, Mum, he used to go red when the girls at school even looked at him.” She took a step closer, tipped his chin up with one finger, and studied the colour climbing his face, the way he would not meet her eyes, the little wriggle he could not help making in the crushed heels. “Look at him.

Two minutes in the uniform and he’s already doing it. Won’t look me in the eye. Can’t say a single word.” She let go of his chin and snapped her fingers an inch from his nose. “Say it, or I’ll take the leash again and march you back down that street twice.”

Lee's throat worked. The collar shifted against his skin, cold and exact, and for a moment he thought he might hold out, might keep the word locked behind his teeth forever. But the corset would not let him draw the breath he needed, and the cage pressed hard against his cock, and Charlotte's finger was still raised, waiting, her pale eyes bright with the certainty that he would break. He looked at the floor, at the patent toes of his own heels, and opened his mouth.

A sound came out, thin and strangled, nothing like a word. He swallowed and tried again. "Thank you," he whispered, and his voice cracked on the second word, splitting apart like wet paper, the syllables wobbling and falling away. His eyes stung. He clamped his mouth shut, but the damage was done, the sound of it hanging in the hallway, small and broken and unmistakably his. Charlotte's smirk softened into something hungrier. "There it is," she murmured. "That's the voice I remember." She brushed her thumb along the wet corner of his eye and licked it. "Say the rest." Lee drew a shuddering breath, and the collar gleamed under his chin as he forced the last word out, cracked and raw and barely audible. "Mistress."

A tremor went through Charlotte at the sound of it, the cracked voice, the wet eyes, the word mistress hanging off a sob. Her jaw tightened and colour climbed her throat. She stood looking down at him in his frills and heels, and the hunger that had been gathering in her since the shop finally found its shape. "There," she said, quiet and pleased. "That's better." She turned on her heel toward the stairs and did not look back. "Follow me, sissy. My room. Now."

Lee glanced at Davina, but his aunt had already turned toward the sitting room with her wine, unbothered, as if this were the most ordinary evening in the world. So he followed, the patent heels clicking up the stairs behind his cousin, the corset biting, the collar cold, the full diaper shifting between his thighs beneath the frilled skirt. Charlotte pushed her door open and stood aside to let him pass, then closed it. She pushed off the door and circled him slowly, the way her mother had, but there was heat in it, not the clinical cold.

She stopped in front of him and looked down, and he saw that her tracksuit trousers were pulled tight at the crotch, the fabric riding up, her hips rocked forward just slightly. "You feel that?" she said, taking his cuffed hands and pressing them flat against the front of her pelvis through the fabric. Through the satin and the cotton, he felt the heat of her, the damp swell of her, and his mouth went dry. "That's what got you in trouble in the first place. Do you remember? Taking my panties. Putting them on. Pressing them to your face like a little pervert." She held his bound hands in place against her, grinding down against his palms, deliberate and slow. "I want you to remember it every time you kneel for me."

She held his bound hands against her until his arms ached, watching the colour climb his throat above the collar, then she let him go and stepped back. "You have never seen me," she said, "have you. Not properly. Wait there." She pulled her top over her head in one motion and tossed it onto the chair. Her skin was pale and freckled across the shoulders, her chest small and firm under a plain grey sports bra. She shucked the trousers next. Lee's throat closed. He had never seen a woman naked, never this close, never this deliberate.

Her hips were wider than his, her thighs thick with muscle, and when she hooked her thumbs into the waistband and peeled the shorts down her legs, he saw the dark thatch of ginger hair between them and the wet gleam catching the lamplight beneath it. The cage bit into his hardening cock, and he made a small, hurt sound. Charlotte heard it and smiled.

She reached behind her back and unclasped the sports bra, letting it fall away. Her breasts were small, pale, the nipples hard and pink against the freckled skin. She stepped forward, took him by the shoulders, and pressed him down until his knees hit the floor, the patent heels splaying awkwardly beneath him, the corset digging into his ribs. Then she knelt too, facing him, and brought her chest up to his mouth. "Open," she said, and he did, and she pushed her nipple between his lips. It was warm and firm, and the taste of her skin was salt and soap. "Suck," she said, and he sucked.

He sucked, and his body betrayed him at once. Heat flooded his groin, his cock swelling hard and helpless inside the cage, the metal bars biting into the shaft as it strained upward, and a thin bead of pre-come slicked the tip against the steel. His hips rocked forward of their own accord, grinding the full diaper between his thighs, and the corset creaked with the breath he could not hold.

His tongue worked her nipple without instruction, greedy and wet, and the small, desperate moan that escaped around it was not the sound of a boy resisting. Charlotte felt the shudder run through him and drew back, looking down at his lips, then lower, at the satin skirt tented obscenely over his caged, leaking little cock.

Charlotte looked down at the tented satin and her smile widened, slow and hungry. "Look at that," she said. "Locked up and still trying to get hard for me. Pathetic little thing, isn't it." She reached between his legs and cupped the whole package through the frilled skirt, the cage, the diapered bulge, the damp heat of him, and squeezed until he whimpered against her breast. "Mum showed me the pictures, you know. The ones of you in your soaked nappy. I nearly came looking at them." She released him and stood, stepping back so he knelt alone in the middle of her floor, cock straining uselessly in its cage, mouth wet with her nipple. "Take off that diaper," she said. "I want to see what I'm working with."

"Take off that diaper," she said. "I want to see what I'm working with."

Lee's wrists twisted uselessly behind him, cuffed and useless, and the tapes were at the front where his fingers could never reach. He dropped onto one hip, the patent heel skidding on the boards, and worked the padding down by arching and squirming, the quilted cotton dragging loose and heavy over his thighs while the white frilled panties stayed snagged beneath it.

Charlotte watched him writhe without lifting a finger, her arms folded under her small bare tits. He got the thing as far as his knees, kicked, and it slid out from under the frilled skirt in a sagging bundle. He knelt over it, red-faced and panting, his caged cock straining and leaking against the satin, and he did not dare meet her eyes.

Charlotte stepped over the discarded diaper and crouched in front of him, her bare knees apart, and her fingers found the cage before he could flinch. She traced the smooth steel bars with her fingertips, slow and curious, following the curve of the tube from the base to the blunt little tip, where a bead of pre-come glistened. "Look at this thing," she murmured. "Mum had it fitted properly, didn't she." Her nail rang softly along the metal, and the cage shifted against his swollen shaft, the internal spikes biting the underside of his cock.

He gasped and his hips jerked, which only ground him harder onto the spikes. She traced the seam of the ring behind his balls, testing the give of it, then curled her hand around the whole cage and squeezed, gentle and deliberate. "You feel how tight it is? Every time you swell up, those little spikes go in. That's why you're leaking everywhere like a girl." She released him, and the blood rushed back into the compressed flesh, a throb of pain that made his eyes water. "We'll see how well you behave with that on."

"On your knees, then," she said, and stood up over him, one hand already fisted in his hair. She pulled his face in hard, no warning, and the wet heat of her cunt pressed against his mouth, salt and musk and the slick of her smeared across his lips and chin. "Lick," she said. "Tongue out. Flat." He obeyed because his hands were cuffed and the cage bit every time he moved, and she ground down onto his face, riding his mouth with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, her thighs clamping either side of his head so the collar pressed hard into his throat. "That's it. Right there. Little sister's learning fast."

She ground down one last time, then stopped, breathing hard, and pulled him up off his knees by the collar ring. "On the bed," she said. He staggered up onto the patent heels and she steered him backward, the mattress hitting the back of his legs, and he sprawled onto his back with his cuffed arms trapped underneath him. Charlotte climbed over him and dragged the frilled skirt up over his hips, baring the caged cock and the ring behind his balls.

She straddled his thighs, reached back, and took the whole cage in her hand, thumbing the leaking tip while she rolled her hips down against his bare belly. "Mum's key," she said, "she keeps it in her drawer. I'll have it off you by the weekend. But not tonight." She lowered herself along his body until her wet cunt sat against the base of the cage, grinding there, treating his locked little cock like a ridge to rub herself on. He moaned, and she slapped his face, light and fast. "No noise."

She rolled her hips again, harder now, grinding her slick cunt down along the ridge of the cage and the trapped, aching length beneath it, and her breath went short and sharp through her nose. Her thighs clamped tight around his hips. She braced both hands on his chest and rode him, fast and rough, using his locked little cock like a toy, the friction of the steel and the hair and the sweating skin all feeding her. Lee lay pinned and silent under her, the slap still stinging his cheek, the corset biting his ribs with every bounce, and felt her whole body tighten above him. Her jaw clenched, her freckled chest flushed pink, and then she came with a low, shuddering groan, her hips stuttering and jerking until she sagged forward over him, panting.

For a moment neither of them moved. Then Charlotte straightened up, swung one thick thigh over his face, and settled herself down on his mouth, wet and hot and open. She gripped the headboard with one hand, ground her cunt against his lips, and said, "Clean me out. Tongue in. All of it."

He started where she had left him, tongue flat as she had told him, lapping up through the wet fold of her, and the taste was strange and sharp and salt-sweet, and his throat worked around nothing. Then, because she had not lifted away and had not told him otherwise, he let the tip of it slide tentatively along the seam, tracing inward, and found the small hard bud at the top of her, and pressed. Charlotte sucked in a breath through her teeth and her thighs flinched tighter against his ears. So he did it again, smaller this time, circling it, and her hips rolled down onto his face in answer, heavy and unguarded, and the low sound she made was nothing like the mocking one.

That small, circling pressure was different, and she took it. Her breath pulled ragged through her nose, her belly tightening against his chest, and the hand on the headboard went white at the knuckles. She rode his mouth in quick, tight strokes now, grinding her clit down onto his tongue, using the wet flat of it like the ridge she had used before. The low mocking hum she had made at the start thinned out into something higher and broken. Her thighs clamped hard around his ears until his jaw ached, and her hips stuttered, lost their rhythm, and seized.

She came with a raw, punched-out grunt, cunt flooding his mouth and chin, whole body jerking above him, the muscle in her thigh jumping against his cheek. Then she sagged, shuddering, and stayed there an extra second, pressing his face into the mess of her before she lifted off and swung her leg away. She stood over him, flushed to the collarbones, dripping onto the boards, and smirked down at the slick shining on his lips. "Weekend can't come soon enough,"

Charlotte stepped away and come back with the small key, turned him by the shoulder and worked the cuffs open. His arms dropped, numb and stinging, and he flexed his fingers while she watched him, bored. "Go on, then. Off with it. Shower. You stink of the shop and the street and that nappy." He fumbled the corset laces himself, awkward and slow, and peeled the satin off his sweating skin, the panties, the heels.

He showered under water hot enough to scald the hose off him, and when he came out, she was waiting with the towel and the fresh diaper and the white nightgown, and she did it herself, powder, padding, tapes, rubber pants, brisk and practiced as her mother. "There," she said, and slapped his padded bottom toward the door. "Seven o'clock. Bed."

She finished the tapes and stood, and he lay there in the fresh padding listening to her pad across the boards and out. The door clicked shut. So began the long stretch of summer, and Lee learned what it meant to serve two mistresses instead of one. Charlotte rose late and expected breakfast kept warm; she wanted her trainers whitened, her room dusted, her bath run at nine. He heeled about the house in one uniform or the other, corseted for her, aproned for her mother, the cage a cold companion through the lengthening afternoons.

One evening near the end of August she came into the kitchen where he knelt at the low cupboard, put a hand flat on his head, and left it there while he kept working. "You've been a good little thing these months," she said, idly petting the back of his neck. "I'll miss my sissy servant when I go back to university."

Charlotte's hand stayed a moment longer on the back of his neck, thumb brushing the collar as if she were petting a cat. Then the kitchen doorway filled with Davina, and her eyes went first to her daughter's hand on him, then to the cage visible beneath the skirt where he knelt.

"Enough," Davina said, and Charlotte took her hand away. "You've had the summer with him. I stepped back, I let you fit your uniform and call him mistress, and it was good for him. But my own plans start tonight. He is mine now, Charlotte. You go back to your books on Sunday, and he stays here with me."

Charlotte's jaw tightened, a flicker of something sharp crossing her face, but she said nothing. She had learned, over this long summer, when her mother's word was final. She gave Lee's neck one last possessive stroke, then stepped back with a shrug that was almost convincing.

"Fine," she said. "He's worn out anyway." She turned and left the kitchen, her footsteps fading up the stairs.

Davina waited until the sound of a door closing echoed down from the landing. Then she crossed the kitchen slowly and stood over Lee, still on his knees at the low cupboard, the dishcloth limp in his hand.

"Look at me," she said.

He raised his eyes. Her face was calm, but there was something new behind it, a settled patience, like a woman who had been waiting a long time for the house to empty.

"Charlotte thinks this was about her," Davina said. "A summer game. A little revenge for a childhood grudge." She crouched down until her face was level with his, close enough that he could smell wine and soap on her breath. "It was never about her."

She took the dishcloth from his hand and set it aside. Her fingers found the collar, turned it so the engraved word caught the low light, and traced it once.

"I have no daughter," she said quietly. "I have a house, a name and a great deal of money. And I have you." She let the collar go and stood, looking down at him in his frills and his cage and his thick, padded shame. "Charlotte goes back to her books on Sunday. And then, sissy, we begin."

The End.
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