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Introduction







Some secrets are too heavy to carry, and some fantasies too dangerous to keep hidden. In Her Hands is a descent into obsession, humiliation, and transformation — the story of a man whose quiet urges for control and femininity are dragged into the light and exploited by the women around him. What begins as a solitary ritual of crossdressing and submission becomes a web of power, blackmail, and erotic ruin. As lines blur between consent and control, fantasy and reality, he discovers that once the leash is handed over, there may be no way back. This is not a story of redemption. It’s a story of surrender.
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Chapter One: Secrets and Chains

I always told myself it would just be this once.
One little fantasy. One slip. One secret.

Every morning, as my wife’s engine started and her car pulled away, I was already undressing—crawling toward her wardrobe like an addict. Stockings. Thongs. Tight pencil skirts. The leather boots she loved. The weight of my night shift fell away, replaced by a sharper hunger: the woman I longed to become.

If she only knew.

I raided her makeup. Red lipstick. Mascara. Powder. I painted my face with stolen confidence, smeared over shaking shame. Then perfume. Her scent. It clung to my skin like guilt.

The clothes came next. Black lace thong. Sheer stockings. That grey wool skirt that hugged my hips tighter than it should have. I zipped her boots up slowly — the worn leather tight around my calves, creaking with each movement. They were already softening. She noticed once, holding one in her hand.
“Weird,” she said. “They’re wearing out fast… so many creases.”

I caught sight of myself in the mirror — thick lipstick, shaky eyeliner, the hard bulge in her panties. Not her. Not really me. Just something... less. Something filthier.

My heart pounded as I crept to the bathroom. I knelt and unzipped an old travel bag hidden at the back of our bathroom closet. Inside, wrapped in a faded towel, was the plug. Charged. Buzzing faintly. Ready.

I bit my lip and carried it back to the bedroom. From my own sock drawer, behind a pile of mismatched gym socks, I retrieved the black box. My cuffs. Soft. Quiet. They smelled faintly of leather and guilt.

Back on the bed, I used lube and slipped the plug in slowly, gasping as it filled me. The remote trembled in my hand.

One by one, I fastened the cuffs: ankles wide, left wrist, right wrist. Padlocked. Exposed. Plug now humming inside me. The key dangled from a thin silver chain around my neck, nestled against lace and shame.

Thumb on the remote. The buzz grew louder. My cock twitched beneath the lace. I was right on the edge—seconds from orgasm.

Then—I heard the front door creak open.


Chapter Two: Caught and Humiliated

She stood in the doorway like she’d always belonged there.

Miss Harper.

Our neighbour. Early thirties. Tall, smartly dressed — silk blouse, black jeans, heels sharp and confident. A canvas tote bag over one shoulder. Hair loose. Glossy.

Her hand still rested lightly on the doorknob.

Her eyes didn’t blink. They were fixed entirely on me. Me — spread-eagle on the bed, wrists and ankles cuffed. Black lace thong soaked and tight. Plug buzzing quietly, deep inside me. My chest heaved. Jess’s boots clung to my trembling legs like evidence.

For a moment, there was only silence.

Then the wet sound of it — a squelch as my hips twitched involuntarily. The plug, still buzzing deep inside me, churned against slick lube and leaking pre-cum. The thong was saturated. A glistening thread had already spilled through the lace and was clinging to the inside of Jess’s boot.

I couldn’t stop panting. My cock strained so hard against the soaked fabric it looked painful — twitching, swollen, right at the brink. One more second and I would’ve—

Miss Harper's mouth twitched.

Not in horror.

Not in disgust.

In amusement.

Something in her eyes suggested to me this wasn’t the first time she’d seen this.

She took one slow, deliberate step into the room. Her boots clicked against the wood.

“Wow,” she said at last, drawing the word out. “I wasn’t expecting... this.”

My heart slammed in my chest.

I yanked at the cuffs. The chains clanked loudly, but they held firm. The key swung uselessly on the chain around my neck, glinting against the lace.

She looked me up and down slowly, taking her time. Her eyes moved from the overdone, messy makeup to the stretched thong, the tight skirt, the boots — her boots.

She smiled wider.

“Oh my God,” she said. “Those are the boots I came for.”

She let that hang in the air.

I whimpered.

“I was on my way to work,” she continued. “Your wife said I could borrow them. She said they were wearing out faster than she expected.” A long pause. Her eyes twinkled, cruel and delighted. “Now I know why.”

I tried to speak — tried to explain, to beg — but the words caught in my throat. I couldn’t form anything through the panic and the pulsing of the plug inside me.

Miss Harper stepped closer.

She stepped closer, deliberate, measured. Inches from the bed now. Then, without rush, she set her tote bag on the floor.

“God,” she said, eyes raking over my body. “Look at you. Painted up like a knock-off whore in your wife’s clothes. All chained up like a bitch in heat. What the hell were you planning to do? Jerk off and cry into her panties?”

My whole body flushed.

“I mean, you’re disgusting,” she added, lightly. “But in a fascinating way.”

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone.

I gasped.

“No—please—”

Flash.

She took the first photo without hesitation.

Flash.

Another. This time closer. Her boots wrapped around my trembling legs.

Flash.

She leaned over me, holding the phone above my face.

Flash.

I twisted away, eyes shut, tears already welling.

“Aw, don’t be shy now,” she purred. “You were seconds away from blowing your pathetic little load when I walked in.”

She held the screen up to me.

“There. That’s you. Face like a painted sissy, cock twitching in your wife’s thong. And now I’ve got it forever.”

I sobbed.

She smiled.

And climbed onto the bed.

She straddled my thighs without warning, weight pressing down. The bed dipped beneath us. She looked down like a queen surveying a broken subject.

Her hands ran lazily over my body — smearing the cheap makeup, tugging gently at the thong, fingers brushing over the waistband of the skirt.

“Is that a plug inside you?” she asked, almost idly. “Of course there is.”

She picked up the remote I’d dropped.

The buzz increased.

I arched my back involuntarily, gasping, humiliated.

She leaned forward, her lips inches from mine.

“You don’t get to come,” she whispered. “Not unless you beg for it. Properly.”

My lip trembled. I stared up at her, blinking through smeared mascara.

“I—please—I’m sorry, Miss Harper—please—”

She smiled again. Not warmly.

“Say it,” she said.

I swallowed. “I’m yours,” I whispered.

She raised an eyebrow. “Not enough.”

I hesitated. “Please… I’m your toy.”

“Try again.”

I sobbed. “I’m your pathetic little cumdump, Miss Harper.”

She smiled, mockingly.

“Louder.”

“I’m your pathetic little cumdump,” I cried. “I’m yours.”

She clicked the plug higher. Seeming to enjoy how far she could push me. The moan that escaped me was loud and broken and humiliating. Miss Harper leaned in and kissed the tip of my nose — not sweetly, but mockingly.

“Good boy.”


Chapter Three: Forced Ruin and Punishment

I was trembling.

Miss Harper still straddled my thighs, the remote in her hand, her weight pinning me to the bed. The plug thrummed deep inside me—steady, unforgiving. My cock strained against the soaked lace, twitching with every pulse.

She smiled down at me, relaxed, amused—like this was a show and I was the only act.

“You’re close again,” she murmured.

I shook my head too quickly.

She laughed. “Liar.”

A tap on the remote. The vibration climbed. My back arched.

“See?” she said. “You’re practically begging to come.”

I bit my lip, trying to swallow the moan rising in my throat. She leaned in; I could smell her perfume. Her fingers toyed with the skirt, tugging it down to expose the slick mess beneath.

“You’re disgusting,” she whispered—without heat, almost fond. “You dress in your wife’s clothes. You wear her boots. You lock yourself down and play with toys like a pathetic little freak… and you think no one will ever find out.”

Another tap. Higher. My body jerked.

“And now,” she said, calm as a weather report, “you’re going to come like the dirty little whore you are.”

I tried to hold it. I did. But the orgasm tore through me anyway—violent, humiliating, unstoppable. Thick pulses flooded the thong, streaked the inside of the skirt, then ran down onto the black leather wrapped tight around my calves.

She watched it happen. Unblinking. A slow, cold smile.

“Oh dear,” she said lightly.

She slid off me and stood at the bedside. I was panting, ruined. The room smelled like sex and perfume. She crouched to unzip the first boot. Leather creaked. Then the second. She turned them in her hands, inspecting the white smear glistening across the toes.

“I was going to borrow these for a party,” she said.

She looked at me. The expression gave nothing away. Then she grinned.

“You stupid little bitch.”

“I—I’m sorry—”

“Oh, you will be.”

She lifted the left boot and pressed the cum-slick toe to my cheek.

“Open your mouth.”

I froze.

“Did I stutter?”

I opened. She pushed the toe against my lips, smearing mess across them.

“Lick.”

My tongue met leather—salt, warmth, shame. I gagged softly and obeyed.

“Good little sissy,” she said.

She switched boots. The second was wetter. Worse.

“Say it.”

I knew what she wanted.

“I’m a worthless boot-licking sissy,” I choked.

“Again.”

“I’m a worthless boot-licking sissy, Miss Harper.”

“Again.”

“I’m a worthless… boot-licking… sissy…”

She sighed, satisfied. Then the phone came out.

Flash.

One with my tongue on the toe.

Flash.

One with my undone face—tears, lipstick, slick.

Flash.

Closer. My eyes shut against the shame.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

I sobbed. My cock twitched weakly in the wrecked lace. She leaned down.

“Thank me.”

“Th—thank you for punishing me, Miss Harper.”

“And?”

“…for teaching me my place.”

“There it is.”

She set the boots by her tote. The remote clicked; the plug eased to a humiliating throb. She sat on the edge of the bed, studying me like a specimen.

“You really are pathetic,” she said, almost conversational. “But I’m starting to think you like being owned.”

I couldn’t answer. Because she was right. And she knew it.

She picked up the boots again, turned them in her hands, then glanced at the doorway as if hearing something distant that I couldn’t.

“Look at you,” she said, softer now, as if the observation were for herself. “Painted, plugged, chained… and still pretending this is an accident.”

She stood and held her phone above me one last time.

Flash.

Then she lowered it and brushed her fingertip through the smear on my thigh, lifted the gleam to my lips, and pressed it there until I tasted it.

“Swallow.”

I did.

“Good boy.”

She gathered her tote and straightened. For a heartbeat I thought she was leaving; panic flared. Instead, she stepped back to the bed and, with deliberate care, wiped a final thin stripe of mess across the vamp of one boot.

“Insurance,” she said.

I stared at the ceiling, breathing ragged, wrists burning in the cuffs. The room narrowed to the faint buzz inside me and the sound of my own heartbeat. When she spoke again, her voice came from closer—right at my ear.

“You’ll think about this later,” she said. “You’ll swear you’ll stop. You’ll promise yourself you’ll be good.”

Her breath warmed my cheek.

“And then you’ll do it again.”

I shut my eyes. A tear slid down into my hairline.

“Because you’re mine,” she finished, like a fact.

She let that sit between us. Then she stood, smoothed her blouse, and placed the boots neatly by the door.

“Clean those properly before I collect them,” she said. “Inside and out.”

She took the remote and dialled the plug down to the faintest throb—present, inescapable. She slipped her phone into her back pocket, weighed the tote, and smiled without showing teeth.

“Say it once more, so we don’t forget.”

My voice barely carried.

“I’m your pathetic little cumdump, Miss Harper.”

She tilted her head, approving. “Better.”

At the threshold she paused, looked back, and photographed me once more: spread wide, lace wrecked, eyes shining.

Flash.

“For the album,” she said.

The door clicked softly behind her. The house swallowed the sound.

I lay there, cuffed and shaking, the taste of leather still on my tongue, the key cold against my chest, the plug humming its quiet, private note. Shame settled like dust. Relief came next, stranger and heavier.

I tested the cuffs pointlessly. They held.

Somewhere downstairs, a pipe clicked; the house sighed. I listened to the small noises and to my own thoughts skittering from one bad promise to the next.

I told myself I would stop.

I told myself she couldn’t make me do anything.

I told myself I wasn’t owned.

The buzz inside me said otherwise. And so did the boots by the door, gleaming faintly in the half-light, waiting to be worn—by her, and, in one way or another, by me.


Chapter Four: The Long Fall

Miss Harper sat at the foot of the bed, calm as ever, casually scrolling through the photos on her phone. My humiliation. My collapse. My tongue on the toe of her boot. My ruined face streaked with cum and makeup. My mouth open, begging, filthy.

I lay there chained, panting, ruined. The plug still buzzed faintly inside me. The thong soaked. The skirt stained. Her boots lay on the floor beside her, shining with my mess and spit.

She smirked.

“These are good,” she said, admiring the screen. “You photograph beautifully, sweetheart.”

I whimpered.

She swiped once more, then let her thumb hover above the screen.

Tap.

A soft woosh.

A second of silence.

Then she looked up.

“Oops,” she said, grinning. “Sent them to Jess.”

The world froze.

“No—no, Miss Harper—please, please—”

She was already standing.

The keychain around my neck jingled as she leaned down and slipped it free.

“I guess we’ll find out how she feels about having a husband who dresses up like a filthy little whore while she’s gone.”

She dangled the key in front of my face.

“Who plays with himself in her boots. Cums on them.

Licks them clean.”

I screamed.

“Please! Miss Harper—don’t—please don’t do this—”

She laughed — a soft, delighted laugh — and slid the key into her pocket.

The front door creaked open. Then shut again. And I was alone. Time passed, seconds, minutes or hours of raw, helpless terror, how long I don’t know. Measured in heartbeats. In dry-mouthed panic. In the slow grind of shame pressing down on my chest.

At first, I just lay there, stunned. My skin prickled. My limbs twitched inside the cuffs. The air in the room felt thicker — too thick to breathe properly. And then it hit me.

Regret.

Real, sour, choking regret. What had I done? All those nights I'd snuck into her drawer. All the times I'd borrowed something, promising I’d clean it and put it back. The makeup I’d stolen. The panties I’d ruined. The lipstick she couldn’t find.

I remembered one time — months ago — when she almost caught me. I’d been sloppy. Rushed. Left a pair of her stockings tangled under the bed. She found them while cleaning and held them up, frowning.

"Weird," she said. "I don’t remember wearing these."

I’d laughed — fake, sharp — and snatched them from her hand, muttering something about laundry mixing up.

She hadn’t pushed. She’d trusted me.

And here I was now — chained, leaking, face painted in stolen colours — about to betray every ounce of that trust for good. It all collapsed on me at once. I thought of the boots. Her boots. The way she looked in them when she wore them properly — confidently. Proudly. Not like me, hunched over, shaking, leaking.

God, I’d ruined them.

I sobbed into the silence.

“If I get out of this…” I whispered, barely able to speak. “If I get out… I swear I’ll stop. My wife won’t find me. We’ll be okay.”

It sounded hollow in the stillness.

“No more dressing. No more stealing her things. No more plugging myself up like some desperate whore. I swear. I swear…”

But even as I said it, the memory of the orgasm, the taste of the boots, the weight of Miss Harper’s voice in my ear — all of it echoed. And I wasn’t sure if I was crying from fear… or from knowing I was lying to myself.

I pulled uselessly at the cuffs. I cried. I sobbed. My wrists burned. My chest heaved. The plug pulsed quietly, mocking me. I stared at the ceiling, frozen. I kept replaying the sound in my head — the woosh of the message sent. The flash of her phone. The look on her face.

Did she really send them?

Would my wife see?

Would she tell everyone? Leave me? Laugh?

What would I say?

I thrashed again, testing the cuffs — still tight, still unyielding. The key was gone. Miss Harper had it. Or had she? Maybe she hadn't really sent the pictures. Maybe she had. I didn’t know.

Time stretched and twisted.

I was still breathing hard when I heard it.

A car engine.

Fast.

Too fast.

Tyres screeching.

A door slammed.

Footsteps — quick and furious — across the porch.

Keys in the lock. I froze.

The front door banged open.

And then:

“WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS?!”

Her voice.

My wife’s voice.

I screamed.

“No! No no no please—”

I writhed against the cuffs, choking on my panic. Footsteps thundered up the stairs. The bedroom door crashed open. I shut my eyes. I couldn’t look. I couldn’t face her. My body trembled.

And then…

Laughter. Low. Cruel. Familiar.

Not my wife.

Miss Harper.

“God,” she breathed, laughing. “You really thought she caught you.”

I opened my eyes.

She stood in the doorway, beaming, one hand on the frame, the other dangling the key.

“You should’ve seen yourself. That was the best part.”

I sobbed, limp with relief and shame. She walked slowly back into the room.

“I didn’t send the photos,” she said. “This time.”

She crouched by the side of the bed. The key glittered in her fingers. She leaned in close — her face inches from mine.

“I own you now.”

Then she took the key and pressed it gently to my lips.

“Open.”

I obeyed, trembling. She slid the key onto my tongue.

“Hold it,” she said softly. “If you drop it… well…you’re not the only one with secrets, sweetheart."

"The difference is... I don’t hide mine anymore.

She paused at the foot of the bed, crouched, and picked up the boots from where they lay on the floor — still streaked faintly with spit and glinting under the light.

“At least they’re broken in,” she said, casually inspecting one. She flexed the sole slightly, smirking. “Bit softer than I expected. I guess that’s what happens when someone’s been… enjoying them.” She slipped both boots into her tote bag.

“I think I’ll wear them tonight,” she added. “They’ve got a certain… character now.”

“Oh and don’t even think about doing this again…”

She glanced back one last time.

“Because next time?”

She smiled — wide, wicked.

“I won’t be joking.”

The door closed behind her.

Silence.

I lay there. Chained. Ruined. The key heavy in my mouth. Every second now a countdown.

Would I get free?

Would I clean up in time?

Would my wife walk in — find me like this?

The taste of metal on my tongue.

The wet cling of lace.

The plug idling faintly.

The clock ticking.


Chapter Five: The Witching Hour

I didn’t sleep that night.

I lay awake, cuffs tucked deep in the sock drawer, plug hidden in the bathroom closet again, the taste of shame still sharp in my mouth. Every creak of the floorboards, every imagined vibration of my phone—it all brought her back. Miss Harper. The photos. The boot pressed to my lips. My tongue, my mess, her smirk.

I’d imagined being caught. Fantasised about it, even. But nothing in those fantasies had prepared me for the reality of it—of her. The way she’d looked down at me, perfectly calm, perfectly in control. Not angry. Not surprised. Just amused. Like she’d always known.

And maybe she had.

By morning, I’d made up my mind. I couldn’t let this hang over me. I had to do something—anything—to regain some control. Even if it meant grovelling.

I showered. Shaved. Tried to dress neutrally—jeans, hoodie, trainers. Nothing sissy. Nothing suspicious. My hands still trembled as I knocked on her door.

A pause.

Then footsteps.

The door opened.

Miss Harper.

She wore a pale silk blouse today, tucked into black leggings. Barefoot. Her nails were painted deep red. Her hair was still loose, still glossy. She looked like she’d just stepped out of a lifestyle magazine. Effortless. Powerful. Dangerous.

She leaned casually against the frame, eyes scanning me with lazy amusement.

“I wasn’t sure if you’d escape,” she said.

I blinked.

She smiled like I’d proven her point just by showing up.

Then she stepped aside.

“Come in.”

I hesitated, just for a second. Then crossed the threshold.

The air inside smelled of coffee and something else—sweet, sharp, almost medicinal. I stood awkwardly in the living room, not sure where to put myself. Her phone was already waiting on the arm of the sofa, face-down. I stared at it like a live grenade.

She sat down across from me, legs crossed. Calm. Queenly.

“I just…” I began, my throat suddenly dry. “I came to ask—if you’d delete them. The photos.”

She tilted her head.

“I see.”

“I’ll do anything. I mean—I'll leave you alone. I’ll stop dressing. I’ll burn it all. You’ll never hear from me again. Just… please.”

She didn’t flinch. If anything, her eyes seemed to glaze, as if she'd heard it all before.

“You really think that’s the first time someone’s said that to me?”

My stomach dropped. “What do you mean?”

She tilted her head, then smiled faintly. “Doesn’t matter.”

Then she picked up the phone, tapped in her passcode, and held it out to me.

“Go ahead.”

I stared at it. Her screen. Her photos. My humiliation.

I took it.

And there they were.

Dozens. Maybe more. Me, chained. Painted. Plugged. Collared. My face twisted in shame, lips parted, eyes wide. The soaked lace thong. My cock hard and twitching. My tongue on her boot.

I scrolled.
It felt like peeling off my own skin. One swipe at a time.
I felt nauseous.

Every photo was a version of myself I couldn’t believe existed — except I knew they were real. I remembered every second. Every pulse. Every sob.

I wanted to cry.

Instead, I tapped “Select All.”

Then “Delete.”

Then confirmed.

Deleting my shame.

The screen flashed. Gone.

I handed the phone back.

“Thank you,” I whispered.

Miss Harper smiled gently. Almost sweetly.

“Don’t think I didn’t back them up elsewhere,” she said, slipping the phone into her pocket. “But still. Good boy.”

I felt the sting of it. The leash, still invisible, still tight.

I turned to go. My heart was pounding again. I reached the door.

And then her voice followed me, calm and casual:

“Oh—and let me know how the boots fit.”

I stopped cold.

“…What?”

I turned back, but she was already strolling toward the kitchen, like nothing had been said at all.

“Nothing,” she called over her shoulder. “Just enjoy your costume.”

The door clicked softly shut behind me.

I walked home in a daze, thoughts racing. By the time I reached the house, I was sweating.

The front door creaked as I stepped inside. Silence.

Then, in the bedroom, I saw it.

A white paper bag on the bed. Carefully folded. Innocent.

I stared at it for a moment before reaching inside.

There was a note, handwritten in looping, cheerful script.

I know you’ve been struggling with your Halloween costume…”

“Saw these on sale — weirdly in your size — so I got them. Thought you could go as a witch! xxx”

My heart stopped.

My fingers shook as I peeled back the tissue.

Black leather boots. Shiny. Knee-high. Heeled. My size.

The smell of new leather hit me like perfume.

I sat slowly on the edge of the bed.

Not borrowed. Not stolen.

Mine.

A gift.

An invitation?

A test?

I didn’t know. I didn’t dare think too much.

But how could Miss Harper know about the boots? Had she seen the bag? Spoken to my wife? Planted the idea?

Had this all been hers from the beginning?

That’s when I heard her behind me.

“So,” my wife said softly. “You found my present.”

I jumped slightly. I hadn’t even heard her come in.

“What do you think?”

“They’re not really me,” I stumbled.

She laughed. “I know, but you’re always so uptight. I thought you could wear them to that Halloween party you wanted to go to”

There was a glint in her eye.

“I’ve got a whole outfit planned for you.”

I blinked. “You what?”

She grinned and sat beside me on the bed, her arm brushing mine. “Come on, you said you didn’t want to go as Dracula again. And you never actually suggest anything.”

“I didn’t think you’d…” I trailed off, staring at the boots.

“Look,” she said, picking one up and turning it in her hands. “They’re ridiculous. I know that. But you’ve got nice legs. And you’re always hiding. Always in black. Always buttoned up to your neck like you’re afraid someone might see skin.”

I didn’t know what to say.

She kept going. “So I thought… why not flip it? Halloween’s one night. You get to be whoever the hell you want, right?”

I nodded slowly. My mouth was dry.

“I’ve got this amazing long black dress—low-cut, big slit up the side. We’ll cinch it in with a belt, I’ve got a wig you can borrow if you’re feeling brave, and I’ll do your makeup. Properly. No jokes.”

I looked at her.

She was serious.

“And if I’m not comfortable?”

“Then you say so,” she replied. “And we figure something else out. I just thought… maybe it’s time to have some fun again.”

Her tone softened. “You’ve seemed… far away lately. Distant. I don’t know what’s going on in that head of yours, but I miss you.”

I felt a lump rise in my throat.

She thought this was bringing me closer. That dressing me up might reach something in me she couldn’t name.

She didn’t know the half of it.

I reached for the other boot, turning it over in my hands. The leather creaked faintly. My fingers trembled. She was watching me.

“Well?” she asked.

I swallowed.

“What colour’s the wig?”

She smiled. “Black. Long. With a fringe.”

“And the lipstick?”

She grinned wider. “Deep red. You’ll look like a slutty Morticia Addams.”

I let out a soft laugh. Forced, but real.

She leaned in, kissed my cheek. “That’s more like it.”

And just like that, the trap tightened.

But it wasn’t hers.

It was mine.

She held my gaze a fraction too long, as if taking a quiet measurement.

It didn’t feel like permission so much as an experiment—and I wasn’t sure whose.


Chapter Six: The Witching Hour Approaches

I’d been worrying about it all week.
The bag on the bed. The boots. The makeup trial. The way my wife smiled and said, “I’ve got a whole outfit planned for you.”
It had all been building—quietly, steadily. A soft trap tightening. And all I did was step closer, one breath at a time.

Every time I saw the boots, my stomach twisted.
Every time she mentioned the party, my heart skipped.
Every time I passed Miss Harper’s house, I felt watched—even when no one was there.

By Friday I was running on nerves and very little sleep. I woke early. The house was still. Pale light crept across the ceiling. I reached for my phone.

 1 New Message
 From Miss Harper
 Hope you’ve got your outfit sorted for tonight 😘

No instructions. No threats. Just that mocking kiss. I stared, then flipped the phone face-down.

The day dragged. Emails blurred. I barely spoke. I ate a sandwich I didn’t taste. Too much coffee, no effect. My mind replayed the week—her voice, the phone, the look on her face when she’d said, “Let me know how the boots fit.”

By the time I got home, it was dark.
The bedroom light was already on.
Jess stood at the mirror, makeup bag open, dress laid out on the bed, the boots gleaming beneath it.

“There you are,” she said brightly. “I’ve been dying to get started.” She kissed my cheek and tugged me gently by the hand. Warm. A little giddy.

“Come on. Strip. You’ll need tights—it’s chilly out.”

She laid things out as I undressed: opaque black tights, soft and warm; a long, figure-hugging black dress with a dramatic neckline and a slit up the side; a wide leather belt; a black wig—straight, shiny, with a fringe.

“Arms up,” she said, sliding the tights over my legs. Her fingers were gentle as she pulled them into place. Then the dress—cold against my skin, clinging as she zipped it up. The belt cinched my waist. She adjusted the wig with care, then stood behind me at the mirror and smoothed my hair down.

“You’re going to look incredible,” she whispered.

I nodded, avoiding my reflection. She stepped around and leaned in—brushing my cheeks with foundation, dusting my eyelids with dark shimmer, painting my lips in a deep, almost black-cherry red. Her touch was steady, focused.

When she finished, she stepped back. Her eyes widened.

“Oh my god.”

“What?”

“You look…” She smiled. “Honestly? You look hot.”

I gave a short, embarrassed laugh. “Yeah, right.”

“I’m serious.” She reached for the boots and knelt, guiding my foot into each one. They zipped up smoothly. Tight. Perfect. When she stood again, her eyes travelled down my body… then back up.

“You’re definitely going to steal the show tonight.”

She kissed me again—lingering—her hand resting lightly on my chest. Then she paused, looked down, and smiled.

“Oh…”

I froze.

“Well, well,” she said softly. “Seems like someone’s enjoying themselves.”

My face burned. She didn’t move her hand—just let it hover above the tightness beneath the dress. Her voice dropped.

“You like this more than you thought, don’t you?”

I swallowed hard. Before I could answer, a knock came at the front door.

“Hold that thought,” she said with a wink, and left the room.

I stood in silence. The air was too warm. I turned to the mirror. Studied the reflection. It wasn’t me. Not really. But it wasn’t someone else either. It was something in between. Something possible. Something dangerous.

I ran my hands down the sides of the dress. Felt the belt hug my waist. The wig shifted slightly as I tilted my head. My cheeks were flushed. My eyes looked… different. The makeup was better than I’d ever managed—blended properly, balanced, flattering. The contour softened my jaw; the lipstick was bold without being clownish. I looked less like a parody and more like someone becoming.

I thought about what Jess was doing this for. What she saw in me. What the neighbours would think. What Miss Harper would say. What I would do if she cornered me at the party.

Voices downstairs. Footsteps returning.
Jess came back in with a small bag and a grin.

“Miss Harper from next door said you might like this,” she said.

“I’m sorry—who?”

“Miss Harper. From next door.”

I froze.

“She said she’s also going to the party,” Jess added, setting the bag on the bed. “She accidentally ordered two witches’ hats and wondered if you could make use of one.”

She pulled it out—a tall velvet-black hat with a curved brim and a thin satin ribbon.

“Try it on,” she said. “It’ll be perfect.”

I did. It was.

She stepped back to admire me, tilted her head, then frowned—playful, thoughtful.

“You know what? If you’re doing this… you might as well do it properly.”

“What?”

“You need cleavage.”

“Wait—what?”

She was already halfway to the stairs. “Hang on. I’ve got a padded bra we can fill!”

My knees went weak. I stood there—boots tight on my calves, tights clinging to my thighs, the dress smoothing every line of me. And now… this.

She returned a minute later, breathless, with a plain black padded bra and a small bag of old costume scraps.

“Take the dress off—but gently. We’re not messing up that makeup.”

I obeyed, carefully slipping it down over my hips. She fastened the bra tight but not uncomfortable, then stuffed it with a pair of nude foam inserts and folded tights for shape.

“You’ve done this before,” I said quietly.

She winked. “Uni theatre. I learned from the best.”

When she was satisfied, she pulled the dress back over me and smoothed it down.

“Now that’s a neckline,” she said, turning me to the mirror.

The difference was startling. The off-shoulder cut now framed a believable swell. My body read feminine—almost hourglass. My face, the wig, the dress, the boots… I swallowed hard.

She came up behind me, arms around my waist. “You’re going to stop traffic,” she whispered.

I didn’t know what to say.

She pulled back, gave me a quick once-over, and smiled again. “Wait—one more thing. You need a coat.”

My heart jolted.

She opened the wardrobe and lifted out a vintage fur piece—dramatic and soft, with a heavy satin lining. She draped it over my shoulders. It swallowed me slightly, which somehow made it more striking—especially knowing it was hers.

“There,” she said. “Now you’re officially unstoppable.”

I turned to face her. Her eyes sparkled with something between pride and anticipation. And under all of it—something I couldn’t quite read.


Chapter Seven: The Party

The front door clicked shut behind us.

The night was cold, still, and clear. The streetlights cast long amber shadows, and the air smelled faintly of chimney smoke and wet leaves. I walked carefully, every step slow and deliberate. The boots made me taller. They changed the way I moved. The tights kept me warm, but the breeze still slipped beneath the hem of the dress. The satin clung to my thighs.

I could hear my wife chatting beside me, cheerful and confident, but I couldn’t follow the words. I was too busy listening to the sound of my own heels on the pavement.

Every click echoed.

The coat swished softly around my knees.

We reached James and Kathryn’s house—a double-fronted Victorian just a few doors down. The front garden had been decorated with hanging skeletons and flickering pumpkins. Music pulsed gently through the bay windows. Laughter spilled into the street every time the door opened.

My wife rang the bell and glanced at me with a smile.

“Ready?”

I nodded. Not because I was—but because I had to be.

The door opened.

James, dressed as a zombie priest, grinned and waved us in. “Look at you two! Bloody hell!”

We stepped into the warm hallway. Coats hung on hooks. Shoes already piled near the mat. A bowl of blood-red punch glowed under orange string lights in the front room. There were at least a dozen people inside—neighbours, friends, a few faces I didn’t recognise.

And then I saw her.

Miss Harper.

Standing by the fireplace, drink in hand, laughing at something Kathryn was saying.

Her costume was immaculate. A modern take on a witch—black jumpsuit, velvet cape, high heels sharper than sin. Her hair swept to one side, her lipstick a bold, perfect crimson. She hadn’t seen me yet.

Or maybe she had.

My wife took my coat. “You should keep it off for a bit,” she said. “You look amazing.”

She hung it beside the others. I stood there, exposed. Dress, boots, wig, full makeup, padded bra holding its shape perfectly beneath the neckline.

A few people turned.

No one said anything cruel.

Not yet.

Then Miss Harper looked up.

And smiled.

Slowly.

The living room was full now—witches and werewolves, a couple dressed as Adam and Steve, someone in a giant inflatable pumpkin costume who kept knocking over glasses.

And me.

People turned as I stepped in. Not all at once—but just enough to feel it. A ripple.

Then the compliments began.

“Wait—oh my god, that’s you?” Kathryn laughed, setting down her drink. “I didn’t recognise you! You look incredible!”

Someone else: “That wig really suits you. I mean… seriously. You could wear that for real.”

More laughter. More comments.

“Best-dressed witch in the room, hands down.”

“I thought you were someone’s girlfriend.”

“Are those real boots? They’re amazing.”

I smiled politely. Laughed when I had to. Tried not to choke.

The attention was light-hearted, but it landed like lashes. Compliments that didn’t know what they were complimenting. Admiration for a costume that wasn’t a costume—not really.

My wife was glowing. She kept brushing my arm, touching my back, whispering in my ear.

“You’re killing it.”

“You’re such a hit.”

And then: “I’m so glad you let me do this. You’re… beautiful.”

That one almost undid me.

I didn’t know what to say. So I just smiled again and reached for a drink—red, fizzy, something vodka-based. I held it with both hands like a lifeline.

And that’s when I felt her.

Behind me.

Close.

I turned slowly.

Miss Harper.

She’d changed her lipstick. Deeper now. Almost purple. Her cape shimmered slightly as she tilted her head. She looked me up and down with the kind of gaze that knew what I was wearing underneath. Knew what I looked like on my knees. Knew I’d deleted the photos—but hadn’t destroyed the truth.

“Well,” she said, smiling. “You really went all out.”

Her voice was warm. Friendly. Light enough for anyone nearby to hear and think nothing of it.

But her eyes?

They pinned me.

“I didn’t think you’d actually do it,” she added, sipping her drink. “But look at you.”

She circled—literally stepped behind me, her hand brushing my lower back, then trailing off.

“I mean… the makeup’s better than I expected. Not yours, I assume.”

I shook my head, weakly. “No. My wife.”

She laughed. “Of course.”

Then she leaned in—closer than polite. Her lips nearly brushed my ear.

“I saw the bra under the dress. Clever. She even gave you tits to match your boots.”

My breath caught.

“Careful, sweetheart,” she whispered. “People are watching. You wouldn’t want to make a scene.”

She pulled back with a grin, raised her glass, and clinked it gently against mine.

“To transformation,” she said, loud enough for those nearby to hear.

Then she drifted away, cape swaying, heels clicking like punctuation marks behind her.

Later in the night, the party moved into the back room. Someone dimmed the lights, the music softened, and a game of Truth or Dare began—half-ironic, half-serious, fuelled by too much punch and cheap vodka.

Everyone joined in—James, Kathryn, my wife, and me.

And Miss Harper.

She sat near me, legs crossed, a devilish glint in her eye.

The game spiralled quickly: one couple kissed in front of everyone. Someone dares a man to put on his girlfriend’s lipstick. People are drunk. Embarrassment is currency.

Then it was Miss Harper’s turn.

She was offered a choice. Truth or Dare.

She sipped her wine, eyes gleaming.

“Truth.”

Kathryn grinned. “Alright then… what’s the wildest thing you’ve ever walked in on?”

Miss Harper smiled sweetly. Then let the silence hang for just a second too long.

“Well,” she said slowly, casually. “I once caught my neighbour… tied to a bed. Wearing his wife’s clothes. Stockings, lipstick, the whole thing. Plugged. Moaning. Completely helpless.”

There was a ripple of laughter, gasps. Someone says, “You’re joking!”

“I wish I was,” she says. “It was… eye-opening.”

She didn’t look at me. She didn’t need to.

My blood turned to ice. My heart was pounding.

My wife was laughing—lightly. “What did you do?”

Miss Harper shrugged. “I took a few photos. For insurance.”

More laughter. Nervous this time.

“Seriously?”

Miss Harper leaned back. “Some secrets deserve to be kept. Some don’t.”

Another sip. Her eyes flick to mine. Just for a moment.

Then someone spun the bottle again.

And the game moved on.

But I didn’t.


Chapter Eight: Homecoming

The air was colder now. The party buzz still clung to us, softening the silence of the empty street. I walked slowly beside my wife, the fur coat tight around me, the boots stiff and high with every step.

Her arm was looped through mine, warm and relaxed.

We didn’t say much at first.

Then she laughed—light, tipsy, carefree.

“God,” she said. “Miss Harper’s truth was weird. Imagine if that was you!”

I froze, just for a second too long.

She didn’t notice. Or pretended not to.

“Can you imagine?” she went on, grinning. “Us getting home and finding you tied to the bed, plugged, moaning like that?”

She let the image hang in the air like smoke. Then nudged me gently with her hip.

“I mean, what would the neighbours say?”

I laughed, thin and forced. “Let’s not give them too much material.”

She smirked. “Too late.”

When we got in, the hallway light felt too bright. I shrugged off the coat and hung it by the door. She kicked off her heels and padded into the bedroom, hair slightly mussed, lipstick still perfect.

I stood in the doorway, still in the dress. The boots. The wig. The padded bra still shaping the neckline she’d sculpted for me.

She sat on the edge of the bed and looked up at me with a softness I hadn’t expected.

“Can I ask you something?”

I nodded.

She tilted her head. “Did you… like it?”

I hesitated. My mouth opened. Closed.

She watched me quietly.

“Not the party,” she said. “I mean all of it. Dressing like that. Letting me do your makeup. Wearing the boots.”

I swallowed hard.

“…Yes,” I said finally. “I did.”

She nodded, like she already knew.

“Good.”

Then she stood, slow and deliberate, and stepped toward me. Her hands moved to the back of the dress. The zip slid down like a sigh. She peeled the fabric from my shoulders and let it fall, leaving me in the padded bra, tights, and panties she’d picked out.

She stepped back slightly and looked at me—not laughing, not teasing.

“You looked hot tonight,” she said. “You still do.”

She moved closer, her fingers grazing the top of the tights, the edge of the bra. Her eyes dropped to the bulge beneath the fabric.

“You’re still hard, aren’t you?”

I nodded.

She kissed me—deep, slow, urgent. Then she pushed me gently onto the bed. The wig slipped slightly. She didn’t fix it. She climbed onto me, straddling my thighs, still in her vampire dress, her slit riding high over her hips.

“I’ve never fucked a witch before,” she whispered.

She pulled the panties aside.

Slid herself down.

It was slow. Intimate. Almost reverent. Her hands on my chest, her mouth near my ear. She moved with confidence, guiding the rhythm, taking her time. Not laughing. Not role-playing.

Just… watching me.

And I was watching her. Her breasts framed by the red velvet. Her dark hair falling across her cheek. Her lipstick smudged slightly from the kiss. The scent of her perfume mixing with the last trace of mine.

The boots stayed on.

She came first, quietly, a soft gasp and a shiver. Then she kept moving—slow, drawn out—until I followed, twitching inside her, biting my lip to keep from crying out.

Afterward, she slid off me, pulling the blanket over us both. She reached over, brushed the wig from my face, and kissed my temple.

“You can tell me what you like,” she murmured. “I want to know.”

I nodded, the words still stuck in my throat.

“Tomorrow,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Tomorrow, then.”

But the smile lingered.
It wasn’t soft. Not quite.
There was something else behind it — a flicker of satisfaction. Like someone watching a plan fall neatly into place.

I woke up tangled in tights and confusion.
[...]
“So,” I said, “what made you think last night’s costume was a good idea?”
She didn’t hesitate. “I had coffee with Emily earlier in the week. I told her you were being uptight. Stressed. You weren’t yourself.”
“Miss Harper?”
She grinned again — and this time it was sharper. Not cruel. Just knowing.
“I still can’t call her that. Anyway, she said you probably just needed a jolt — something wild to shake you out of your comfort zone. And then I saw those boots. It just… clicked.”

I looked down at the mug in my hands, heart thudding. So it had been Miss Harper’s idea. And my wife had followed it — not to trap me, but to liberate me.

And it had worked.

Sort of.


Chapter Nine: In Her Image

I didn’t mean to get fully dressed.

The first parcel had been a surprise — no note, no label beyond my name. A long box with supple black leather boots folded inside. Thigh-high. My size.

The second came the next day. A leather corset, tight-laced, black with silver clasps and stiff boning that curved like a spine. My hands trembled unwrapping it.

Wednesday’s was a wig — sleek and dark, soft synthetic hair cut into a shoulder-length bob, with just enough curl to bounce. Thursday’s: gloves. Elbow-length. Soft leather, stitched beautifully.

And Friday… the lipstick.

The same shade Miss Harper had worn. The one she’d smeared across my face before taking the photo.

I had assumed my wife was sending them. Quiet approval. A secret game. A shared kink blooming between us.

But she never said a word.

And I never asked.

That Friday, I left work early, stomach fluttering. The parcels sat in a neat row beside the bed. They might as well have been humming. I stared at them for a long time, then began.

I shaved. Slow, careful. I powdered, painted, outlined my eyes. The lipstick went on last. I remembered her voice, that night. Good boy. My hand shook.

I stepped into a thong. Pulled on the corset and fastened each hook, breath tightening with every clasp. The gloves glided up my arms like liquid submission. The boots took effort — thick leather hugging my thighs, creaking softly. And the wig… the wig transformed me. I stared at the reflection. A stranger. A whore. A doll. A vessel.

But something in me whispered:

“You look… ready.”

So I waited.

I heard the key in the door.

I stood in the middle of the room, hands resting at my sides. The heels lifted my posture, made my hips tilt forward, made me feel helpless and proud all at once.

My wife walked in, her coat still on. She stopped. Blinked. And smiled.

“Wow,” she said. “You’ve been shopping this week.”

I frowned. “I thought… you bought these.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Nope.” She dropped her bag slowly. “But whoever did…” She circled me once. Her fingers skimmed my corset. Her nails traced the outline of a stockinged thigh. “They have excellent taste.”

My throat was dry.

She kissed me. Hard. Deep. The lipstick smeared between us — hers now too. Her hands slid behind me and pulled the laces of the corset tighter.

“Whoever bought them knew what you needed,” she whispered. “And now you’re wearing it for me.”

I let her guide me backward to the bed.

She pushed me gently, and I sat. She slipped off her coat and climbed over me, straddling my lap. Her dress was black, slinky, low-cut — some silky vampire thing from the party. Her thighs pressed either side of mine, her breath warm on my cheek.

“Keep the gloves on,” she said. “Keep the boots on. Keep everything on.”

I nodded. “Yes.”

“Good.”

She leaned in and kissed my neck — once, then again, then harder. Her hands traced the lines of the corset, following the seams. Her fingers dipped between my thighs, brushed the edge of the thong.

“Wet already?” she murmured. “Figures.”

I moaned.

She stood briefly, pulled her dress over her head — no bra. Her breasts soft and full, nipples dark and peaked. Then she straddled me again and pressed herself down.

The thong was pushed aside. She sank onto me slowly — hot, slick, firm. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. I gasped. She moaned, but softly, with control.

“You look better like this,” she whispered. “You should always dress this way.”

Each roll of her hips drew a breathless whimper from me.

I reached to touch her and she slapped my gloved hand away.

“No,” she said. “You don’t get to touch. You serve.”

I melted beneath her.

She began to ride me faster. My body jerked, breath catching, pleasure rolling in waves too strong to hold. She dug her nails into my shoulders. My corset creaked. The boots hugged my thighs with every bounce.

“Who do you belong to?” she said suddenly.

I opened my mouth — and hesitated.

Her?
Miss Harper?

My lips moved, but the words didn’t come.

“Say it,” she hissed.

I moaned, confused, trembling, right at the edge.

“Who owns you?”

But all I managed was:

“Please…”

Her body tensed. She ground down harder. Our slick bodies moved as one — leather, sweat, lipstick, need.

“Come for me,” she growled. “Now.”

And I did.

My body convulsed, thick pulses flooding inside her, legs locked in the boots, mouth open in a silent scream. She gasped and collapsed against me, breathing hard.

We stayed there for a long moment, her head resting on my shoulder, our bodies still connected. My gloved hands hung at my sides.

Then she pulled back, looking into my eyes.

“You looked like you were about to say something.”

I said nothing.

Because I didn’t know what I would have said.

In the silence that followed, I reached for her hand. She took it gently. Held it.

But in the mirror behind her, I saw myself.

And for a split second… I thought I saw her standing behind me.
Miss Harper. Smiling. Watching.

Then it was gone.

Just my reflection. Just us.

Just the ghost of who I’d been — and the shape of what I might still become.


Chapter Ten: Padlocked

All week, she’d been pushing it further.

Each day when I got home from work, there was already a note waiting:

•              Be dressed when I get home.

•              Use the pink lipstick tonight.

•              Put on the corset — tightly.

And each night, she rewarded me. Sex like I’d never known. Teasing. Topping. Total surrender. My wife had become someone else — someone I didn’t realise I’d wanted for so long. Someone who wanted me bent, painted, laced tight and begging.

I gave her everything. Every night. I didn’t even question it anymore.

By Friday, I was more than ready.

That morning she kissed me goodbye and whispered, “Be extra slutty tonight. I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I couldn’t concentrate at work. All day I imagined what it could be — new boots? A new plug? Another note from Miss Harper? My mind spiralled between desire and dread. But mostly desire.

When I got home, I bathed, shaved, powdered. Painted on the lipstick she liked — her colour, even though I still didn’t know if it was hers. I wore the corset. The gloves. The wig. The heels. I even used a touch of perfume — her old one. The one that still reminded me of being caught.

I was trembling by the time she came home.

She walked in, surveyed me, and smiled like a queen appraising her pet.

“Perfect,” she said.

She didn’t undress.

She guided me to the bed, pressed me gently to the mattress, and whispered, “Tonight, I want you helpless.”

Before I could reply, the cuffs came out. The ones I thought I’d hidden.

“Arms up,” she said.

I obeyed. She secured each wrist to the headboard with casual precision. Then my ankles — wide, open, exposed.

I gasped.

“Comfortable?” she asked sweetly.

I nodded, wide-eyed. She reached into her bag and pulled something out — small, black, sleek. I recognised it immediately.

A new plug. Remote-controlled. Chrome-tipped. Wicked.

She held it up.

“Do you trust me?”

“…Yes.”

“Good.”

She slid it in slowly, expertly. My whole body tensed — in pleasure, in anticipation.

Then came the click of a small padlock. I heard it before I saw it — between the leather cuffs and the metal loops, she secured me to the bedframe. Not just tied. Locked.

I tugged instinctively.

“You’re not going anywhere, sweetheart.”

She straddled me, fully clothed, eyes dark with lust. Her hips moved slowly against my thigh as she held the remote up like a toy.

“You don’t come until I say so.”

The first buzz was low — teasing. She watched me react, watched me squirm. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t touch. Could only feel.

She leaned in, whispered filth into my ear, kissed my painted lips, then clicked it higher. Again. Again.

My cock twitched in the soaked lace. My body jerked, craving release.

“Beg for it,” she said.

I did. Every filthy word I’d ever sworn I’d never say poured from my mouth like prayer. I told her I was hers. I told her I was nothing but her toy. I told her I needed to come so badly I’d cry.

She turned it up to full.

I came.

Helpless, bucking, ruined. Moaning into the sheets as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. The orgasm felt stolen — ripped from me. My thighs shook. My cheeks were wet. My wife leaned down, kissed my tears.

Then she stood.

“You’ve been so good this week,” she said, calmly gathering her bag. “But I think you need one last challenge.”

She walked slowly to the bedroom door. My arms were still locked wide. My legs too. The plug hummed faintly inside me.

“Just stay like this a little longer,” she said.

I nodded. Shaky. Exposed. Grateful.

She smiled.

“Oh — and one more thing.”

She stepped into the hallway, then turned back. Her eyes sparkled. Her smile widened.

“Wouldn’t it be awful if a neighbour found you like this?”

The door clicked shut.

And I was alone.

Padlocked. Plugged. Painted. Helpless.

And very possibly… no longer private.

I lay there in the fading light, the scent of sex and perfume clinging to the sheets. Somewhere in the house, I could hear my wife humming. My wrists still ached from the cuffs. The plug pulsed faintly inside me.

I closed my eyes.

Then I heard the soft buzz of her phone on the dresser. A message. Just a glimpse of the preview lit the screen — and for a second, I saw it. That photo.

Miss Harper. Smiling. Remote in hand.

And behind her, me — undone, ruined, hers.

Still.


Chapter Eleven: Caught

She stepped into the room, wrapped in a towel, hair damp from the shower.
She barely glanced at me — just crossed the room, picked up the phone, and tapped the screen.

I froze.

She stared at it for a moment.
“Shit,” she muttered.

I stopped breathing.

She dropped the towel, already reaching for her bra.
“Something’s come up,” she said, half to herself, pulling open the wardrobe. “I need to get into the office. I’ll explain later.”

She tossed the phone back onto the bed without another word.

My chest heaved — not from the cuffs, or the plug, or the wet lace clinging between my legs — but from the spiralling panic I couldn’t voice.

“Wait,” I said. “Are you okay?”

She laughed lightly, stepping into a skirt.
“I’m fine. Someone’s messed up badly and now it’s a whole thing. You know how it is.”

I didn’t.

She stepped into heels. No makeup. No earrings. Just perfume. A dash behind the ears. Routine.

I watched, chained. Trembling.

“I’ll be back in a couple of hours,” she said, already halfway to the door.

“Wait — the cuffs—”

She paused, thinking.
“Key’s… in the bedside drawer, maybe? Or the bathroom?”

Then she was gone.

The front door slammed a moment later.

And I was left cuffed to the bed.

Alone. Confused. Slick with sweat and anticipation and something darker.

I turned my head towards the phone again.
Why didn’t she take it with her?

I didn’t reach for it. Because I couldn’t.

Locked now.
Miss Harper’s selfie had disappeared.
Had she seen it?

I heard the side gate creak.
Footsteps across the decking.
Then the click of the back door.

And the soft, steady sound of heels on the floorboards. Miss Harper.

The sound of her heels was unhurried. Intentional. Like she wanted me to hear her coming. Like she wanted every step to tighten something inside me.

She didn’t knock. She never did.

The door opened with a quiet click.

Miss Harper stepped inside, dressed in a long dark coat, gloves still on, sunglasses perched in her hair. Her gaze swept the room like a searchlight, landing on me with a slow, satisfied smile.

“Well,” she said softly. “She left you just how I like you.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

She stepped closer, her heels clicking sharply across the floorboards, her coat shifting with each movement. She didn’t look at the phone. She didn’t have to.

“I watched her leave,” she said, voice low and casual. “From my upstairs window. Hair still wet. No earrings. She always forgets earrings when she’s flustered.”

I blinked at her, wrists tugging instinctively against the cuffs.

“She seemed… rushed,” she added. “But calm. Not surprised. Not like someone who just saw that photo.”

Her eyes slid to the bedside table.

I followed her gaze. The phone sat there, dark. Silent.

She reached out and picked it up with one gloved hand. Swiped the screen. Tilted it slightly toward me.

There it was.

The photo.

Me, dressed. Painted. Plugged. Cuffed. Ruined.

She tapped the message thread once, then locked the screen again. Her expression didn’t change.

“She saw it,” I said quietly. “Didn’t she?”

Miss Harper tilted her head. “Did she?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t know. The moment was too fast. Too clean. Like it had been rehearsed.

She stepped to the edge of the bed, standing over me. Her coat flared slightly as she moved. She looked down at me with a kind of detached amusement.

“You know,” she said, “you always assume she’s the one reacting.”

I frowned.

She smiled. “But what if she’s not reacting at all? What if she’s just… letting it happen?”

Her gloved fingers reached forward and traced the length of my chest — from collarbone to corset, to the trembling edge of soaked lace below.

“Did she lock the door behind her?” she asked.

I blinked. “What?”

“The back door,” Miss Harper said. “Did she lock it?”

I didn’t know.

Her fingers found the remote.

A soft click.

The plug inside me purred to life — gentle, teasing.

I gasped.

“I think,” she said slowly, “it’s time we stopped pretending this is still your fantasy.”

Another click. A little higher.

“Because it’s not,” she added, brushing her gloved fingers against my thigh. “Not anymore.”


Chapter Twelve: The Crossing

She didn’t ask.

She just buckled the collar in place — a thick band of pink leather, padded but tight, the kind you feel in your throat when you try to swallow. A heart-shaped lock snapped shut beneath my jaw. No key.

Then came the leash. A quiet click.

She tugged it once, and I stood.

Still cuffed. Still plugged. Still damp.

No words were spoken. I was just moved.

A coat was thrown over me — hers, oversized. I was barefoot, legs slick, makeup half-smeared. My wig was gone. I looked like a man who’d been caught in the middle of a fantasy, covered, leashed, marched out the door like a stain to be scrubbed.

We crossed the garden.

The gate opened. Then shut.

And she took me into her house like she’d done it a hundred times.

The room she led me to was soundproofed — or it may as well have been.

Thick curtains. Carpet tiles. A narrow rug at the centre. One chair. One hanging lightbulb. And a short chain bolted to the skirting board.

She clipped the leash to it. The collar jerked as she stepped back.

“You’ll stay here,” she said quietly.

She turned. Left.

The door closed.

The lock clicked.

Time dissolved.

There were no windows, no sounds from outside, only the soft electrical hum of the single bulb and the low mechanical purr of the plug still inside me. Set to the faintest throb. Not enough to bring pleasure. Only enough to keep me aware of it. And her.

I knelt.

Then I stood. Pacing. Circling. Feeling the tug of the leash like a radius drawn around my life.

An hour passed. Maybe three. The heat inside me built to nothing.

At some point, I whispered her name — but the walls gave nothing back.

She returned just once, late in the evening. I was crouched in the corner, arms around my knees.

She didn’t greet me.

She brought a bowl of food — plain oats, cold — and a glass of water. She placed them without looking at me, then turned and left again.

No eye contact.

No touch.

I started crying but didn’t know why.

When the bulb flickered out, the darkness was total.

I slept in fits — if it was sleep. Time folded in on itself. My knees ached. My throat was dry. I pissed myself once and wiped it with the towel she’d left draped over the chair. I didn’t call out again.

I watched the door for hours.

It didn’t open.

She came back in the morning.

Woke me with a boot to the thigh — not hard, not cruel, just enough to remind me she could.

She opened a small black case and removed makeup wipes, a plug charger, a hairbrush, and a little hand mirror.

She knelt beside me and cleaned my face slowly. She didn’t speak.

She brushed my hairline. Dabbed my mouth.

Then she unplugged the vibrator. Charged it for five minutes. Plugged it back in and said, “That should hold.”

She stood again and looked down at me.

“You always imagined she caught you,” she said. “Tied up. Dressed. Begging.”

Her head tilted slightly.

“But that was never enough, was it?”

I shook my head.

She nodded — not in approval, but recognition.

“She’ll be pleased.”

She returned hours later with the outfit — laid out neatly on a velvet footstool placed just inside the door.

She didn’t look at me. She didn’t say a word.

Just left it there.

And shut the door behind her.

The Outfit:

A bright pink satin maid’s dress, with puffed sleeves, lace trim, and a bib-style front. The kind of thing designed not for wear — but for ridicule.

White tights, smooth and childlike, folded neatly beside it.

Frilled white panties — obscenely oversized, cartoonish. The ruffles were stitched in layers, too many, like petals on a flower.

White stilettos, glossy, cheap-looking, loud.

A blonde wig, ringlets cascading in synthetic waves, clipped with a pink bow.

And tucked inside the panties, folded like a secret note:

Wear this. Be waiting. She’ll know what to do with you.

I didn’t hesitate.

Not because I wanted to.

Because I didn’t want to see what might happen if I didn’t.

I dressed.

Each item took something with it — my name, my voice, my shame. By the time I placed the bow in the wig and zipped up the dress, I wasn’t anything. Just presentation. Just performance.

I slipped out through her kitchen door and made the walk back across the garden.

The tights caught on a twig. The wig slipped sideways. I adjusted nothing.

I entered through the back of the house.

The kitchen was silent.

Until I heard her.

Footsteps on the stairs.

Then a voice:

“Where the fuck were you last night?”

I froze.

She stood at the top of the stairs. Hair in a knot. Dressing gown loose. Face pale and wild.

She stepped down one stair.

“You disappeared. I woke up and you were gone.”

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

She stared.

Her eyes flicked down the outfit — from wig to heels.

Her expression changed. Not confusion. Not hurt.

Just something flat. Disgust and clarity.

She scoffed. Turned toward the sink.

“If you’re a maid now,” she said, reaching for a mug, “you might as well get on and do the dishes.”

She walked out of the room.

And I — in my pink satin, tights, panties, wig — stood alone.

Waiting for the next command.


Chapter Thirteen: One Last Time

She was gone.

Not slamming-the-door gone. Not suitcase-by-the-door gone. Just a quiet coat, a muttered line — "I’m staying with a friend tonight. You need to sort yourself out."

Then silence.

He stood in the hallway long after she left, waiting for the sound of a key turning again. It never came.

He told himself it was fine. That it wasn’t final. That she just needed space. That she’d be back tomorrow.

He moved through the house like a ghost, each room quietly accusing. Makeup still smeared on the bathroom counter. The plug still buzzing faintly where he’d dropped it in the sink. The maid dress crumpled on the back of the bedroom chair.

He knew what he should do.

Clean up. Shower. Throw everything away.

Apologise tomorrow. Say it was over. That he was ready to be the man she wanted. The man he should have been.

He almost did.

But instead he opened the drawer. The one beneath the bed.

The one with the corset.

He held it for a moment. Just held it.

Just one more time.

That’s all it would be.

She was gone. No one would know. He had a few hours.

He dressed slowly. With care. Like a ritual he couldn’t not complete. The black corset cinched tighter than usual. The stockings smooth and taut. The plug slipped in with a shudder. He chose the black gloves. The glossy boots. The deep red lipstick he wasn’t supposed to have replaced.

He stood in the mirror and told himself it was the last time.

No chains this time. No cuffs. No camera. Just enough to feel it. Just enough to disappear for a while.

He lay back on the bed, boots up, thighs parted slightly, fingers stroking the lace at his hip. The plug hummed quietly. His cock swelled. He closed his eyes.

He didn’t hear the key.

He didn’t hear the door.

But he heard the footsteps.

He froze.

He knew those steps.

Measured. Heeled. Confident.

He sat up too fast. Heart hammering. Lipstick smeared.

The door opened.

His ex-wife stepped inside.

Not a word.

She looked around the room, at the bed, at the mirror, at him.

She was wearing a long dark coat. Her hair was tied back. Her eyes were calm.

"You still can’t stop," she said.

He tried to speak.

She raised a hand. "Don’t. You’ll lie."

She walked to the edge of the bed and picked up the remote he didn’t remember setting down.

She turned the plug off.

"How long were you going to keep doing this? Until she caught you? Until I came back?"

He stared at her, mouth open, painted lips trembling.

She sat on the bed, crossed her legs.

"She told me you were slipping," she said. "Said you were still wearing things. Still sneaking around. I said, 'Let him. He'll trap himself eventually.'"

She looked at him.

"And here you are."

He tried to cover himself with the bedsheet. She yanked it away.

"Don’t pretend. Not now. You’ve had your fun. You’ve been caught. Again."

She leaned in.

"But this time, no crying. No apologies. No promises."

She smiled, slow and terrible.

"This time, you’re going to say thank you."

He blinked.

"Thank you for what?"

"For letting you be what you are," she said. "A pathetic little man in boots and lipstick, waiting to be told what to do."

He opened his mouth.

Nothing came out.

She stood. Unbuttoned her coat.

Underneath: a black blouse. Leather gloves. Her old riding boots.

His breath caught.

She walked to the wardrobe. Opened it. Found the cuffs.

"Lie down," she said.

He obeyed.

She cuffed his wrists to the headboard with clinical ease.

Then his ankles.

Then she sat back down.

"She won’t be back tonight," she said.

He stared at her. "You spoke to her?"

"She’s staying with a friend."

She smiled.

"You’ll never guess who."

He whimpered.

She leaned forward, her gloved hand resting gently on his throat.

"You're not going to escape this time."

Then she kissed his cheek.

And tightened the collar around his neck.


Chapter Fourteen: The Hand That Feeds

Present Day

The room is cold, still. He wakes cuffed—wrists bound in familiar steel, ankles parted just enough to feel exposed. The floor beneath him is bare wood, the air tinged with perfume and stale control. She’s there, his ex-wife, seated calmly, cross-legged, her posture rigid with precision. Not anger. Not fury. Just the smooth, methodical chill of someone who’s waited long enough.

“You never really stopped,” she says flatly, not even looking at him. “I just gave up trying to fix you.”

He shakes his head. “I—I didn’t mean—”

She cuts him off with a gesture, lazy, dismissive. “Don’t beg. Not yet. I’m not interested in apologies.” She stands. Her tone shifts: quieter now. “I want obedience.”

Flashback: The Second Coffee

Steam curls from a chipped café cup. The current wife stares into it, her shoulders hunched, knuckles white around the handle. She looks tired—less put-together than usual, makeup half-done, worry etched into every motion.

“I found makeup,” she says. “Lipstick. Foundation. My shade. But not mine.”

Miss Harper nods slowly. “You know who else found those once?”

She looks up.

“I sent her a message,” Miss Harper continues, as if casually recounting a recipe. “Told her he was doing it again. Your husband. Same hiding places. Same secrets.”

The wife blinks. “And she wrote back?”

“Oh yes,” Miss Harper says, sipping her coffee. “Turns out she never really let it go.”

The silence lingers. Then Miss Harper leans forward.

“You don’t punish him,” she says softly. “You reveal him. Let him spiral. Give him space to ruin himself… and then don’t save him.”

The wife swallows hard. “I don’t want to become her.”

“Then end it differently.”

Back to the Present

The cuffs dig deeper now, red marks blooming. His ex-wife circles him slowly, trailing her fingers across his bare shoulder.

“I lost my husband to this,” she murmurs. “But now I understand. I don’t want him back. I want what I should’ve had.”

She stops in front of him, crouches.

“Control.”

He opens his mouth, but nothing coherent comes out.

“You’re not being forgiven,” she says. “You’re being taken.”

Knock at the Door

Footsteps. He stiffens. She smiles—his ex-wife, that cold, practiced smirk.

“Right on time.”

The door opens. Miss Harper enters first, composed and casual, her heels sharp against the floorboards. Behind her: his current wife. Eyes blank. Expression unreadable.

He tries to sit up. The cuffs prevent it.

“We just came to watch,” one of them says. He’s not sure which.

He’s dressed again. Not as a woman. Not even as himself. But as an object: a thing to be finished, repurposed, and displayed. They talk as they work—about dinner, wine, plans for the weekend.

“He was always going to end up here,” Miss Harper says, adjusting the hem.

His wife nods. “We just… stopped trying to save him.”


Chapter Fifteen: The Last Supper
Part One: The First Offering
He was dressed the way she remembered him.
Not his current wife.
His ex.
The skirt was the same—grey wool, tight, high-waisted, hugging his hips like a vice. The boots were hers too. Not the new ones. The old, scuffed black leather pair she used to wear to work, with the softened creases and worn-down soles. The ones she found crusted with something that hadn’t come from her.
The lipstick was too bright. Red as a wound, smeared slightly beyond the lip line. The mascara clumped. The eyeliner uneven.
Deliberate. Mocking.
But what had changed were the words.
His ex-wife had written them across his body in red lipstick and black marker, her hand steady, almost elegant. SLUT across his chest. BITCH in large capitals down the front of his thigh. SISSY written in reverse across his cheek, so it read perfectly in the mirror.
When he’d seen himself — arms cuffed overhead, legs spread, plug already humming faintly inside him — he hadn’t recognised what he was looking at. Not a man. Not a woman.
Just evidence.
Just filth.
That’s when the door opened.
They entered together.
His ex-wife first. Calm, hair tied back, wearing a long black trench and her riding boots. She looked like someone arriving for a scheduled procedure.
Then Miss Harper, heels sharp, gloved hands folded around a small black case.
And finally — his wife.
She wore jeans. A black jumper. No makeup. Her face was unreadable.
The three of them looked at him in silence for a moment.
Then his ex-wife said:
"Let’s begin."
They didn’t ask what he wanted.
Miss Harper went first.
She crossed the floor slowly, heels tapping against the boards, and placed the black case on the side table. She opened it with quiet precision. Inside: latex gloves, wipes, a bottle of oil, and a set of satin blindfolds.
She didn’t bother with the blindfold.
She turned to him and ran a gloved finger down the word SLUT, smearing the lipstick slightly across his chest.
“I always thought you had potential,” she said, coolly. “But you wasted it on pity and porn.”
She picked up the oil.
Uncapped it.
Poured it slowly over her gloves until they shone.
“Let’s get that first one out of the way.”
She stood in front of him, close enough for him to smell the rubber and lavender. Her hand slid under the skirt, over the front of the tight black thong, finding the hard, leaking shape beneath it.
“No touching,” she said. “No begging. No speaking. You come when I decide. Not before.”
He whimpered.
Miss Harper slipped her hand inside the waistband and wrapped her slick fingers around his cock. It pulsed helplessly in her grip.
“Already dripping,” she said. “How predictable.”
She stroked him slowly. Precisely. Each movement designed to tease, not satisfy. Her thumb pressed under the head, twisting slightly, her palm cupping his balls, squeezing, threatening. Her other hand gripped the plug remote. She tapped it once.
A sharp buzz ripped through his hips. He gasped.
She smiled.
The strokes quickened — not frantically, but cruelly. Efficient. Mechanical.
The ex-wife stepped closer and tilted his chin up.
“Eyes open,” she said. “You look at her while she milks you.”
Tears were already threatening. His legs shook.
“Look at yourself,” Miss Harper whispered.
She turned his head just slightly — so he faced the full-length mirror across the room.
A trembling creature stared back. Cuffed. Lipstick smeared. Marker-stained thighs. Boots buckled tight. Skirt hiked up. One glove wrapped around his cock. The other gripping the remote.
The plug buzzed again — harder now.
He jerked.
He whimpered.
He bit his lip.
Too late.
“Now,” Miss Harper said.
The orgasm hit him like a slap. His legs buckled, held only by the cuffs. His cock twitched violently in her fist, spurting hot across her glove, splashing down onto the floor between her boots. His eyes rolled back. His body convulsed.
“Good boy,” she said flatly.
She let go, wiped her hand on his thigh, then slapped his cock once — hard — making him yelp.
“First of three,” she said, turning away. “Don’t think it gets easier.”
She peeled the gloves off slowly. Dropped them into the case.
Then reached out, smeared a streak of his cum across his lips with two fingers.
“That's your taste,” she said. “Get used to it.”
He sagged in the restraints, shaking. Legs soaked. Breathing ragged. Tears streaming.
His ex-wife approached next.
“You didn’t thank her,” she said.
“I—thank you—Miss Harper—” he choked.
“Too late,” said the ex-wife. “We’re past manners now.”
She turned to the others.
“Help me strip him. He won’t need that skirt where he’s going.”


Part Two: The Second Goodbye
They stripped him together.
The skirt was the first to go — unzipped by the ex-wife, yanked down without ceremony. Then the thong, peeled off by Miss Harper, now cold and wet. They didn’t bother unbuckling the boots. They stayed. A reminder.
What was left was even more humiliating.
Marker still scrawled across his chest and thighs. Cum streaked along his inner leg. The plug still inside him — still humming. The collar locked tight. His wrists high, his body exposed. His cock, already spent once, twitching with the faint throb of what was coming next.
His wife stepped forward.
Not ex-wife. Not neighbour.
Her.
She was still dressed in black. Jeans. Jumper. No makeup. Her face was cool — not angry. Not cruel. Just… finished.
She looked at him for a long time.
“I used to think I wasn’t enough for you,” she said softly. “That there was something I couldn’t give you. Something broken in me.”
He opened his mouth to speak.
“No,” she said. “You don’t get to explain. Not now.”
She pulled a small velvet pouch from her coat pocket. Unzipped it.
Out came the strapon.
Thick. Black. Gleaming.
She stepped aside and began undressing slowly. Top off. Bra unclipped. Her breasts full, heavy, natural. She removed her jeans and stepped into the harness, buckling it with quiet precision. The shaft of the strap on gleamed, reflecting his guilt.
Then she turned, crossed to the corner — and picked up the boots.
 
Her boots.
 
The ones he used to wear in secret. The ones she once held in her hand, frowning at the creases, saying “Weird, they’re wearing out so fast.”
She stepped into them now — one foot, then the other — zipping them slowly, deliberately.
They fit like they always had. But now they meant something else entirely.
When she turned back, taller, steadier, shined and commanding, he didn’t see her as his wife.
He saw his replacement.
“If you’re going to take my role,” she said, adjusting the straps on the harness, “then I’ll take yours.”
She walked toward him slowly and pressed the tip of the strapon against his lips.
“Kiss it,” she said.
He obeyed. Lips trembling.
She pulled it away just as he parted his mouth wider.
“Look at you,” she murmured. “Begging for cock like a good little pet.”
He whimpered.
“You’re not a husband,” she whispered, circling behind him. “You’re not a man. You’re not anything. But I did love you once.”
The plug popped out with a slick, wet sound. He gasped — the emptiness sudden, shocking.
Then she paused.
“Tell me why you need this.”
“I… I don’t know—” he stammered.
She slapped his thigh, hard.
“Wrong answer.”
“I need it because I’m yours,” he whispered.
She leaned in, her breath hot against his cheek. “Still wrong.”
“I—” he started, but her gloved hand wrapped around his jaw and forced his mouth open.
She spat in it.
“Because you’re nothing,” she said. “Because this is all you’re good for.”
He swallowed.
Then, without warning, she shoved the strapon inside him.
“No prep,” she hissed. “No mercy.”
He screamed.
One brutal thrust, and he screamed. She gripped his hips and slammed again. Her body moved with rhythm — not frantic, but deliberate. Punishing. She leaned in close to his back.
“You thought you could do this in secret? That I’d never know?”
Thrust.
“You tried to be good for me… but you were always playing dress-up under it all.”
Thrust.
“You begged for me. You lied to me.”
Thrust.
He sobbed, drool slipping down his chin, eyes wide and blind.
“You liked the dress. The wig. The makeup. You liked being my little doll. You liked being seen.”
She fucked him harder.
Every thrust sent waves through his belly. His cock twitched — somehow. Already emptied once, it still reacted. Still wanted.
The strapon slammed into him again and again. His boots squeaked against the floor. His wrists tugged uselessly at the cuffs. Every inch of him was burning — pain, pleasure, shame.
And then — she reached around.
Wrapped her hand around his cock. Slick. Soft.
“Let go,” she whispered.
He didn’t want to. He wasn’t ready.
But his body betrayed him.
The second orgasm burst out of him like a sob. His hips jerked forward, body collapsing against the chains, thick white ropes spraying over her hand, his thigh, the boot that had kicked him. He cried out — not in pleasure, but in total ruin.
She didn’t stop.
She kept fucking him through it, drawing out every pulse. When he sagged forward, she pulled out with one final thrust that made him yelp.
Then she stepped back, breathing hard.
She wiped the cum from her hand across his cheek. Then leaned in, nose to nose.
“I want a real man,” she whispered. “So I’m giving you to the woman you deserve.”
She spat in his mouth.
He didn’t flinch.
Just swallowed.
Behind her, the ex-wife was already preparing the final stage.
The cage.
The plug.
The outfit.
And the ballet boots.
Part Three: The Last Ruin
He was still leaking when his ex-wife stepped forward.
His cock twitched uselessly between his legs, glistening and red from the first two orgasms, cum drying across his thighs and smeared into the word BITCH on his skin. His wrists ached from where the cuffs held him upright. His mascara had run down both cheeks. His lipstick was a wreck. He was gasping — not from exertion, but from what he knew was coming.
Because she hadn’t touched him yet.
Not since she caught him. Not since she left. Not since she walked out all those months ago and told him to get help, to stop, to grow the fuck up.
But now she stood before him again. Calm. Composed.
Dressed in the same riding boots she wore the night she found him plugged and panting in her lingerie.
She undid the belt of her coat slowly, revealing the outfit beneath: a crisp black blouse, tucked into high-waisted trousers, gloves smooth and dark on her hands, a key glinting on a chain around her neck.
She said nothing at first.
She just looked.
Looked at him like he wasn’t a person anymore. Not someone who needed saving. Just something that needed finishing.
And then she moved.
She slapped him. Hard. One glove across the cheek. Not out of rage — but punctuation.
“You never stopped,” she said. “Even after everything. Even after I gave you a chance.”
He whimpered.
“You had her. You had a second chance at a life. But you wanted this.”
She took the riding crop from where it hung on the chair and tapped it once against his thigh.
“This isn’t a game anymore.”
She grabbed the base of his cock — still twitching, sensitive, spent — and squeezed. Not to stroke. To hold. To own.
He gasped.
“I’m going to drain you,” she said. “One last time.”
And then you’ll never come again.”
She started slow.
Not with her hand. With her mouth.
She dropped to her knees in front of him and ran her tongue across the word SISSY still visible on his inner thigh. She kissed the damp skin above his boots. She licked the head of his cock once, then twice — enough to make him moan, enough to remind him of what he could lose.
Then she stood.
Turned to Miss Harper.
“Hold him.”
The neighbour came forward without a word. She took his face in her hands, forced his head back against the wall. The collar cut into his throat. His eyes watered. His ex-wife spat in her palm, wrapped her gloved fingers around his cock, and began to milk him.
There was no buildup. No tenderness. Just pressure. Rhythm. Ruthlessness.
“You’re going to come,” she said. “And then you’re going to cry. And then we’re going to lock you.”
He was already there — trembling, bucking, eyes wild.
“Please—” he sobbed.
She laughed. “No more begging. You begged the moment you put those boots on.”
Her grip tightened. Faster now. One gloved hand working his cock, the other slapping his balls in time.
Miss Harper whispered in his ear, low and cold: “This is who you are.”
He exploded.
The third orgasm tore through him like punishment. He screamed. His legs buckled. Cum shot across her glove, her blouse, the floor, his own stomach. More than before. Hot. Violent. Messy.
He came like it was being taken from him.
Because it was.
He collapsed in the cuffs, body trembling, completely spent.
She wiped her gloves off on his skirt. Then reached into her coat and pulled out the cage.
Stainless steel. Shiny. Tight.
His eyes widened.
“No—please—”
She slapped him again.
“I told you,” she said. “That was your last one.”
She took his cock — soft now, spent and raw — and forced it inside the cage. She clicked it closed. The lock snapped shut.
He whimpered.
Then — to his surprise — she reached into her blouse pocket and held the key out to him, dangling it just above his chest.
“Here,” she said. “You want to be a man again? Take it.”
He stared at it.
She dropped it into his gloved palm.
The cold metal felt impossibly small — delicate, almost fragile. He closed his hands around it. The leather mitts softened the shape. His breath caught.
“Now give it back.”
He hesitated.
“Go on,” she said, voice low. “Give me your last chance.”
His hands shook as he passed it to her.
She smiled.
“You always do.”
Then she kissed the key slowly, held his gaze, and slid it between her lips.
Swallowed.
Gone.
“Now it’s never coming back,” she said. “And neither are you.”
“From now on,” she said, “you don’t get to come.”
She turned to Miss Harper. “Plug?”
The neighbour handed her something thick, black, and gleaming. Wider than the others. Tapered. With a heart-shaped base.
His eyes went wide.
“No—please—”
They ignored him.
Miss Harper grabbed his hips. The ex-wife pushed the plug deep inside him. It stretched him. Burned. Seated itself with a terrible finality. His body twitched.
It buzzed to life — controlled by an app she now held in her hand.
“Let’s get you dressed,” said his wife.
The outfit was laid out on the bed:
A frilly satin maid dress, hot pink, with puffed sleeves and a flared skirt. A white lace apron. White tights. Silly oversized panties with CUMDOLL printed across the ass in curly letters.
They removed the cuffs.
He didn’t run.
He didn’t fight.
They dressed him like a doll — tights up his legs, panties over the cage, dress zipped, apron tied. Wig adjusted. Bow clipped.
Miss Harper stepped forward with the final items: a pair of thick, padded pink leather mitts, buckled and lined with soft suede.
“We wouldn’t want wandering hands,” she said.
He shook his head, eyes wide.
“No more touching,” his wife added. “Ever.”
They slid the mitts over his hands. Buckled them tight. Tiny padlocks clicked into place at each wrist.
He flexed his fingers — or tried to. There was no give. No grip. No way to undo anything.
Then came the ballet boots.
Bright pink. Patent leather. Toepoint. Locked around his ankles with tiny padlocks.
He could barely stand in them.
Miss Harper buckled the collar tighter.
The ex-wife clipped on the leash.
His wife slid a pacifier between his lips.
The doorbell rang.
He trembled.
They didn’t say who it was.
“Time to go,” the ex-wife said.
Miss Harper opened the door. The cold air rushed in.
He was led out of the house — down the front steps, onto the pavement — leash taut, frilly skirt swaying with every clumsy, trembling step.
People were out. Neighbours. A cyclist passed. Someone stared.
Then a voice:
“No fucking way…”
Across the street, a neighbour in a dressing gown stepped out onto their porch, phone already filming.
“Oi, hold still a sec—fuck me, that skirt, the boots—does that say CUMDOLL on his arse?”
He laughed, panning the camera.
“This is going viral by midnight.”
They kept walking.
A blacked-out van waited at the kerb. No markings. Engine idling. Rear doors slightly ajar.
No one spoke. No one gestured. But they all knew what it was for.
Miss Harper opened the doors.
He was helped inside.
And behind them, in the warm glow of the house they used to share, the front door slowly closed.
With him on the outside.
Forever.
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