

From Man to Maid

by Xev Rivers

Richard a 21-year-old male who is about to become homeless due to rent arrears in need of a job sees an advertisement for live-in domestic help at an estate about 30 miles away.

He calls and goes for an interview using the last of his savings on the taxi.

Little does he realise that the position requires him to wear a maid’s uniform to blend in with the other servants.

The owner of the estate and the housekeeper are both mature strict women.


The heavy mahogany doors clicked shut behind Richard Hayes, and the sound echoed through the marble foyer like a coffin lid closing. He clutched his worn backpack to his chest, knuckles white, the cheap nylon fabric digging into his palms. The silence pressed against his eardrums. Lilies and expensive floor wax filled his lungs until he thought he might choke on the sweetness of it all.

Two sets of heels clicked at the top of the sweeping staircase. Richard's breath caught as the women began their descent, their footsteps falling in hypnotic, precise unison. 

The older one, Marnie Boyd, moved with the unhurried confidence of a woman who had never once doubted her place in the world. Her slate-grey eyes swept over him like he was a piece of furniture being appraised for auction. The blonde in navy followed a half-step behind, her cool gaze already dissecting him.

They stopped before him. Marnie said nothing, only tilted her head slightly. The blonde housekeeper, Katya, stepped forward without a word and seized the collar of his faded hoodie, tugging it aside to expose the pale column of his throat. Her fingers were cold and certain against his skin.

"Last chance to walk out that door," Katya murmured, close enough that her breath ghosted across his ear. "But the moment you accept the apron, your old life ends. Every piece of it. Your name, your clothes, your pride. All of it belongs to this house now."

Richard swallowed hard, and somewhere behind him, a servant appeared at the top of the stairs holding a crisp black-and-white uniform on a wooden hanger. Lace trim caught the light. A frilled apron. A matching headpiece.

He could not afford to walk away. He had 7-pound coins in his pocket and no home to return to. He nodded once, a small, jerky movement that he immediately regretted.

Marnie smiled, a thin, satisfied curve of her lips. "Good boy."

Marnie's smile did not waver as she watched him flinch. She turned, gesturing lazily toward the servant on the stairs, and Richard felt his stomach drop as the woman descended, the uniform swaying on its hanger like a verdict.

"You'll notice, if you hadn't already," Marnie said, her voice drifting through the foyer like smoke, "that every member of staff in this house is female. Every cook, every gardener, every maid. 

I find it keeps the energy clean, orderly." She paused, letting the silence stretch. "But when Katya brought me your application, I saw something in your desperation that amused me. So we made an exception. One exception, and only because you're so precisely what this house needs."

Katya released his collar and smoothed the fabric flat, her touch proprietary. "You'll find the rule is simple, Richard. Or, rather, we'll be finding a new name for you. While you live and work within these walls, you will live as a woman. The uniform isn't a costume, it's a statement of position. You'll learn to walk in heels, to keep your voice soft, to serve without being seen. Every hour of every day, until it becomes as natural to you as breathing."

Richard's mouth opened. Closed. The servant stopped beside Marnie, holding the uniform out to him, and he saw the lace up close, delicate and unyielding. He thought of the seven pounds in his pocket, of the street corner he would be sleeping on by nightfall if he refused.

Marnie crossed her arms, her signet ring catching the light. "Take it, or take your leave. This is the only kindness I'll offer you, and it won't be repeated."

His hand moved before his mind caught up, trembling fingers closing around the hanger. The fabric was cool and crisp beneath his touch.

Elsie and Dora worked with the quiet efficiency of girls who had done this a hundred times. Richard stood rigid, arms limp at his sides, as Dora unzipped his hoodie and tugged it down his shoulders, then hooked her fingers into the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it over his head. 

Goosebumps rose across his bare chest. He crossed his arms instinctively, and Elsie tsked softly.

"Arms up."

He obeyed. The white shift dress slid over his head, cool cotton settling against his skin. Then came the corset, heavy and stiff, and Dora cinched the laces at his back with sharp, practised pulls that drove the breath from his lungs. Each tug compressed his waist further, the boning digging into his ribs, until he felt folded into a rigid, breathing shell. He gasped, lightheaded.

Elsie ran her fingers along the laces, then produced a small brass lock from her pocket. It clicked shut with a finality that echoed through his bones.

"There," she murmured, patting his hip. "That stays on until Mistress says otherwise."

Elsie stepped back, and Dora knelt before him with a pair of sheer black stockings. She rolled each one up his calf with efficient, impersonal hands, smoothing the nylon over his thighs before fastening them to a delicate garter belt that rode high on his hips. Richard stared down at his own legs, pale and hairless beneath the sheer fabric, and felt the world tilt.

"Step into these," Elsie said, placing a pair of polished black heels before him. He wobbled, gripping her shoulder as he slid his feet in. The heels lifted him onto his toes, forcing his spine into a posture he had never held before.

Dora produced a small leather case and opened it, revealing brushes and pots and pencils. "Hold still, love." She worked quickly, dusting powder across his cheeks, darkening his lashes with a careful hand, painting his lips a soft, wet rose. When she finished, she held up a small hand mirror.

The reflection staring back at him was not Richard Hayes. It was a girl, pretty and fragile, with wide hazel eyes and a ruffled headpiece pinned into his hair. His breath hitched.

Elsie smoothed his apron, adjusted his collar, and stepped back to admire her work. "Mistress will be pleased."

Elsie and Dora stepped back to admire their work, but Richard's gaze had already snagged on something else. Through the gap in the doorway, a maid glided past in the corridor beyond, her uniform identical in cut and colour, but modest, falling to mid-calf.

He looked down at his own hem, which stopped well above his knees, barely covering the 

tops of his stockings. The lace was thicker here, the ruffles more abundant, and tiny satin bows were stitched along the apron's edge. He tugged at the hem, but the corset's boning stopped the fabric from giving even an inch.

"Why is mine..." His voice came out thin, unfamiliar. "It's shorter than hers."

Elsie exchanged a glance with Dora, a small smile tugging at her lips. "Because you're special, love. The Mistress had it made just for you."

Dora adjusted the headpiece, her fingers gentle but firm. "The other girls earned their uniforms with years of service. 

You're the new arrival, the one on display. Mistress wants everyone to see exactly what you are, from the moment you walk past. A sissy in a frock, prettier than the rest and twice as useless until you learn."

Richard's cheeks burned beneath the powder as he looked at his reflection again, at the scandalously short skirt, the bows, the coy little ruffle at his collar. He was dressed like a doll, a plaything, and every maid in the house would know it the moment they saw him.

Richard stared at his reflection, at the bows and the lace, at the girl who was him and was not him. Elsie's hand landed on his shoulder, and something cold and heavy clinked in her palm.

"One more thing, love. The Mistress was very specific about this."

He turned. In her hand lay a steel chastity device, curved and gleaming, lined with a row of wicked little spikes that caught the light. 

Dora knelt and lifted his skirt without ceremony, and Richard made a strangled sound as she guided his cock into the open cage, the metal cold and unyielding against his skin. 

The band clicked shut at his hips, tight, so tight he felt it in his bones. He gasped as the spikes pressed, just barely, against the soft flesh beneath.

"There," Elsie murmured, patting the steel through his skirt. "Any sign of an erection and you'll feel a sharp reminder. Mistress doesn't want the other girls seeing your filth. Every time you think a dirty thought, you'll remember exactly what you are."

A fresh wave of sharp pain lanced through him as his body instinctively began to respond to the humiliation, and he doubled over with a whimper. Dora smiled, straightening his apron over the hidden chastity cage.

The door opened, and Marnie stepped inside, Katya at her heel.

Marnie's heels clicked a slow, deliberate circle around him, each step a measured beat of ownership. Richard stood frozen, hands trembling at his sides, the corset forcing his spine into a posture that made him feel like a doll on a shelf. 

Her fingers trailed along his shoulder, then down his arm, a lazy, proprietary touch that made his skin prickle.

"Turn," she said, and he obeyed, feet wobbling in the heels. She circled him again, her gaze raking over the short skirt, the bows, the lace. Katya watched from the doorway, arms crossed, her cool eyes tracking every tremor.

Marnie stopped behind him and her hand slid down his back, over the corset's laces, until her palm pressed against the curve of his hip. "Very nice," she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. "Katya was right about you. You wear it beautifully."

Richard opened his mouth, a protest forming on his tongue. "Please, I, I don't think I can, I mean, this is, there must be another way, I, I'm a man, I can't, I can't just..."

Marnie's finger pressed against his lips, silencing him mid-sentence. The pressure was light, almost gentle, but it cut through his words like a blade. He felt the gold of her signet ring cold against his painted mouth.

"Hush now," she murmured. "That voice doesn't belong to this house. We'll hear from you when we want to hear from you. Until then, you'll find that obedience sounds far sweeter than argument." Her finger trailed down his chin, along his jaw, and settled against the pulse hammering in his throat. "And if you need reminding, I have plenty of ways to make you remember your place. Isn't that right, Katya?"

Katya's smile was cool and sharp. "Plenty, Mistress."

Marnie's smile sharpened as she stepped back, and Richard felt the air leave his lungs. She reached into the pocket of her pencil skirt and produced a strip of polished steel, curved and gleaming, with a small plate attached to the front.

He caught the glint of pink lettering before she held it up for him to read.

SISSY.

"That's your name now," Marnie said, turning it over in her fingers. "Simple, honest, and exactly what you are. Katya will fit it properly, and it won't come off until I decide it should."

Richard shook his head, a small, frantic motion. "Please, I, my name is Richard, I can't, people will, I, I can't be called that, it's, it's not, I'm not..."

Katya moved behind him, and there was a soft click as she opened the collar's clasp. Her fingers brushed his throat, cool and certain, and he felt the steel settle against his skin. It was heavier than he expected, snug against his Adam's apple, the engraved letters pressing into the hollow of his neck. The lock turned with a decisive snap.

"There," Katya murmured, adjusting the collar so the nameplate sat dead centre. "Sissy. It suits you far better than Richard ever did. Say it for Mistress."

His throat worked beneath the steel. "I, I, m-my name is, is Sissy."

Marnie's hand came up and cupped his cheek, her thumb brushing the edge of the collar, and he felt himself lean into the touch against his will.

Marnie's thumb brushed the edge of the collar once more before she withdrew, her smile fading into something businesslike. "Katya will take you to your quarters. You'll be sharing with Susan, one of my senior maids. 

She'll be your sister, your mentor, your keeper. You will obey her as you would me." She turned, heels clicking toward the door. "Any transgression, any hesitation, any thought that doesn't belong to this house, and she has full authority to punish you as she sees fit. 

I trust her judgment implicitly."

Katya's hand closed around Richard's arm, steering him through the corridor before he could find his voice. 

They climbed a narrow service staircase, past doors and landings until they reached a small, tidy room at the end of a hall. The bed was narrow but made with crisp white linens. A single window let in the grey afternoon light.

A woman sat on the edge of the bed, rising as they entered. She was older than Katya, perhaps mid-thirties, with chestnut hair pulled back and a sharp, weathered face. Her uniform was the modest, full-length cut Richard had seen on the other maids, and her eyes, dark and appraising, swept over him with a familiarity that made his stomach clench.

"Susan," Katya said, releasing Richard's arm. "Your new sister. Fresh from the needle, still wet behind the ears. Mistress expects him broken in by the end of the week."

Susan's lips curved into a slow, knowing smile. "Does she now." She stepped forward, and Richard instinctively took a step back, his heels wobbling. Susan reached out and grasped his chin, tilting his head left and right, inspecting the collar, the paint on his face, the ruffles at his throat. "Pretty thing, isn't he. 

Shame about the equipment." Her hand dropped, and she patted his cheek with a condescending gentleness. "Don't worry, love. I'll have you sorted in no time."

Susan released his chin and turned to a battered chest of drawers, pulling out a plain cotton shift and a worn flannel nightgown. She tossed the shift onto the bed and began unbuttoning her uniform with unhurried efficiency.

"Bathroom's through there. Strip off the stockings and the heels, wash your face clean of all that paint. 

You can keep the headpiece off when we sleep, but nothing else." She paused, glancing at him. "Corset stays on. Mistress wants your waist trained while you sleep. You'll thank her for it in a month, when your body remembers to hold itself proper without the boning."

Richard stood frozen, watching her shrug out of her dress. She wore nothing beneath it, and her body was lean and pale, small breasts with dark nipples, the shadow of hair between her thighs. She caught him staring and laughed, a low, unkind sound.

"Eyes on your own business, sister. Go wash."

Richard stumbled into the bathroom, hands trembling as he fumbled with the stockings' clips. The door clicked shut and he braced himself against the sink, gasping. The corset had gone tight. 

Not the snug constriction of Dora's laces, but a sharp, biting pressure that seemed to grip his ribs in a steel fist. He tried to inhale and felt the boning dig into his diaphragm, each breath a shallow, desperate sip.

He looked down. The laces were the same, the little brass lock still in place. But the waist itself had shrunk, or his body had swollen. Under the cotton shift, his torso curved inward like an hourglass, and the pressure was building, hot and suffocating. 

He pressed his palms against the corset's sides, feeling the steel ridges beneath the fabric, and his eyes went wide. It was still moving. Still cinching, a fraction of an inch at a time, slow and patient as a snake.

He stumbled back through the door, his breath coming in panicked, shallow gasps. "Susan, the corset, it's, it's still moving, it's getting tighter, I can't, it won't stop."

Susan looked up from the bed, her expression unhurried. She patted the mattress beside her. "Come here, love. Sit."

He obeyed, sinking onto the edge of the narrow bed, his hands still pressed against the boning. She reached over and ran her finger along the laces at his side, tracing the curve of his compressed waist.

"It's a clever thing, that one. The Mistress had it made special for stubborn girls. There's a bit of give worked into the steel, elastic joints that flex when you bend. Every time you move, every time you slouch or twist, it clicks into place at the angle where you bent. 

Then when you straighten again, it's pulled a little tighter than before. It won't stop until you've learned to hold yourself perfectly still and perfectly proper."

Richard stared at her, horrified. "That's, that's not possible, it'll, it'll crush me."

Susan laughed, low and warm. "No, it won't. It'll just keep tightening until you either train your waist to hold the shape it wants, or you lose enough weight to fit inside it. Either way, you'll learn to stand like a lady."

 She climbed into the bed, pulling back the covers and patting the space beside her. "Now come here. Night's not getting any younger, and you'll need your sleep for tomorrow."

He hesitated, then rose and crossed to the bed, sliding in beside her. The mattress dipped, and the flannel nightgown's hem rode up his thighs, exposing the tops of his stockings. He lay stiff as a board, staring at the ceiling, and Susan rolled onto her side to face him.

"First night's always the worst," she murmured, her hand settling on his hip. "But you'll get used to it. They all do."

Susan's breathing slowed into the soft rhythm of early sleep, but her hand remained on his hip, warm and heavy through the flannel. 

Richard lay rigid, every muscle locked tight, until her fingers began to wander with the lazy aimlessness of a woman half-dreaming. Her palm slid down his thigh, over the nylon of his stockings, tracing the curve of his leg before drifting inward.

The steel cage met her touch and she hummed, a low, sleepy sound of approval. Her fingers curled around it, testing its weight, the spikes pressing gently against his soft flesh through the metal. Richard's breath caught as she squeezed, and she smiled against his shoulder.

"Steady, love," she murmured, her voice thick with drowsiness. She released him and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek. "Sleep now. Tomorrow's a long day for a new girl."

The chastity cage had been a distant, cold weight, easy to ignore in the chaos of the day. But as Susan's hip pressed against his thigh, as her breath warmed his shoulder, Richard felt something stir beneath the steel. 

He tried to think of anything else, bills, the street corner, the taste of cheap instant coffee, but his body refused to listen. The steel grew snug, then tight, and a sharp sting bloomed as the first spike bit into him. He sucked air through his teeth, squeezing his eyes shut.

It was a strange pain, sharp-edged but somehow distant from the swelling pressure beneath it, and he hated the way his hips twitched, pushing into the metal instead of away from it. 

The humiliation of it, the shame, burned hotter than any spike, and his body responded to that too, a perverse, helpless feedback loop. He pressed his thighs together, trying to crush the feeling, but it only drove the spikes deeper. A wet, strangled sound escaped him through his clenched jaw.

Susan's hand found him again, her palm settling over the cage through the flannel. "Shh," she breathed, not waking. "I know, love. It passes."

It did not pass. It swelled until the cage was a bright, singing ring of pain, and Richard bit his lip hard enough to taste copper, willing his treacherous cock to soften. He thought of Marnie's cold smile, of Katya's knowing eyes, of the way Elsie and Dora had laughed. 

He pictured himself bent over Susan's knee, skirt raised, the other maids watching. Heat surged through him, and he moaned, low and broken, as the spikes raked red lines into him.

Sunrise found Richard curled into a tight ball, tears cutting clean tracks through last night's half-washed powder. 

The morning erection had arrived with brutal inevitability, surging against the steel cage with a violence that woke him from the first exhausted sleep of his life. 

The spikes dug deep, three sharp points of fire pressed into the shaft and base, and the harder his body fought for release, the deeper they bit.

"Oh, you poor thing," Susan murmured, rolling over to inspect his writhing form with a clinical eye. She sat up, pulling his flannel nightgown aside, and watched the cage strain against the pressure. "That's a strong one, isn't it. First morning's always the worst."

Richard sobbed, hips twitching helplessly as the pain crested and ebbed in waves. "Please. Make it stop."

"Can't, love. That's the point." She ran a finger along the cage's curve, and he gasped as her touch sent fresh blood to the trapped flesh. "Your cock belongs to the house now. It'll learn to stay soft when it isn't wanted." She patted his hip. "Once you're clean enough, we'll find you a nice cold shower."

It didn't yet feel true, Richard's gratitude, but it was there, a small warm thread in his chest as he imagined cold water on his burning skin. He began to sit up, and then the door opened.

Marnie stepped in without a knock, her heels silent on the worn rug, and closed the door behind her. She was dressed for the morning in a silk robe the color of old blood, her dark hair tousled just enough to suggest she had already been up for hours, planning. 

She looked at Richard, curled on the bed in his flannel nightgown, his eyes swollen, his face still smeared with last night's tears and powder, and her mouth curved into a slow, appreciative smile.

"How beautiful you look," she said softly. "A fresh broken girl at dawn. My favorite thing to see."

Susan rose from the bed, pressing herself against Marnie in a slow, intimate embrace, their mouths meeting in a kiss that Richard watched with a hot, sickening lurch of his stomach. He tried to look away, but his eyes obeyed the house instead of him.

Marnie broke the kiss slowly, her hand lingering on Susan's hip before she turned her gaze to Richard. The smile on her lips was patient and patient in a way that made his skin crawl.

"Stand," she said.

Richard's body moved before his mind could object. The corset bit into his ribs as he swung his legs over the edge of the bed, his bare feet finding the cold floorboards. 

The cage pressed against him, a dull, aching weight as he rose to his full height, and he swayed, catching himself against the bedpost with a trembling hand.

Marnie stepped closer, close enough that he could smell her perfume, something dark and floral. Her fingers found his chin, tilting his face up.

"Good," she murmured. "Now turn. Let me see what I've made."

He turned, the flannel nightgown swaying around his bare thighs, the corset holding him rigid even as his knees wanted to buckle.

Marnie's hand found the hem of the gown and lifted it, just enough to expose the steel against his belly. She traced the cage's curve with one finger, slow and deliberate, feeling its weight through the fabric. 

Richard shuddered as her touch glided over the metal ridges, and beneath her fingertip, he felt himself twitch, a treacherous surge of blood that pressed against the spikes and punished him with a hot bite of pain. He whimpered, hips jerking backward.

"Shh," Marnie murmured. "Let it fight. It learns nothing if it doesn't strain."

Her fingers tightened around the steel, the ridges biting into her palm as she felt the heat of him through the metal. 

Richard gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily toward her hand even as the spikes dug deep, a sharp, burning line of pain that made his vision swim. He let out a strangled whimper, his hands flying to her wrist, not to pull her away, but to steady himself as his knees buckled.

"Look at you," Marnie murmured, her grip tightening another notch. The cage creaked, the pressure building until his trapped flesh throbbed against the bars. "Your cock still tries to rise for me, even now. Even with steel biting into it. You want this, Sissy. You need it."

He shook his head, a frantic, broken motion, but his hips pressed into her palm of their own accord, seeking the pain, seeking her. A sob tore from his throat as the spikes raked fresh welts into him.

"Please," he breathed, not knowing what he was begging for.

Marnie smiled, and the grip held, patient and cruel. "No, love. Not yet."

Marnie's grip on the cage released slowly, deliberately, letting the steel settle back against his flesh. Richard sagged, catching himself on the bedpost, breath coming in ragged gasps.

"You think this is punishment," she said, smoothing her robe. "You think this house is about breaking you for sport. That's the mistake every new girl makes." 

She walked to the window, gazing out at the grey grounds. "I don't collect maids, Sissy. I collect investments. Every special girl like you that I take into this house has been trained, refined, and sold to a client who understands their worth. 

The uniform, the cage, the collar, these are just the tools I use to make you valuable."

Richard's blood ran cold. "Sold?"

Marnie turned, her smile patient. "You'll spend six months here learning to be perfect. Then I'll place you with a buyer who'll pay handsomely for a feminized boy who knows his place. You'll live in comfort, serve at their feet, and never want for anything again. Your old life, Richard Hayes, was already dead the moment you walked through my door. I'm just deciding what you'll become instead."

Susan's hand found his shoulder, warm and steady. "It's not a bad life, love. Most of us thrive in it."

Richard stared at Marnie, at the collar around his throat, at the cage pressing against his thighs, and understood that he had never had a choice at all.

Marnie's smile turned almost tender. "You wonder why the other girls move so smoothly, why their voices are so soft. Every one of them arrived just like you, a boy with a name and a stubborn cock. 

The hormones made them what they are." She crossed to a small cabinet and produced a syringe, the vial capping a clear, pale liquid. "Three months, Sissy. 

That's all it takes for the erections to stop. Six months, and your cock will shrink until this beautiful little cage falls right off you.

Then you'll be sold, or hired out, and any girl you ever undress will show you the same sweet, tiny thing." She drew the needle from the vial, tapping it. "Now come here. 

Time for your first injection." She rolled his nightgown above his hip, swabbed his thigh cold, and pressed the needle in deep, the plunger stinging like fire as the hormone flooded his blood.

The needle slid free and Marnie pressed a cotton ball against the sting, her touch almost kind. She tossed it aside and nodded to the doorway, where Katya stood with something coiled in her hand, something thick and black, gleaming with lubricant. Richard's stomach turned as she approached.

"Part of the training, love," Katya murmured. "Every maid carries her Mistress's mark inside her. It reminds you to walk carefully, to sit pretty, to keep every movement delicate and feminine."

Susan took his arm, bending him over the edge of the bed before he could protest. His cheek pressed into the worn quilt, the corset creaking as Katya lifted his nightgown and parted his thighs. 

The plug was wider than he could bear, cold and unyielding as she pressed it against him, and he cried out as she pushed it past his resistance, the stretch burning deep in his guts. 

Then she twisted the base, and the thing swelled inside him, a cruel, creaking expansion that made him sob into the mattress. The lock clicked, sealing it in place.

"There," Katya said, patting his hip. "Now you're ready for your first day's work."

Katya's hand fell away, and Richard pushed himself up from the mattress with a trembling arm. His knees shook, the corset squeezing a high, thin gasp from his lungs, and when he tried to straighten fully, the plug shifted inside him with a sickening, creaking pressure that drove a sob from his throat. 

He staggered, one heel catching the floor wrong, and Susan caught his elbow before he pitched forward. "Easy, love. Careful with your steps now, you'll learn the rhythm." He tried again, legs wide, hands braced on the bedpost, and the world tilted as the tapered base ground against his insides. Tears blurred his vision. 

He could not stand. He could not breathe. He could not remember what it felt like to walk.

Susan's grip steadied him, and she walked him out into the corridor one slow, halting step at a time. The morning blurred into a haze of pain and polish. 

He was given a feather duster, a tray of silver polish, a bucket and rag, and sent through the estate's endless rooms, learning to curve his spine around the plug's pressure, to mince in the heels, to swallow the little whimpers that escaped him every time the steel shifted. 

Katya appeared at intervals, correcting his posture, tapping the small of his back until he arched properly, pressing the duster back into his hand with a cold smile. By the time dusk greyed the windows, his arms ached, his thighs chafed raw against the stockings, and the cage had bitten him bloody a dozen times over.

The shift was a quiet, private ritual. Susan worked in silence, her fingers finding the small key at the collar of her uniform. She lowered him onto the bed with a firm hand on his shoulder, gathered the flannel gown up around his waist, and worked the plug's base gently, twisting it left and right until the seal broke with a wet, hissing gasp. 

It slid out slow and thick, dragging a shuddering moan from Richard's throat as his body opened, empty and raw. Susan wiped him clean with a warm cloth, pressed a kiss to his forehead, and pulled the covers over his trembling frame. "Good day, Sissy," she murmured. "Tomorrow we'll start the voice exercises."

Susan's hand paused on the covers, and her eyes drifted down to Richard's face in the dim lamplight. "Actually, love, there is one more thing. Mistress asked me personally. Tonight, we start on your cock."

Richard's blood chilled. "What?"

"Training it to stay soft." Susan's voice was matter-of-fact as she pushed the covers aside. "The hormones will do their work in time, but Mistress wants you broken early. She wants your body to associate arousal with submission, not pleasure. And I'm the one who gets to teach it that lesson."

She sat up, reaching to the worn flannel gown's buttons and undoing them one by one, letting the fabric fall from her shoulders. In the grey lamplight, Richard saw the long, lean body beneath, the small breasts with their dark nipples, the flat stomach, and between her thighs, a tiny cock, barely two inches of soft flesh nestled in a thatch of dark hair. 

He stared, mouth dry, as she took his hand and pressed it lightly against herself, guiding his fingers to the shaft, which twitched faintly at his touch. 

The flesh was warm and soft, and the knowledge of it, that this woman who had been put in charge of him had something so small, so fragile, while his own had been locked away in steel, made something hot and ashamed twist in his stomach.

"Suck me," she murmured, guiding him down onto his knees before her on the bed. "And while you do, I'm going to touch you. Kiss you. Try to make your cock strain against that cage. Every time you get hard, you'll feel the spikes. Every time you flinch, you'll learn to stay soft. That's the lesson, Sissy. Pleasure for me, pain for you. Understand?"

He nodded, throat tight, and she guided his mouth to her tiny cock. It was soft against his lips, and he parted them, taking her in. 

The taste was clean and faintly musky, and she was so small that he could barely feel her. She let out a low, pleased hum, her hand settling on the back of his head, not pushing, just holding.

"Good boy. Now let those pretty lips work."

He sucked, slow and uncertain, and she shifted beneath him, spreading her thighs wider. Her hand slid down his back, over the corset's laces, tracing the curve of his hip where the cage pressed.

 Her fingers found the steel and curled around it, warm through the nylon of the stockings, and she squeezed gently. He felt the first treacherous surge of blood, a dull pulse in his groin, and the spikes answered with a sharp, familiar bite that made him gasp around her.

"Careful," she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. "You'll hurt yourself."

He tried to focus on her, on the small warm flesh in his mouth, on the rhythm of her hips as she pressed herself deeper, but her other hand had found its way beneath his nightgown, gliding up the inside of his thigh, over the garter belt, until her fingers brushed the soft skin above the cage. She stroked there, light and teasing, and his body surged again, desperate, and the spikes dug deep. 

He whimpered, the sound vibrating around her, and she moaned, her hips bucking.

"That's it," she breathed. "Feel it. The ache, the want, the punishment. That's what your cock is for now. That's what you are."

Her fingers found his nipple, pinching lightly, rolling it between her thumb and forefinger, and he shuddered, the sensation arcing straight down to his trapped flesh. 

The steel creaked as he strained against it, the spikes raking fresh welts, and tears pricked at his eyes as he sucked her harder, desperate to please, desperate to make her finish so the torment would stop.

"That's it, love. Don't stop."

She was close, he could feel it in the way her thighs trembled around his head, in the way her tiny cock thickened just slightly against his tongue. 

Her hand tightened on the back of his head, and then she was cumming, a soft, breathy sound, a faint saltiness on his tongue, and she shuddered against him before going still.

He pulled back, gasping, his lips wet, his chin slick, the cage burning against him. Susan's eyes were half-lidded, satisfied, and she reached down to run her finger along the cage's curve, feeling the heat of him through the steel. He twitched again, and the spikes bit.

"See?" she murmured, patting his cheek. "That wasn't so hard. Tomorrow, we'll try again. And the day after. Until your cock forgets what it's for." She kissed his forehead, soft and almost kind. "Sleep now, Sissy. You've earned your rest."

Sleep took him before he could fight it, and the dream came like a hand reaching up from the floorboards. He was running. 

Barefoot through cold grass, the wind tearing at his hair, the grass slicing his ankles, and there was no corset, no cage, no plug, no collar, just his body, his own sweat and breath, his own name. Richard.

He shouted it into the open air and heard it ring clean and whole. He was laughing, sobbing with it, and then he crested a hill and saw the estate below, every window lit, and the front door was open, waiting, and he knew he was not running away.

 He was running back. He woke with a gasp, the plug's pressure grounding him in the dark, Susan's arm heavy across his hip, and the dream's lie already fading into the iron certainty of the room.

The next evening, after the long day's work had drawn another low fire across his exhausted muscles, Susan undressed him with the same unhurried certainty she had used the night before.

 She stripped him to the stockings and the corset and the cage, then stood back, appraising him in the lamplight before she reached into her chest of drawers and pulled out something heavy and black, a thick silicone cock strapped to a leather harness.

Richard's breath stuttered as she buckled it around her hips, the shaft jutting forward, obscene and gleaming with the same slick lubricant Katya had used on the plug.

"You complained about the small taste of me," Susan said, stroking the leather strap at her thigh. "Tonight we go bigger, love. Mistress sent word. She wants your throat broken in before your arse."

She took him by the shoulder, pressing him down onto his knees on the floor before her. The heels made him wobble, and she steadied him with a hand on his head, guiding his mouth toward the black shaft. 

It was wide and stiff as she pressed it past his lips, and his jaw protested at once, the silicone scraping his teeth as she fed it deeper.

He gagged, hands flying to her hips, but she held his head firm, working him along the length with slow, relentless strokes. 

Her thumb found the hollow of his throat and pressed lightly, the pressure mixing with the shaft's intrusion until he was swallowing convulsively, tears streaming down his powdered cheeks.

"That's it. Take it all, Sissy. Breathe through your nose."

He tried, the air thin and desperate between each thrust of the black cock down his throat, and every gag brought a spasm of shame that surged hot against his cage, and the spikes answered, biting fresh stings into his groin. 

She fisted her hand in his hair, pulling his head back, and he looked up at her with wet, pleading eyes as she slid out until just the head pressed against his lips.

"Good. Now up."

She hauled him to his feet, turned him, and bent him over the edge of the bed before he could find his footing. The corset creaked as he flattened his palms against the quilt, his cheek pressing into the same worn fabric where the plug had breached him the night before. 

Susan's hand slid down his spine, over the laces, and she gathered the hem of his shift up to his waist, baring the stockings and the garter belt and the small, naked curve of his arse beneath.

"No plug tonight," she murmured, oiling her fingers. "Tonight, you feel me directly."

Her fingers slid between his cheeks, slick and probing, and he whimpered as one worked its way inside him. 

It was thinner than the plug had been, more precise, and she worked it in and out until his body loosened, then two, stretching him wider, and he choked on a sob as his back arched. 

The strap-on nudged against him, heavy and insistent, and she guided the thick head to his hole.

"Breathe out, love."

He did, and she pushed. The stretch was worse than the plug, a searing pressure that split him open around the harder shaft, and he cried out into the mattress as she seated herself fully inside him, her hips flush against his arse. 

She held still a moment, letting him tremble, and then she began to move.

It was a slow, grinding pace at first, each thrust pulling her almost all the way out before sliding back in, deeper each time. 

His fingernails clawed at the quilt. The mattress creaked beneath them. She set a rhythm, and his body began to sway with it, the shock giving way to a shameful, creeping heat he could not name. 

He felt himself stir against the cage, a dull pulse of blood, and the spikes bit in sharp warning. He cried out, hips jerking.

"Careful, love," she murmured, her voice ragged. "You know what happens when you get excited."

She drove into him harder, and the pressure found a place inside him that made his vision blur, pleasure and pain tangled so tightly he could not tell them apart. 

He was drooling onto the quilt, moaning without words, his body riding her shaft on pure momentum as she took him, used him, filled him with the heat of her own exertion. Her hand found his hip, gripping hard enough to bruise, and her rhythm quickened, the slap of skin on skin ringing out in the small room.

"Take it," she growled. "Take all of it, you pretty little sissy."

She fucked him raw, pounding into him until his knees gave out and he sagged forward onto the mattress, and she followed him down, driving deep one final time and holding there, her body shuddering against his as she came.

He sobbed beneath her, emptied, his hole burning around the shaft still buried inside him. After a long moment, she withdrew, slow and deliberate, and he felt the absence like a cold draft. 

She rolled him over, and he lay there, wrecked and trembling, the cage wet with his own desperate, useless need, a bead of clear fluid he had not been permitted to spill leaking through the bars.

"Good girl," she said, patting his cheek. "You're learning."

"That's prostate fluid, love," Susan said, wiping the bead from the bars with her thumb and holding it up for him to see. "Your body's learning what it's for. 

With time, you'll learn to cum from your arse alone, so long as you concentrate and keep that cock soft. That's the real trick. The cage is just a teacher. The lesson is your hole."

Richard lay trembling, unsure what she meant, but the next evening she showed him. She oiled him slow and patient, working two fingers inside him until she found the spot that made his vision white, curling against it with a rhythm that stole the breath from his lungs. He bucked, desperate to get hard, but the spikes punished him each time, forcing him still, forcing him to breathe through the pressure building low in his guts.

"There," she breathed. "That's it. Let go with your arse, not your cock."

He tried. Her fingers worked him relentlessly, and he stopped fighting, stopped willing his trapped flesh to rise, and let the pleasure pool somewhere deeper. 

It crested like a wave, strange and hollow, and he came with a long, broken moan, nothing spilling from the cage, just a deep, shuddering release that left him gasping and empty. Susan smiled, pulling her fingers free.

"Good girl. Now you know what it's for."

The lesson ended with his body still trembling, and Susan tucked him into bed with a kiss to his forehead, but Richard lay awake long after, staring at the ceiling and feeling the echo of that strange, hollow release still pulsing somewhere deep inside him. The spikes had not bitten. 

He had not strained. For the first time since the cage had clicked shut, his cock had stayed soft through the whole thing, and he felt not shame but a quiet, terrifying relief.

Days passed. He woke to Susan's hand on his hip, worked the endless corridors of the estate, learned to mince on his heels without wobbling. The corset's creeping pressure had stopped, or his body had learned to hold the shape it demanded. The plug slid in each morning with less resistance, and when he looked in the mirror, the girl staring back at him no longer made his stomach lurch. 

The hormones had begun their quiet work, softening the line of his jaw, rounding his hips just slightly.

On the seventh morning, Susan called him to the bed for the voice exercises, but instead of beginning, she simply looked at him. "You've stopped fighting, love. I can see it in your eyes."

Richard opened his mouth and closed it. He thought of the dream, of running barefoot through cold grass, shouting his old name. 

The memory had faded like a photograph left in the sun, and he could no longer recall what it had felt like to be Richard Hayes. The name sat in his mouth like a foreign coin, heavy and useless.

Sissy, he thought, and there was a strange, settling warmth in his chest that had nothing to do with fear. Sissy, a girl with a pretty face and a locked, useless cock and a throat that had learned to swallow the world.

"Yes," he said, his voice soft, practiced, feminine. "I've stopped fighting."

Susan smiled, a slow, warm thing, and pulled him into her lap, settling him across her knees like a doll. "Good girl," she murmured, stroking his hair. "Then today, we learn how to kneel for Mistress properly."

Three months slipped by like water through fingers. The syringes came weekly, and the cage grew loose around his soft, shrinking flesh until Marnie had a smaller one forged, snug and gleaming against his belly. His hips curved with new softness, his voice settled into a sweet, high register, and each evening Susan trained him on her strap or her fingers until his body knew exactly what it was for.

On the morning of the sale, a grey-haired tattooist set up her machine in the dressing room while Richard sat in a low chair, naked save for his corset and stockings, the new cage resting against his thigh. 

The needles buzzed, tracing the outline of his lips with a carmine that bloomed against his skin.

The tattooist worked with impersonal skill, filling in the shape of a gaudy heart, threading dark liner along his lashes, shading pink into his cheeks until he looked less like a courtesan and more like a painted doll from a fairground stall. 

When she finished and held up the mirror, Richard saw a whore's face staring back at him, lips wet and red as blood, eyes lined and smoky, the blush garish and cheap.

Marnie came in, circled him, and ran her thumb along his lip to test the colour. "Perfect," she said. "Our buyer is going to love you. Try not to scratch it before he arrives."

Marnie's thumb traced the painted lip once more, then she stepped back and clicked her fingers. Katya appeared with a small brass key on a velvet ribbon, and Richard's stomach lurched as she knelt before him, her cool fingers finding the lock at his hip. 

The mechanism turned with a familiar, decisive snap, and the cage fell away, clattering onto the floor at his feet.

He looked down, and the world went quiet.

What remained was small and soft and utterly foreign, a tiny, pink bud of flesh nestled in a nest of pale hair that had thinned with the hormones. It hung limp against his groin, barely an inch, delicate as a girl's clit. 

He reached down without thinking, his fingers brushing it, feeling how fragile it had become. There was no surge of blood, no twitch of life. Just soft, dead flesh that had forgotten its purpose entirely.

Marnie knelt beside him and took the same finger she had tested his lip with, running it along the tiny shaft. Richard trembled but felt nothing, no heat, no flicker of arousal, just the gentle pressure of her touch against his folds of skin.

"Satisfying, isn't it?" she murmured. "Three months ago, this was a cock that thought it could fight the house. Now it's barely worth the name." She cupped it in her palm, weighing it, and Richard felt nothing but a distant, hollow ache that had no passion in it. "Look at you, Sissy. The cage didn't just lock it away. It un-made it."

Tears pricked at his eyes, not from grief, but from the strangeness of it. He had been so frightened of this moment, of the loss, and yet now that it was here, he felt only a quiet, settling rightness. 

The tattooist's needle had painted him a whore, the hormones had remade his flesh, and beneath Katya's lingering hand, his body understood what it had become.

Marnie's hand fell away and she rose, the cage swinging from her fingers like a dead thing. "Katya will take you to the clinic wing. You'll spend the day there."

The room was white and sterile, a padded table at its centre under clinical lights. The specialist was a stout, older woman with thick glasses and a manner as impersonal as the tattooists, and she had Richard stripped to the corset and stockings, lying on his back with his legs spread under a sheet. 

The electrolysis machine hummed. She worked in slow, methodical passes, the slender needle sliding into each follicle with a faint, searing sting that made his hips twitch.

Thighs first, inside and out, the needle tracing the pale skin until it was raw and pink. Then his belly, his groin, the delicate flesh around the tiny bud between his legs. 

He gritted his teeth, tears leaking sideways into his ears, and the specialist said nothing, just worked her way across his chest, arms, underarms, the back of his neck, each follicle punished until no hair remained.

By the time she finished, the light had gone amber through the blinds, and Richard lay trembling, his skin smooth as a girl's, red and stinging in long, parallel tracks. 

The specialist pressed a cold cloth to his groin and pronounced him done. Katya came for him, helped him dress, and ran her palm along his bare thigh. "Smooth as silk. The buyer will be pleased."

That evening, a courier arrived with a sealed envelope. Marnie read it in the foyer, her expression unreadable, then folded it away and summoned Katya to her study. Richard stood in the corridor with his duster, heart hammering, watching the door close. When it opened again, Marnie's face was calm but his fate was already written in the set of her jaw.

"Change of plans, Sissy," she said, her voice flat. "Our buyer has one more request. They want you silent."

The surgeon came three days later, a thin man with steady hands and a black leather bag. He examined Richard's throat in the clinic wing, pressing cool fingers against his larynx while Richard sat rigid in his corset and stockings, a starched sheet draped over his lap. 

The man said nothing, only nodded to Marnie, and the next morning Richard was wheeled into the white room on a gurney, stripped to a thin gown, his painted face smeared with tears he could not stop.

The anaesthetic was a cold line in his arm. The surgeon's instruments gleamed under the light. And then the world went away.

He woke in a narrow bed with a bandage wrapped tight around his throat, a raw, burning ache that made every swallow agony. 

When he tried to speak, when he tried to cry out, nothing came. No sound at all, not even a rasp. Just the hot, silent clench of his ruined throat and the wet tears rolling down his painted cheeks.

Katya came to check on him the next morning, running her fingers along the bandage with cool approval. "There now, love. No more arguing, no more begging. Just a pretty silent doll for your new master. 

You'll find it simpler this way." She pressed a glass of water to his lips, and he drank, obedient, silent, the last echo of his old voice dying somewhere in the dressing room with the discarded cage.

The bandage came off on the fifth morning, and Katya held a mirror to his throat. The scar was a thin, pale line, clean and already fading, and when he opened his mouth to try his voice, only silence answered. 

Marnie inspected him that evening, circling him once in the foyer, her heels clicking on the marble. "Perfect," she said, and ran her thumb along his painted lip one last time. "You've been a fine investment, Sissy. I shall miss you."

The car came at dawn, sleek and black, and Katya guided him into the back seat with a hand on the small of his back. 

The estate shrank in the window until it was just a dark smudge on the horizon, and then it was gone entirely. He sat with his hands folded on his smooth, bare knees, a new smaller tighter cage was fitted which rested light between his thighs, and he did not think of Richard. 

The silence in his throat was a settled thing now, almost comfortable.

The new house was smaller than Blackwood, but warmer, all honeyed wood and low ceilings. A woman waited in the hall, silver-haired and sharp-eyed, and she took his chin in her fingers and tilted his painted face to the light. 

She smiled, slow and pleased, and Richard, Sissy, the silent doll at the end of his own long road, knelt at her feet without being told.

The woman's fingers traced the line of his collar, and Richard felt the warmth of her hand settle at his throat as she withdrew something slim and black from her coat pocket. 

A leather leash, polished and supple, its brass clip gleaming. He stayed still as she lifted it, as she fitted the clip to the ring at his collar. The click was soft and absolute, and the leash swung gently between them as she let it fall.

She gathered the slack in her fist and gave it a small, testing tug. Richard swayed forward, his painted lips parting, and met her grey eyes. She smiled, slow and deep. "There we are, little doll. Mine now."

The leash pulled, and Richard followed on his knees, the worn floorboards warm beneath his palms as he crawled after her through the honeyed hall. 

She moved unhurriedly, her heels tapping a steady rhythm that his body matched without thought, the collar snug against his scarred throat, the smaller cage swinging lightly between his thighs. They passed a kitchen rich with the smell of bread, a sunroom where ferns crowded the windows, a library with a fire already burning low.

At the end of the corridor, she stopped before a plain oak door and opened it onto a room that was small but kind: a narrow bed with a patchwork quilt, a washstand with a porcelain bowl, and a low cushion set on the floor beside the bed, worn soft at its centre. 

She unhooked the leash and coiled it in her palm, then gestured to the cushion. "Your place, little doll. When I'm home, you kneel there. When I'm not, you may rest on the bed." 

Richard settled onto the cushion, his knees folding neatly beneath him, his hands resting on his bare thighs, and looked up at her with his painted, silent face. She smiled, ran her thumb along his lip one last time, and closed the door.

The door clicked shut, and Richard stayed on the cushion, his painted lips parted, listening to the woman's heels fade down the corridor. Hours passed in the honeyed quiet, the light shifting from amber to grey, and he did not move. 

He had learned stillness. He had learned patience. When the heels returned, tapping a slow, deliberate rhythm on the floorboards, his heart gave a small, obedient flutter and he lowered his eyes.

The door opened. His mistress stood in the frame, her silver hair loose now, falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She had changed into a silk robe the colour of dusk, and she looked at him with that same slow, pleased smile. "Come, little doll. The bed is too large for one."

She held out her hand, and Richard rose, his knees aching from the hours, and followed her through the darkening house to a room larger than the first, dominated by a wide bed with deep brown linens. 

She sat on its edge and parted her robe, and Richard knelt between her thighs without being told, his hands finding her knees, his painted mouth lowering to the wet fold of her cunt. 

She sighed, her fingers threading into his hair, and he worked her with his tongue and lips, silent and patient, until she shuddered and pulled him up her body, settling him astride her hip.

"Enough for now," she murmured, rolling him onto his back. She undid the laces of his corset herself, slow and careful, and lifted the shift over his head. His smooth, pale body lay beneath her, the tight chastity cage on display, and she ran her palm along his belly, his hip, his bare groin. "You were made for this, weren't you." 

She pressed her thigh between his legs, grinding gently against the cage, and he felt nothing but the soft pressure, no surge, no strain. He opened his mouth to answer, and only silence came.

 She smiled and kissed his scarred throat. "I know, love. You don't need to say it."

She took him into her bed, pulling him against her, her arm heavy over his waist, her breath warm on his neck. 

The cage pressed into her thigh and she hummed, a low, satisfied sound. "Sleep now," she murmured. "There'll be plenty of work for you in the morning." And Richard, Sissy, the silent doll at the end of his long road, closed his painted eyes and slept.

She woke him before the sun, her hand gentle on his shoulder, the leash already clipped to his collar. He followed her through the honeyed house and out a back door into a garden silver with dew, the grass cold on his bare knees. 

A path led through a gap in the hedge to a sprawling, gaudy building with red curtains in every window, a painted sign swinging over its door.

His mistress paused at the threshold, and Richard understood without words. She passed the leash to a plump madam with lacquered nails and a hard smile, who took his chin and tilted his painted face to the light, then ran her thumb along the tattoo at his lips. "Fresh and pretty," she said. "We'll make good use of you." 

She led him inside, past rooms thick with smoke and the smell of cheap perfume, and pushed him through a curtain into a small chamber where a man sat on the edge of a bed, already undressed. Richard knelt, silent, and the madam closed the curtain behind him.

The man's hands grabbed his hair, yanking his painted face up to meet his gaze. He was middle-aged, heavy-set, with a thick chest and a sour smell of whisky on his breath. He studied Richard's face, the tattooed lips, the smoky eyes, and let out a low, grunting laugh. "Look at you. All dressed up like a whore and not a sound in that pretty throat." 

He twisted his fist, pulling Richard forward until his knees scraped the rough floorboards. "Open that mouth. Show me what the madam paid for."

Richard parted his lips, the painted heart stretching around his tongue, and the man shoved his cock in without ceremony.

It was thick and half-hard, tasting of salt and sweat, and he held Richard's head still as he thrust, using his throat the way Susan had taught him, deep and steady, until the man groaned and spilled hot down his gullet. He pulled out, wiped himself on Richard's cheek, and shoved him face-down onto the bed.

The man finished and rolled off, grunting as he reached for his trousers. The curtain rustled, and the madam stepped through, her lacquered nails clicking as she ran a critical eye over the sprawled, silent form on the bed. She hooked her fingers under Richard's chin, lifting his face from the sweat-stained pillow. 

His painted lips were smeared, swollen, wet with the man's spend, but his eyes were soft, obedient, no fight in them at all. 

The madam tilted his head left, then right, studying the reddened flush of his throat, the raw mark at his collar, the way he held himself still and patient beneath her hand.

She pressed a thumb against the tattooed heart at his lip, testing the give of his mouth, and he parted his lips without being asked, letting her press two fingers deep into his throat until he gagged silently, tears welling but not falling. 

She withdrew, wiped her fingers on his hair, and patted his cheek, a gesture of approval he understood without words. "You'll do nicely," she said, and gestured with her chin toward a washroom in the corner. "Clean yourself up. There's another one waiting." Richard rose on trembling knees and moved to obey.

The washroom was cold, the water tepid, and Richard scrubbed the mans spend from his face with a rough cloth before pinching color back into his cheeks. He returned to the madam without being called, knelt at her feet, and waited with his painted lips parted. 

She tested him with her fingers, pressing two deep into his throat until his eyes watered, then nodded. The next client was a thin young man with quick, nervous hands, and Richard worked him until he spilled across his own belly, then cleaned him with his tongue.

The one after that was an old woman who made him kneel under her skirts and lick her until she came with a shuddering cry. By evening, he had lost count. 

His knees were raw, his throat sore, the cage light and empty between his thighs. When the madam finally unclipped the leash and led him back through the smoky house to the garden door, the dew had turned to frost, and his mistress waited in the dark, a lantern swinging at her hip. She took the leash from the madam's hand and curled it around her fist, then led him home through the silvered grass. 

In her bedroom, she undressed him herself, running her palms over his smooth thighs, his painted face, his scarred throat, and found no flinch, no resistance.

She kissed him, deep and slow, and he returned it with a soft, practiced hunger. "You pleased her," she murmured against his mouth. "She wants you every day." Richard knelt at her feet, pressed his cheek to her knee, and closed his eyes. 

He had no voice to say yes, but he did not need one. The warmth that spread through him was answer enough.

Her fingers found the ring at his collar, and the brass clip clicked shut with a soft, final sound. 

She gave the leash a gentle tug, and Richard rose to follow, the new tension at his throat pulling him toward her like a thread. "Mine," she said, and he smiled, silent, against the leather.

The End.
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