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Chapter 1: The Empty Closet

I woke up slowly, the morning light filtering through the half-closed blinds of our bedroom. Something felt wrong. The air carried a sweet, floral scent that wasn't usually there. My hand reached across the sheets for Vivienne, but the bed was empty. I sat up, rubbing my eyes, and swung my legs over the side. My bare feet hit the cool hardwood floor.

That's when I saw it.

The closet doors stood wide open. My suits, shirts, ties, everything that marked me as Maddox the corporate husband was gone. In their place hung a sea of feminine clothing: silk blouses in soft pastels, tight pencil skirts, delicate lace lingerie sets, satin nightgowns that shimmered under the light. Ten pairs of stilettos lined the bottom, their thin heels like weapons.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I stood up on shaky legs and walked closer, the soft rustle of lingerie brushing against my arm as I reached inside. The fabric was cool and smooth, silk sliding over my fingertips like a forbidden promise. The feminine scent of perfume clung to everything, light and powdery with a hint of vanilla. I pulled out a black lace bra, feeling its weight, the intricate straps. My cock twitched despite the panic rising in my throat.

This couldn't be real.

I turned and spotted the note on the dresser, written in Vivienne's elegant handwriting.

"I have known about your panty-drawer for three years. I would rather have a sissy wife than a divorced husband. Sign or sign. Yours, V."

Beside it lay a thick stack of papers: a contract. My hands trembled as I picked it up. The terms were brutally clear. Total submission. Surrender of all male clothing and identity. Permanent role as her live-in sissy wife. Financial control transferred. Daily obedience. Refusal meant immediate divorce with devastating terms.

My stomach twisted. Three years? She had known for three years and said nothing? The shame burned hot in my cheeks, but beneath it, my body responded. My cock hardened, pressing against my boxers as memories of secretly wearing her panties flashed through my mind. Those stolen moments of guilty pleasure. Now they were exposed.

I heard her heels clicking on the hallway floor. The bedroom door opened, and there she stood. Vivienne. Thirty-five, raven bob perfectly styled, wearing a charcoal silk pencil dress that hugged her curves, pearls at her throat, and those long leather opera gloves that reached her elbows. Her dark eyes locked onto mine with calm authority.

"See something you like, Maddox?" she asked, her voice smooth as the silk surrounding us.

I clutched the note, my mouth dry. "What the hell is this? Where are my clothes?"

She stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The scent of her perfume grew stronger, wrapping around me. She walked to the closet and ran a gloved hand over a row of blouses. "Your clothes are gone. This is your new wardrobe. Every piece chosen for my sissy wife."

My breath came faster. I wanted to argue, to demand answers, but the sight of her in that dress, the power radiating from her, made my knees weak. "You can't just do this."

"I can and I have." She turned to face me fully. "Take off your boxers. Now."

The command hit me like a whip. I hesitated, but her gaze didn't waver. Slowly, I pushed them down, my hard cock springing free, betraying me completely. Precum already beaded at the tip. Vivienne smiled, a predatory curve of her lips.

"Good girl. Already leaking for me."

She closed the distance, her leather-gloved hand wrapping around my shaft. The cool, smooth leather against my hot skin sent a jolt through me. I gasped as she stroked slowly, her grip firm and expert.

"Tell me how long you've wanted this," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. The silk of her dress brushed my naked thigh, soft and teasing.

"Years," I admitted, voice hoarse. Shame and arousal warred inside me. "I couldn't stop."

"I know." Her strokes quickened, thumb circling the head, spreading the slick precum. "And now you don't have to hide anymore. You're going to be mine completely."

She pushed me back onto the bed. I landed on the soft sheets, heart pounding. Vivienne hiked up her pencil skirt, revealing she wore no panties underneath. Her smooth, shaved pussy glistened with arousal. She climbed over me, straddling my hips, and guided my cock to her entrance.

"Look at you. So eager to serve."

She sank down in one smooth motion, her tight wet heat engulfing my entire length. I groaned loudly as her cunt gripped me, slick and scorching. The sensation was overwhelming, her inner walls squeezing every inch. Vivienne moaned softly, her gloved hands pressing on my chest for leverage as she began to ride me.

The rhythm built quickly. She rolled her hips, taking me deep with every downward thrust. The wet sounds of her pussy sliding up and down my dick filled the room, mixed with the soft rustle of her dress and the faint creak of the bed. I reached up, hands gripping her thighs, feeling the silk stretch over her skin.

"Fuck, Vivienne…" I panted.

She leaned forward, pearls swinging between us. "That's not how my sissy wife addresses me. Try again while I fuck you."

Her pace increased, slamming down harder, her cunt swallowing my cock to the base. I could feel her clit grinding against me with each movement. The pressure built in my balls, heavy and urgent.

"Mistress," I gasped. The word felt both humiliating and right. "Please…"

She smiled triumphantly and rode me faster. Her leather gloves dug into my shoulders. The scent of sex mixed with her perfume, heady and intoxicating. I thrust up to meet her, lost in the slick heat, the way her pussy fluttered around me.

Her breathing grew ragged. "Come for me. Fill your wife's cunt like the good little sissy you are."

The command pushed me over. Pleasure crested hard. My cock pulsed deep inside her, thick spurts of cum shooting out in powerful jets. I cried out, body shuddering as I emptied myself, flooding her with rope after rope of hot seed. Vivienne moaned loudly, her own orgasm hitting as she clenched around me, milking every drop. Her juices mixed with my cum, dripping down my balls as she ground through her climax.

For long moments we stayed joined, panting. She stayed seated on my softening cock, letting my cum leak slowly from her well-fucked pussy onto my skin. The warmth of it, the stickiness, the reality of what just happened settled over me like a heavy blanket.

Vivienne finally lifted off, a trickle of our combined fluids running down her inner thigh. She adjusted her dress calmly, as if nothing extraordinary had occurred. Then she picked up the contract and the pen from the dresser.

My mind reeled. The orgasm had been intense, but the implications crashed back in. My empty closet. The lingerie everywhere. Her knowing everything. I sat up, cum still smeared on my stomach, feeling exposed and vulnerable.

"This is real," I said quietly, more to myself than her.

"Very real." She held out the papers. "Read every page if you want. But the choice is simple."

I scanned the contract again, the detailed clauses outlining my new life: daily feminization, chores in full attire, surrender of finances, public outings when she deemed ready, complete erasure of my old identity. Signing meant becoming her sissy wife in every way. Not signing meant losing everything in a divorce she had clearly prepared for.

My cock gave a weak twitch at the thought, still sensitive from the fucking. The silk blouses in the closet seemed to call to me now, their soft textures promising more of this twisted pleasure.

Vivienne stood in the doorway, pen extended toward me. Her posture was impeccable, the picture of control. "Sign or sign, darling. There is no third option."


Chapter 2: Silk and Surrender

The leather opera gloves felt cool against my heated skin as Vivienne guided my arms into the straps of a delicate lace bra. My hands shook uncontrollably while conflicting waves of humiliation and raw excitement crashed through my chest. The morning light from the bedroom window highlighted every feminine garment laid out on the bed. I stood there naked, my cock already half-hard despite the burning shame flooding my face.

"Steady now," Vivienne murmured, her voice low and commanding. She adjusted the bra cups over my flat chest, her gloved fingers brushing my nipples until they tightened into sensitive peaks. The lace scratched lightly, a constant reminder of what I was becoming.

I could barely breathe. Part of me screamed to stop this, to demand my suits back and reclaim the bedroom as my own. Yet another part, the one I had hidden for years in my secret panty drawer, throbbed with forbidden need. The silk and lace surrounding us promised surrender I had fantasized about in guilty nights alone. Now it was real. My wife of eight years had planned this. She had waited. The knowledge made my stomach twist even as my shaft stiffened further, betraying every protest in my mind.

"These first," she said, holding up a pair of black lace panties. The fabric shimmered as she knelt gracefully in her silk pencil dress, pearls swaying at her throat.

I stepped into them one foot at a time. The lace slid up my calves, thighs, and settled snugly around my balls and cock. The front panel barely contained my growing erection, the delicate material cupping me with intimate pressure. Vivienne smoothed the waistband with both gloved hands, her touch sending sparks up my spine. The feminine scent of her perfume mixed with the fresh laundry smell of the new garments.

Next came the stockings. She rolled one sheer black stocking between her fingers before sliding it slowly up my left leg. The nylon whispered against my skin, cool at first then warming to my body heat. It clung tightly, compressing my muscles into a smoother, more elegant line. She repeated the process on the right leg, taking her time, making sure the lace tops gripped my thighs firmly. Each inch of coverage felt like another layer of my old self peeling away.

My mind raced. This was happening too fast. Yesterday I had been Maddox, the husband with a corner office and weekend golf plans. Today I stood here letting my wife dress me like her doll. The arousal pulsing in my caged-in lace panties disgusted me, yet I could not deny how the constriction made every nerve ending sing. What would my colleagues think if they saw this? The thought sent a fresh surge of shame straight to my dick.

Vivienne rose to her feet and selected a charcoal pencil skirt from the closet. "Lift your arms."

I obeyed without thinking. She wrapped the skirt around my waist and zipped it up the side. The fabric hugged my hips and thighs like a second skin, constricting my movement and forcing a more delicate posture. The tight hem stopped just above my knees, limiting my stride. Every shift made the material whisper and pull, a constant sensory prison. She added a cream silk blouse, buttoning it carefully over the bra, the soft material cool against my back and chest.

"Turn around. Slowly."

I did, the click of the first stiletto heels she had slipped onto my feet echoing sharply on the hardwood. The shoes forced my weight onto the balls of my feet, arching my posture and thrusting my ass out slightly. The combination of tight skirt, stockings, and heels made every step precarious and intensely feminine.

"Perfect foundation," Vivienne said, circling me like a predator inspecting her work. "Now the contract, on your knees."

She placed the thick document on the low dresser and pointed to the floor. My face burned as I lowered myself carefully, the pencil skirt riding up my thighs, the lace panties digging in. Kneeling changed everything. The position felt submissive in my bones. Vivienne stood above me, pen in her gloved hand, her raven bob framing a face of absolute control.

"Read the key clauses aloud," she ordered.

I swallowed hard. "This contract establishes the complete transfer of authority to Vivienne. The signer surrenders all male presentation, wardrobe, and decision making. The signer will live as sissy wife indefinitely."

My voice cracked on the words. Each sentence I read aloud cemented the reality deeper. Signing this meant no going back. My career, my name, my body, all remade under her terms. Yet my cock strained painfully against the lace, leaking precum into the delicate fabric. The humiliation fed the fire.

Vivienne rested one gloved hand on my shoulder. "Do you understand what this means, Maddox? Once you sign, you are no longer the husband. You are my property to shape."

"Yes," I whispered, the admission tasting bitter and sweet at once. "I understand."

She smiled and handed me the pen. "Then sign. Prove you want this as much as your body clearly does."

My hand hovered over the signature line. Tremors ran through my fingers. This single act would erase years of careful masculine performance. The weight of the stilettos, the constriction of the skirt, the soft caress of silk on my skin all pushed me forward. I pressed the pen to paper and signed. The scratch of ink on the final page sounded final.

Vivienne took the document and set it aside. She lifted my chin with two gloved fingers, forcing eye contact. "Look how pretty you already are. This is only the beginning."

Her praise sent a shiver through me. Before I could respond, she stepped closer, hiking up her pencil skirt to reveal her bare, glistening pussy. The scent of her arousal hit me strongly, musky and feminine.

"Show your new wife how grateful you are," she commanded.

I leaned forward on my knees, the tight skirt limiting my balance. My tongue traced her outer lips first, tasting the tangy wetness there. Vivienne sighed above me, one gloved hand threading through my dark-blond hair. I licked deeper, exploring her folds, circling her clit with growing confidence. The taste of her filled my mouth as I sucked gently, then firmer, driven by the need to please.

She moaned softly, hips rocking against my face. "Deeper. Use that tongue like the eager sissy you are."

I plunged my tongue inside her wet channel, fucking her with it while my nose pressed against her clit. Her juices coated my lips and chin. The sound of my licking mixed with her quickening breaths and the faint creak of her leather gloves. My own cock throbbed untouched in the lace panties, aching for relief.

After several minutes she pulled me back by the hair. "On the bed. On your back."

I climbed up awkwardly in the heels and tight skirt. Vivienne straddled my face first, lowering her soaked pussy onto my mouth for more worship. I devoured her eagerly, lapping and sucking until her thighs trembled. Then she shifted downward, positioning herself over my straining erection.

She pulled the lace panties aside just enough to free my dick. Without warning she sank down, her tight heat swallowing every inch in one slick motion. I groaned loudly as her cunt gripped me, velvet and scorching. The contrast between my feminized body and her dominant wetness overwhelmed my senses.

Vivienne rode me with deliberate power, her silk dress rustling, pearls bouncing between her breasts. Each downward thrust drove me deep, her inner walls milking my shaft. The tight pencil skirt around my thighs added delicious restriction, heightening every sensation. I could feel the stockings stretch as my legs tensed.

"Fuck, your cunt feels incredible," I gasped, hands gripping her hips through her dress.

She leaned down, gloved fingers pinching my nipples through the silk blouse. "My sissy wife takes what she is given. Beg for it."

"Please, Vivienne. Let me come inside you."

Her pace quickened, slamming down harder. The wet sounds of her pussy pounding onto my dick filled the room alongside the sharp clicks of my stilettos scraping the sheets. Pressure built rapidly in my balls, heavy and urgent. Her clit ground against my base with every stroke, her juices dripping down to soak my lace-covered sac.

She clenched around me suddenly, her orgasm crashing through her. Her cunt fluttered and pulsed, flooding my shaft with fresh wetness. The sensation pushed me over the edge. Pleasure exploded deep in my core. My dick jerked violently inside her, pumping thick jets of cum straight into her spasming heat. Spurt after spurt drained from me as I moaned helplessly, body shuddering beneath her in the restrictive feminine clothes. Cum overflowed around my shaft, leaking out of her stretched pussy and coating my balls in warm, sticky mess.

We stayed locked together for long minutes, her breathing slowing as she milked the last drops from me with gentle rolls of her hips. When she finally lifted off, a heavy trickle of my cum ran down her inner thigh onto the sheets. The sight marked me deeper than any signature.

Vivienne smoothed her dress and looked down at my disheveled, feminized form. The contract sat signed on the dresser. My old life felt further away than ever. She had claimed me legally and physically now. The power balance had shifted permanently in this room.

She extended a gloved hand to help me stand. My legs wobbled in the heels as I rose, the pencil skirt still hugging me tightly, the lace panties sticky with our combined fluids.

"Time to earn your keep," she said calmly. "Come to the kitchen. You will serve me brunch as my new sissy wife for the first time."


Chapter 3: Domestic Doll

The feather duster slipped in my gloved fingers as I reached for the top shelf in the living room. Heat prickled across my skin beneath the layers of satin and lace. The maid-inspired outfit Vivienne had selected after brunch clung to every curve of my transformed body. A black satin dress with a full petticoat underneath swished loudly with each movement, the stiff layers brushing my stocking-covered thighs. The white lace apron tied tightly around my waist dug in, its strings pressing into my lower back like a constant reminder of my new role.

Sweat gathered under the lace bra and along my spine, making the fabric stick uncomfortably. Every step in the low heels produced a soft click on the tile, but the real humiliation came from the petticoats. Their constant swishing filled the quiet house, announcing my presence like a bell around a servant's neck. I dusted the bookshelves with careful strokes, the feather tips barely grazing the surfaces. My face burned with embarrassment. Here I was, thirty-two years old, once a respected professional, now prancing around in full sissy maid attire while my wife watched from the doorway.

The psychological weight pressed down harder than the tight corset lacing. How had it come to this so quickly? Signed contract or not, part of me still expected to wake up from this fever dream. Yet my body responded to the restriction and exposure. My dick strained against the front of the satin panties, creating a visible bulge under the short dress hem. The shame only made me harder. I had dreamed of submission in secret, but living it felt like drowning in silk and self-disgust.

"Lower your hips when you reach up," Vivienne said from behind me. Her voice carried that calm authority I had once mistaken for simple confidence in our marriage. She stepped closer, her own silk pencil dress whispering. "A proper domestic doll moves with grace, not like a clumsy husband."

I adjusted my stance, the petticoats flaring out. The motion sent another wave of satin swishing around my legs. "This feels ridiculous," I muttered, but my voice lacked real conviction.

She laughed softly. "Does it? Your little tent in the front says otherwise. Turn around."

I obeyed, facing her fully. The apron strings pulled tighter as I moved. Vivienne inspected me, adjusting the lace cap on my head and smoothing the petticoats. Her leather opera gloves traced the outline of my hips, sending fresh shivers through me.

"Tell me how it feels to clean our home like this," she commanded.

"Embarrassing," I admitted, cheeks flaming. "I keep thinking about what the neighbors would say if they saw me. Or my old team at the firm. I'm supposed to be on family leave, not… this."

"Yet here you are, doing it anyway." Her gloved hand cupped my bulge through the satin. "Because deep down, this is what you crave. Say it."

"I crave it," I whispered, the words tasting like surrender. The admission shifted something between us. No longer just discovery and signing papers. This was daily reality taking root. She owned the house, the money, and now my time.

"Good girl." She gave my trapped length a firm squeeze before releasing me. "Continue with the kitchen next. I want lunch prepared and served properly."

I moved to the kitchen, the petticoats swishing louder on the hardwood transition. Sweat continued to build under the lace, trickling down my sides as I chopped vegetables and heated the stove. The temperature in the kitchen rose with the cooking, making the satin dress stick to my damp skin. Every bend to reach a pan caused the apron to pull and the petticoats to rustle dramatically. I plated the meal carefully, arranging it with the precision she demanded.

When I carried the tray to the dining table, my arms trembled slightly from the unfamiliar heels and the weight of shame. Vivienne sat waiting, elegant as ever. I set the plate before her and stepped back, hands clasped in front of the apron.

"Very nice," she praised. "But you forgot something. Feed me the first bite."

My stomach twisted with fresh humiliation as I picked up the fork. She opened her mouth, accepting the food while maintaining eye contact. The act felt more intimate and degrading than anything so far. I was no longer her equal partner. I was her servant in every sense.

After she finished, Vivienne stood and circled behind me. Her hands worked at the apron strings, untying them slowly. "Bend over the table."

I complied, chest pressing against the cool wood. She lifted the back of my dress and petticoats, exposing my ass in the satin panties. The air felt cool against my sweat-damp skin. She pulled the panties down just enough to free my aching dick and expose my hole.

"Stay right there," she ordered.

I heard her move away briefly, then return. Her gloved fingers, now slick with lube, circled my entrance before pushing inside. The intrusion made me gasp. She worked me open with two fingers, then three, stretching me while my cock hung heavy beneath me, dripping onto the floor.

"Please," I moaned, pushing back against her hand.

Vivienne removed her fingers and positioned herself. She had retrieved her strap-on harness from the bedroom earlier. The thick silicone cock pressed against my hole, then pushed forward steadily. I groaned as it split me open, inch by inch, the fullness overwhelming. She didn't stop until the entire length was buried inside my ass.

The pounding started slow but quickly built. Vivienne gripped my hips and drove deep with powerful thrusts. The sound of her body slapping against my ass mixed with the rustle of my petticoats bunched around my waist. Sweat poured down my back under the lace as she railed me harder, the strap-on bottoming out with every stroke. My prostate sang with each impact, sending jolts of pleasure through my trapped dick.

"Fuck, you're taking it so well," she growled, her pace relentless. The table creaked under us.

The pressure built unbearably. My balls tightened. Without a single touch to my cock, I came hard. My dick pulsed violently, shooting thick streams of cum across the dining room floor in messy spurts. I cried out, body shaking as the orgasm tore through me, the strap-on still plowing deep into my stretched hole. Vivienne continued fucking me through it, drawing out every shudder until I was spent and trembling.

She finally pulled out, leaving me gaping and leaking lube. The power shift felt complete in that moment. I was no longer pretending at submission. This was my routine now, my body used and marked in our shared spaces.

Vivienne helped me stand on shaky legs and retied the apron strings firmly around my waist. She smoothed the petticoats back into place. The swish returned as I moved to clean up my own mess from the floor, the satin now damp with sweat in multiple places.

"You performed your first full domestic duties adequately," she said, watching me work. "This will be your daily pattern. Cleaning, cooking, serving. All while dressed exactly as a wife should be."

I nodded, still catching my breath. The taste of submission lingered stronger than the meal I had prepared. Our relationship had advanced beyond the initial shock. She had integrated me into the household machinery as her live-in servant and plaything. No more illusions of equality remained.

Vivienne stepped close, lifting my chin with one gloved finger. "Wives do the housework. And you are my wife now."

She paused, a satisfied smile curving her lips. "Tomorrow begins your beauty training."


Chapter 4: Painted Perfection

The powder brush swept across my cheeks in slow, deliberate circles, sending fine clouds of scented dust into the air. I sat rigidly on the vanity stool, the tight corset already compressing my waist into an unnatural hourglass shape. Every breath felt shallow and restricted, the boning digging into my ribs with unyielding pressure. Vivienne stood behind me, her reflection sharp in the mirror. Her leather opera gloves guided the brush with professional precision while her raven bob framed a face of focused intensity.

My anxiety twisted like a knife. Losing the suits had been one thing. Even the maid dress felt temporary in some desperate corner of my mind. But this, watching my masculine features disappear under layers of cosmetics, struck deeper. My gray-blue eyes looked wider, almost vulnerable, as she worked. The man I had built over thirty-two years was being painted away stroke by stroke.

"Stop fidgeting," Vivienne said, her voice low and commanding. She set the brush down and picked up a tube of deep red lipstick. "You knew this step was coming after signing."

The corset creaked softly with my inhale. The powder left my skin feeling velvety and cool in patches, contrasting with the building heat trapped beneath the satin and lace. I could taste the faint floral notes of the makeup on my lips as she applied the first coat. The creamy texture glided on smoothly, then set with a slight tackiness. False lashes came next. She carefully positioned them above my eyes, the weight foreign and heavy on my lids.

"I look ridiculous," I muttered, but my voice wavered. The sight in the mirror stirred something shameful and electric low in my belly. My cock pressed against the satin panties under the skirt, half-hard despite the fear.

Vivienne tilted my chin up, inspecting her work. "You look like the beginning of my vision. Now, voice training. Repeat after me in a higher register. Soft, feminine, obedient."

She demonstrated a phrase, her tone lilting and controlled. I tried to mimic it, but the words came out strained and unnatural. The corset made projection difficult, forcing shorter breaths that added a breathy quality to my attempts. We practiced for long minutes, her gloved hand resting on my shoulder, correcting pitch and cadence until my throat ached.

"Again. 'I live to serve my wife.'"

"I live to serve my wife," I repeated, the words sounding lighter, almost passable. The humiliation burned, yet the constriction of the corset and the feminine mask on my face fed a dark arousal I couldn't suppress.

She smiled slightly and moved to the closet, returning with a pair of extreme black stilettos, much taller than yesterday's. "Walking lessons next. Stand."

The new heels forced my feet into a severe arch, ankles wobbling as I rose. The corset limited my core stability, making each step a careful, swaying effort across the bedroom carpet. The powder on my skin felt powdery and delicate with every movement, while sweat began to gather in the tight boning, creating slick patches against my heated flesh.

"Smaller steps. Hips forward. Shoulders back," Vivienne instructed, circling me with her arms crossed. "A sissy wife glides, she does not stomp."

I practiced crossing the room repeatedly, the click of the extreme heels sharp and rhythmic. My calves burned from the height, and the corset squeezed tighter with every improper posture correction. Internal conflict raged. Part of me mourned the confident stride I once had in dress shoes. Another part, the hidden one that once stole moments with her lingerie, thrilled at the enforced delicacy. My dick throbbed visibly under the skirt now, the outline clear.

"You are getting better," she noted after twenty minutes. "But you still move like a man pretending. We fix that today."

She guided me back to the vanity and applied another layer of powder to set everything, the soft puff sending fresh scented clouds around my face. The false lashes fluttered heavily with each blink, the lipstick smear on the back of her gloved finger from a correction only adding to the erotic degradation. The sensory overload built: the tight corset, the feminine scent, the taste of lipstick on my tongue when I nervously licked my lips.

Vivienne stepped back to admire the full effect. "Time to test your new look properly."

She pushed me gently toward the bed, her hands firm through the leather gloves. I sat on the edge, the corset forcing me to stay upright. She hiked up her silk pencil dress, revealing her smooth, already-wet pussy. The sight made my mouth water. Without a word she straddled my lap, pushing me back until I lay flat, the extreme heels dangling off the bed edge.

"Keep those legs together like a proper girl," she ordered.

She reached under my skirt and freed my aching cock from the satin panties. Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, stroking once, twice, spreading the bead of precum. Then she positioned herself and sank down in one smooth motion, her tight slit engulfing my entire length. The heat of her cunt was scorching, the wetness slick and immediate as she bottomed out.

I groaned loudly, the corset restricting my ability to thrust upward effectively. Vivienne took full control, riding me with powerful rolls of her hips. Her inner walls gripped my shaft rhythmically, milking me with each downward plunge. The powder on my face mixed with fresh sweat, and the false lashes made my vision slightly blurred as pleasure built.

"Fuck, you feel so deep," she moaned, leaning forward so her pearls brushed my silk blouse. Her gloved hands pinned my shoulders, nails digging through fabric.

The tight corset amplified every sensation, compressing my body while her cunt worked my dick relentlessly. Wet sounds filled the room as she fucked herself on me faster, her juices coating my balls and dripping down to the sheets. My prostate wasn't directly stimulated, but the sheer intensity of her riding and the psychological weight of my painted face pushed me rapidly toward the edge.

"Please, I need to come," I gasped in the higher register she had trained.

Vivienne's eyes darkened with satisfaction. She ground her clit against my base on every stroke, her breathing turning ragged. Her cunt suddenly clenched hard around my shaft, fluttering wildly as her orgasm hit. She cried out, grinding through the waves, flooding my length with fresh wetness.

The pulsing grip sent me over. Pleasure exploded through my core. My dick jerked violently inside her, pumping thick spurts of cum deep into her spasming heat. Jet after jet drained from me in powerful pulses, filling her until excess leaked out around my shaft, coating us both in sticky warmth. I shuddered beneath her, the corset holding me rigid as the climax tore through every restricted muscle.

She stayed seated on my spent cock for several minutes, gently rocking to draw out the aftershocks. When she finally lifted off, a heavy trickle of my cum ran from her well-fucked slit down her inner thigh. The visual marked another irreversible step. My painted reflection in the nearby mirror showed a flushed, feminized face staring back, lipstick slightly smeared from the intensity.

This session had moved us forward. No longer just domestic service. She was actively reshaping my outward identity, training me for a world beyond these walls. The contract was no longer paper. It lived in my restricted breathing, my altered voice, my made-up eyes.

Vivienne stood and retrieved a small velvet box from her nightstand. She cleaned me carefully with a warm cloth, then fitted the delicate pink chastity cage around my softening dick. The metal clicked shut with finality.

"Pretty girls stay locked until they earn release," she said, slipping the key onto her pearl necklace.

I stared at the small cage trapping my cock, the anxiety from earlier returning stronger. Tomorrow's training would only dig deeper into my transformation.


Chapter 5: Caged Desire

The small pink chastity cage dug relentlessly into my flesh as I knelt on the bedroom floor, hands pressed to my thighs in the required position. The cold metal ring behind my balls had warmed slightly from body heat, but the tube itself remained an unyielding prison, squeezing my aching dick into a tight, throbbing denial. Every pulse of frustrated blood made the cage bite harder. I had woken like this, locked since yesterday's makeup session, and the constant pressure had built into a deep, gnawing ache that refused to fade.

Vivienne stood over me in a deep burgundy silk pencil dress, the key to my cage glinting on her pearl necklace like a trophy. Her leather opera gloves shone under the morning light filtering through the curtains. She held a small remote in one hand, her thumb hovering over the button.

"Look at you already squirming," she said, voice smooth with satisfaction. "Only twenty-four hours locked and you're trembling. Tell me in your pretty new voice how it feels."

The frustration boiled inside me. My gray-blue eyes flicked up to hers, false lashes still in place from yesterday's training. "It aches, Mistress. The cage is so tight. I can feel my pulse trapped inside it."

She smiled and pressed the button. The vibrating plug she had inserted earlier buzzed to life deep in my ass, sending intense waves through my prostate. The sensation was immediate and cruel, a low, insistent hum that made my caged dick strain painfully against the metal bars. Precum leaked steadily from the slit at the end of the cage, dripping onto the hardwood floor in clear, sticky strings.

I gasped, hips twitching involuntarily. The plug's vibration mixed with the cold bite of the cage, creating a maddening loop of pleasure and denial. Sweat beaded on my forehead under the light makeup. My mind spun with conflict. This device had stripped the last illusion of control. I could no longer even get fully hard without her permission. The man who once took charge in boardrooms now knelt begging in a silk blouse and tight skirt, voice trained higher and softer.

"How badly do you want release?" Vivienne asked, circling me slowly. The click of her heels punctuated each word.

"So badly," I replied in the breathy feminine tone she demanded. "Please, Mistress. The throbbing is constant. I need to come."

"Not yet." She increased the vibration level. The plug buzzed louder, pressing firmly against my prostate with every pulse. My balls felt heavy and full, pulled tight by the cage ring. The denial created a deep, building pressure that had no outlet. I moaned softly, forehead dropping toward the floor as the sensations intensified.

She knelt briefly, gloved fingers lifting my chin. "Beg properly. Use the words I taught you."

"Please unlock me, Mistress. Let your sissy wife drain her aching balls. I will do anything."

Her eyes darkened with pleasure at my submission. The key on her necklace swayed tantalizingly close but remained out of reach. This session marked a new phase. No longer just dressing and domestic chores. She was rewiring my daily existence around her control, making pleasure itself dependent on her whims. The power dynamic had deepened into something permanent and psychological.

Twenty minutes later, she had me bent over the edge of the bed, skirt flipped up and panties pulled aside. The vibrating plug continued its relentless work while she teased the cage with her gloved fingertips, tracing the metal bars and the leaking tip. My thighs trembled from the strain of holding position in the extreme heels.

"Such a pretty leak," she murmured, collecting a drop of precum on her leather-clad finger and bringing it to my lips. "Taste your desperation."

I licked it obediently, the salty tang coating my tongue. The humiliation burned hot, yet my body craved more. The plug's buzzing had me right on the edge, prostate swollen and sensitive, but the cage prevented any real release. I rocked back against the vibrations, desperate for friction that never quite arrived.

Vivienne stood and removed the plug with a wet pop, leaving me empty and clenching. She retrieved her strap-on harness, buckling it around her hips with the thick, realistic silicone cock jutting forward. She applied generous lube, the slick sound filling the room as she stroked the shaft.

"Since you begged so nicely, you may come today. But only from my cock in your ass."

She positioned herself behind me and pressed the thick head against my prepared hole. With steady pressure she pushed forward, stretching me open around the girthy shaft. I moaned loudly as she sank deeper, the fullness replacing the plug's vibration with something far more intense. Inch by inch she filled me until her hips met my ass, the strap-on buried to the base.

The pounding began immediately. Vivienne gripped my hips and drove into me with deep, powerful strokes. Each thrust bottomed out, the head grinding directly against my prostate. The wet, rhythmic slap of her body against mine mixed with the creak of the bed and my breathy, feminine whimpers. The cold metal cage swung heavily between my legs, bouncing with every impact and sending fresh throbs of denied pleasure through my trapped dick.

"Fuck me harder, Mistress," I begged in the trained voice, pushing back to meet her thrusts. The tight corset from yesterday's training still restricted my breathing, heightening every sensation.

She obliged, railing me faster. The thick silicone cock split me open repeatedly, stretching my hole with each deep plunge. Pleasure coiled tightly in my core, centered on the relentless prostate pounding. My caged dick leaked continuously, strings of precum connecting to the floor below.

Vivienne reached around and flicked the cage, the metallic rattle adding another layer of torment. "Feel how useless it is? This is your new reality."

The pressure built unbearably. My balls tightened despite the cage. The deep anal fucking pushed me over the edge without a single touch to my shaft. Orgasm crashed through me violently. My prostate pulsed hard as thick jets of cum forced their way out through the cage slits, spurting onto the floor in powerful, messy pulses. I cried out, body shaking as wave after wave drained from me, the strap-on still plowing deep and drawing out every shudder. Cum continued to pump from my locked dick in visible streams, pooling beneath me while she kept thrusting through my climax.

She moaned her own pleasure from the harness pressure against her clit, grinding deep a few final times before slowing. When she finally pulled out, my hole remained open and twitching, lube and the aftermath of my orgasm leaving me slick and spent.

Vivienne helped me stand on unsteady legs. She cleaned the cage thoroughly with a warm cloth, the metal now warmer but still a constant, cold reminder at its core. The relationship had shifted again. My pleasure now belonged entirely to her schedule and methods. No more spontaneous relief. The chastity enforced a new level of dependence that extended beyond the bedroom into every waking hour.

She fastened the cage back securely and let the key rest prominently on her necklace.

"This cage is your wedding ring now," Vivienne declared, voice firm with possession.

I looked down at the locked pink device, my spent dick trapped inside, still tingling from the intense hands-free release. The ache of denial had returned already, mingled with deep satisfaction and fresh surrender.

She cupped my chin, forcing my gaze to hers. "Thank me properly for your new locked life."


Chapter 6: Worship and Obedience

The scent of Vivienne's arousal hung thick in the master bedroom air as I knelt between her spread thighs, my painted lips pressed reverently against the soft skin of her inner thigh. The chastity cage bit sharply into my swollen flesh with every throb, a cold metal reminder that kept me aching and leaking. My tongue traced slow, worshipful patterns upward, tasting the faint salt of her skin mixed with the growing musk of her excitement. Leather opera gloves rested on my head, guiding me with firm pressure while her stocking-clad feet flexed against my back, the sheer nylon sliding warmly over my silk blouse.

Desperation clawed at my chest. Days of constant denial in the cage had stripped away any remaining resistance. I existed now for this, for her pleasure, my trained feminine voice ready to beg at any moment. The taste of her skin filled my mouth, clean and slightly sweet from her lotion, growing richer as I moved closer to her center. Shame still flickered in the background, but it only fueled the deep submission that made my trapped dick strain uselessly.

"Use your full tongue," Vivienne commanded, her voice low and authoritative. She shifted on the edge of the bed, opening her legs wider. "Show me how grateful a sissy wife is for her place."

I obeyed instantly, flattening my tongue and dragging it slowly along her outer lips. The scent of her arousal intensified, heady and feminine, flooding my senses. Her juices already glistened on her smooth folds. The leather of her gloves tightened in my dark-blond hair as she pulled me closer. My nose brushed her clit while I licked deeper, savoring every drop. The stocking feet on my back pressed down, pinning me in place like a living footstool.

My mind reeled in the heat of submission. Once I had been her equal, sharing decisions and a bed as partners. Now I lived for the privilege of tasting her, my face buried between her thighs while my caged cock dripped onto the floor. The power she held felt absolute. Every lap of my tongue reinforced the new order. I was her ritual object, trained and kept for this exact purpose.

"Describe the taste to me," she said, her breath catching slightly as my tongue circled her clit.

"It is sweet and tangy, Mistress," I replied in my soft, feminine register between long licks. "Your arousal tastes like heaven to your sissy. I could stay here forever."

Vivienne let out a pleased hum. One stocking foot slid up my side and rested against my cheek, the smooth nylon cool and silky. "Good girl. Deeper now. Suck on my clit like you mean it."

I sealed my lips around the swollen bud and sucked gently, then with more pressure, alternating with firm licks. Her hips rolled against my face, coating my chin and lips with her wetness. The leather gloves directed my rhythm perfectly. Minutes stretched as I worshipped her thoroughly, exploring every fold, dipping my tongue inside her tight heat to draw out more of her essence. The taste became richer, more intoxicating, as she grew wetter.

Twenty minutes later, her thighs began to tremble around my head. She pulled me back by the hair, her eyes dark with lust. "On the bed. On your back. Hands above your head."

I climbed up quickly, the tight skirt riding up my thighs. Vivienne straddled my chest first, facing my feet, then slid backward until her soaked pussy hovered directly over my mouth. She lowered herself, smothering me in her heat and scent. I resumed my worship immediately, tongue plunging deep into her cunt while she ground down.

Her leather-gloved hands reached behind her and freed my caged dick from the panties. She teased the metal bars with her fingertips, sending sharp jolts through my denied length. "Such a pretty, useless little thing now. Always locked for me."

The taste of her flooded my mouth as she rode my face harder. Her stocking feet planted on either side of my head, the nylon scent mixing with her arousal. I licked and sucked frantically, desperate to please. My own need raged inside the cage, balls heavy and aching.

Vivienne suddenly shifted forward, turning to face me. She positioned her dripping slit over my straining cage and rubbed herself along the metal length, using the hard bars to stimulate her clit. The friction felt maddeningly indirect for me, but her moans grew louder. She reached down and unlocked the cage with the key from her necklace, freeing my dick for the first time in days. It sprang up hard and leaking.

"Keep worshipping with that mouth while I take what I need," she ordered.

She sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion, her tight cunt swallowing every inch. The wet heat enveloped me completely, slick and scorching after so much denial. I groaned into her as she began riding me with deep, rolling thrusts. Her inner walls gripped my shaft perfectly, milking me with each downward plunge.

The taste of her skin still lingered on my tongue as I reached up to squeeze her breasts through her dress. Vivienne rode faster, her leather gloves bracing on my chest. The scent of sex filled the room, heavy and primal. Her cunt made wet, obscene sounds as she fucked herself on my dick, taking me to the hilt every time.

"Fuck, your sissy cock feels good when I allow it," she panted, grinding her clit against my base. Her stocking feet pressed against my thighs for leverage.

Pleasure built rapidly in my core after days of teasing. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around my shaft, pulling me deeper. I thrust up to meet her, lost in the slick velvet grip. Vivienne's moans grew sharper. She leaned forward, pearls swinging between us, and kissed me deeply, tasting herself on my lips.

Her orgasm hit first. Her cunt spasmed hard around my dick, fluttering and squeezing as she cried out. Fresh wetness flooded my length. The intense contractions pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened and I came violently, thick jets of cum pumping deep into her pulsing heat. Spurt after powerful spurt drained from me, flooding her cunt until it overflowed, leaking down my balls in warm, sticky trails. I shuddered beneath her, moaning into her mouth as the long-denied release tore through every muscle.

Vivienne kept riding slowly through both our orgasms, milking every drop. When she finally lifted off, a heavy stream of my cum poured from her well-fucked pussy onto my stomach and cage. She scooped some up with two gloved fingers and fed it to me. I swallowed obediently, the salty taste mixing with the lingering flavor of her arousal.

She remained seated on my hips for long moments, breathing steadying. The ritual of worship had solidified something deeper between us. I was no longer just dressed and locked. I had become her intimate servant, existing for her pleasure in every position she desired. The balance of our marriage had evolved into complete ownership, extending into every intimate act.

Vivienne traced a gloved finger along my jaw. "A proper sissy wife lives between her wife's thighs."

She smiled down at me, satisfaction clear in her eyes. "Next week you will demonstrate everything you have learned. We are going out for your first public test. A quiet dinner where you will serve me perfectly in public."


Chapter 7: Garden of Submission

The tall wooden gate to the private back garden clicked shut behind us, sealing me in a world of green that suddenly felt far too open. Sunlight poured down on my stockinged legs, warming the sheer black nylon while a gentle breeze slipped straight under my flared skirt and caressed my bare, caged skin. The grass felt soft yet uneven under the thin soles of my stilettos, each step sinking slightly and forcing me to balance carefully. My heart hammered against my ribs as I carried the watering can in gloved hands, fully dressed in a pale lavender sundress with petticoats, full makeup, and the delicate chastity cage locked tight beneath everything.

Terror and thrill twisted together in my stomach. The high fences around the garden offered some privacy, but anyone taller on the neighboring properties could potentially see. Birds called overhead. Leaves rustled. I felt completely exposed, every feminine detail on display under the bright daylight.

Vivienne walked beside me in her silk pencil dress, leather opera gloves gleaming, pearls catching the sun. She carried nothing, simply watching me with that calm, predatory satisfaction. "Water the roses first. Slowly. I want to see how gracefully my sissy wife moves outdoors."

I bent at the waist to reach the flowerbeds, the breeze lifting my skirt again and exposing the tops of my stockings and the curve of my ass. The sun heated my skin through the nylon, creating a strange mix of warmth and vulnerability. My caged dick twitched inside its prison, leaking steadily as the humiliation of being outside like this flooded me.

This was real now. Not just inside the house where walls protected my secret. Here, under open sky, with grass under my heels and wind under my skirt, my transformation felt irreversible. Part of me wanted to run back inside and hide. Another part, darker and deeper, thrilled at the exposure. My body betrayed me completely, nipples hard against the dress, cage straining as arousal mixed with fear.

"Lower your stance when you pour," Vivienne instructed, stepping closer. Her leather-gloved hand rested on my lower back, pressing me down. "A proper wife bends elegantly for her chores."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied in my trained soft voice. The words still felt foreign on my tongue, yet speaking them outside amplified the submission. I poured water carefully around the rose roots, the scent of damp earth and flowers rising around us. The petticoats swished loudly in the quiet garden, announcing every small movement.

She circled me slowly, her own heels sinking into the grass. "How does it feel, knowing the sun is touching every inch of your pretty outfit? That the breeze can see what you really are?"

"It terrifies me," I admitted, voice trembling. "But it also makes me so hard in the cage. I feel so exposed, Mistress. Like anyone could look over the fence and know."

"Good. That vulnerability is part of your training." Her gloved fingers traced up my thigh, lifting the hem briefly to let more breeze touch my skin. The contrast between the warm sun on my stockings and the cool air underneath made me shiver.

We moved to the vegetable patch next. I knelt in the grass to pull weeds, the blades tickling my knees through the stockings while the sun beat down on my back. The position hiked my skirt high, fully exposing my stocking tops and the locked pink cage between my legs. Vivienne stood over me, one stocking foot resting on my shoulder, pressing me down gently. The nylon felt smooth and warm from the sun against my cheek.

Twenty minutes of outdoor labor passed with her constant corrections. Each task heightened the thrill and fear. The exposed vulnerability created a constant electric tension. My mind kept imagining neighbors glancing over, seeing the sissy wife tending her garden. Yet I continued, body responding with leaking desperation.

Vivienne finally pulled me up by the arm. "Enough chores for now. Come here."

She led me to the shaded garden bench surrounded by tall flowering bushes. She sat first, then guided me across her lap, face down. My dress was flipped up, exposing my ass completely to the open air. The breeze kissed my hole while the sun warmed my back. She retrieved a small bottle of lube from her dress pocket and applied it generously, her leather gloves sliding slickly between my cheeks.

"Such a pretty sight," she murmured. "Even the flowers can see what you've become."

I moaned softly as two gloved fingers pushed inside me, stretching and preparing. The outdoor setting made every sensation sharper. The distant sound of a lawnmower from several houses away reminded me how public this truly was. My cage pressed painfully into her thigh as I grew harder.

Vivienne removed her fingers and stood, quickly buckling on her strap-on harness under her dress. The thick silicone cock jutted out obscenely as she positioned herself behind me. I remained bent over the garden bench, hands gripping the wooden slats, ass presented to the garden and sky.

She pressed the wide head against my slick hole and pushed forward steadily. I gasped as it split me open, the thick shaft sinking deeper with each inch. The sun warmed my exposed skin while she filled my ass completely, bottoming out with her hips against my cheeks. The fullness felt overwhelming in the open air.

Vivienne gripped my hips with leather gloves and began thrusting. Deep, powerful strokes that drove the strap-on to the hilt every time. The wet sounds of fucking mixed with the rustle of leaves and my breathy moans. Each thrust made my cage swing and leak, dripping onto the grass below. The sun on my stockings created a strange, heated contrast to the cool breeze that continued to blow under my lifted skirt.

"Fuck me, Mistress," I begged in my feminine voice, pushing back to meet her pounding. "Take your sissy wife right here in the garden."

She railed me harder, the bench creaking under the force. Her thick cock plowed my ass relentlessly, grinding against my prostate with every deep stroke. Pleasure coiled tight in my core despite the cage. The exposed feeling, the risk of being seen, the grass under my heels, all combined into an intense wave of submission.

Her pace grew punishing. She reached around and flicked the cage, sending sharp sensations through my trapped dick. "Come for me. Show the garden how you spill when properly fucked."

The command, combined with the relentless prostate pounding, pushed me over. Orgasm exploded through me. My locked cock pulsed violently inside the cage, forcing thick spurts of cum through the bars in powerful jets. Rope after rope shot onto the grass beneath the bench as I cried out, body shaking with each pulse. The strap-on continued driving deep, drawing out every shudder and spurt until I was drained and trembling, cum visibly pooling on the green blades.

Vivienne slowed but kept the cock buried inside me for long moments, letting me clench around her. She finally pulled out, leaving my hole open and twitching in the breeze. A trickle of lube ran down my thigh, cooling quickly in the air.

She helped me stand on shaky heels, smoothing my dress back into place. The garden felt different now. I had been fucked outside, marked by the sun and wind as her property. This outdoor claiming advanced our dynamic beyond the safety of walls. The world outside the house was no longer completely forbidden. She was preparing me for more exposure, step by step.

We returned inside together. Vivienne led me to her home office and sat at her desk, opening her laptop. She pulled me onto her lap, my skirt spread around us.

"Time to begin your new life online," she said, typing rapidly. "We are creating your new persona today. A proper profile for my beautiful sissy wife."

I watched the screen as she started building the accounts, my heart racing with fresh anxiety and surrender. The garden had been only the beginning.


Chapter 8: Digital Doll

The bright camera flash exploded in my face, freezing me in the humiliating pose Vivienne had demanded. I stood in the center of her home office, wearing only delicate black lace lingerie, stockings, and extreme heels. The bright ring light above the desk cast harsh illumination on my made-up face, making the powder and blush feel thick and artificial under the heat. My skin prickled with shame as the keyboard clicked rapidly under Vivienne's gloved fingers while she reviewed the latest shot on her laptop screen.

Humiliation burned through every inch of me. Maddox, the corporate husband with a professional LinkedIn profile and respectable career, was vanishing. Each flash erased another piece of my old identity. Here I was, fully painted and dressed like a doll, while my wife created a new public version of me for the world to see.

"Arch your back more. Push your ass out. Show them what a good sissy wife looks like," Vivienne ordered, her raven bob perfectly still as she adjusted the camera angle.

I obeyed, feeling the lace panties strain against my caged dick. The bright lights made sweat bead along my spine, mixing with the scent of my own nervous arousal. "This is too much," I whispered in my trained feminine voice. "Deleting everything I built. My name, my photos, my career."

Vivienne looked up from the screen, her leather opera gloves reflecting the ring light. "Your old life was the lie. This is the truth. Now pose with your hands on your hips and smile prettily."

The keyboard clicked again as she captured another series. Each flash felt like a nail in the coffin of Maddox. I turned slowly, showing the back of the lingerie set, the thong disappearing between my cheeks. The heat from the lights made my makeup feel heavy on my skin, the false lashes weighing down my blinks. Inside, conflict raged. Deep shame at being documented like this warred with the helpless thrill pulsing in my cage. My body responded to the exposure, leaking steadily into the lace.

She rose and circled me, adjusting the straps of my bra with cool gloved fingers. "These photos will form the foundation of your new profiles. Instagram, a discreet Twitter, even a private sharing site for my friends. The world will know you as my transformed wife."

"I had colleagues, contacts, a reputation," I protested softly, voice cracking.

"All gone. Archived and deleted this morning while you were cleaning." Her tone was matter-of-fact, almost gentle, which made it worse. "Now get on the chaise. Legs spread, hands above your head."

I moved to the velvet chaise under the lights, the click of my heels loud on the floor. The position exposed me completely. Vivienne took more photos, the flash popping repeatedly. The constant bright bursts left spots in my vision, heightening the surreal feeling of dissociation. Maddox was being scrubbed from existence while a new feminine persona took shape under her fingers.

After thirty minutes of posing, Vivienne set the camera down. She approached and ran her gloved hands over my body, tracing the lace edges. "You look exquisite under these lights. So ready to be shared."

My breathing quickened. The combination of humiliation and her touch made my trapped cock throb painfully. She kissed me deeply, tasting the lipstick on my lips, then pushed me back onto the chaise.

"Time for your reward for being such a cooperative doll," she murmured.

Vivienne stripped off her silk pencil dress, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her smooth pussy already glistened with arousal. She climbed over me, straddling my face first, lowering her wet cunt onto my mouth. I licked eagerly, savoring her familiar tangy taste as she ground against my tongue. The keyboard clicks had stopped, replaced by her soft moans and the wet sounds of my worship.

After several minutes she slid down my body, freeing my caged dick and unlocking it with the key from her necklace. My shaft sprang hard and leaking. She positioned herself over me and sank down in one smooth motion, her tight heat engulfing every inch of my dick.

I groaned loudly as her cunt gripped me, slick and scorching. Vivienne rode me with controlled power, her hips rolling in deep, deliberate circles. The ring light still illuminated us harshly, highlighting every detail of my feminized body beneath her. Her inner walls milked my shaft rhythmically as she increased her pace, taking me to the hilt with every downward thrust.

"Fuck, your sissy dick fills me so nicely when I allow it," she panted, gloved hands braced on my chest.

The bright lights made everything feel exposed and performative. I thrust up into her wetness, lost in the velvet squeeze. Her clit ground against my base on each stroke, her juices coating my balls. Pleasure built fast after the long teasing session.

Vivienne leaned forward, pearls swaying, and whispered against my ear, "Come inside me while I finish your rebranding."

Her cunt clenched suddenly as her orgasm hit. She cried out, grinding hard through the spasms, flooding my shaft with fresh wetness. The intense contractions pulled me over the edge. My dick pulsed violently inside her, pumping thick jets of cum deep into her spasming heat. Spurt after heavy spurt drained from me, filling her until it leaked out around my shaft in warm, sticky trails down my balls. I shuddered hard beneath her, moaning in my feminine voice as the powerful release emptied me completely.

She stayed seated on my spent cock for long minutes, gently rocking to milk the last drops. When she finally lifted off, a thick stream of my cum poured from her well-fucked pussy onto my stomach. She scooped some up and fed it to me from her gloved fingers. I swallowed obediently, the taste marking my complete surrender.

Vivienne returned to her laptop, the keyboard clicking once more as she finalized the profiles. My old social media accounts were gone. In their place were new ones under a feminine name, filled with the photos she had just taken. The rebranding was real and public now. My old identity had been systematically erased from the digital world.

She turned the screen toward me. "Maddox is dead. Say hello to your new name."

I stared at the profile. The name she had chosen stared back at me in elegant script.

"From now on, you are Maddie," she declared with finality. "My perfect sissy wife, Maddie."

The weight of the new name settled over me like another layer of silk and control. Our relationship had crossed another threshold. No longer private fantasy. My transformation now existed online, accessible and permanent.

Vivienne closed the laptop and smiled. "I have scheduled your first real-world outing for this weekend. A quiet but elegant dinner at a discreet restaurant downtown. You will serve me publicly as Maddie."


Chapter 9: Public Petals

The automatic doors of the upscale mall hissed open, releasing a blast of chilled air that rushed straight up my skirt and kissed the damp lace panties clinging to my caged skin. I froze for half a second on the threshold, heart slamming against my ribs, before Vivienne’s gloved hand pressed firmly against my lower back, propelling me forward. The sway of my hips in the tight navy pencil skirt felt exaggerated and unnatural under the bright mall lights. Every step in the five-inch stilettos produced a sharp, feminine click that seemed to echo across the polished tile floor.

Panic clawed at my throat even as obedience kept my legs moving. This was the first time I had stepped outside our property fully dressed as Maddie. Full makeup, long wavy wig, pearl earrings, and a fitted silk blouse that hugged the corseted waist. Strangers moved around us, normal Saturday shoppers. A few heads already turned. I could feel their glances sliding over my form, assessing, wondering.

The mall air conditioning blasted continuously from overhead vents, cooling the fear-sweat already gathering in the small of my back and under the lace bra. The cold draft kept lifting the hem of my skirt slightly, reminding me how exposed I was. My caged dick twitched helplessly inside the tight panties, leaking from the terrifying thrill of it all.

"You are doing beautifully," Vivienne murmured beside me, elegant in her charcoal silk dress and opera gloves. "Keep your shoulders back and your steps small. Let them see what a pretty wife I have."

"I feel like everyone knows," I whispered in my trained soft voice, cheeks burning beneath the foundation. "That man by the fountain just stared."

"Let them stare. It is part of your training." Her fingers brushed my waist possessively as we walked deeper into the mall. "Now, we need new lingerie for you. Something special for next week."

We entered the high-end department store. The bright lighting made my makeup feel like a mask under scrutiny. I kept my eyes lowered, focusing on the sway of my hips and the constant click of my heels. Fear-sweat trickled down my spine, soaking into the lace. Every stranger’s glance felt like a spotlight. A saleswoman approached with a polite smile, her eyes flicking over my feminized body.

"May I help you ladies find anything today?"

Vivienne answered smoothly. "Yes. My wife needs several new sets. Something elegant but very feminine."

Hearing "wife" spoken so casually in public sent a fresh wave of humiliation through me. I stood obediently while the saleswoman led us to the lingerie section, pulling out various lace sets. Vivienne made me hold them up against my body for approval, forcing me to turn slowly in the open aisle. More glances from passing shoppers. A couple whispered. My face burned hotter than the fear-sweat sliding between my breasts.

Inside, my mind screamed to run back to the car, yet my body obeyed every command. The public exposure stripped another layer of my old self away. Maddox would never have been here like this. Maddie had no choice but to sway her hips and smile demurely.

After selecting several items, Vivienne led me to the fitting rooms. The attendant gave us a private room at the end. Once inside, she locked the door and pushed me against the mirrored wall.

"You have been such a good girl enduring this," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "Time for a small reward before we continue."

She hiked up my tight skirt, exposing my stocking tops and the soaked lace panties. She pulled them aside, unlocked the cage with the key from her necklace, and freed my aching dick. Then she turned, bracing her hands on the mirror, and lifted her own dress. No panties underneath.

"Take me quickly but quietly," she ordered.

I pressed against her from behind, sliding my hard length along her already-wet slit before pushing inside her cunt in one smooth thrust. The tight heat enveloped me completely. Vivienne gasped softly, pushing back to take every inch. I gripped her hips and began fucking her with deep, controlled strokes, the mirror reflecting our joined bodies in the brightly lit fitting room.

Her inner walls gripped my shaft perfectly, slick and scorching. The risk of being heard outside the thin door heightened everything. I thrust harder, the wet sounds of my dick sliding in and out of her pussy barely masked by the mall music playing overhead. Fear-sweat continued to roll down my back as I pounded into her, my hips slapping quietly against her ass.

"Harder, Maddie," she breathed, watching my feminized reflection. "Fuck your wife properly."

The name sent a fresh jolt through me. I drove deeper, angling to hit the spot that made her moan. Her cunt fluttered around my length as she neared the edge. Pleasure coiled tight in my balls after the public tension. I reached around and rubbed her clit while continuing to thrust.

Vivienne came first, her pussy clamping down hard around my dick, pulsing rhythmically as she bit her lip to stay quiet. The intense contractions pulled me over. My cock jerked violently inside her, pumping thick, heavy spurts of cum deep into her spasming heat. Jet after jet flooded her cunt until it overflowed, dripping down her thighs and onto the fitting room floor. I shuddered against her back, moaning softly into her shoulder as the powerful orgasm drained me completely.

We stayed locked together for long moments, breathing hard. She finally turned and fed me some of my own cum from her gloved fingers before locking the cage back in place. The public risk had made the release more intense than usual. Our dynamic had advanced again. I had now been fucked in public space, even if hidden behind a door. The world outside was becoming part of our game.

We paid for the lingerie and continued walking through the mall. More strangers’ glances followed us. The air conditioning continued blasting cold drafts up my skirt, keeping the fear-sweat fresh in the lace. My hips swayed with each step, the sensation both mortifying and intoxicating.

Near the exit, Vivienne stopped at a jewelry counter and made me try on delicate anklets, forcing me to lift my foot in front of the salesman. The exposure felt endless.

"You handled your first public outing very well," she said as we finally returned to the car. "Next week will be even better."

I buckled my seatbelt with trembling hands, still tasting the mix of her and my cum on my tongue. The shopping trip had been survived, but the exposure lingered in every nerve.

Vivienne started the engine and smiled. "I will be inviting a few close friends to the house next week. You will serve them as my perfect sissy wife."


Chapter 10: Hostess in Heels

The doorbell chimed through the house like a judge’s gavel. I stood frozen in the foyer, heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. The tight black satin hostess dress clung to every curve of my corseted body, its hem barely reaching mid-thigh. The white lace apron tied cruelly tight around my waist dug into my skin, while the petticoats underneath created constant soft rustling with the slightest movement. Burning cheeks flushed hot beneath layers of makeup as I clutched the silver tray of champagne flutes.

Mortified did not begin to describe it. Three of Vivienne’s closest friends would see me like this. Not just dressed, but fully presented as her sissy wife.

Vivienne appeared behind me, radiant in emerald silk, leather opera gloves reaching her elbows. She placed a gloved hand on my shoulder and squeezed. "Remember your training, Maddie. Serve gracefully. Smile through the shame."

The door opened. Three elegant women stepped inside: Sophia, a tall brunette in red; Elena, sharp-featured and blonde; and Rebecca, curvy with knowing eyes. Their gazes swept over me immediately, taking in the full uniform, the stockings, the heels, the delicate makeup.

"Oh my," Sophia breathed, lips curving. "This is her?"

"Indeed," Vivienne replied smoothly. "My little wife, Maddie. She will be serving us tonight."

I felt their eyes crawling over me. The tight dress compressed my chest and waist, making every breath shallow. Fear-sweat already gathered under the lace, trickling slowly down my sides. My caged dick throbbed painfully against the metal, leaking into the satin panties.

"Champagne, ladies?" I asked in my trained soft, feminine voice, offering the tray. My burning cheeks felt like they might ignite.

Elena took a glass, smirking. "Thank you, sissy. You look absolutely precious."

Laughter followed. Light at first, then bolder as they moved into the living room. I trailed behind, hips swaying in the restrictive dress, the click of my heels announcing every humiliated step. The sound of their amusement at my expense cut deeper than any command.

In the living room, I poured wine carefully, bending at the waist as trained. The tight dress rode higher, exposing stocking tops. Rebecca commented loudly, "Look at that perfect posture. Vivienne, you have trained her well."

"Show them how well-trained my little wife is," Vivienne said, voice carrying clear authority.

I moved between them, refilling glasses, offering hors d'oeuvres from the silver tray. Every laugh at my expense, every lingering stare, every whispered comment burned fresh heat into my face. The tight dress felt like a second skin, constricting and highlighting every feminine line they examined. Inside, deep conflict raged. Part of me wanted the floor to swallow me whole. Another part, darker and conditioned, grew shamefully aroused by their scrutiny and my total exposure.

Twenty minutes later, I served the first course at the dining table. The women chatted casually about work and life while I moved around them, bending to place plates, refilling wine. Sophia deliberately brushed my thigh as I passed, drawing fresh giggles.

"Such delicate service," she teased. "Does she do everything this prettily, Vivienne?"

"Everything," my wife confirmed. "Including more private duties."

The laughter swelled again. I retreated to the kitchen for the next course, cheeks blazing, sweat soaking the lace beneath the tight satin. The public shopping trip had been terrifying, but this intimate display in our own home felt far more exposing. These women knew the old Maddox. Now they saw only Maddie, the obedient sissy hostess.

After the main course, Vivienne summoned me to the center of the living room. "Time for demonstration, darling. On your knees."

I lowered myself carefully in the tight dress, petticoats flaring. The women watched with rapt attention. Vivienne hiked up her silk dress and stepped forward, revealing her smooth, aroused pussy. "Worship."

My burning face pressed between her thighs. I licked slowly at first, tasting her familiar tang while the guests murmured approval. The sound of their voices watching me service my wife added another layer of humiliation. I licked deeper, tongue plunging into her wet heat, sucking gently on her clit as she moaned softly above me. Her leather-gloved hand rested on my head, guiding my rhythm.

"See how eagerly she serves?" Vivienne said to her friends. "This is daily life now."

The women’s comments flowed around me. "So obedient." "Look at her cheeks burning." Laughter mixed with arousal in the room. I continued worshipping, lost in the taste of her skin and the scent of her growing wetness, my own cage leaking steadily.

Vivienne eventually pulled me up and bent me over the wide ottoman in the center of the room. She flipped up my dress and petticoats, exposing my ass and the locked cage to all three guests. The cool air hit my skin while their eyes devoured the sight.

"Watch closely," she told them.

She retrieved her strap-on, buckling it on with practiced movements. Generous lube coated the thick silicone cock. She pressed the head against my hole and pushed forward steadily. I gasped as it stretched me open, sinking deeper inch by inch until her hips met my ass. The fullness in front of an audience made my cheeks burn hotter than ever.

Vivienne began thrusting. Deep, powerful strokes that drove the strap-on to the hilt each time. The wet slap of her body against mine filled the room alongside the women’s interested murmurs and occasional laughter. My tight dress bunched around my waist, the constriction adding pressure as she railed me. Each thrust ground the thick shaft against my prostate, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my caged dick.

"Take it, Maddie," Vivienne commanded, pounding harder. "Show my friends how a proper sissy wife gets fucked."

I moaned loudly, pushing back to meet her strokes. The burning in my cheeks spread across my entire face as the women watched openly. The sensation of being split open, the tight dress, the audience, all combined into overwhelming intensity. My prostate throbbed under the relentless pounding.

Vivienne reached around and flicked the cage, the metal rattling. Her thrusts grew faster, deeper, bottoming out with every stroke. Pleasure coiled unbearably tight. Without any touch to my shaft, I came hard. My locked dick pulsed violently, forcing thick spurts of cum through the bars onto the ottoman in messy, visible ropes. I cried out, body shaking as wave after wave drained from me, the strap-on still plowing deep through my climax. Cum continued leaking from the cage in heavy pulses while the women applauded lightly.

Vivienne slowed but kept the cock buried inside me, letting me clench around her as the last shudders passed. She finally withdrew, leaving my hole open and twitching for everyone to see. A trickle of lube ran down my thigh.

The demonstration had shifted everything. These women were no longer simply guests. They had witnessed my deepest submission. The power dynamic extended beyond our marriage into a small circle of knowing eyes. My humiliation now had witnesses who could verify my new reality.

I cleaned up carefully, still in the tight dress, cheeks burning as I served coffee and dessert. The women chatted casually about my performance, their laughter softer now but no less cutting.

Vivienne watched me with deep satisfaction as I moved between them. She set her cup down and addressed the room. "Next month we will take things further. Maddie will be getting permanent cosmetic changes. Lips, brows, possibly more. She is ready for the irreversible steps."

I nearly dropped the tray. The announcement hung in the air as the women nodded approvingly. The evening had not only displayed me. It had pushed my transformation into permanent territory.


Chapter 11: Permanent Petals

The salon door closed behind us with a soft chime, sealing me inside a world of mirrors, bright lights, and chemical sweetness. I sat rigidly in the styling chair, already dressed in a modest beige pencil dress and heels, makeup perfectly applied. Resignation had settled deep in my bones after the dinner party with Vivienne’s friends. There was no fighting this anymore. The changes would be permanent, and part of me had already surrendered to that truth.

Vivienne stood beside the chair, elegant in charcoal silk, her leather opera gloves resting on my shoulder. The stylist, a sharp-eyed woman named Claire, ran her fingers through my dark-blond hair.

"We are going shorter, softer, very feminine," Vivienne instructed. "Something that screams wife, not husband."

Claire nodded and picked up the scissors. The first snip sounded loud in my ears as long strands of my hair fell to the cape. I watched in the mirror as years of masculine presentation began disappearing with each precise cut. The cool metal of the scissors brushed my neck, sending shivers down my spine. Sections of hair dropped steadily onto the floor around the chair.

"I have accepted this," I said quietly in my soft feminine voice, though my stomach still twisted. "There is no going back now."

Vivienne smiled, squeezing my shoulder. "That is exactly right, darling. No more hiding."

The stylist worked methodically, layering and shaping. The new scent of shampoo filled the air as she washed my shortened hair, a fresh floral fragrance that clung to every strand. The warm water and strong fingers massaging my scalp felt strangely intimate. My gray-blue eyes looked wider, more vulnerable in the mirror as the cut took shape into soft waves that framed my face delicately.

Next came the brow shaping. Hot wax strips were applied above my eyes. The sudden sharp pull as Claire ripped them away made me flinch, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. The skin left behind felt raw but incredibly smooth. More wax followed on my upper lip and chin for laser preparation. Each pull stripped away another trace of masculinity.

"You are handling this so well," Vivienne murmured, her gloved hand stroking my arm. "Tell me how it feels."

"It feels final," I replied, voice steady despite the burning in my cheeks. "Like the last pieces of Maddox are being erased in public. Everyone here can see what I am becoming."

Claire smiled politely, clearly aware of the dynamic. "You look beautiful already. The laser will make your skin so smooth and feminine."

The laser technician took over in the next room. The machine hummed as pulses of light targeted my facial hair follicles. Each zap felt like a tiny hot pinch, but the growing smoothness afterward was undeniable. My skin tingled, becoming softer with every pass. The new scent of the soothing gel they applied afterward mixed with the floral shampoo still lingering in my hair.

Internal conflict still flickered. I had once built a career on sharp suits and strong jawlines. Now that jaw was being softened, my face remade for pretty submission. Yet my caged dick strained against its prison, aroused by the irreversible steps. My body had fully betrayed any remaining resistance.

After two hours, the transformations were complete. My hair fell in soft, feminine waves. My brows were arched delicately. My face felt baby-smooth from the laser and wax. The mirror showed a woman staring back, not the man I had been.

Vivienne paid and led me back to the car. "One more stop before home."

We drove in silence until we reached our backyard. She had prepared a small fire pit earlier. A pile of my remaining male clothing, the last hidden suits, shirts, and shoes I had secretly kept, waited beside it.

"Strip," she commanded.

I removed the dress and lingerie, standing naked except for the cage. Vivienne doused the clothes in lighter fluid and handed me the matches. My hands trembled as I lit one and dropped it onto the pile. Flames erupted quickly, consuming the last physical evidence of Maddox. The heat warmed my smooth skin while the acrid scent of burning fabric filled the air.

As the fire crackled, Vivienne pulled me close, her leather gloves cool against my newly smooth face. She kissed me deeply, tasting the fresh lipstick on my lips.

"You have been so good today," she whispered. "Let me reward my beautiful wife."

She guided me to the outdoor lounge chair, bending me over the cushioned surface. My smooth, hairless skin felt every breeze as she hiked up her own dress and strapped on her thick silicone cock. She applied lube generously, the slick sound loud in the quiet garden.

"Take me deep," I begged in my feminine voice, resigned and eager at once.

Vivienne pressed the wide head against my hole and pushed inside with steady pressure. I moaned as the thick shaft stretched me open, filling me completely until her hips pressed against my smooth ass. The new sensitivity of my laser-treated skin made every sensation sharper.

She began thrusting with long, powerful strokes. Deep penetration that bottomed out with every drive, the thick cock grinding against my prostate. The sound of her body slapping against my smooth skin mixed with my breathy moans. The fire crackled nearby, flames consuming my past while she fucked my present.

"Harder, Vivienne," I gasped, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Fuck your permanent sissy wife."

Her pace increased, railing me with deep, relentless strokes. The fullness and friction against my prostate built intense pressure. My caged dick leaked steadily onto the chair below. Each powerful thrust sent waves of pleasure through my newly smooth body.

Vivienne gripped my hips tightly with leather gloves and pounded harder. The thick silicone cock split me open again and again, bottoming out with wet, obscene sounds. My balls tightened despite the cage. Pleasure crested violently.

I came hands-free, my prostate pulsing hard as thick ropes of cum spurted from the cage slits onto the lounge chair in powerful jets. My body shook uncontrollably, hole clenching around the thrusting cock as wave after wave drained from me. Cum continued pulsing out visibly with each deep stroke she delivered through my orgasm.

She slowed only after my shudders subsided, keeping the cock buried deep while I recovered. When she finally withdrew, my hole remained open, twitching in the evening air.

Vivienne helped me stand and kissed me again, her gloved fingers tracing my smooth new face. "No more hiding. This is your face forever."

We watched the last of my male clothing turn to ash in the fire pit. The irreversible changes were now complete. My old identity had been burned away along with the suits. Only Maddie remained, smooth, reshaped, and utterly owned.


Chapter 12: Erased Husband

The last drawer slammed shut with a hollow echo that vibrated through my chest. I stood in the center of our master bedroom, wearing only a sheer black babydoll nightie and stockings, staring at the completely empty closet and dresser. Every trace of my old male clothing had been removed. The space where my suits once hung now displayed rows of silk dresses, lace lingerie, and satin robes. My heart ached with a sharp, grieving pain even as my caged cock throbbed helplessly against its pink prison.

Grief clawed at me. The man I had spent thirty-two years building was truly gone. No more hidden dress shirts. No emergency male underwear. Just smooth, empty drawers and feminine replacements. Yet the sight of the silk sheets on the bed, cool and shimmering under the low lamplight, sent unwanted arousal through my body. My smooth, laser-treated skin tingled at the thought of what came next.

Vivienne entered carrying a sleek black leather collar. Her raven bob swayed as she approached, silk pencil dress hugging her curves, leather opera gloves gleaming. She stopped in front of me and held up the collar, the silver buckle catching the light.

"Empty drawers look so much better, don't they?" she said softly. "Turn around."

I obeyed, lifting my chin. The cool leather wrapped around my neck, snug but not choking. The buckle clicked shut with a finality that made my breath catch. The weight of it pressed constantly against my throat, a physical reminder of ownership. The new leather scent mixed with the delicate floral perfume she always wore.

"How does it feel, knowing there is nothing left of Maddox to hide behind?" Vivienne asked, her gloved fingers tracing the edge of the collar.

"It hurts," I whispered in my soft feminine voice. "I built that life. Worked so hard for it. Now it's all gone. Just… empty space where I used to exist."

She stepped closer, her body heat warming my skin through the thin babydoll. "Good. Feel that grief. Then let it go. Repeat after me. 'I am Maddie. I was never a real husband.'"

I hesitated, the collar shifting with my swallow. "I am Maddie. I was never a real husband."

The words tasted bitter, yet my caged dick leaked a fresh bead of precum onto my thigh. The contradiction tore at me. Mourning my old self while my body betrayed me with desperate arousal.

We moved to the bed. Vivienne guided me onto the silk sheets, the cool, slippery fabric gliding against my smooth legs and back. She positioned me on all fours in the center of the large bed, the collar's weight pulling slightly as I lowered my head. Empty drawers surrounded us like silent witnesses to my final erasure.

"Again," she commanded, circling the bed. "Louder this time."

"I am Maddie. I was never a real husband," I repeated, voice trembling. The silk sheets bunched under my knees and palms, cool and luxurious against my heated skin. The collar felt tighter when I spoke, a constant pressure that grounded me in submission.

Vivienne climbed onto the bed behind me. She ran her leather-gloved hands over my ass, spreading me open. The click of a lube bottle preceded the slick, cold liquid dripping between my cheeks. She worked two fingers inside me first, stretching me open with practiced skill while I continued the mantra.

"I am Maddie. I was never a real husband."

Her fingers curled, brushing my prostate and drawing a needy moan from my lips. The conditioning blended with physical pleasure, deepening the mental surrender. The silk sheets whispered with every small shift of my body, the collar a heavy anchor around my neck.

Twenty minutes later, after I had repeated the mantra dozens of times, Vivienne strapped on her thickest dildo. She pressed the wide head against my slick hole and drove forward in one powerful motion. I gasped sharply as the thick shaft split me open, stretching my walls around its girth until her hips met my ass.

The pounding started slow but quickly intensified. Deep, relentless strokes that bottomed out with every thrust, the thick head grinding hard against my prostate. The wet, filthy sound of her fucking me filled the bedroom, mixing with the creak of the bed and my breathy moans. The silk sheets slid under my hands and knees as she railed me, the collar bouncing lightly against my throat with each impact.

"Fuck, you take it so well now," Vivienne growled, gripping my hips with leather gloves. "Say it again while I fuck the last of him out of you."

"I am Maddie," I moaned loudly, pushing back onto her thick cock. "I was never a real husband."

She pounded harder, the heavy silicone shaft plowing deep into my ass again and again. Each thrust sent jolts of prostate pleasure through my caged dick, making it strain and leak onto the silk sheets below. The collar grew warmer against my skin from the heat of my body, a constant symbol of my new reality.

The pressure built unbearably fast. My balls tightened despite the cage. Vivienne reached around and flicked the cage, the rattle sending fresh sparks through me. Her pace became punishing, the thick cock splitting me open with wet, powerful strokes.

"Come for me, sissy," she ordered.

Pleasure exploded through my core. My prostate pulsed hard as thick jets of cum forced their way through the cage slits, spurting onto the silk sheets in messy, visible ropes. I cried out, body shaking violently as wave after wave drained from me, the strap-on still pounding deep through my climax. Cum continued pulsing out with every deep thrust, soaking the luxurious fabric beneath me.

Vivienne slowed but kept fucking me through the aftershocks, drawing out every shudder. When she finally pulled out, my hole remained open and twitching, a trickle of lube running down my thigh onto the ruined silk sheets.

She helped me turn over and lie on my back, the collar still snug around my neck. The empty drawers stared back at me from across the room, a visual reminder of total erasure. The mental conditioning had sunk deeper with every repetition and every thrust. My old identity felt like a distant memory now, overwritten by silk, submission, and her absolute control.

Vivienne lay beside me, tracing the collar with one gloved finger. "You were never really a husband. You were always my sissy."

I looked up at her, grief and arousal still warring inside me, but the fight had grown quiet. The silk sheets clung cool and sticky against my spent body. The collar felt like it had always belonged there.

She cupped my smooth face. "Now declare it fully. Tell me your complete surrender."


Chapter 13: Eternal Sissy Wife

The leather collar sat heavy and warm around my neck as I knelt in the center of the candlelit master bedroom, completely naked except for the delicate pink chastity cage and sheer black stockings. Blissful surrender flowed through every vein. The man I once was had been burned away, conditioned out, and fucked into oblivion. Only Maddie remained, broken open and perfectly content in her place at Vivienne's feet.

Vivienne stood before me in a long ivory silk gown, pearls glowing against her skin, leather opera gloves reaching her elbows. In her hands she held two items: a small platinum wedding band and the key to my cage. The room smelled of jasmine candles and her signature perfume. The silk sheets on the bed behind her shimmered invitingly.

"You have come so far, my love," she said softly, her voice rich with possession. "Tonight we make it eternal."

I looked up at her, eyes wet with overwhelmed emotion, yet my body hummed with deep, peaceful arousal. "I am yours completely, Mistress. There is nothing left of anything else."

She smiled and slipped the platinum band onto my left ring finger. The metal felt cool and permanent against my skin. "This marks you as my wife in every legal and spiritual way. Repeat it."

"I am your wife," I whispered, voice soft and feminine. The band caught the candlelight as I kissed her gloved hand. Waves of surrendered pleasure already began rolling through me, even before she touched me. The collar pressed gently against my throat with every breath, a comforting anchor.

Vivienne helped me rise and guided me onto the bed. The silk sheets glided cool and smooth against my back as I lay down. She removed the chastity cage with deliberate slowness, freeing my aching dick for the final ritual. It sprang hard and leaking, untouched for so long that the air itself felt electric against the sensitive skin.

"Legs up and open for me," she commanded gently.

I obeyed, pulling my knees toward my chest, fully exposing myself. She applied generous lube, the slick sound filling the quiet room. Then she strapped on her thickest silicone cock, the realistic veins and heavy balls making it look powerfully masculine. She climbed between my spread legs, the head of the dildo pressing against my willing hole.

"Look at me while I take you," she said, locking eyes with me.

She pushed forward steadily. I moaned deeply as the thick head breached my entrance, stretching me wide before sliding deeper. Inch after inch filled me until her hips met my ass and the full length was buried inside. The fullness was overwhelming, perfect, final.

Vivienne began thrusting with long, powerful strokes. Each one bottomed out completely, the thick shaft grinding hard against my prostate. Waves of surrendered pleasure crashed through my body, radiating from the deep penetration outward. The leather collar shifted against my neck with every thrust, a constant reminder of ownership. My new wedding band gleamed on my finger as I gripped the silk sheets.

"I am your sissy wife," I gasped between moans, voice breathy and broken. "I belong to you forever."

She leaned down, pearls brushing my chest, and kissed me deeply while continuing to fuck me. Her hips rolled with masterful rhythm, the thick cock plowing my ass with wet, rhythmic slaps. The sensation of being completely filled, completely owned, sent fresh waves of bliss rolling through me. My prostate throbbed under the relentless pounding, pleasure building higher than it ever had before.

"Such a perfect hole for your wife," Vivienne murmured against my lips. She increased her pace, driving harder, deeper, bottoming out with every stroke. The heavy silicone balls slapped against me as she railed me. My own dick lay hard against my stomach, leaking steadily onto my smooth skin.

The pleasure crested suddenly and violently. My prostate pulsed hard as orgasm tore through me. Thick jets of cum erupted from my untouched dick, shooting across my chest and stomach in powerful, visible spurts. I cried out into her mouth, body convulsing as rope after heavy rope pumped out of me, splattering my skin and the silk sheets. My hole clenched rhythmically around the thrusting cock, milking it through every shuddering wave of surrendered pleasure. Cum continued pulsing from me in long, draining streams while she kept pounding deep through the entire climax.

Vivienne moaned her own release, grinding the base of the strap-on against her clit as she buried herself to the hilt one final time. She stayed buried inside me as my orgasm slowly subsided, my body trembling beneath her in complete, blissful surrender.

She finally withdrew carefully, leaving my hole open and twitching. A trickle of lube ran down between my cheeks onto the ruined silk sheets. She removed the strap-on and lay beside me, pulling me into her arms. The leather collar and wedding band pressed warmly against my skin as she held me close.

For long minutes we stayed like that, the candles flickering around us. The weight of everything settled peacefully. No more struggle. No more grief. Only this perfect, eternal dynamic.

Vivienne kissed my forehead, then my lips, her gloved fingers tracing the collar around my neck.

"Welcome home, my perfect little sissy wife."

The new normal of our life as wife and sissy wife was finally sealed.
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