

Diapered by my Aunt

By Xev Rivers

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.


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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